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Onua’s Golden Kanohi 
No good deed goes unrewarded 

 
Chapter 1: Discovery 
 
Onua was breathing hard. He was halfway up the slope, and every move was critical. With his 
strength, he could lift hundreds of times his own weight, but the rock was soft, crumbly, and 
treacherous, requiring intense concentration. The Toa of Earth reached over his head for another 
claw-hold, and a cascade of small rocks tumbled down, bouncing off his Pakari. 
 
“Ouch!” he grumbled, but he succeeded in grasping a larger, more solid chunk and shifted his 
weight upward. He moved his foot to the next ledge and pushed. He continued to climb carefully 
until he was within a hundred bios of the top, close enough to use his Miru. He let go with his 
claws, floating easily to the small patch of level ground. “Whew! Good thing I already have that 
one,” he panted. “I wouldn’t have liked to climb the whole thing the hard way.” 
 
But his relief was short-lived. Before he could see it with his dim daytime vision, he heard the 
ominous buzzing of a Nui-Rama. He dove behind a large boulder as it whizzed over, slashing at 
him with its claws. They glanced uselessly off the shimmering translucent shield of his Hau. 
Onua laughed to himself. “Guess I didn’t really need to duck,” he thought. “My instincts are 
definitely quicker than my brain. But with practice, maybe I can train myself to use the mask 
powers first.” 
 
He searched the craggy mountaintop for the prize that had motivated the climb. And there it lay, 
camouflaged against the grayish stone. An Akaku! He knelt, his claws closing over the smooth 
lenses, and wrested it from the rock. He positioned it over his Pakari, and he could feel a surge of 
energy resonating through the blending masks. He blinked as the lenses focused on a nearby 
peak. “Wow!” Onua, with his poor vision, was overwhelmed by the amazing amount of detail. 
Each lens showed a different aspect of the landscape. And the largest one showed him – trouble. 
 
“Uh, oh!” Onua could see the Nui-Rama nest on the far side of the adjacent crag. He 
remembered the warning of the Le-Koronan scout who had seen the Kanohi from his Kahu and 
narrowly escaped to tell about it. The buzzing of the infected creatures reached his ears at the 
same moment, building to a deafening drone. 
 
Onua braced himself against the rocks and switched to his Hau again. Dozens of the hideous 
insects pounded in vain against the shield. But Onua felt the ground move. Again he felt a shock. 
He realized with horror that the Rama were clawing at the sides of the cliff. Soon they would dig 
all the way through it, and the top of the narrow spire would tumble down, Onua with it. It was 
too far to jump, even with the Miru. And he would have no more protection if he changed masks. 
 
The Toa of Earth did what he knew best: he dug, straight down. Stone flew up, striking a few of the 
Rama, as he burrowed down the middle of the crag. The Rahi, too large to follow him into the shaft, 
buzzed angrily around the top. Onua didn’t stop digging until he could feel the coolness of the deep earth 
surround him again. He scraped out a hollow spot and paused to rest a few minutes. 
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Onua’s green eyes snapped open as he sensed vibrations through the ground. He lay his head 
against the earth, listening. It was a signal from Whenua. He deciphered the code: “Onua, come 
quickly, great power concealed.” The message repeated, but Onua was already on his way, 
digging rapidly in the direction of the sender. He burst into a wide spot in one of the Onu-
Koronan tunnels. 
 
Whenua and a crew of Matoran were staring at one wall of the tunnel. “Ah, there you are, great 
Toa. Thank you for responding to my summons. We have found something that seems very 
important. My drill is sensing great power beyond this wall. But it doesn’t match the energy 
patterns from any Rahi we have yet seen, and we didn’t want to open it without you.” 
 
“Well, as a matter of fact,” said Onua, switching to his new Akaku, “I can help you out there.” 
 
Whenua looked relieved. “Great! You found it! How many do you have left?” 
 
Onua smiled at the little Turaga. “Only one, the Kakama. Now, let’s see.” The darkness was no 
obstacle with his excellent night vision. He looked through the Akaku and focused to get the 
proper range. Onua gasped. “No wonder you sensed power, Whenua. There are four Pakari in 
there!” 
 
 
Chapter 2: Delivery Service 
 
Whenua laughed. “Obviously these Pakari are not for you! You’re strong enough already.” 
 
Onua gently patted the village elder on the back with his claw. “Yeah. But I’m going to dig them 
out. The other Toa will sure need them.” 
 
In a moment Onua had dug into the wall and broke into a hollow chamber. The four gray masks 
were pressed into a large boulder in a neat row. Onua reached out to touch one, then hesitated. 
 
“I wonder why there are four here, all together,” mused Onua. “And in the earth, my domain. 
The only Toa who doesn’t need one.” 
 
“That is odd,” Whenua responded. “But there is always a reason for what the Great Beings do.” 
 
Onua was silent for a moment. “Maybe they want me to bring these to the other Toa. Why else 
would they put them here?” 
 
Whenua was uneasy. “It’s always a little dangerous to presume to understand the will of the 
Great Beings,” he said slowly. “They could want the other Toa to come here.” 
 
“Maybe. But that would mean a lot of extra travel, because I would still have to go tell them. I 
think I am supposed to deliver them myself. And one Toa will have to find his own, or maybe he 
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already has.” Onua tilted his head as he stared at the Pakari. “Whenua, no one has ever touched a 
Kanohi except for the Toa for which it was intended. Do you think it’s safe?” 
 
Whenua looked at the ground as he thought. Finally he answered. “Well, as long as you don’t try 
to wear it, I think it would be all right. I don’t think the Great Beings would set it up so that 
helping your friends would cause a problem. They do always seem to be pushing you Toa to 
work together.” 
 
Onua trusted the wisdom of his Turaga. He took a deep breath and put his claws around a Pakari, 
pulling it loose from the stone. The mask remained inert and gray, as if its power were still 
waiting to be awakened. “I’ll just take one for now, to make sure it really works when I get it to 
another Toa. Can you guard the others until I return?” 
 
“Sure,” said Whenua. “But what about your Kakama?” 
 
“Maybe I will find my Kakama on the way to the other Toa,” smiled Onua. “I don’t even know 
where to start looking for it, anyway. No one has seen it yet.” 
 
“True.” 
 
“Well, thanks for your help, Whenua.” Onua slapped the Turaga on the back, knocking off his 
mask. “Oops, sorry.” He bent to pick it up. 
 
Whenua coughed and caught his breath. “Like I was saying, YOU sure don’t need ‘em!” 
 
Onua grinned. “I wonder what would happen if I wore TWO Pakari?” 
 
“NOOO! I mean, with all due respect, I think that would be very dangerous,” said Whenua 
quickly, replacing his mask. 
 
“I was just kidding, Turaga,” laughed Onua. When Whenua smiled with relief, the Matoran 
laughed, too. 
 
“OK, Onepu, set up a guard for these three masks. I don’t want ANYTHING to happen to them,” 
ordered Whenua. 
 
“Yes, sir,” replied Onepu. “I’ll see to it right away.” 
 
“Onua, where will you be headed first, in case anyone comes looking for you?” asked the 
Turaga. 
 
“Ga-Koro,” said Onua. He wasn’t exactly sure why, but he wanted to bring a Pakari to Gali first. 
Somehow being around her always made him feel warm inside in a way that didn’t happen with 
the other Toa. “Maybe it’s because water and earth are so compatible,” he thought. “Or maybe 
it’s her wisdom. And the way she always wants us to work together. Oh, I don’t know.” Aloud, 
he asked Nuparu, pointing to his backpack, “May I borrow this, please?” 
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“Of course, sir, I’d be honored!” Nuparu removed the pack and emptied it, adjusting the straps 
for Onua’s bulky frame. 
 
Onua put the Kanohi in the pack, slung it over his shoulders, and turned to go. “Thanks, Nuparu. 
Whenua, take good care of Onu-Wahi, as you always do. OK, I’m off. Wish I had that Kakama 
already!” He burrowed into the east wall of the tunnel. For a while the Tohunga could hear the 
his mighty claws grinding into the earth, and then there was silence. 
 
Whenua spoke. “Good luck, Onepu!” He got on his Ussal and returned to Onu-Koro. 
 
 
Chapter 3: Cool Water 
 
Onua emerged on the beach at Ga-Koro. He shook the dirt off himself and squinted in the 
sunlight at the waterborne village. 
 
“Oh, yeah!” he chided himself, switching to the Akaku. “This works so much better for daylight. 
And I love this telescope lens.” He looked again and saw a hut rising from the water, which 
rolled in sheets off the leafy covering. A strange multi-colored Tohunga stood by the pump. 
Nokama and the villagers came out of the hut. 
 
Suddenly, a Tarakava with an infected mask rose from the waves and towered over the Turaga, 
roaring menacingly. Onua began to run toward the water, switched to his Kaukau, and dove in. 
As he swam toward the lily pads, he saw the Toa of Water swimming from the other direction. 
The agile Gali leaped from the water onto the lily pad. Onua surfaced in time to see her block a 
blow from the beast, then do a back flip and land on its back. The Tarakava zoomed into the 
water to shake its tormentor, but Gali held on tight. He plunged in again and approached the 
furious swirling of the two combatants, trying to discern one from the other. But Gali had already 
defeated her foe. The Tarakava rose one last time from the water, and fell to the side with a large 
splash. Gali was holding its mask. The Ga-Koronans cheered wildly. 
 
Onua felt a rush of relief that Gali was safe. Still, he was a little disappointed that he was too late 
to help. He tried to climb onto the lily pad with Gali, but his weight just pushed the edge 
underwater. So he switched to his Miru and levitated out of the water, landing in the center 
where he was more stable. The Ga-Matoran stared at him, amazed, for they had never seen 
another Toa before. 
 
“Hi, Onua!” called Gali. “What brings you to Ga-Koro?” 
 
“Hi, Gali,” Onua replied. “Um, well, I brought you something.” He reached into the pack and 
pulled out the mask. 
 
“How sweet! But I already have that one. I found it underwater this morning.” 
 
Onua was crestfallen. “Oh,” he said. 
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“See?” Gali switched to her Pakari. 
 
Onua thought it was especially pretty in blue. “Wow, you look really good in that,” he said. 
Immediately he was embarrassed by his own words. 
 
Gali laughed, changing back to her Kaukau. “Thanks. Well, I’m glad you came by. If it weren’t 
for Maku here sneaking off to see her boyfriend, YOU might have had to rescue my village!” 
Maku looked at her feet. “It’s OK, Maku. It all turned out for the best. Thanks for coming to find 
me.” She patted the Tohunga on the head with her hook. 
 
Maku smiled sheepishly. “You’re welcome, Gali.” 
 
“So, what masks are you missing?” asked Onua. 
 
“Only one, the Kakama.” 
 
“Really? That’s the only one I still need, too!” Onua looked around. He watched the strangely 
colored Matoran walk out of Nokama’s hut, nod respectfully to Onua, and continue down the 
path to the boat dock. “Who was that?” 
 
“A traveler,” replied Gali. “With an important destiny. He just repaired the pump and saved 
everyone from drowning. That’s all I know about him.” 
 
“Well, can I help you with anything, since I’m here?” asked the Toa of Earth. 
 
“Um, sure. Would you please get that Tarakava out of the water and into this hut? It needs to be 
cared for. Now that its infected mask has been removed, the villagers can tame it.” Gali pointed 
to a dwelling at the edge of the village. 
 
“No problem.” Onua took a deep breath and swam to the bottom. He lifted the enormous creature 
over his head and heaved it out of the water onto the lily pad. Before it could slide back off, he 
surfaced and shoved it toward the center of the giant leaf. He used his Miru as before to get onto 
the pad, and he dragged the monster into the hut. 
 
“Thank you,” said Gali sweetly. “Now, we have a town meeting, so I have to go. See you later! 
Good luck finding your Kakama!” 
 
“You, too.” Onua sighed as he watched her turn to Nokama and the villagers. He swam slowly to 
the shore and got out. He waved, but Gali was talking to the Matoran. 
 
“Well,” he thought, “now I know who DOESN’T need a Pakari. Ta-Koro isn’t far from here, I’ll 
see if Tahu is there.” He dug back into the sand and tunneled toward the Village of Fire. But his 
mind was still on Gali. “Hey, wait a minute,” he realized. “Gali already HAS a Pakari. She didn’t 
need me to move that Rahi. She could easily have done it herself! Hmm. Could she have just 
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wanted me to feel important?” It was a very nice thought, and he pondered it until he approached 
Ta-Koro and felt the heat of the volcano through his beloved earth. 
 
 
Chapter 4: Hot Lava 
 
Onua climbed out of the ground on the side of the Mangai. He had gone to Ta-Koro, and 
Vakama had directed him here to find Tahu. He immediately saw the Toa of Fire on a foothill 
across the stream of flowing lava. But Tahu was too busy to notice him. He was surrounded by 
five infected Kane-Ra. 
 
Onua watched to see how he could help. Tahu spun in a circle, spraying flames at the beasts with 
his fire sword. They backed off, snarling, but soon approached again. Onua dug underneath the 
valley and emerged behind one of the Kane-Ra. With his massive claws he grabbed its legs and 
dragged it into the ground, where he knocked off its mask. The dazed animal groaned as it 
crawled slowly back out of the dirt. 
 
Meanwhile Tahu had jumped up onto a boulder and blasted the other four Rahi again. While they 
were still stunned, he turned and pulled a gray Miru from the rock above. He put it on and 
levitated above the animals, who were ready for more. He looked for a place to land, but 
wherever he moved, there was nothing but gnashing teeth below his feet. When he fired his 
sword again, it propelled him backwards, spinning out of control, and the creatures followed. 
 
Onua held his claws together, concentrating on the space between them. When a glowing green 
ball had formed, he slammed it into the earth. The ground below the Rahi opened up with a 
mighty cracking sound, and they tumbled into the earth, which closed around them with a loud 
rumble. Tahu, astonished, landed on the rubble. He looked around to see his rescuer, and spotted 
the Toa of Earth. 
 
“Hi, Onua!” he shouted. “Thanks a million! I just got this thing, and I’m not really sure how to 
steer yet!” 
 
Onua laughed. “Yes, I had that problem at first, too, Tahu.” 
 
“Well, I owe you my life. What can I do for you?” 
 
Onua pulled the Pakari out of his pack. “What are friends for? Here you go. Try this one.” 
 
Tahu smiled. “You really ARE a friend, Onua. Thanks!” He put it over his Hau, and Onua 
watched it turn from gray to red, as the Miru had done. “OK, what can it do?” He sliced a large 
boulder out of the volcanic rock at his feet with his fire sword. Then he put the sword on his back 
and lifted the rock above his head. “Awesome!” 
 
Onua was relieved. “Wow, it worked! I was a little worried about bringing a Kanohi to another 
Toa, but it looks like that’s allowed.” 
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Tahu tossed the rock to the side, causing the earth to shake under their feet. “You have no idea 
how happy this makes me, Onua. That’s my last mask! Would you come with me to my Suva?” 
 
“Sure, I’d love to,” replied Onua, glad that his gift was useful this time. 
 
“OK, follow me.” Tahu sliced two flat, oblong rocks about four bios long from the basalt. “Here, 
take one and jump on. Use your Kakama, and we’ll be in Ta-Koro in no time.” He threw his 
board into the lava stream and jumped on, switching to his Kakama. 
 
“Um, I don’t have a Kakama yet,” yelled Onua after him, a little envious that his friend’s search 
was over and his was not. 
 
“Oh, sorry,” said Tahu, changing back to the Hau. He fishtailed on the board to let Onua catch 
up. 
 
Onua threw his board into the lava and leaped. The rock was very unsteady, and he wobbled 
crazily a few times before catching his balance. “Hey, this is cool!” he called out, leaning right 
and then left to steer his board around some stones in the stream, which had just joined a wide 
river of molten rock. 
 
Tahu smiled. “Yeah, I love surfing, it really relaxes me.” 
 
“I wouldn’t call this relaxing, but it’s fun,” replied Onua. “Say, I’ve been wondering about 
something. I just tried to take this Pakari to Gali, but she’s only missing the Kakama, too. But 
every time I’m around her I feel funny inside and talk like an idiot. Is there something wrong 
with me?” 
 
Tahu laughed. “Gali has that effect on everyone, Onua. You’re perfectly normal. You’ll get used 
to her.” 
 
“Oh. I was just hoping I could somehow be special to her.” 
 
“You and the rest of us! Listen, Gali will always be everyone’s friend, but she will never pick a 
favorite. If she did, we the rest of us would be jealous, and we would be worthless as warriors 
and protectors. That would just be playing right into Makuta’s hands.” 
 
Onua marveled at his friend’s wisdom. “How did you figure all that out?” 
 
“Actually, Gali explained that to me.” 
 
“And how did you get onto THAT subject?” 
 
Tahu turned his head and met Onua’s gaze with his own. “Oh,” said Onua. “Sorry.” 
 
Tahu smiled. “So just thank the Great Beings whenever you get the chance to work with her, 
because she does make everything more fun. And don’t worry about it.” 
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“Still, I like to think about her.” As Onua said this, his board struck a boulder and slipped out 
from under him, and he flew sideways through the air. He quickly switched to his Miru and 
hovered over the lava flow, but he realized that he was too far to reach the bank. “Tahu!” he 
called.  
 
Tahu spun his board and pulled the fire sword off his back. He stuck it into the lava up to the hilt 
and ignited it. It propelled the board upstream past Onua. He made another turn and put the 
sword on his back again. “Hang on!” Holding out his arms, he surfed under Onua and caught 
him, falling with a thud onto his back with Onua in his lap. He pushed the Toa of Earth back up 
onto his feet and stood. “Now get behind me, slowly, and just do what I do.” 
 
Onua complied, admiring his friend’s balance and skill. But Tahu was chiding him. “If you keep 
daydreaming about Gali, you’re going to get yourself killed. So get your mind back on your 
work!” He guided the board, with Onua holding his waist and leaning when he did. 
 
“Yeah, you’re right,” replied Onua. “Hey, look! My Kakama!” As he twisted to look, the board 
tipped sideways. “No, wait, it’s just a rock.” 
 
Tahu shifted in the opposite direction to right the board. “Easy, big guy.” 
 
Onua sighed. “Sorry, wishful thinking, I guess. Look, Tahu, is that your village? We are almost 
there.” 
 
A crowd of Tohunga had gathered at the edge of the village to greet the Toa. Tahu skidded the 
board to a stop on the hard ground. He and Onua got off and walked up to Vakama. “I have good 
news,” he told the Turaga. “Onua just brought me my last Kanohi. I’m ready for the Suva.” 
 
The Ta-Koronans cheered. Vakama, beaming with pride, led the way to the Suva. All were silent 
as Tahu stepped on the center stone. He descended into the Suva and rose again, his golden Hau 
gleaming in the glow of the lava. Onua was filled with wonder and happiness for his fellow Toa. 
The Matoran cheered and hugged a surprised Vakama. 
 
Tahu spoke. “Onua, you are incredible. Thanks for all your help.” 
 
“Don’t mention it, Tahu.” 
 
“We are going to have a village council now. Would you like to stay a while?” 
 
“No, I’d better be going. Got some more Pakari to deliver, and a Kakama or two to find. Thanks, 
anyway.” Onua waved to his friend as he ducked into the tunnel to Onu-Koro. He began to run at a steady 
pace, wishing he had his Kakama. 
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Chapter 5: Back to Earth 
 
As Onua approached his village, his instincts stopped him in his tracks. He leaned his head to the 
wall and heard a jumble of sounds -- distress signals, Matoran footsteps, various slamming and 
pounding sounds. And in the midst of it, unmistakably, he heard sounds of Kofo-Jaga. 
 
Onua broke into a sprint, cursing his lack of Kakama. Closer to the village, he paused again to 
determine the location of the fight. It was between him and the village, off the main tunnel 
between Ta-Koro and Onu-Koro. He realized with a sinking feeling that it was in the chamber he 
had hollowed out around the three remaining Pakari, which he had ordered Whenua to guard. He 
could now hear cries and shouts. Plunging into the cloud of dust that obscured the corridor, he 
switched to his Akaku and made his way toward the chamber. 
 
The clearing was strewn with injured Matoran and discs. Onepu and four guards were holding 
back the stinging, snapping beasts that surrounded them, waving lightstones and flinging disks 
with all their might. Onua called to them, “Get out! Leave the masks! Get yourselves to safety!” 
They stopped their disc assault on the Rahi and retreated to the hallway, dodging stinger blows 
from the sides, while Onua protected their backs. Although small enough that they were no 
match for the Toa, the creatures were so numerous that Onua had to work quickly to protect all 
the Matoran. 
 
Other Kofo-Jaga were crawling onto the boulder with the masks. Onua saw one work its way up 
to a Pakari and touch the mask with its claw. Immediately the animal stiffened as if with an 
electric shock, and it tumbled to the ground. Onua slung the scorpions to the side with his claws, 
slamming them into the cave walls, and gathered the five wounded Matoran in his arms. He 
carried them to the main corridor, where he saw Whenua and a group of guards running from the 
underground village toward the commotion. “Turaga!” called Onua. “Here are the wounded! Are 
there any more Rahi outside this chamber?” 
 
“Not that I know of, Onua!” yelled Whenua. 
 
“OK, I’m going to do a controlled cave-in. You get everyone back as far as you can.” 
 
Onepu barked orders at his guard. The able-bodied carried their fallen comrades toward the 
village, with Whenua the last to retreat. Onua stood in the doorway of the chamber and kicked 
three scorpions back into the room. He spread his feet and braced his claws against the top of the 
opening. The Kofo-Jaga had rallied and were crawling toward the Toa. With a sudden shove he 
sheared a huge chunk of earth from the ceiling, which fell on the Rahi with a muffled thud. The 
shock caused part of the main tunnel to collapse as well, and Onua felt the crush of hundreds of 
tons of dirt and rock on his shoulders. But the Toa of Earth was unscathed. 
 
After the rumbling stopped, he dug through the dirt and emerged on the Onu-Koro side of the 
cave-in. “Is everyone OK?” 
 
“Yes, thanks,” replied the Turaga. “The wounded are being cared for, and we haven’t seen any 
Rahi come out on this side.” 



Toa Biographies  GaliGee 

 11

 
“I’d better check the Ta-Koro side,” said Onua, and dug back through the mass of earth. The 
tunnel was clear on the side of the fire village as well. “OK, now to get the masks. Ours and 
theirs.” 
 
He burrowed back into the chamber, removing infected masks from the stunned scorpions as he 
unearthed them. “Kofo-Jaga don’t even wear masks in their natural state,” he thought. “Makuta 
subverts and twists everything, even the poor dumb animals.” Finally, he reached the stone with 
the Pakari. He pulled each one off, blew off the dust, and placed it carefully in his pack. Then he 
emerged into the main tunnel again. 
 
“All clear, Whenua,” he reassured the tribal leader. “You can go back to Onu-Koro now. The 
Pakari are in my pack. As soon as I clean up the mess I made in the hall, I’ll come back to the 
village for a quick meeting with the Matoran.” 
 
“Good, Onua. Thank you!” The Turaga bowed low. 
 
“Just doing my job. I’m sorry I took so long to get here.” 
 
As the Turaga returned to Onu-Koro, Onua cleared mounds of dirt from the main tunnel and 
used it to fill the chamber, which was no longer needed. The now harmless Rahi scurried off into 
the darkness. He muttered curses under his breath as he worked. “Makuta! Don’t you ever tire of 
meaningless pain and destruction? We are tired of YOU! Your days on Mata Nui are numbered.” 
Finally, the corridor was open and the walls were packed smooth. Onua gave the wall a blow 
with his palm to verify that it was stable. “Good as new,” he sighed. “So many Tohunga 
suffering, and so much time lost. But they, and the earth, will be healed.” 
 
Onua gazed at the pile of infected masks. He was reluctant to leave his village to take them to the 
Mangai or the sea to be destroyed, so he began to dig. “I’ll hit lava or water eventually,” he 
reasoned. “In this part of the tunnel system it’ll be lava.” In several minutes he was a few dozen 
bios deep, and the earth began to feel warm, then hot, to his claws. Then molten rock spurted 
from the hole. He jerked his claws away from the heat. “Here’s hoping I get to do this to your 
master soon,” he said as he dumped the masks into the lava flow and filled the hole back up. 
 
Onua walked, exhausted, into Onu-Koro. Whenua immediately convened the Matoran to the 
center of the village. Onua sat on the edge of his Suva, with his elbows on his knees, and spoke. 
“I won’t keep you long, because I must be going soon, but I wanted to report to you what I have 
seen.” 
 
Whenua nodded as the Toa of Earth took a deep breath. “The Great Beings have blessed me with 
a chance to help Mata Nui by delivering Pakari to the other Toa. Whenua found four of them, 
which I dug out this morning. Gali already has hers, so I gave the first one to Tahu. I am happy 
to report that it is working perfectly. Now Tahu has his golden Kanohi.” 
 
The Onu-Koronans cheered. They had heard the legend of the golden Kanohi from Whenua, and 
they were anxious for the Toa to get them and loose Makuta’s horrible grip on their island. 



Toa Biographies  GaliGee 

 12

 
“How many more Kanohi do YOU need?” asked Taipu. 
 
“Only one, Taipu, the Kakama. If anyone sees it, please tell Whenua immediately, and he will 
signal me.” 
 
The Matoran murmured in agreement. “Now, please tell the injured that I appreciate their 
bravery, and I am praying for their swift recovery. I know Whenua will reward them 
appropriately.” The Turaga nodded again. “So, I’m off to Po-Koro. The tunnel is restored, and 
the Kanohi chamber filled in. Unless I hear from you, I will return after I deliver the other three 
masks.” 
 
As he rose to leave, Onua looked at the intent faces of the villagers that depended on him. His 
heart was heavy when he thought of the pain and fear they faced every day. Even now that 
powerful protectors had arrived to defend them, their lives would be difficult until Makuta was 
taken down. He walked across the bridge, turning to wave as he stepped into the tunnel to Po-
Koro. 
 
 
Chapter 6: Solid Stone 
 
As Onua tunneled to the Quarry, he pondered what Onewa had told him. Half of his village was 
deathly ill with a mysterious infection. A colorful traveler had arrived in Po-Koro and shown him 
that the sickness came from the latest, best-selling Koli balls. Makuta had outdone himself this 
time, thought Onua. “Using the things we love to kill us. How like that monster.” 
 
And Pohatu had gone to the quarry to help this wanderer to find the source of the infection. 
Apparently one of the Po-Koronans had noticed the traveler taking the Koli ball salesman’s stone 
key, which he always kept next to his stand. Onewa knew from the description that this key, 
stolen from his own hut, unlocked the statue of Gali in the Quarry, and Pohatu had headed there 
immediately. 
 
Onua burst from the ground at the base of the giant stone carving just as a huge pile of broken 
stone crashed down from inside the opening. He switched to his Hau as the rocks rained down on 
him. As the dust cleared he looked around. “This time it’s her statue that almost got me killed!” 
he laughed to himself. He saw Pohatu and the Tohunga at the entrance to the Quarry, talking. 
Then Pohatu was gone in a red blur. 
 
“Well, I can’t catch HIM,” said Onua to himself, wishing for the hundredth time for his Kakama, 
“but I can talk to his little friend.” He strode over to the Matoran, wondering about the origin of 
his odd appearance, his bravery, and his obvious intelligence. 
 
The traveler was already heading for Po-Koro when Onua caught up with him. “Hello, I’m Onua, 
Toa of Earth. I’ve seen you before, when you saved Ga-Koro. Who are you?” 
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“I don’t know,” replied the Tohunga. “I’ve forgotten who I am, and where I came from. And my 
coloring isn’t much of a clue, either, I’m afraid.” 
 
Onua studied the tiny hero. “Sorry,” he said gently, “I hope you find out soon. It’s hard not to 
know your identity or purpose. I was that way for a while after I came out of my canister.” 
 
The traveler looked at Onua and shrugged. “All I know is, the people around here really need 
help. There seem to be problems everywhere. This Makuta is making a lot of trouble.” 
 
“I’ll say. So, what happened in the Quarry? Does Pohatu need my help?” 
 
“Probably not. I went into the statue, and there was a Nui-Jaga guarding a nest full of infected 
Koli balls. Pohatu came in, but he was temporarily blinded by the scorpion. So he asked me to 
help him aim, while he kicked Koli balls into the tree trunks that supported the nest. Of course, 
he blasted them all down pretty fast, and the whole thing came crashing down. Now he’s on his 
way to the village, to gather the infected balls and throw them into the sea. Well, he’s probably 
already done by now.” 
 
Onua nodded. “Thanks, Traveler. I’ll go see what I can do.” He patted the Tohunga on the head 
and ran toward Po-Koro. As he passed Hafu carving road signs at the crossroads, he waved, and 
the stone carver waved back. “That guy’s always working!” thought the Toa. 
 
Pohatu came out of the main gate to greet him. “Hello, Onua! Good to see you.” 
 
“Hi, Pohatu. The traveler told me about the Nui-Jaga nest. Well done.” 
 
“Thanks. Well, the infection is gone, and the villagers should begin to recover, I think. Come on 
into the village, I heard you coming. And felt it through the stone. You should get a Kakama, you 
might find the element of surprise to be useful sometime.” 
 
Onua groaned. “Yeah, I know. I’m still looking for it. My last mask. Well, on that subject, here!” 
He took a Pakari from his pack and handed it to Pohatu. 
 
The brown Toa was speechless. “You – how – oh, my! Thanks! This is my last one!” As he put 
the gray Kanohi over his Kakama, the solid outlines of the two masks blurred together. “Oh, I 
gotta try this!” Pohatu trotted to the edge of the village and selected a boulder. He gave it a kick. 
The rock soared high in the air, shattering into tiny fragments against a cliff. “Amazing! I barely 
tapped it!” He tried another, this time with all his newfound strength. Again the boulder 
exploded, taking off a huge chunk of the bluff as it hit. 
 
“Oh, you are such a great guy!” said Pohatu, beaming. “That’s about twenty times the damage 
that would usually happen, with a stone that size. Where did you get it?” 
 
Onua explained the discovery of the Pakari. “Now, don’t you have a golden Kanohi to collect?” 
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Onewa and the Po-Koronans had heard the noise and were crowding around the Toa. Onua knew 
most of them by name, since he and Pohatu had helped save each other's village several times. 
Pohatu waded through the throng toward the Suva, answering their questions as he walked. “Yes, 
I have them all now. No, I’m still not as strong as Onua! But he’ll never be as fast as me, even 
when he gets his Kakama!” He winked at his fellow Toa. 
 
A hush fell over the village as Pohatu stepped onto the Suva. Like Tahu, he descended, then rose 
again with a beautiful gold mask. It was dazzling in the bright desert sunlight. Pohatu got off the 
Suva and put his arm around Onua. “You, my friend, are amazing.” 
 
“Aww, it was nothing,” replied Onua. “I just wish I had been able to help you with the Nui-
Jaga.” 
 
“Oh, I had very good help,” laughed Pohatu. “Look, there he is!” He pointed to the traveler, who 
had just entered the gate. The Tohunga waved at both Toa. Then Onewa took him by the arm and 
led him into his hut. 
 
“Whoever that is, I get the impression he’s going to be pretty important to Mata Nui,” ventured 
Onua. 
 
Pohatu grinned. “Those little guys can really rise to the occasion. It’s incredible how brave they 
are.” 
 
Onua sighed. “Yep, they’re gonna need all the courage they can muster. I get the feeling we’re 
going to need their help somehow when we fight Makuta.” 
 
“He uses every dirty trick there is, and when he runs out, he invents some more,” agreed Pohatu. 
“Is everything all right in Onu-Koro?” 
 
Onua nodded. “For the time being, Pohatu. You really saved our necks last time those sand 
Tarakava got into the Great Mine. That rockslide trap you rigged was ingenious.” 
 
“Well, I couldn’t have set it up without you digging that big pit. You know, I think the reason we 
get along so well is that your element is just tiny busted-up pieces of my element.” 
 
“Excuse me?” Onua asked with mock indignation. “Earth is not just rock! What makes it 
interesting and useful is the water in it.” 
 
“Oh, yeah, I guess so. Say, you have Gali’s element in your element, too, you lucky dog. So, 
have you seen anyone else lately? How are they doing on their quests?” 
 
“Gali is only missing the Kakama, like me. Tahu has his golden Kanohi now. I don’t know about 
Lewa and Kopaka. I’m going to see them next.” 
 
“Well, I’ll go look for your Kakama, then,” said Pohatu. “Yours and Gali’s. I bet she’ll look 
fabulous in hers!” 
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“No doubt,” said Onua. “But I have to stop thinking about her so much. Tahu gave me some 
good advice about that.” 
 
“He did?” 
 
“Yeah, he said Gali would never pick a favorite, because jealously is one of Makuta’s weapons 
against us.” 
 
“Are you sure he didn’t say that to make you back off, so he could…” Pohatu’s voice trailed off. 
 
“It’s possible, but I believe him. And besides, wouldn’t it be just like Makuta to sow doubt 
among us?” 
 
“Ooh, you’re right,” agreed Pohatu. “Forget I said that. Besides, what Tahu said sounds pretty 
wise.” 
 
“Yeah, he said we should just enjoy her company and not worry about anything else.” 
 
“That makes perfect sense. That way she is truly a blessing, and not a curse. OK, friend, let’s get 
moving, we have Kanohi to find. And deliver.” 
 
Onua smiled. “It was really good to see you. I’m so glad you got your gold mask. May the Great 
Beings protect you!” 
 
Pohatu grinned back. “You, too.” Then he disappeared in a red blur. 
 
Onua sighed and walked out of the town gate, turning to wave at the Matoran. He dove into the 
ground, bound for Onu-Koro. He planned to stop and talk briefly with Whenua, then take the 
underground highway to Le-Koro. 
 
 
Chapter 7: Airsick 
 
After his visit with Pohatu, Onua’s spirits were high. But he began to feel apprehensive as he 
approached the jungles of Le-Wahi. Sure, Lewa had always been cordial to him, in his flippant, 
witty way. Once Onua had saved him from the jaws of an infected Muaka as he fell, maskless, 
from a blow by a Nui-Rama. Lewa had been very grateful. But Onua had had the impression 
Lewa was impatient to be left alone again, to pursue the masks and fight the Rahi his own aloof 
way. And besides, outside the familiar confines of his mines and tunnels, the Toa of Earth was 
afraid of heights. 
 
Onua took a deep breath as he looked up the massive tree that supported Lewa’s village. He 
decided against trying to fit his large, heavy frame into the delicate-looking elevator pod, even 
though he knew the twisted vines from which it swung were stronger than they seemed. Instead, 



Toa Biographies  GaliGee 

 16

he began to climb the tree with his claws, like a cat. He kept his face turned upward, afraid that if 
he glanced down, he would lose his nerve. 
 
Finally, he reached Le-Koro and levitated onto the broad wooden platform that supported most 
of the town. His anxiety increased as he noticed the dead silence of the usually lively village. 
Where were the Tohunga, and the music for which they were renowned? Even the jungle noises 
of the animals, insects, and birds seemed more muted than usual. Onua switched to his Akaku 
and saw several Matoran in their huts, peering out slits between the broad leaves. “Come out, Le-
Koronan. I’m Onua, Toa of Earth.” he said quietly to one hut, changing back to the Pakari. 
 
A flap moved to one side, and a Tohunga emerged. “I am Tamaru,” he said solemnly. “You 
come at a darktime to treebright Le-Koro. Perhaps you can help?” 
 
Onua knelt to look Tamaru in the eyes. “I came to find Lewa, but if I can help you first, I will. 
What is wrong? Where is Matau?” 
 
“Matau is gone. He was taken by the Rama. He was deepwood, looking for Lewa. I was his 
wayfinder, and the quickdodge Rama grabbed him and took him sunsoaring for the hive. I failed 
him. I wasn’t everquick enough with my disc.” The Tohunga looked down as he spoke. Onua put 
his claw reassuringly on the villager’s arm. 
 
Other Le-Koronans, seeing that the stranger was a Toa, came out of their huts. Onua listened 
sadly as they explained that the Kahu-Force had just launched another attack against the Rama 
swarm. But their hopes of finding their Turaga and several missing countrymen were dimming, 
and Lewa hadn’t been seen for days. 
 
“I’ll go look for Matau in the hive. Then maybe he can help us find Lewa.” Onua stood and 
sighed. As much as he dreaded the climb down the tree, he was even more worried about what he 
would find in the Nui-Rama hive. He waved to the villagers as he backed down the trunk. “Take 
care,” he said, trying to sound hopeful. “The Great Beings will not let this evil stand for long, if I 
have anything to do with it.” 
 
Onua dropped to the ground from the lowest tree branch. With great relief, he dug into the earth. 
He tunneled steadily toward the ominous-looking hive, an immense spire of compacted mud 
distantly visible above the trees. 
 
The Toa of Earth stopped to rest a few hundred bios from the hive. Even this far away, he could 
hear the buzzing of innumerable huge insects through the ground. But as he prepared himself for 
the inevitable battle with Makuta’s infected minions, he had a sickening premonition. There was 
some extraordinary danger in the hive, beyond the usual Rahi threat. He couldn’t explain why, 
but the feeling was clear and strong. Onua said a silent prayer, and then he was ready. He got up 
and resumed digging. 
 
He burst from the floor of the hive and quickly assessed the situation. The first thing he noticed 
was the overwhelming foul odor of the insects and the infection. The hive was dark inside, but 
the darkness withheld no secrets from his glowing green eyes. He saw dozens of Nui-Rama 
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everywhere, and a few of the larger Nui-Kopen. Matau and a group of Tohunga appeared to be 
laboring for the Rahi, hollowing out more hexagonal egg chambers. Whenever they slowed their 
pace, they were spurred on by the electric shock of blue insects almost their size. Onua was 
surprised to see Taipu and the multi-colored traveler in their midst. But he had no time to ask 
why, for he heard a crunching sound behind him. He turned to see Lewa looming over him. The 
Toa of Air had a strange, haughty, unnatural look. Onua’s heart sank in horror as he realized that 
Lewa’s Miru was covered with the pitted, patchy stains of Makuta’s infection. 
 
Onua was anticipating a nasty fight with infected Rahi, perhaps with a species he had never seen 
before. He hadn’t ever expected to confront another Toa. “Lewa! It’s me! Come to your senses!” 
he urged. Lewa’s reply was to raise his axe and lunge at Onua. Just in time, Onua switched to his 
Hau, and the blade bounced off the shield with such force that Lewa skidded backwards into the 
honeycomb. 
 
“What is happening to me?” asked Lewa. “My body… not my own! My mind! Get out of my 
mind!” 
 
Onua brightened. Maybe the mask had been loosened by the impact. “Lewa! Take off the mask!” 
he called. But his hopes were dashed as he saw the evil gleam return to Lewa’s light green eyes. 
Lewa attacked again with the axe. Onua blocked the blow, catching the handle with his claw, 
twisting it, and flipping Lewa over the axe. But the agile Lewa landed on his feet and swung 
again. Onua jumped to the side, and the blade dented his shoulder. 
 
Strategic options began to race through his mind. “I don’t want to injure him. All I have to do is 
knock off that mask.” Onua’s claws twitched. He feinted left, then lunged for the Miru. Lewa’s 
lightning reflex blocked the attack, and almost instantly Onua felt the impact of a roundhouse 
kick to the ribs. He staggered backwards, gasping. “Maybe I need to injure him after all.” 
 
Onua and Lewa circled each other. Onua switched to his Miru and rose, and Lewa did likewise. 
But Lewa’s control of the mask was far superior to Onua’s, and he maneuvered around behind 
the dark Toa. Onua immediately realized his mistake, switched back to the Hau, and dropped. 
The axe bounced off, and again Lewa flipped and landed, ready for more. 
 
“He’s too agile for me to defeat in hand-to-hand combat,” Onua reasoned. “How can I use my 
elemental power in here?” Changing to the Pakari, he took a claw full of earth and flung it at 
Lewa, who blew it in the other direction with gale force. It scattered all over the hive, raining in 
clods on the fearful Tohunga huddled around Matau. 
 
Onua didn’t pause to look, however, because he was preparing an earthquake. “Good thing I got 
to try this with Tahu,” he thought as he focused on the glowing green ball. But Lewa attacked 
from behind before he could slam it into the ground. The ball dissipated in a green blur, and the 
entire hive rumbled and shook. Onua groaned as the axe struck his back with full force. He fell 
onto his face in the dirt. Lewa kicked him in the back of the head, and Onua blacked out. 
 
Onua’s vision returned, grainy at first, then clear again. “He’s beating me bad,” he muttered into 
the ground. “He’s not going to stop. He’s gonna kill me!” Onua rolled over and looked into the 
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eyes of his friend-turned-foe, leering through the corroded, slimy Miru, and shuddered. “Or 
worse…” 
 
 
Chapter 8: Airborne 
 
Onua switched to his Hau and slowly stood up. “I won’t get Lewa’s infected mask off this way,” 
he thought, “but it’ll buy some time.” He kept his face turned toward the Toa of Air, who was 
pacing around him. “Wrestling is out. Earthquakes are too slow. The only thing left is Kanohi 
power. If I had the Kakama –“ He stopped his negative thought. 
 
Lewa seemed impatient to dispatch his rival. He leaped high into the air and landed behind Onua, 
who spun on his heels and dropped. Onua switched to the Pakari. “Great Beings, give me 
strength!” He grabbed Lewa’s legs as the axe blade struck the dirt behind him, and Onua flung 
him backwards onto the ground. Incredibly, the Miru was still on his face. Onua lunged with his 
claws, but Lewa brought up his legs and kicked. The Toa of Earth slid backwards against the 
honeycomb. Clods of dirt bounced onto him. 
 
“Strength is not enough. Give me wisdom!” Onua whispered. As if to add insult to injury, a blue 
electric bug buzzed onto his shoulder. Or was it a sign? Suddenly Onua knew what to do. He 
switched to his Matatu and focused on the bug. It flew across to Lewa and struck his mask with a 
blaze of blue and green light. The infected Miru tumbled to the floor. Onua gasped. It worked! 
 
“His mask! Get his mask!” It was Matau, yelling at him from the other side of the hive. Onua 
looked up and saw a Nui-Kopen above Lewa, holding a gray Miru in its claws. He directed the 
power of the Matatu at it, and the mask dropped into Lewa’s hand. The Toa replaced the mask, 
which flooded with green color as the hive was lit with a brilliant green light. Lewa was back! 
 
Onua was so relieved, he couldn’t think what to do next. But Lewa had assumed control of the 
situation. Lewa jumped onto the Nui-Kopen’s back, and, using his Komau, he commanded it to 
land. Kongu had already mounted the Kahu, and they loaded both creatures with Matau and the 
Matoran. Onua found himself sitting astride the bird with Taipu on his shoulders. They flew up 
out of the hive, which was half demolished from the fight. 
 
Taipu was chattering rapidly. “Onua! You’re my hero! I’ve never been so proud to be an Onu-
Koronan in my life! I can’t wait to tell everyone of our adventure!” 
 
Onua smiled as moved the little miner’s hand off the eye hole of his Pakari. “Thanks, Taipu. You 
Tohunga make it all worthwhile.” He had forgotten his fear of heights for a few moments. As the 
Kahu looped and leveled out in the cloud-streaked sky, Onua felt suddenly nauseous, but he took 
a deep breath and calmed himself down. He was amazed at the beautiful view of his beloved 
Mata Nui from the air. Now he understood why Lewa preferred to be airborne. But he was still 
glad when they landed in Le-Koro. It was well above the ground, but at least it was on a stable 
platform. 
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As Matau related the events in the hive to the Le-Koronans, Lewa spoke. “I can’t thank you 
enough, Onua You really put your life on the line for me in there.” Lewa hesitated, then he 
hugged Onua tightly. 
 
“Aaaaaaaah!” cried Onua as blinding pain shot through his ribs. 
 
“Oh, I’m sorry,” said Lewa, releasing him. 
 
“It’s OK, it’s just – well, you busted me up pretty bad. You’re one incredible fighter.” 
 
“Thanks. You slammed me hard a couple times, too. But how did you know to come find me?” 
 
Onua rubbed his back. “Your villagers told me Matau had been taken by a Nui-Rama, and no 
one had seen you in days. So I went to find Matau, hoping he could tell me where you were. I 
brought you this.” He pulled off the tattered backpack and removed a Pakari. 
 
Lewa stumbled backwards. “I can’t believe it! You came to do me a favor, and I wanted to KILL 
you!” 
 
“Don’t keep berating yourself, Lewa,” smiled Onua. “I’m sure you put up quite a fight when 
they came to infect you, and I want to hear all about it. But first, put on the Pakari. It’s your last 
mask, right?” 
 
Lewa stared at his friend. “How did you know?” 
 
“Lucky guess,” groaned Onua. He was beginning to wonder if these Pakari were intended to be a 
test for him, to see if he would succumb to jealousy of his fellow Toa as he watched them get 
their golden Kanohi. He was determined to pass the test. So he watched with joy in his heart as 
the Le-Koronans parted the palm leaves, and Lewa emerged from the Suva with his radiant gold 
Miru. 
 
The villagers hastened to their huts and returned with musical instruments. Soon the treetops 
were ringing with melodious rhythm. Onua waved to the traveler as the Matoran stepped into the 
elevator to leave Le-Koro. “There he goes again,” he said. “On his way to another rescue, no 
doubt.” 
 
Lewa stepped off the Suva, removed his mask, and handed it to Onua. “Take this,” he said. “You 
deserve it. I’ll find whatever masks you are missing.” 
 
Onua was speechless. “Uh, well, thanks, but no. You’ve earned it. I only have one more to go 
anyway, the Kakama, and I’m sure I’ll find it soon. But thanks, anyway.” 
 
Lewa put the Kanohi back on his face. “OK. Then I’ll help you find your Kakama.” 
 
“I would appreciate that. So, how DID you get infected?” 
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Lewa sighed. “My own stupidity. There was a Tohunga named Tamaru who was captured by the 
Rama and escaped. He found a crack in the wall, and slipped out during one of their raids when 
the hive was almost empty. He came and told me there was a Hau in the hive.” 
 
“Tamaru? He was the one who told me Matau had been taken! Poor guy, he’s been through a 
lot.” 
 
“Yeah, he’s a brave one. Anyway, I sneaked into the hive through the same crack and got the 
Hau. But it seems Makuta had been expecting me. I was ambushed immediately, and the foul 
creatures just kept pounding me until they knocked off my mask. Then they put on that infected 
Miru.” Lewa winced at the memory. 
 
“I’m sure that was awful,” Onua frowned. 
 
“You wouldn’t believe how awful,” replied Lewa. “The stench. The slimy feel of it. And the 
worst part is, I could feel my whole being shift its purpose to killing, and destroying, and 
corrupting. When they brought the Tohunga in and put them to work, I smiled at their suffering 
and fear. And when you showed up, well, I just wanted to hack you up. Or better yet, to rip off 
your mask and watch you scream as they put on an infected one.” 
 
Lewa was shaking. Onua put his claw on his arm. “It’s OK, Lewa. You’re yourself again.” 
 
“Well, Onua, that’s just it. Obviously it was my own arrogance that got me into trouble in the 
first place. I should have gotten some help before I went in there, I knew there were scores of 
those Rama inside. I mean, look at you. You always seem to know when to team up, and when to 
work solo. I’ve seen you do it, over and over. How do I get wise like you? You must be the 
smartest creature on this island.” 
 
“I hope for Mata Nui’s sake you’re wrong!” Onua laughed. “Lewa, I have no idea what I’m 
doing most of the time. Unless I’m in the ground, digging. Then I’m pretty confident. I’m just 
lucky the Great Beings have put me into a position to do some good once in a while.” 
 
“Then being wise must have something to do with being humble,” Lewa smiled. 
 
“It’s easy to be humble. Just attack a friend who is a better fighter than you!” 
 
“Yeah, but you won, though.” 
 
“That’s because Makuta gave you only one mask. If you had had any of the others, I would be a 
goner.” Onua ran his claw along the dent in his shoulder. 
 
“Speaking of masks, do you know how everyone else’s quest is going?” asked Lewa. 
 
“Gali needs a Kakama, too, last I heard. Tahu and Pohatu, and now you, have the golden Kanohi. 
I haven’t seen Kopaka yet, but I have a Pakari for him, too.” 
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“Well, hopefully he’ll be nicer to you than I was. You’ve had a pretty rough day.” sighed Lewa, 
patting his friend gently on the back. “But first, come on over and join the party. It looks like 
Taipu’s having a good time already!” 
 
“Yeah, he is. And it looks like a great party. Thanks, but I’d better be going.” 
 
“Well, Onua, I’m in awe of you. I’ll never forget what you did for me. You are a true hero.” 
 
“Just doing my job, Lewa. Next time you’re outnumbered, call me. But I think it’s great that 
Makuta’s hatred has turned us into good friends. We get the last laugh, after all.” 
 
“Let’s hope we’re still laughing after we fight Makuta!” Lewa watched Onua switch to his Miru 
and lower himself slowly to the tree trunk. “Try shifting the weight of your legs as you steer, you 
get a lot more control that way,” he called. 
 
Onua tried this trick and found it helpful. “Thanks! See you later!” Soon he was in the earth 
again, digging for Ko-Koro, and very glad to be making his last delivery. 
 
 
Chapter 9: Ice Cold 
 
Onua came up out of the ground and shook the dirt and ice off himself. He immediately felt the 
bitterly cold wind of Ko-Wahi whipping around him and was glad he was fairly resistant to 
temperature extremes. He walked into the mysterious temple in Ko-Koro, admiring the icy 
statues, the sweet smell of incense, and the rows of neat writing covering the walls. A Tohunga 
bowed to Onua and explained that Nuju was unavailable for lack of a translator, since Matoro 
was off hunting Rahi in the snow. But Nuju noticed Onua and came over to introduce himself. 
 
“Welcome, Onua, Toa of Earth,” said Nuju. “I am Nuju, Turaga of Ko-Koro.” The villagers 
turned and stared, surprised to hear Nuju speak in words. 
 
“Thanks,” replied Onua. “I’m looking for Kopaka. Can you help me find him?” 
 
“Kopaka is on a quest. But Matoro may have seen him. Follow Matoro’s red flags in the snow. I 
will tell my scouts to alert me if they see Kopaka, and I will send someone to find you.” 
 
“I appreciate your help, Nuju,” said Onua, and he turned to leave the temple. He ducked through 
an icy passageway and found himself back outside in the blizzard. One by one he spotted the 
flags with his Akaku and drew nearer to the Tohunga. But then he felt a tremor in the earth. A 
very large creature was roaming nearby. But where was Matoro? 
 
As he scanned for what must be a Rahi with his wide-angle lens, he heard a roar. There it was in 
the distance! He focused the telescope lens in time to see a Muaka slap the hapless Ko-Koronan 
into a snowdrift. He was startled to see the familiar colorful traveler leaning over to pull him out 
of the snow. And then he saw Kopaka standing face to face with the beast. 
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“The things you see when you don’t have your Kakama!” he muttered, as he began to run. But 
Kopaka wasted no time. He switched to his Huna. Onua heard the clang of the invisible blade 
against the beast and saw flying snow. Suddenly three Kopakas appeared from a snow bank, 
wearing the Mahiki. As the confused creature lunged for the one in the center, the illusion 
wavered. Three ice blades sliced into the ground, cutting off the ledge and sending the Muaka 
howling over the cliff. Onua arrived, panting, just in time to see one Kopaka switch back to his 
Akaku and the other two disappear. 
 
“Nice job, Kopaka!” called Onua, changing to his Pakari. “I’m sorry I wasn’t here in time to 
help.” 
 
“Oh, hello, Onua. That’s OK. He wasn’t much trouble.” The Toa of Ice put his sword on his 
back and turned to the Matoran, who were obviously unharmed. “Matoro, who’s your friend?” 
 
“I haven’t met him yet. I’m Matoro,” said the Ko-Koronan, nodding to the other Matoran. 
 
The traveler hesitated. “I’m – I’m not sure who I am. A traveler.” 
 
“Take him back inside the temple and warm yourselves up. You’ve gotten into enough trouble 
today, Matoro! I’ll meet you in a little while,” instructed Kopaka. He watched the Tohunga walk 
away. “So, Onua, what can I do for you?” 
 
“I came to bring you this,” Onua replied, handing him the last Pakari from his pack. 
 
“Why, thank you! I didn’t know you could do this!” Kopaka took the mask and looked at Onua. 
“You’ve gone pretty far out of your way, haven’t you?” 
 
“I guess so. It seemed like the thing to do. I found four of them in Onu-Koro. I don’t need them, 
and the rest of you do.” 
 
Kopaka put the gray Kanohi over his own, and breathed deeply as the masks merged. He drew 
his sword again and sliced another chunk off the cliff. “That’s incredible,” he marveled. “I can 
really tell the difference. It took hardly any effort. Now for something a little more challenging.” 
 
But as he looked around for a suitable test for the Pakari, an ominous rumbling began to fill the 
air. An avalanche was cascading down Mount Ihu, heading straight for the Toa. Kopaka calmly 
extended his blade, and instantly the ice stopped in place, completely silent. 
 
“I’ve always been amazed at the way you do that,” said Onua. 
 
“Thanks, but it’s just the way I was made.” 
 
The rumbling began again, and the same slope started to move. “What? That’s not supposed to 
happen,” frowned Kopaka. Again he stopped the flow of ice. But then it resumed its downward 
slide, louder than ever, as if to knock the Toa off the cliff. 
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“What’s going on, Kopaka?” asked Onua, worried. 
 
“This is no ordinary avalanche!” shouted Kopaka over the noise. “Makuta himself must be 
behind this one!” 
 
Onua nodded. He had seen similar phenomena underground. Masses of earth shifting suddenly, 
for no apparent reason. Once about a third of Onu-Koro had been buried by such a freak event. 
Onua felt sick as he remembered pulling the gasping villagers from the dirt. But this was no time 
to be distracted. He dug through the snow and into the ground. When the cave was big enough 
for two Toa, he pulled Kopaka into it. “Make a ceiling for us!” he called. “The earth is not going 
to hold against that much weight!” 
 
Kopaka formed a thick slab of ice above their heads. Onua pressed it up against the earthen 
ceiling with his claws. Kopaka, still wearing his new Pakari, dropped his weapons and stood 
beside Onua. Together the Toa supported the ice block as they heard thousands of tons of snow 
rumble over them. Finally the noise stopped. 
 
Kopaka spoke first. “Buried by my own element. How humiliating.” 
 
“Don’t worry, it’s happened to me before, too. But it looks like your Pakari works. Keep holding 
the slab up until I dig us out.” 
 
“Thanks for getting us to safety, Onua. That would have hurt.” 
 
Onua tunneled out through the deep snow. Kopaka switched to his Kakama, dropped the slab, 
and bolted for the opening. He reached the surface as the ice and snow caved in their temporary 
shelter. Looking toward the village, he said, “Well, the avalanche was obviously meant for us, 
because Ko-Koro is untouched.” 
 
“That’s a relief. Now, shall we go back there and get your golden Kanohi?” 
 
“Sure. Did Nuju tell you?” 
 
“No, I just knew. Somehow.” Onua rolled his eyes. “Everyone but me and Gali has one now. 
We’re both missing the Kakama.” 
 
Kopaka looked at him sideways. “Follow me.” He turned and walked toward the village of ice. 
But Onua felt vibrations in the earth again, and stopped. He spun in time to see another infected 
Muaka bearing down on him. He switched to his Hau and braced himself. Suddenly the animal 
stopped, frozen in place. Onua looked around and saw that Kopaka was pointing his sword at it. 
 
“Thanks, Kopaka! Say, why didn’t you do that to the other one?” 
 
“Now where’s the fun in that?” asked Kopaka wryly, hacking the infected masks off the 
immobile creature with his blade. He unfroze it, and it growled and ran away into the snowdrifts. 
Kopaka kicked the infected Kanohi off the cliff. “Besides, I needed the practice with the masks.” 
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“I did like the way you did that,” said Onua admiringly, as they began to walk back to the 
temple. “I should have tried that Mahiki trick on Lewa. Probably would have saved me getting 
my ribs busted.” 
 
“What? Why would Lewa be busting your ribs?” 
 
Onua explained what had happened in the hive. With the memory of the fight and the cold 
temperature, he suddenly was aware how much his body still ached. 
 
“Wow.” Kopaka shook his head. “Makuta is a formidable enemy. Turning one Toa against 
another, that’s really sinister. I never thought about THAT happening. But you outsmarted that 
monster. Way to go.” 
 
“Thanks. So, do you think that Muaka was mad because you sent its friend over the cliff?” 
 
Kopaka shook his head. “No. The Matoran tell me that in their natural state, the Muaka travel in 
pairs. But the infected ones, they don’t care about anyone. They act alone.” 
 
“Oh. Hey! Look! It’s my Kakama!” Onua broke into a run despite his fatigue. He stopped in 
front of a boulder and stared. He stiffened as he realized it was actually a rock, shaped exactly 
like the mask of speed, down to the finest detail. Kopaka walked up behind him. 
 
“Now who would leave a rock here that looks just like a Kakama?” groaned Onua. “Don’t tell 
me, I think I know.” He looked around with apprehension. 
 
“That’s really creepy,” agreed the Toa of Ice. “He’s playing with your mind.” 
 
“Well, it’s going to backfire, because I’ve had enough of his tricks. Let’s go.” Onua’s jaw was 
tight with anger. He was so absorbed in his thoughts that he fell slightly behind his companion, 
and didn’t hear a third Muaka approaching until it was too late. 
 
Kopaka yelled, “Look out!” as the giant creature lunged at the Toa of Earth with its long neck. 
Onua turned as the Muaka closed its massive jaws around his torso. He gripped its head tightly 
with his claws, scratching at its eyes. The animal gave a muffled roar and thrashed its head 
around in pain. Kopaka attacked its flank with his sword, but the beast knocked him into the 
snow with its mighty claws. As the neck flexed toward its body, Onua managed to kick off one 
of the infected masks. The jaws closed tighter. Onua began to feel faint, but with the strength of 
the Pakari he kept crushing the Muaka’s head. Then he felt a rush of cold all around him, and he 
was paralyzed. The Rahi stopped moving and stood still as a statue. Kopaka ran up to it and 
knocked off the other infected mask. Then he unfroze Onua and the creature. 
 
The Muaka dropped Onua in the snow and staggered off, rubbing its head with its claw. Onua 
was breathing with difficulty. He could feel a tingling sensation returning to his limbs. 
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“Sorry about that, Onua,” said Kopaka gently, leaning over the other Toa. “The more we beat on 
him, the meaner he got. I didn’t see any other way of getting you out of there.” 
 
“No problem,” gasped Onua. “You saved my life. Thanks. Again.” 
 
Kopaka grinned as he helped Onua stand up. “Ever since you got here, we’ve been bailing each 
other out. There’s been more trouble in Ko-Wahi in the past hour than in the previous three days. 
You must be pretty special, for Makuta to have it in for you this bad.” 
 
“What an honor,” Onua said sarcastically.  
 
“Don’t tell me, I know what you’re thinking,” said the Toa of Ice. “You think I’ve been acting 
like an infected Muaka, not wanting to work together and all. But today you’ve proven to me that 
we need to.” 
 
“Oh. I wasn’t thinking that, actually, but it’s true, we need to work together. I think Makuta was 
really the one that proved it, though!” 
 
“Yeah. I just hesitate, because I don’t much like working with Tahu. He seems to think his ideas 
are the best, and that we should all just go along. And I don’t always agree with his way of 
rushing into things. We need to think more first sometimes.” 
 
“I see what you mean,” replied Onua. “He is pretty headstrong. But I think he listens to other 
ideas. Someone just had to step forward and get us Toa organized, that’s all.” 
 
“Maybe. But also, I don’t trust him not to start something with Gali. You know. That would 
really throw everything out of balance.” 
 
“Don’t you think Gali knows that?” asked Onua. 
 
Kopaka walked silently for a few steps. “Yes, you’re right. She’s very wise. I trust her.” 
 
“Well, you should learn to trust Tahu, too. He’s worthy of it. We all make mistakes, but he’s 
doing his best, just like the rest of us. And we can’t afford not to trust each other.” 
 
They walked in silence the rest of the way to Ko-Koro. Onua sighed as he watched yet another 
Toa get his golden Kanohi. This time the Tohunga responded with muted respect, but Onua 
could still feel their excitement. And although Kopaka looked at them with businesslike 
detachment, Onua sensed that behind the icy façade, the Toa of Ice was filled with love and pride 
for his villagers, and had new inspiration to protect them. Onua said goodbye and tunneled 
wearily for home. 
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Chapter 10: Pit Stop 
 
Whenua looked up from the papers on his desk to see Onua stagger into the hut and collapse on 
the floor. “Hello, Onua,” said the Turaga quietly. “What’s going on?” 
 
Onua closed his eyes. “I don’t know how much more of this I can take, Whenua,” he groaned. 
“Friends turning to enemies, ambushes everywhere, the elements turning against us, no Kakama 
in sight. I’m so tired.” 
 
“No one ever said being a Toa would be easy.” 
 
“Yeah, no one ever ASKED me if I wanted to be a Toa, either.” 
 
“But you’re doing a terrific job,” said Whenua. “Did you deliver the last of the Pakari?” 
 
“Yes. Here’s what’s left of Nuparu’s backpack, if he still wants it.” Onua removed the ragged 
pack. “Almost got myself killed in the process. Kopaka had to freeze me to get me out of a 
Muaka’s jaws, and Lewa beat the tar out of me. I was the lucky one that got to knock his infected 
mask off.” 
 
“I heard about what happened in the hive, Onua. Excellent work. Sorry you got hurt. That was 
really courageous.” 
 
“Courageous? Hardly. I was scared to death. I’m tired of being afraid, too.” 
 
Whenua put down his pen. “Courage is resistance to fear, mastery of fear – not absence of 
fear.”* 
 
Onua was quiet for a moment. “That’s pretty profound.” 
 
“Nokama sent me some of the ancient writings last week. I was just going over them. Those 
water girls are pretty wise.” 
 
Onua rolled over and covered his head with his claws. “Don’t talk to me about water girls.” 
 
“Sorry,” Whenua apologized, looking slightly baffled. “But anyway, you have plenty of courage. 
What you need is encouragement. You have done the other Toa an enormous favor by bringing 
them their Pakari. And from what I’ve heard from my scouts and Jala’s, you have really 
increased your mastery of the masks in the process. Fine-tuned your earth powers, too.” 
 
“I guess,” replied Onua. 
 
“While you were gone, that traveling Tohunga fixed two of our biggest problems. He opened 
that sundial, with the help of the astrologer from Ga-Koro. And he surfed across a lava flow to 
get to the pump in the lightstone mine. He’s an amazing fellow.” 
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“That’s great. Because I haven’t been much use to you lately. So, has anyone seen my Kakama 
yet?” 
 
“No, sorry. But everyone is looking for it. Now that the other Toa have their golden Kanohi, 
each is searching his Wahi for it.” 
 
“Thanks for reminding me, I’m the only one without one. Well, almost.” 
 
“Now, now,” chided the Turaga, “don’t dwell on that.” 
 
“You’re right, Whenua,” smiled Onua. “I need to stop whining and get back to work.” He rose 
slowly, trying to ignore his aching limbs and back. 
 
“Yes, you do,” laughed Whenua. “In spite of how you feel, I think you are actually stronger than 
ever, in the ways that matter most. And the Mata Nui you love so much still really needs you.” 
 
“Thanks for the kind words. I’m going to go look for that mask.” Onua ducked out of the 
doorway of the hut. “What a terrific little guy,” he thought. “He always knows just what to say.” 
 
The Toa of Earth was startled by a blue blur that appeared in front of him. He jumped into a 
battle stance with his claws forward. But the outlines of Gali emerged from the blur. She was 
wearing a gold Kakama. Onua relaxed his arms. “Hello, Gali. You found your Kakama!” His 
was overjoyed to see her, though slightly envious that she had her mask. 
 
Gali smiled. “Actually, Tahu found it for me. And look what he found for you! There were two, 
in a crevice in the rock in Ta-Koro.” She extended a gray Kakama to Onua. 
 
Onua was stunned. “Wow! Thanks!” 
 
“He was going to bring it to you himself, but then he came back to Ga-Koro and asked me to 
deliver it instead. I told him I would be delighted to.” 
 
Onua’s mind reeled. Tahu had found his last mask. What a relief! And he had sent Gali to bring 
it. What a friend! And Gali was delighted… Onua snapped out of his reverie and took the mask. 
“Gali, this is wonderful.” He put it on, and felt power resonating through the fusing Kanohi. 
“Would you care to come to my Suva with me?” he asked. 
 
“Of course,” replied Gali. “I’d be honored.” She switched to her Kaukau and followed him 
across the village square. 
 
Onua took a deep breath and stepped into the middle of the Suva. Though he had seen the others 
get their golden Kanohi, he was still not sure what he was supposed to do. But the Suva seemed 
to know. The center stone slowly descended into the ground. Onua felt a vibration coming up 
through his feet, spreading through his body and into his mask. Then he saw a brilliant flash of 
gold all around his head and felt the platform rising again. He blinked a few times to restore his 
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sight. Gali was standing in front of him, looking into his eyes. The Onu-Koronans, who had 
gathered to watch, broke out into a loud cheer. 
 
“You look really good in that,” she said. 
 
“You sure do,” said Whenua. “And you have definitely earned it.” 
 
“Thanks,” Onua replied, his head spinning with unfamiliar emotions. He stumbled, and caught 
himself, as he got off the Suva. 
 
“But you could still use some improvement,” Gali continued, touching his dented shoulder with 
her hook. “Stand still, and close your eyes.” 
 
Onua was puzzled, but he did as she told him. He felt a light mist of water on his mask. The mist 
turned to a shower, running down his body. He could feel the caked dirt and grime dissolve and 
wash away. But then he noticed something else. The pain in his back began to loosen and let go. 
The ache in his ribs subsided, and the weariness in his arms and legs was slowly replaced with a 
calm energy. 
 
“You can open your eyes. All better now?” asked Gali. 
 
Onua looked at Gali, and at the puddle of muddy water at his feet. “Yes, thanks. You are truly an 
angel.” 
 
Gali waved a hook, and the water was absorbed back into the air. “Well, if I am, then YOU 
certainly are,” she said. “Think about what you did for everyone!” 
 
He smiled, not sure what to say. 
 
“So, are you ready to try out that Kakama?” Gali switched to hers. “The others will be waiting 
for us at Kini Nui. It’s time to go rid our island of that Makuta monster for good.” 
 
“I can’t wait!” Although he was apprehensive about the final confrontation the Toa would have 
with the Spirit of Evil, Onua felt ready to take on any challenge now. Quietly, he said, “Thank 
you so much for renewing me like that.” 
 
Gali put her hooks on his claws. “No problem. What are friends for?” Then she turned and 
waved at the entrance to the Kini Nui tunnel. “It’s that way, right? You go first, you can see 
better, and you know your way around.” 
 
“OK. Follow me!” Onua changed to his new Kakama and felt his legs powering up like a mighty 
machine. He waved to the Onu-Koronans, took off running, and felt the wind whistle past his 
head. Though he was moving fast, his senses were enhanced, so he could still see and hear ahead 
of him. He heard his own heavy footfalls, and Gali’s light ones behind him, and he glanced back 
at her. “Tahu was wrong, I’ll never get used to Gali,” he thought. He silently thanked the Great 
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Beings that the purpose for which he had been created – saving Mata Nui – included being with 
her. 
 
The trip was over in a flash. Onua and Gali jumped from the mouth of the tunnel at Kini Nui. 
Onua was surprised to find the other Toa cheering and crowding around him. Pohatu slapped him 
on the back. “Here’s to the Toa who showed us the meaning of friendship,” he said.  
 
“And teamwork,” added Kopaka, raising his blade in a salute. 
 
Lewa put his arm around Onua. “Thanks to you, we all have our golden Kanohi. Maybe we’ve 
had to learn the hard way at times, but we’ll show Makuta how well we can fight!” 
 
Onua spoke to Tahu. “Thanks for the Kakama. And everything else.” He glanced at Gali. 
 
Tahu winked at Onua. “You’re welcome, friend. Now, let’s get ready. This is where we begin 
our final task. If any of you question our choice, or doubt our chances if we work together, speak 
now.” 
 
To Onua’s amazement, Kopaka spoke frankly. “I have doubted you in the past, Tahu, but no 
more. I think I speak for us all when I say that our only hope is to work together. So I cast my 
sword with yours, if you will have it.” Onua was very relieved that Kopaka had resolved his 
misgivings about Tahu’s leadership. 
 
“I will have it gladly, Kopaka,” replied the Toa of Fire with a solemn smile. “You are all in 
assent?” 
 
The Toa, looked at one another and nodded. 
 
“Then it is decided,” Tahu continued. “Together, Makuta cannot resist us.” 
 
Lewa stepped forward. “Wait, Tahu! Have you given no thought to our return? If the Rahi attack 
the temple while we are below, how can we escape?” 
 
“I do not know the answer to that question, Lewa. So grim is this task, that I have not thought it 
much use to consider anything beyond our meeting with Makuta.” 
 
As they considered this problem, Onua sensed minute vibrations in the earth, and raised his 
claws in a defensive stance. “Hold! There is an intruder among us!” He saw a party of Matoran 
cresting the hill across the field from the temple. “But… what is this?” 
 
“Stay your claws, Onua!” said Gali. “It is the Chronicler, and his company!” 
 
Onua dropped his arms as the villagers crossed the field. 
 
Gali addressed the leader, the multi-colored traveler that Onua had seen over and over again, 
helping in every village. “Little one,” she remarked, “you are brave indeed to have come all this 
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way. And I see you have gathered help from all the villages around! Tahu, it is as I hoped. These 
Tohunga can guard the Kini-Nui while we descend, and see that no Rahi attacks us from 
behind.” 
 
Lewa spoke slowly. “The Rahi are fearsome. May their hearts prove greater than their size would 
suggest!” 
 
“In truth it is said that great power can be found in small packages, and that aid can come from 
places least expected,” Pohatu noted. He shrugged his shoulders. “And besides, we have few 
options.” 
 
“So be it,” Tahu declared. “Chronicler, it is your doom to remain here, and guard the Kini-Nui at 
all costs. This deed will be remembered as long as any remain to sing of it! Friends, we have 
much to do and little time. Let’s go!” 
 
While Gali explained to the Chronicler how she would communicate to him as the Toa 
descended to fight Makuta, Onua marveled at the little traveler’s bravery. “Chronicler,” he said, 
“you have preceded me all over Mata Nui. You have saved many villagers before a Toa could 
even get there to help. Whatever happens to you, know that the spirit of your courage will live on 
in the hearts of all who have crossed your path.” 
 
The Matoran seemed overwhelmed by so much attention from the mighty heroes of Mata Nui. 
He bowed his head. “Thank you. We will not let you down.” 
 
And the Toa walked onto the central platform of the temple. 
 
 

THE END 
 
*Mark Twain 
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Gali’s Heart 
Deep Inside the Toa of Water 

 
Chapter 1: Lewa’s Place 

“Prepare yourselves!” ordered Tahu. “The ultimate challenge is about to begin!” 

Gali braced her feet against a rock and raised her hands. The Toa of Water still halfway expected 
to see blue hooks, but the shapes of her transformed arms and hands were gradually becoming 
more familiar to her. She glanced around and selected a victim—Lewa. Naturally. She grinned. 

“Ha!” she scoffed. “After our struggles with the Bohrok, defeating these three will be no 
problem at all!” She directed a high-pressure water jet at her green friend and was amazed at the 
force of her own blast. 

But Lewa, similarly enhanced as a Toa Nuva, leaped high with the power of his Miru. “Think 
what you like, Gali,” he retorted, “but you’ll have to be faster than that to stop me!” 

Gali laughed as she watched the Toa of Air soar to safety on his new katana wings. Her easy, 
playful rivalry with Lewa had developed gradually, as she had come to appreciate his wit and 
intelligence during one grueling battle after another. The more the enemies of Mata Nui massed 
to destroy the people and even the landscape of the beautiful island paradise, the stronger the 
bond that formed between all the Toa, forged in adversity and reinforced by the obvious need to 
work together. 

But she hadn’t always been so comfortable with the other Toa. As she watched them continue to 
spar against each other, testing their new powers, she let her mind wander back to her first days 
on Mata Nui, and to her first meeting with Lewa. 

Gali’s first moments of consciousness were hazy, as she struggled to make sense of her 
surroundings. She became aware she was inside a small, closed space. She opened her eyes, and 
the faint yellow glow illuminated a curved interior surface and a jumble of mechanical parts. She 
felt vaguely reassured by the gentle rocking sensation of her container. But suddenly there was a 
sharp jolt, and the canister was still. A faint hissing noise preceded the explosion of pyrotechnic 
bolts, and the lid burst open, spilling pieces of Gali across the beach. 

One eye buried in the sand, she blinked the other in the unexpectedly bright sunlight. She willed 
herself to move, and watched which parts responded. A jointed hook dragged itself across the 
sand and connected itself to an arm. It assembled some gears into a torso and snapped itself to a 
shoulder. The hook put its counterpart together, and soon the two were lifting the head off the 
ground and placing it onto a plus-rod neck. Gali turned her head from side to side and looked at 
her surroundings. She was lying on a beautiful beach, soothing waves lapping at the pieces of her 
feet and legs. She rolled over, dragged herself toward the leg parts, and snapped them on. Then 
she reached for a transparent mask lying a couple of bios away.  
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As Gali fitted the Kaukau to her face, she felt a strange sensation of power. She inclined her head 
and looked at the water again. There was something inviting about it. She slowly stood and 
moved her arms and legs. Then she walked toward the water’s edge. Without hesitating, she 
plunged in. 

The water embraced her like a mother. The cool fluid provided support and oxygen, and seemed 
to move according to her will. She tried to direct it with her hooks, and found she could make it 
flow faster, spray into the air, and spin into a whirlpool. She looked around underwater and saw a 
myriad of elegant and whimsical creatures making their way – hunting, feeding, playing. She 
joined their game, weaving and twisting herself through submerged caves, feeling the wisps of 
aquatic plants brushing against her body. She spent hours discovering her new world. 

But the tranquility of Gali’s swim was shattered as she spotted a large creature heading straight 
toward her. Instinct galvanized her into a defensive position, and she deflected a blow from its 
long, jointed arm with her hook. She felt a wave of pain run up her arm from the impact. The 
monster spun in the water and came back at her. She gathered her legs under her body and 
pushed with a powerful motion, propelling herself sideways in the water. She swam as fast as she 
could until she reached a narrow crevice in the coral, where she hid, her heart pounding, until the 
creature lost interest and continued on its way. Some of the residents of the deep were not 
friendly, after all. 

Swimming upstream into the mouth of a river, she noticed the flavor and buoyancy of the water 
changing. The freshwater creatures were different, too. Smaller, leggier animals appeared as she 
moved away from the sea. Finally she decided to explore the land, and crawled out onto the 
bank. 

As she stood and looked around, she was startled to see a tall green being. It had a flat left hand 
with fingers and a rounded mask, and it was holding a long tool with a blade in its right hand, but 
otherwise it was almost exactly like her. It was sitting high in a tree, looking at her. “I wonder 
what it is,” she thought to herself. She was aware of the words forming in her head, perhaps in 
response to the presence of another apparently sentient being. And she was aware of the 
possibility of danger, after her encounter with the sea monster. 

“Hello!” called the creature. Gali jumped at the sound. Although she had never heard speech 
before, she knew it was a greeting. She responded with words she didn’t know she knew how to 
say. “Hello, who are you?” 

“Good question,” it replied. “But you seem to be the same sort of thing as I am. Do you have a 
name?” Its voice was lower than hers, and it was slightly larger than she. Something about it 
seemed different. She decided it would be better described as a “he” than an “it,” although she 
was unsure what the distinction between the words really meant. 

He dropped lightly to the ground and approached her. They stood a dozen paces apart and looked 
at each other, unsure whether to flee, fight, or trust. 

“If I do, I don’t know what it is.” Gali felt herself smile. “Do you like to swim?” 
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“No way!” He tilted his head back and laughed. Gali liked the sound, which put her at ease 
somehow. “But I can tell you do.” 

“I love it,” she agreed. “What do you like to do?” 

“This!” The green being jumped and hovered in the air, then caught a vine with his hand. He 
swung himself back into the tree. 

“Why are you here?” asked Gali, looking up. She was hoping he could give her a clue to her own 
purpose. As similar as they appeared, perhaps they had a similar reason for being here. 

“Again, a good question,” he shrugged. “I think it has something to do with these vicious 
animals I keep running into. And I feel like I’m supposed to protect someone. Maybe it’s you.” 

Gali’s heart jumped. She wasn’t expecting him to include her in his purpose. But as the memory 
of a dream suddenly filled her mind, she found she didn’t really agree, anyway. “I know what 
you mean,” she replied. “I’ve run into a really ferocious sea monster, too. But I think we are 
supposed to be protecting someone smaller and less powerful. Water people. I had a dream about 
some water people who were in trouble.” 

“Really,” he said, leaning forward. “I had dreams of little people living in trees, being dive-
bombed by giant insects. But why don’t you come up here with me, so I can hear you better?” 

Her mind raced. Instinct told her he was trustworthy, though she didn’t really trust her instincts. 
And she wasn’t sure how she would get up there. But she took a deep breath, looked up, flexed 
her legs, and jumped. She flew into the air and flipped backwards. He grabbed her hook as she 
passed the branch and pulled her onto it, next to him. 

“Thanks,” she said cautiously, looking at the light green eyes glowing through the slanted 
eyeholes of his mask. She could see a gray face through the openings. The mask looked like it 
was made to fly, as if it had been shaped into a sleek cone by the wind. “So water is my element, 
and air must be yours.” 

“Yes. But you’re pretty good in the air, too.” 

“I didn’t know I could do that,” she laughed. “What else can you teach me?” 

“Follow me,” he invited her, leaping down to a lower branch. “Hold onto this vine.” 

The air being showed Gali how to use the jungle vines to travel high in the treetops. Hesitating 
and careful, she followed his freewheeling form through the branches. He used his axe to chop 
though brush and vines as he went, so her path was clear. Although she found herself able to 
navigate fairly well, she could tell he had a natural ease and confidence she would never possess, 
in addition to a mysterious ability to float in the air. And she was sure he was nowhere near the 
limits of his abilities. 

Gali’s mind stopped wandering as she suddenly realized she was falling. She had missed her 
footing on a slippery branch. Panic clouded her mind for a split second before she began to grab 
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for a nearby vine. But she felt herself swept upward. Her green companion carried her to safety, 
landing in a fork of a tree with Gali in his lap. As they looked at each other up close, she felt a 
strange sensation run through her body, and her relief turned to a new form of alarm. She 
released her arms from around his neck and scrambled backwards to a branch higher in the tree. 

“I’m sorry,” he said. “Are you all right?” 

“Sure,” she replied. “Thanks for catching me. I just felt – funny for a moment.” 

“Me, too.” After a few minutes of uneasy silence, he spoke again. “So, in my dream there were 
more beings like us. Do you think we should try to find them?” 

Gali nodded. “We need to find someone to explain things to us. I don’t like this not knowing.” 

“Let’s go to that mountain. From there we may be able to see if there are others.” The green 
creature led the way as they traveled toward the snow-capped peak in the distance. 

Several hours later, the two voyagers were sitting on an icy bluff, resting. Gali spotted a red 
figure walking toward them. A black being dug out of the earth next to them. And two more 
creatures, one brown and one white, climbed down from the crags to join the group. 

Gali looked around and perceived that they were all allies, each with a different element, 
weapons, and mask. She learned their names from the ice being, who had spoken with some wise 
long-time residents of the island. Her feeling was confirmed, that they were to use their powers 
to fight a mighty evil. And she realized that she was the only “she” among the six. 

The discussion of their dreams, and their experiences in their short time on Mata Nui, was 
amazing. Gali felt her mind expand with the knowledge of her purpose, and her heart beat faster 
as she imagined the dangerous destiny she would share with these intelligent and powerful 
beings. She felt inspired to be singled out as a hero for the vulnerable, and she longed for the 
moment when she would meet her charges. 

The Toa, as they were called, decided to split up and seek their respective villages. Gali traveled 
through the jungle toward the sea. But when she dropped from a vine into an estuary to swim to 
her new home, the waters began to boil angrily. A strong whirlpool sucked her legs downward. 
Once again she felt herself being pulled to safety by Lewa, the green being, who had swung 
down from the treetops and grabbed her hooks. 

“Now you see why I hate water. You should be more careful, Gali,” he advised, lifting her into a 
tree. “Next time, I might not be here to save you.” 

“Thank you, Lewa, but I can look after myself. The waters are normally my ally. But these… 
these seem so… strange, so angry.” Gali was puzzled by what had happened in the water. She 
wondered if it was the work of the evil spirit Makuta, their newfound enemy. 

Lewa laughed. “Water can’t be angry. It can’t be anything but wet. I’ll stay in the treetops, well 
away from it.” 
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“Without water, there would be no trees,” Gali retorted. “Where are you going?” 

“Up. So what do you think of the other Toa?” 

“They are very noble and powerful,” she replied. “I regret that we will all be traveling our own 
paths, rather than working together.” 

Lewa shook his head. “I don’t. I’m going to find the six Kanohi masks of power, as the legends 
say, and free this island from Makuta. The last thing I want is someone else slowing me down.” 

Gali smiled as she remembered her tree-swinging lesson. “Your dreams are as grand as these 
trees, Lewa. I hope they do not come crashing down around you.” But the Toa of Air had already 
sailed away into the green shadows. 

Gali watched the streamlined shape of Lewa Nuva spinning out of control in Pohatu’s cyclone, 
as the brown Toa used his Kakama to speed the very air in which he floated. She thought about 
how much Lewa had changed, from a wild loner to a compassionate friend. His playful side 
continued to lend a levity to the Toa’s dire mission, and that helped keep them going during the 
toughest times. For this, Lewa held a special place in Gali’s heart. 

 
 
Chapter 2: Nokama’s Place 

Gali Nuva’s thoughts drifted into the past once more as she watched her friends practice with 
their newly enhanced powers. The warm memory of her first sight of Ga-Koro flowed back into 
her mind like a sunlit stream. 

Still breathing hard from her narrow escape from another sea monster, Gali swam from the wide 
ocean into a sheltered bay. She surfaced and saw a floating village near the shore. “These must 
be my people!” she thought excitedly. She submerged again and propelled herself toward the 
floating huts with a powerful kick. She could see that the giant lily pads which supported the 
dwellings were anchored to the sea floor by strong stems, and small blue creatures swam among 
them, apparently making repairs and removing debris. As she approached, the creatures hastily 
retreated topside. She broke the surface of the water to find herself facing a row of them, poised 
to fling shiny black discs at her. 

“Wait!” Gali heard a voice call out. “Hold your discs! This is the one we have been expecting!” 
A slightly taller creature with a rounded light-blue mask and a blue trident in hand approached 
the edge of the pad closest to Gali and bowed low. “I am Nokama, Turaga of the water village of 
Ga-Koro,” she said solemnly. “And you must be Gali, Toa of Water.” 

“I am,” replied Gali. “I’m so happy to meet you all.” 

The creatures, visibly relieved, scurried to help her out of the water, but Gali did a forward flip 
and landed lightly on the broad leaf. They burst into a wild cheer. Gali looked from one mask to 
another, and noticed that the villagers were various shades of blue, like herself. Some of their 
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Kanohi looked familiar, as they were identical to the ones worn by the Toa. Others were new to 
her. One Ga-Koronan even had the same transparent blue Kaukau as Gali herself. 

Gali had a thousand questions for the village elder, whom she immediately realized was female 
from the way she moved and the pitch of her voice. Although Nokama was less than half the 
height of her Toa, the Turaga carried herself with a poise and composure that made her seem 
taller. Gali began with the most basic concerns: How did you know I was coming? How do you 
live? Where will I find these Great Masks? Nokama introduced her to the Matoran and gave a 
short description of each one’s strengths and character. Gali was impressed by how well the tiny 
leader knew her people. And she was relieved to learn that all of them were girls, like herself and 
Nokama. For some reason, that made her feel more at ease. 

“Nokama, why are some of the residents on this island male and others female?” asked Gali. 

Nokama laughed. “The Great Beings made us different so we would have different viewpoints 
and talents, and so we could complete each other,” she replied. “Remember this above all else: 
being female gives you a certain power over the others. Always use it wisely.” 

“How can I have power over them? They are larger and stronger than I,” wondered Gali. 

“You’ll see soon enough,” smiled Nokama. “They will go to great extremes and brave great 
danger to protect you, more than they would for anyone else.” 

“I admire the other Toa, but I don’t need their protection. I have my own powers.” 

“No one is safe on Mata Nui now, with the coming of Makuta. Even the Toa, I think. You will 
all need to protect each other, as well as us Turaga and Matoran.” 

Gali recalled Nokama’s words over and over as she was tested by the Spirit of Evil. She returned 
to the village to report on each new Kanohi she found, and to get news of possible locations of 
more masks. And this allowed her to soak up more of Nokama’s amply flowing wisdom. Gali 
learned the legend of Mata Nui and Makuta, and the reverence of all the island’s residents for the 
Great Beings, who had mapped out their destiny like the plot of a magnificent epic. She became 
familiar with the prophecies of great struggles and enduring hope. Some the astrologer had seen 
in the stars with the telescope on the cliff in Ta-Wahi, land of fire; others Nokama had read from 
the ancient writings with her Rau. 

Gali’s biggest test came after she had found most of the masks. It was a bright, sunny day, and 
Gali was admiring the tiny reflections that sparkled like jewels on the water as she absent-
mindedly listened to Nokama. “Hahli spotted something while she was fishing. It may be a mask, 
lying on the sea floor. She wasn’t able to dive deep enough to see it clearly, although she thought 
it could be a Pakari.” 

“Hmm? Oh, yes,” Gali replied. “Where?” 

“Out that way.” Nokama gestured at the deepest part of the bay. “Hahli has gone to Po-Koro 
with a load of fish to sell, and Maku went as an escort. But that’s what she told me before they 
left.” 
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“May the Great Beings protect them on their journey,” said Gali. She didn’t think it necessary to 
ask their protection for her own quest… yet. 

Gali plunged into the cool water and swam easily to the spot Nokama had indicated. She dove to 
the bottom and saw, half-buried in the gravelly sea floor, a gray Pakari. She gripped it with her 
hooks and pulled. But the Kanohi seemed to be fixed to the floor. She planted her feet on either 
side of it and tried again. This time the mask came loose and sent her spinning backwards in the 
water. But just then, Gali was hit by a strong underwater wave, and she tumbled out of control. 
Something about this wave seemed very unnatural. As she struggled to right herself, she struck 
her head on a submerged boulder, and her Kaukau came loose. Quickly she put the new Pakari 
on her face. She felt a surge of power run through her body and limbs, but at the same time she 
began to feel the lack of oxygen weakening her. She pushed off the rock with her feet. The 
Pakari enhanced her natural strength so much that she shot out of the water and flew several bios 
into the air. 

Gali took advantage of her brief flight to draw a deep breath before she dove back into the water 
to find her other mask. But in the moment she was poised above the sea, she saw something 
alarming. The wave which had knocked her over was part of a huge waterspout, dozens of bios 
high, and it was headed straight for the water village. Why was there such an immense whirlpool 
in the sheltered bay? It could only be the work of a powerful and evil intelligence. She saw her 
Kaukau glinting on the bottom of the sea, and she swam for it. It swirled just out of reach. But 
she used her elemental power to reverse the current and bring it back to her. She placed it over 
the Pakari and felt the warm humming of combined energies as the masks blended together. 

There wasn’t a second to lose. She took another breath with the Kaukau, and then she changed 
back to the Pakari. In her mind she asked the Great Beings for strength. She braced herself 
against the floor of the bay and used all her force to send a tidal wave back at the waterspout. 
She felt the power flowing from her chest, through her arms, and into the fluid all around her. 
She pushed against the ground and surfaced again to see what was happening. The wave crashed 
against the whirlpool with a mighty roar, and water sprayed everywhere. The vortex was 
weakening. Again Gali used her elemental power to push the water back. And this time the 
waterspout was overwhelmed by her wave, and it diffused harmlessly into the wall of steadily 
moving fluid. 

Gali breathed a sigh of relief. Drained by the intensity of her work, she turned to glance at Ga-
Koro. The entire village was gathered on the closest lily pad to watch. She was filled with anger. 
“Why didn’t you seek shelter?” shouted the Toa of Water. “What kind of fools would—“ 

“Gali! Look out!” cried Kotu. Gali spun to see a huge wave coming toward her. It was the 
reflection of her own tidal wave off the far shore of the bay. She summoned her remaining 
strength and willed the water to stop. All around her the surface turned glassy, spreading in a 
circle away from her. The smooth water met the wave, and the wave subsided. 

Gali closed her eyes, slid weakly back into the depths, and rested on the bottom of the sea. She 
was dimly aware of hands tugging at her hooks. Nokama and Kotu were pulling her up to the 
surface. They heaved her limp body over the side of their boat and rowed back to Ga-Koro. 
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Gali sat up. She was in Nokama’s hut. Nokama came quickly to her side. “Are you all right, 
Gali?” she asked, concern in her voice. 

“Yes, Nokama. I’m a little tired, but I’m fine. But why was everyone standing there watching? 
That was so dangerous! You could all have been killed!” 

“Because we have faith in you, Toa of Water,” replied the Turaga. “And you showed yourself 
more than worthy of it.” 

Gali felt a surge of warmth for these little people who believed in her and depended on her. She 
fumbled for words. “Well, thank you,” she smiled. 

Nokama turned back to the fishing net she was mending. “The Great Beings know what they are 
doing,” she mused. 

Gali contemplated the events of the day. Her heart was full of rage against Makuta, for 
threatening her people with her own element. But the confusing weakness of hatred was 
transformed into steadfast resolve by the faith of her villagers and the loyalty of their brave, wise 
elder. Nokama gave Gali advice like a mother and encouragement like a sister. For this, Nokama 
held a special place in Gali’s heart. 

 
 
Chapter 3: Tahu’s Place 

As Gali Nuva watched Onua set an earthen trap for Pohatu, she shook her head with amusement. 
“Those two get pretty rough with each other,” she thought. “Good thing they never take it 
personally.” She considered the trust the Toa shared and recalled a time when she doubted. “If 
Tahu had been the first one I met, I might have ended up a hermit!” she laughed to herself as she 
remembered. 

Gali scrambled up the rocky crag by the sea, her eyes on the smooth gray Miru at the top. Her 
hooks were ideally suited for climbing, and she was breathing steadily with the moderate 
exertion. But then she felt the rock shifting under her. A landslide! Desperately she reached for 
the mask. As the ground beneath her feet finally gave way—undeniably the work of Makuta—
she grabbed the inactive Kanohi and slapped it over her Kaukau. “This had better work!” she 
muttered. And it did, beautifully. “Amazing!” she thought. “This mask lets me float on the air!” 
Gali levitated above the crumbling rock and drifted earthward. 

But as the dust cleared, she realized she was alighting in the middle of a circle of snapping Nui-
Jaga. The infected scorpions approached, poisonous tails hovering. “Perhaps this was not the 
wisest place to land.” She looked around frantically. “The creatures are closing in. Great Beings, 
give me strength!” 

And they did, in the form of Tahu and his fire sword. A huge cloud of flame enveloped the Rahi. 
She looked up to see the Toa of Fire standing in front of her. “Tahu!” she called gratefully. But 
he was warning her of more perils. “Gali, behind you!” 
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Gali’s flip wasn’t quite enough to get her out of reach of the Tarakava’s powerful arm, which hit 
her squarely in the back. With a groan, she lost consciousness and fell into the water. There she 
saw a vision of the Toa Kaita, the two sets of three combined Toa. She recognized her own parts 
in Wairuha, Toa of Wisdom. The Kaita spoke to her of the future. “Only by uniting will the Toa 
find the strength to triumph. For now, child of the waters, farewell…” 

“Wait!” she cried. “I must know more!” Gali found she had been washed up on the rocky shore. 

Tahu was crouching next to her. “It’s all right, Gali. The Rahi have fled.” 

“Tahu? I had the strangest vision…” 

“We can talk about it later. Onua has called a meeting – the others are waiting for us near his 
landing site.” He extended his hand to help her up. 

Gali took the red Toa’s hand. She kept thinking about the strange apparition of the giant 
combined beings. “The Toa Kaita,” she said. “We will merge into two powerful beings. Uniting 
our minds and bodies.” 

“Gali, do you have the Kakama?” asked Tahu. 

“No,” she replied. “Not yet.” 

“Then why don’t you ride on my shoulders?” he suggested. “It’ll be faster.” 

Gali, who had been lost in her daydream, suddenly returned to reality. She noticed the intensity 
of Tahu’s red eyes looking into hers. When she had first seen him in the group of Toa, he had 
impressed her with his confidence, which contrasted so strongly with her own uncertainty. With 
all the decisions she had faced so soon after arriving on Mata Nui, she was glad to accept a ride. 
“Sure,” she agreed, and climbed on his shoulders. 

Tahu stood and changed to his Kakama. Gali noticed he was very warm to the touch. His 
movements were very assured and seemed unaffected by the extra weight. She heard the whine 
of his legs powering up, and they were off in a blaze of red light. Gali was enjoying the ride, 
feeling the wind in her face and watching the objects around them appear to compress as they 
shot through space. She looked forward to getting her own Kakama. But Tahu stopped abruptly 
in a clearing in the woods. Gali hopped down. 

“What is it?” she asked. 

“Gali,” he said softly, changing to his Hau, “I think it is our destiny to be together.” 

Gali looked at him nervously. Her heart began to beat very fast as he stood before her, his hands 
on her shoulders. “Of course, Tahu. The prophecies say we Toa all share a common destiny.” 

“That’s not what I mean, Gali,” he replied. “Just you and me.” 



Toa Biographies  GaliGee 

 40

She panicked and twisted out of his grasp. “I don’t think…” she began, but she looked up when 
she heard a whirring sound. “Tahu! It’s a Nui-Kopen!” Gali switched to her Huna, making her 
invisible, and ducked behind a rock as the enormous insect dove straight for the two Toa. 

Tahu pivoted and ignited his sword. A jet of fire shot out of the blade, setting the creature ablaze. 
It plunged into the forest with a screech. Trees burst into flame where it crashed. Tahu strode 
into the bushes and returned with two infected Kanohi. He tossed them in the air one at a time 
and incinerated them with his sword. 

“Gali?” he called, looking around. Still wearing her Huna, she was shooting water at the forest 
fire. The stunned Rahi, now harmless, rose slowly above the smoke and steam and buzzed away. 
Tahu walked up to Gali as she changed back to her Kaukau. “Gali…” he said again, putting his 
arms around her. She could sense the heat of his breath on her mask. She stumbled backwards. 

“No, Tahu, I – I don’t think it would be wise,” Gali stammered, gradually finding her voice. “We 
Toa form a perfect hexagon of elemental powers. If two of the vertices draw together, there is no 
more symmetry. And Makuta would be the only one to profit from any jealousy among us. The 
Nui-Kopen was a sign that we shouldn’t.” 

Tahu smiled. “The Nui-Kopen was a sign that you are safe with me.” 

“No one is safe on Mata Nui!” She turned and bolted into the forest, crashing carelessly through 
the underbrush, her heart pounding like it would explode. 

Suddenly a red blur appeared in front of her. As Tahu materialized again with his Kakama, Gali 
crouched into a fighting stance, her hooks ready. 

Tahu sighed. “I’m not going to hurt you,” he said gently. “At least let me give you a ride.” 

Gali dropped her hooks. “All right.” Trembling, she got on his shoulders again, and he ran the 
rest of the way to Onu-Wahi. They arrived in the middle of the group of Toa. Out of the corner 
of her eye, she saw the look Kopaka, Toa of Ice, shot at Tahu, and it was cold, indeed. 

After the meeting, Gali returned to Ga-Koro, anxious to talk to Nokama. When the Matoran who 
had arrived to greet her finally left her alone with the Turaga, Gali took a deep breath. “Tahu 
scares me.” 

“Oh?” Nokama looked up from the papers on her desk. When Gali remained silent, she added, 
“You can tell me about it if you like.” 

Gali crossed her legs on the floor of the Turaga’s hut and leaned forward. “He was trying to tell 
me that it was our destiny to be together, just him and me. But I told him ‘no’.” 

Nokama smiled. “I thought he would be interested in you.” 

“Why didn’t you warn me?” demanded Gali. “Then I could have avoided being alone with him!” 

“That’s exactly why I didn’t tell you. Some things you need to experience for yourself.” 
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“Nokama!” said Gali angrily. 

“You were never in danger,” shrugged Nokama. “Although I see why his intensity may have 
alarmed you. So, what frightened you more, Tahu himself, or the fact that you were tempted to 
say ‘yes’?” 

“But I wasn’t—” 

“Gali,” Nokama interrupted softly, “the beginning of wisdom is to know yourself.” 

Gali looked down at her feet. “The second thing.” She shifted her legs underneath her. “But how 
did you know?” 

Nokama grinned. “How could I be the leader of this village for so many years without gaining 
some understanding of the female mind?” 

Gali finally smiled. “So, do you think I did the right thing, Nokama?” 

“Yes, I do, Gali. There are no prophecies of a union for you, at least for now. I think something 
that important would show up in the stars.” 

But Gali was still a little worried. “I hope he’s not mad at me. I tried to explain that it would 
throw things out of balance between the Toa. And only Makuta would benefit if there were any 
jealousy among us.” 

“I’m sure he understands, Gali. What you said was very wise. Tahu has always been willing to 
sacrifice anything for the safety of Mata Nui. Even his own deepest desires, I think.” 

The Toa of Water felt immense relief. Nokama had a gift for doing that. And Tahu didn’t seem 
angry. At first Gali was nervous around him, after their conversation in the woods. But the days 
stretched into seasons, and his fierce dedication to protecting her, along with the rest of Mata 
Nui, became clearer than ever. She felt more and more comfortable in his presence. Nokama was 
right, he would risk anything to defend his people. For that, Tahu held a special place in Gali’s 
heart. 

 
 
Chapter 4: Onua’s Place 

Gali was frustrated. After digging for three hours, she seemed no closer to the Matatu. She could 
see it clearly with her new Akaku, but it was buried under many bios of sticky sediment in the 
Hura-Mafa River delta. She looked at the giant pile of silt she had unearthed and shook the muck 
off her hooks in disgust. “The very thing that makes me good at climbing makes me pathetic at 
digging,” she sighed. 

The Toa of Water stretched her tired limbs and looked at the setting sun. “I suppose I should 
check up on Ga-Koro and make sure everyone made it home for the night,” she thought. She 
dove into the water, relishing the cool cleanness of it, and swam for home.  
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As she approached Ga-Koro, she saw Nokama pacing on the lily pad next to her hut. “Gali, 
where have you been? Maku isn’t back yet, and I’m worried about her. Would you please go see 
if she’s all right?” 

“Of course, Turaga,” Gali replied. “I was trying to dig up that Matatu I saw this morning in the 
delta.” 

“Still?” asked Nokama incredulously. “How deep is that thing buried?” 

“Really deep. And I’m afraid I’m not progressing very fast. My hooks just slice through the 
slime, and I’ve tried using tools, but they get all gummed up and heavy. I guess I’ll finish 
digging it out tomorrow.” 

Nokama tilted her head. “You know, Gali, Onua could dig that mask up in no time. Why don’t 
you go ask him to help you, while you’re out looking for Maku?” 

Gali stepped back. “Oh, he has a lot to do, I’m sure. I don’t want to inconvenience him, 
Nokama.” 

The tiny Turaga rolled her eyes. “Gali, you Toa are here to help each other.” 

“Well, yes,” Gali admitted. 

“So take advantage of that. It’s for the greater good of Mata Nui, if you need a reason to get over 
being shy.” 

Gali laughed at her own foolishness. “You’re right as usual, Nokama. I’ll go to Onu-Koro after I 
find Maku.” She plunged into the lake and swam toward Po-Koro, since she had a hunch the 
missing Matoran would be there. 

Sure enough, Gali spotted the bottom of Maku’s canoe just off the coast of Po-Wahi. She popped 
up next to the boat. Maku jumped in surprise. “Oh, Gali, you scared me!” 

“Well, you scared Nokama. What are you doing out so late?” 

“Um, well, I’ve been patrolling,” said Maku quickly. 

“For what? Koli players?” joked Gali. “Come on, we’re going to Onu-Koro. I need to ask Onua 
something. Then I’ll tow you home.” 

“Oh, thanks, Toa Gali!” exclaimed the Matoran. Gali could see her yellow eyes sparkle with 
excitement at the prospect of traveling with one mighty hero to meet another one. 

The two blue girls docked the boat and crossed the desert toward the entrance of the network of 
tunnels that formed Onu-Koro. As they walked, Maku told Gali the good news from Po-Koro, 
where a terrible epidemic had finally come to an end. Most of the desert village had been 
sickened by infected Koli balls. Then a wandering Matoran named Takua had discovered the 
source of the balls – a Nui-Jaga nest in a statue in the quarry – and had helped Pohatu to defeat 
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the ferocious scorpion guarding it. Gali was appalled at Makuta’s cruel trick. But she was 
impressed by the depth of Maku’s devotion to her beloved Huki, the island’s Koli champion. 

Gali greeted the taxi crab driver at the entrance of the tunnel. She asked for an Ussal for Maku 
and ran alongside the crustacean as it carried her little friend through the tunnel. They emerged 
from the dark passageway into a large underground clearing with earthen huts, lit with 
lightstones. Gali marveled at the strange environment in which the Onu-Koronans lived. She 
liked the cool dampness, but she didn’t understand how anyone could live without the sunlight 
that caressed her beautiful water village. 

They were in luck, for the Toa of Earth had just arrived at his village. They found him in Turaga 
Whenua’s hut. Gali felt awkward asking for help, but she took a deep breath and spoke. “I was 
wondering if you could help me, Onua. You see, there’s a Kanohi, and it’s buried deep in the 
Hura-Mafa delta. I can see it, but I’ve been digging, and I’m just not making much progress.” 

Onua looked at her steadily with his emerald-green eyes. “Certainly, Gali,” he replied quietly. 
“Let’s go.” 

“Oh, you don’t have to do it right now, if it’s inconvenient…” she began. 

The hunched black Toa waved his claw. “No time like the present,” he smiled. “Follow me.” He 
led the way to the Ta-Koro tunnel. “This will take us part of the way.” 

“What about my boat?” asked Maku. 

“Oh, yes, her boat’s at the Po-Wahi dock,” frowned Gali. “Maku, I’ll swim over later and get it 
for you.” 

Onua nodded, lifted Maku onto his shoulders, and started to run down the tunnel. Gali followed a 
few paces behind, wearing her Ruru. After a short time, Onua stopped and set Maku down. He 
dug into the side wall with his claws. At first Gali and Maku crouched to one side to avoid the 
furiously flying dirt and rock, but soon Gali was following him down the new passage, carrying 
the Ga-Koronan. Gali was amazed to see how fast Onua tunneled through the earth. Before long 
they had emerged into the moonlight, next to the delta. 

“It’s over there.” Gali pointed to the pile of dirt she had spent all afternoon to produce. Onua 
looked at it and smiled. Without a word he tore into the earth. In a few minutes he emerged from 
the hole, holding a gray Matatu in his claws. 

“Why, thank you, Onua!” beamed Gali. “That would have taken me so long!” 

“No,” replied Onua, “thank you, Gali.” He turned toward the tunnel. 

“But you are the one who helped me,” said the puzzled Toa of Water. 

Onua just inclined his head at Gali. Then he disappeared back into the ground. 
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Gali stared at the tunnel entrance. “Why would he say that?” she wondered. The Toa of Earth 
had spoken perhaps a dozen words in the time they were together. She shook her head. “Well, 
Maku, let’s get you home. Nokama will be worried sick.” The Matoran rode on her back as she 
swam on the surface of the lake, back home to the floating village. Nokama thanked Gali as she 
steered the chattering Maku toward her hut. “I’d love to hear all about it, Maku, in the morning. 
Now go to bed!” 

Gali thought about Onua as she swam back to Po-Wahi the next morning. “Onua is even more 
shy than I am!” she laughed to herself. Perhaps this was what Nokama had meant when she said 
that the other Toa would gladly do anything for her. As she approached Maku’s boat, she saw the 
Koli balls lying on the bottom of the ocean, as far from shore as Pohatu could kick them. Now 
the infection was gone, and they were merely inert rocks again. Gali marveled at the healing 
power of the water. She unhitched the canoe from its mooring and towed it back to Ga-Koro. 

Onua Nuva’s words brought Gali out of her reverie. “Oh, no!” he said. “I think I overdid it… I’d 
better make sure he’s all right.” Onua powered up his all-terrain tracks and headed across the 
forest. His trap had worked well, and Pohatu, yelling at the top of his lungs, had been flung off 
the hillside into the air. 

“I’m sure he’ll be fine,” laughed Gali, watching Onua’s black form recede into the trees, kicking 
up dirt and rocks. “The Toa of Stone is pretty durable.” But she knew Onua’s concern for others 
wouldn’t let him rest until he found out for certain. 

She considered the second time Onua had gone out of his way to help her. He had found four 
Pakari underground, and was delivering them to the other Toa. He came to Gali first. “How 
sweet!” she smiled. “But I already have that one. I found it underwater this morning.” 

Onua looked very disappointed. “Oh,” he said. 

“See?” Gali switched to her Pakari. 

“Wow, you look really good in that,” he said. Immediately he looked down at his feet. 

Gali laughed, changing back to her Kaukau. “Thanks.” They spoke of the Rahi she had just 
fought, and the multi-colored traveling Matoran that had rescued her Turaga and villagers. She 
had felt an instantaneous connection to him that she couldn't explain. Later she would learn this 
was Takua, a small misfit destined to become a great hero.  

When Onua asked if there was anything else he could do for her, she had an idea—even though 
she didn’t really need any help. “Um, sure. Would you please get that Tarakava out of the water 
and into this hut? It needs to be cared for. Now that its infected mask has been removed, the 
villagers can tame it.” Gali pointed to a dwelling at the edge of the village. 

“No problem.” The Toa of Earth took a deep breath and swam to the bottom. Gali watched him 
lift the enormous creature over his head and heave it out of the water onto the lily pad. Before it 
could slide back off, he surfaced and shoved it toward the middle of the giant leaf. He had to use 
his Miru to levitate onto the center of the pad, so his considerable weight wouldn’t submerge the 
edge. Then he dragged the monster into the hut. 
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“Thank you,” said Gali. “Now, we have a town meeting, so I have to go. See you later! Good 
luck finding your Kakama!” It was the only mask both he and she were missing. 

“You, too,” said Onua. Gali smiled at him, then turned to Nokama. “I’m lucky to have such a 
friend,” she said to the Turaga. She looked back at Onua and waved, but he had already 
disappeared into the beach. 

Shortly after Onua’s visit, Gali finally got a chance to help him. Tahu showed up in Ga-Koro 
carrying two Kakama and handed one to Gali. “Thank you so much!” Gali was thrilled. “This is 
my last mask! Now I can get my Golden Kanohi!” 

“I know. Onua told me.” Tahu’s usually fiery eyes glowed softly through his own golden mask. 
“Go ahead, Gali. Put it on!” 

Gali did, and she sensed the familiar merging of Kanohi powers. She felt a vibration in her legs, 
as if they were anxious to run. But first, she wanted to go to her Suva. “Will you come with me?” 
she said to the Toa of Fire. 

“Gladly,” he replied. He stood next to Nokama and the excited villagers as Gali descended into 
the Suva and rose again, radiant in her gold Kaukau. She tingled all over with the powerful 
energy of the shining mask. She stood, speechless, as the Ga-Koronans swarmed around her and 
hugged her legs. 

Tahu lingered a few moments, smiling at Gali. He sighed and switched to his Kakama. “Now, 
I’ve got to take this other Kanohi to Onua. Start heading for the temple at Kini-Nui. We all have 
our golden masks now. It’s time to face Makuta. May the Great Beings protect you!” He turned 
and raced across the causeway toward land. 

But a little while later, Tahu reappeared. “Gali, would you mind taking this to Onua? You could 
try out your own Kakama that way. And besides, I think he could use some encouragement, and 
you’re just the one to give it.” 

“I am? Why does he need it?” asked Gali. 

“He’s been particularly hard-hit by Makuta,” replied Tahu. “He’s been trekking all over the 
island, without a Kakama, delivering a Pakari to everyone. And in the process, he was pounded 
by Lewa, whom he fought to remove an infected mask. Then he was crushed by a Muaka. 
Kopaka had to freeze him along with the Rahi, just to get him out of its jaws.” 

Gali was astounded. “Makuta’s using infected masks on Toa now? How horrible!” She had seen 
Lewa in combat, and wasn’t surprised that Onua had sustained serious injury to overcome him. 
And being crushed and frozen must have added immensely to his pain. “Well, I’d be delighted to 
help him. He’s done a lot for me, as well as everyone else.” 

“Thanks, Gali. Then both of you come join the rest of us at Kini-Nui.” Then Tahu was gone 
again. 
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Gali said an emotional goodbye to Nokama and the villagers. She didn’t know whether she 
would see them again. Still, she had faith that somehow the Toa would prevail. But first, she 
needed to deliver the mask to Onua. She remembered how exhilarating it felt to move with the 
speed of a Kakama. Now she enjoyed the sensation of her own legs producing it. In the blink of 
an eye, she was in the Onu-Koro town square. 

Gali stopped in front of Onua, who was poised to strike whatever appeared out of the blur. When 
he recognized her, Onua relaxed his arms. “Hello, Gali. You found your Kakama!” 

Gali smiled at Onua. Then suddenly she felt a wave of pain radiating from him. It was as if there 
was so much agony that his body couldn’t contain it all. 

“Actually, Tahu found it for me. And look what he found for you!” She handed Onua the gray 
Kakama. “He was going to bring it to you himself, but then he came back to Ga-Koro and asked 
me to deliver it instead. I told him I would be delighted to.” 

Onua looked as if he would fall over. “Gali, this is wonderful. Would you care to come to my 
Suva with me?” he asked. 

“Of course,” replied Gali. “I’d be honored.” She switched to her Kaukau and followed him 
across the village square. She winced to see how he limped. 

Onua took a deep breath and stepped into the middle of the Suva. The center stone slowly 
descended into the ground and came back up. Onua’s gold mask gleamed by the glow of the 
lightstones all around. The usually reserved Onu-Koronans, who had gathered to watch, broke 
out into a loud cheer. 

“You look really good in that,” she grinned. 

“You sure do,” said Whenua. “And you have definitely earned it.” 

“Thanks,” Onua replied. He stumbled, and caught himself, as he got off the Suva. 

As she looked into the green eyes so full of suffering, Gali had an idea. She remembered the Koli 
balls Pohatu had kicked into the sea. Maybe if the water could cleanse the infection from those 
stones… “But you could still use some improvement,” she said, touching his dented shoulder 
with her hook. “Stand still, and close your eyes.” 

Gali raised her hooks over Onua’s head and let a fine mist of water descend onto his mask. It 
began to flow down his shoulders and arms, dissolving the crust of dirt that covered him. And 
Gali could feel the grip of the pain loosening and letting go. The sensations she felt through the 
water turned from tension and anguish to a calm energy. The waters had restored him! Gali 
struggled to hide her excitement. “You can open your eyes. All better now?” 

Onua looked at Gali, and at the puddle of muddy water at his feet. “Yes, thanks. You are truly an 
angel.” 
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Gali waved a hook, and the water was absorbed back into the air. “Well, if I am, then you 
certainly are,” she said. “Think about what you did for everyone!” 

He smiled. 

“So, are you ready to try out that Kakama?” asked Gali, changing to hers. “The others will be 
waiting for us at Kini-Nui. It’s time to go rid our island of that Makuta monster for good.” 

“I can’t wait!” Quietly, Onua added, “Thank you so much for renewing me like that.” 

Gali put her hooks on his claws. “No problem. What are friends for?” Then she turned and 
waved at the entrance to the Kini-Nui tunnel. “It’s that way, right? You go first, you can see 
better, and you know your way around.” 

“OK. Follow me!” Onua changed to his new Kakama and they headed for Kini-Nui. The other 
Toa cheered when Onua arrived, whole and ready. Gali was overjoyed that her healing waters 
had worked. And the Toa would need all their strength to battle the Spirit of Evil. Makuta fought 
the Toa with everything destructive – vicious minions, deceitful shape-shifting, demoralizing 
lies, and, finally, overwhelming physical force. But Gali’s faith was prophetic. The Toa 
prevailed, because they attacked as one. And when they returned to Kini-Nui to rest after their 
victory, Gali looked fondly at Onua and remembered his quiet but steadfast drive to serve his 
fellow creatures, whatever hardships he had to endure. For this, Onua held a special place in 
Gali’s heart. 

 
 
Chapter 5: Pohatu’s Place 

Gali Nuva heard Pohatu’s laughter ring out across the valley. “Sounds like he’s all right, after 
all,” she thought. There were more sounds, of rolling rocks and earth, and some enthusiastic 
shouts. Then Onua and Pohatu appeared out of the jungle. 

“Yeah, well, next time, it’s going to be YOUR turn to fly!” Pohatu snapped his protodermis 
claws menacingly behind Onua’s back. 

“Oh, but you looked so stylish up there!” laughed Onua, jumping away. 

Gali smiled. Their joy was contagious. In fact, Pohatu was a constant font of it. She recalled one 
particular day during the Bohrok invasion that exemplified his jovial spirit, and let herself 
become immersed in her memories again. 

After the exhilaration of their victory over Makuta, the Toa had been startled to learn of a new 
threat, one the Turaga had hoped in vain was only a legend. The Bohrok, powerful bio-
mechanical creatures driven by small brain-like krana, seemed bent on leveling and destroying 
all that made Mata Nui a paradise. The Toa learned they must collect the krana to unlock the 
secret to defeating the swarms. Though no taller than the Toa, their sheer numbers had forced the 
Toa to work together in different, more clever ways. One day Nokama spoke to Gali about an 
upcoming assignment. 
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“Kopaka was just here,” Nokama began. “He said your help is needed in Po-Wahi, at the Komo-
Lai canyon. He and Onua have set up a trap for the Tahnok, and you and Pohatu will spring it.” 

“Sounds interesting,” mused Gali. She imagined that any plan devised by the wise Onua and the 
brilliant Kopaka would be ingenious. And she looked forward to working with the Toa of Stone, 
who was always pleasant company. “Do you need anything else before I go?” 

“No, thank you,” answered the Turaga. “We are as prepared as we can be, for whatever the 
Bohrok will do next.” 

“You can never be prepared for the Bohrok,” remarked Gali. “But I’m sure you’ve done what 
you can, Nokama. You are a prudent and insightful leader, and you deserve all the respect and 
love the villagers have for you.” Gali watched the village elder blush modestly. As the Toa of 
Water grew in understanding and experience, she enjoyed turning the tables on Nokama once in 
a while. “Well, I’d better be off.” She plunged into the lake and swam for Po-Wahi. 

She climbed out of the water on the sandy beach and changed to her Kakama. But as she neared 
the desert village with its enormous stone gate in the cliffs, she felt a strange sensation of 
overpowering heat and slowed again. Switching to her Akaku, she peered through the telescopic 
lens at the scene before her. She was horrified to see a swarm of Tahnok massed around Po-
Koro. Pohatu stood on a boulder in their midst, holding a Matoran—it looked like Hafu, the 
stone carver. Suddenly Huki kicked a rock from the bluff above, knocking loose another and 
launching Pohatu and Hafu like a catapult. They landed gently on the ledge above with the help 
of Pohatu’s Miru. And Huki and Hafu hugged each other tightly. 

“What a beautiful rescue!” thought Gali with relief. She sighed as she watched the Po-Koronans. 
Her heart was heavy from the constant fighting that had occupied her since she arrived on the 
island, she longed to be able to take simple comfort in the embrace of another creature her size. 
But her unique situation as the only female Toa meant that would never happen. She shook her 
head and considered how to attack the vicious horde of Tahnok. “My Kakama… then the Pakari, 
and a blast of water…” She was off in a flash of blue. 

Gali appeared between the swarm of fiery bug-like creatures and the village. She changed 
instantly to her mask of strength and shot water at the invaders with all her might. They rolled 
backwards and sprang to their feet again. Behind her, she heard Pohatu shout, “Thanks, Gali! 
Way to go!” He kicked a barrage of massive boulders over her head at the Tahnok. She heard 
them whistle past her, but she was not afraid, for she knew his aim was unerring. With grim 
determination she hit the Bohrok with her powerful stream again and again, until they were 
exhausted from the cold, wet assault. A final burst of water and stone sent them tumbling into a 
ravine, where they lay steaming. 

Gali was weary as well, but she began to scramble up the cliff with her hooks. Pohatu chipped a 
few footholds in the cliff and met her halfway down. He put his arm around her waist and 
jumped with his powerful legs. Both Toa changed to their Miru and alighted on the cliff. 

Pohatu smiled at Gali. “Good work, my fine blue friend.” He turned to Turaga Onewa. “You 
must evacuate the village,” he warned. “Those Tahnok will be back. Gali and I are going to trap 
them and retrieve some krana, but the goat-dogs will bring them fresh krana. They will surely 
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return to finish melting their way through the statues that Hafu knocked over in front of the 
gate.” 

Onewa nodded. “Onu-Koro has been flooded by the Gahlok. And Le-Koro is so far away… Do 
you think the Ga-Koronans could accommodate us, Gali?” 

“Of course, Onewa. Nokama will be glad to see you, despite the unfortunate circumstances.” 

“Then so be it,” declared the brown Toa. “I’ll kick an opening in the cliff at the far side of the 
village. Gali, can you help them put together a few boats?” 

“You won’t believe this,” said Onewa, “but we actually have some boats, in case of emergency. 
Nokama gave them to us long ago. Since the air here is so dry, they should be well preserved, 
and still seaworthy.” 

Gali marveled at her Turaga’s foresight. “Then let’s get them to the beach.” 

The Toa helped Onewa and the Po-Koronans carry the water craft to the seashore. As they set 
out across the sea, the anxious villagers, whose dislike of water was well-known, crouched down 
low in the boats. Gali turned to Pohatu, worried. “I just hope they don’t get seasick.” 

Pohatu grinned. “You know they will… but it’s better than being roasted.” 

She smiled. Pohatu always had a way of making her feel at ease. “Well, they are safe, for the 
moment. Let’s go.” She changed to her Kakama, and they raced to the Komo-Lai canyon. There 
was a solid plug of ice embedded in the side wall. Gali looked at it, doubtful. “Are you sure this 
will work, Pohatu?” 

“It has to. We can’t outfight the Bohrok – not without risking harm to the island. So we have to 
outsmart them. This canyon is our trap, Gali. Onua dug a tunnel from the canyon wall to the sea, 
then Kopaka froze the tunnel entrance solid, like plugging a hole in a dam.” 

“I hope you planned well, then,” replied Gali. 

“When the Bohrok come, I’ll—” 

Gali sensed the heat of the relentless destroying swarm as their red domed heads appeared 
around a bend in the ravine. She heard the ominous “Chikt, chikt” of their jointed necks 
extending rapidly, gouging chunks out of the stone. “The Tahnok are here!” 

“Then let’s make them feel welcome,” grinned Pohatu. He slammed a boulder into the ice plug 
with his powerful foot. “Rock shatters ice… and fire meets water!” 

Gali leaped off the ledge and dove headfirst into the turbulent water. “The Tahnok will not be 
stunned for long,” she said to herself. “I will have to be swift to gather their krana! Already it 
feels like I’m swimming in a cauldron!” 



Toa Biographies  GaliGee 

 50

The Toa of Water struggled to keep her bearings in the swirling chaos. She grabbed the nearest 
Bohrok and pried its head case open with her hook. Quickly she removed the rubbery dark blue 
krana and slid a rope through its eyehole. She reached for the next Tahnok. “I can survive the icy 
cold of the sea bottom. I can only hope I have the strength to survive this.” 

With her rope securely knotted around the krana, Gali decided she had better get out or risk 
succumbing to the scalding heat. She looked up and was shocked to see that the Tahnok had 
melted through the rock above, and large chunks were falling toward her. She dodged them as 
she shot upward and surfaced. Pohatu was ready to dive in after her, despite his hatred of water. 
She yelled, “No, Pohatu! Stay there!” 

“Are you all right?” 

“Barely. If I had been even a little too slow… What matters is I have four krana… and we must 
go now!” The menacing Tahnok had only been delayed a short time by the water. Now they were 
melting handholds in the rock, and climbing up toward the Toa. With their Kakama, Gali and 
Pohatu put a comfortable distance between themselves and the swarm. As they made their way 
back to Kini-Nui to see how many krana the other Toa had gathered, and which were still 
missing, they slowed down again so they could talk. The conversation turned to the powers of 
the mysterious parasitic creatures. 

“There is no telling what they can do. Drive the Bohrok on their insane mission… control 
others…” Gali stared at the rubbery creature in her hook. 

“Then you believe what Vakama said? That krana can control the mind of anyone who wears 
one?” asked Pohatu. 

“Yes, and that just makes me more concerned for the others – especially Lewa. Days have passed 
since he left for Le-Koro. If he encountered a Bohrok swarm, who knows what might have 
happened?” Gali sighed as she thought of her agile green friend, who had once before been 
overcome by evil because of his youthful boldness. “I cannot rest until I know the answer…” 

Pohatu stopped and turned to the Toa of Water. “Listen, Gali. It’s wonderful that you care so 
much about Lewa. But you are only tormenting yourself, when there is nothing you can do. Onua 
has gone to find him. And if there is anyone who can get Lewa out of trouble, it’s Onua.” 

“I know, but…” 

“We must concentrate on what we CAN do. And remember the beauty that once was Mata Nui. 
The forests, the canyons, the cliffs, the rivers, the snowy slopes. The harmonious cycle of birth, 
growth, and harvest. The joy in the people’s hearts at the great feasts and the sporting 
competitions. The Great Beings have equipped us with whatever we need to defend our island. 
And with the wisdom of the Turaga, and the hard work of the Matoran, we can do this. Just keep 
that in mind.” 

Gali sighed. Pohatu was right. And his encouragement was just what she needed. Emboldened, 
she turned to face him. “Pohatu, if I were to ask you for a hug, would you take it the wrong 
way?” 
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“If you want a friendly hug, I can do that,” replied the Toa of Stone. He put his arms around her. 
She wrapped hers around him, resting her head on his solid shoulder for a few moments of 
blissful peace. 

He loosened his grip and held her at arm’s length. “Now, that doesn’t mean I’ll ever stop 
dreaming,” he added with a wry smile. “Come on, Beautiful, we’ve got some ground to cover.” 

Gali laughed. “Thanks, Pohatu.” 

As they used their Kakama to speed onward to the meeting place, Gali reflected on what Pohatu 
had said. She had fought so hard for so long, that she had almost forgotten what she was fighting 
for. But the Toa of Stone was always there to remind her. And with renewed joy inside, she was 
able to face increasing dangers outside. For this, Pohatu held a special place in Gali’s heart. 

 
 
Chapter 6: Kopaka’s Place 

Now only two Toa Nuva remained in the contest. “That just leaves you and I, Tahu Nuva,” said 
Kopaka coolly, slowly raising his ice blades. 

“No, that just leaves me,” replied Tahu, standing up straighter and gripping his magma swords. 

Gali smiled nervously at their competitive banter. She knew there was some real animosity 
between the Toa of Ice and the Toa of Fire. She had seen the incredible prowess of both as they 
battled the enemies of Mata Nui. Each commanded amazing powers, directly opposite from the 
other’s. She wondered who would prevail in this practice match. 

When she first met Kopaka, he seemed so cold and remote to her that she assumed he was 
devoid of all emotion. But that all changed when she witnessed the depth of passion that he, 
perhaps even more than the other Toa, was capable of feeling. All the Toa had saved her life at 
one time or another, just as she had saved theirs. But Kopaka’s rescue of Gali had been unlike 
any other. 

During the Bohrok invasion, the Toa often worked in groups for their own safety. The creatures 
were so numerous that one hero, though powerful, could be overwhelmed. And one day Gali 
found herself teamed up with Kopaka. She headed to Ko-Koro to help him fend off an attack on 
his village by the Lehvak, the most dreaded of the Bohrok breeds. These ferocious green swamp 
creatures were capable of shooting a potent acid from their hand shields that would melt through 
anything it touched. 

As she sped toward the frozen peak of Mount Ihu with her Kakama, Gali wondered what it 
would be like to work with the Toa of Ice. She knew little about him, aside from his obvious 
intelligence. All she had learned from his occasional witty comments was that he felt a disdain 
for fools. She halfway feared that his silence toward her meant she was included in that category. 
But he had always been very polite to her. 
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Gali materialized in the thick of the battle. She immediately switched her mask to the Hau until 
she could better assess her situation. Kopaka, also wearing his Hau, was swinging his sword in a 
circle over his head, spraying shards of ice at the green scourge all around them. “Oh, hello, 
Gali,” he nodded. He stood with his back to her so they could each attack half the creatures. She 
shot a high-pressure stream of water at the ones on her side. Blobs of yellow-green venom 
bounced off the invisible shields of their Hau and dropped, hissing, into the snow. Gradually the 
two Toa beat down the crowd of Lehvak. 

“Change to your Huna, and follow my footprints!” yelled Kopaka. She did, and followed the 
marks his invisible feet left in the snow. They ran a safe distance away from the fallen Bohrok, 
who were beginning to stir again, and Kopaka switched back to his Akaku. He briefly scanned 
the ice-clad peaks around them and then turned toward one of them. Waving his blade, he 
invoked a massive avalanche. As tons of snow rolled down onto the Bohrok, he grabbed Gali’s 
arm and pulled her behind a boulder. 

“We’ll get their krana later,” he said. “Let’s make sure the village is all right.” They ran to Ko-
Koro, a few hundred bios away. The structures, huts built from blocks of ice, were severely 
damaged, but the villagers had taken shelter in an emergency underground chamber deep in the 
ice pack below the temple. Kopaka pried open the frozen door with his blade. “Nuju, it’s me,” he 
called. “Is everyone all right in there?” 

Matoro’s voice answered after a brief pause. “Yes, Turaga Nuju says we’re all accounted for. 
Thank the Great Beings for your bravery, Toa Kopaka, in luring the intruders away while we 
sought safety.” 

Gali realized what Kopaka had done. As the foul beasts had assaulted his village, he had created 
a showy diversion with his spinning blade. This had distracted the Bohrok long enough for the 
Ko-Koronans to slip into the shelter unnoticed. And he had drawn the invaders far enough away 
that he could crush them with an avalanche without risking further destruction of the dwellings. 
Once again, the Toa of Ice had put his own life on the line to save others. 

“I’m impressed, Kopaka,” she said admiringly. “That was very quick thinking.” 

Kopaka looked surprised by her compliment. “Just doing my job,” he replied quietly. But Gali 
thought he seemed pleased, despite his modest words. 

“Turaga Nuju asks if it is safe to come out,” called Matoro’s voice. 

“Not yet. Let us check it out,” replied the cautious white Toa. “Gali, you take the west side. I’ll 
take the east.” 

Gali changed to her Akaku and peered through the lenses. She searched for any sign of heat or 
movement. Finding none, she returned to the entrance of the shelter. Kopaka was waiting for her, 
sliding two red krana onto a rope. Gali looked at them, then at his face. “Good thing you 
checked,” she smiled. 

“It would have been foolish not to. All clear, Nuju! Well, Gali, let’s get the krana out of those 
buried ones.” He led the way toward the avalanche debris. With a wave of his sword, the mass of 
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snow slid downhill, exposing the motionless Lehvak. He changed to his Hau and leaned over the 
first one. “Be careful, Gali. They are only stunned. They could spring to life any minute.” 

“I know,” she replied. “They are tricky creatures. They may be communicating by telepathy even 
as we speak.” Clad in her own Hau, she popped open a head case and lifted out the krana. “But 
you’ve done all the work here, and all the thinking, too. I’m sorry I haven’t been more useful.” 

“Nonsense,” he scoffed, kicking open another Bohrok. “I’m glad you’re here.” 

It was such an uncharacteristic thing for him to say that Gali looked up from a Lehvak to glance 
at him. At that moment the creature raised its hand shields and shot a stream of acid, hitting Gali 
in the neck. She collapsed in the snow. Kopaka jumped over and dispatched the creature with a 
savage blow of his sword. He slung Gali over his shoulder, and, backing up, he brought another 
heap of ice crashing down on the Bohrok, burying them twice as deep as before. 

“Oh, no, Gali!” Kopaka moaned, as he lay her carefully on the ground. “Gali! Speak to me!” 

Gali was partly conscious. She could hear Kopaka’s voice as if it were in the distance. Fluid was 
leaking out of the wound in her neck and spreading into the snow. Her gold eyes fluttered open, 
then closed again. 

Kopaka took his blade and very carefully froze a patch onto her neck to stop the bleeding. He 
stared at her with his Akaku. Then he took off his mask and lay his head on her chest. “No 
heartbeat! Oh, Gali! But she’s breathing…” He sat and thought for a moment as he put his mask 
back on. Then he stood and shouted, “Kopeke!” When the Ko-Koronan appeared around a snow 
drift, Kopaka spoke quickly. “Get me that Onu-Koronan recording device. And a cable. Hurry!” 
The Matoran scurried off toward the village. 

Kopaka knelt by Gali. “Gali, please don’t die,” he implored her, holding her hook in his hands. 
“Help is on the way.” Kopeke returned and handed the equipment to Kopaka and stood silently 
to one side. “Please let this work,” Kopaka whispered. He put his sword on his back. “I’m so 
sorry, Gali, this might hurt a little.” He pulled off her blue chest piece and connected one end of 
the wire to the hand-held computer and the other end to the plus-rod on Gali’s chest. He punched 
a sequence of keystrokes and watched the display. “No, that’s too fast… here we go…” He lay 
the device in the snow next to her arm. “Gali, your heart is beating again. Can you hear me?” 

Gali’s vision had gone black. Kopaka’s voice sounded as if he were underwater. She tried to 
form words to reply to him, but she just made a gasping sound. Kopaka squeezed her hook and 
spoke softly. “Come on, Gali… you mean so much to me…” 

Gali saw Kopaka’s mask swimming in and out of view, and his worried ice-blue eyes were 
staring into hers. Gradually he became clearer. She gurgled again. “Kopaka… I’m… I can see 
you… ” 

“Oh, Gali!” he whispered. He leaned back and shouted into the sky. “She’s alive! Praise the 
Great Beings!” He put his hands on either side of her face and looked into her eyes again. 

Kopeke ventured closer. “Toa Kopaka, you saved her!” 
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“Well, I revived her,” he corrected the Matoran. “Now I have to figure out how to heal her. The 
signal for her heart to beat has been interrupted by the injury to her neck. And as soon as she 
leaves Ko-Wahi, that patch will melt, and she’ll start bleeding again.” 

“Could you…. weld her neck?” asked Kopeke hesitatingly. 

“Maybe so,” replied Kopaka. “That’s a good idea. But it would be a delicate operation. Only one 
very skilled in the use of fire could succeed.” The Toa of Ice sighed. “Kopeke, go find Tahu and 
send him here.” 

Kopeke nodded and started to walk down the path to the cable car. Then he turned back toward 
the Toa of Ice. “You did say Toa Tahu?” he asked doubtfully. 

“Go!” yelled Kopaka. 

The Ko-Koronan ran. Soon Kopaka could hear the groaning of the massive gears of the tramway 
machinery. He sat with Gali, holding her hook and stroking her mask. “Keep talking to me,” he 
urged her. “I have to know you’re still alive.” Gali had closed her eyes again. She mumbled and 
fell silent, unable to concentrate. “All right, then, sing me a song.” 

Gali heard his request. Although she was incapable of organized thoughts, the words of a song 
began to flow out of her as if by their own will. “Pour over me… water to clean all my 
intentions…” 

“Yes, go on,” Kopaka whispered. 

“Baptizing streams… I swim in the freedom of redemption…” 

Kopaka listened, fascinated, as she continued. “Floating on the sea of purity… knowing I can 
dive in the love that rescues me…” 

He looked up to see the Toa of Fire standing over them, his sword and eyes blazing. “Kopaka, 
what have you done to her?” he raged. 

Kopaka dropped Gali’s hook and stood, weaponless. “Either kill me or help me, but decide 
quickly,” he replied solemnly. “And yes, it was my fault. She was hit in the neck with Lehvak 
acid. Her heart wasn’t beating, but I restarted it.” He pointed to the recording device. 

Tahu extinguished his sword. “Sorry, brother,” he said grimly. “How can I help?” 

Gali opened her eyes. She glanced up at Tahu and smiled weakly. 

Tahu knelt next to Gali and patted her shoulder. “Gali, it’s me, Tahu. You’re going to be all 
right. Just stay with us.” 

Kopaka showed Tahu the ice patch. “This has kept her from bleeding to death, but she needs a 
permanent repair. Can you weld her neck?” 
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Tahu gasped. “I—well, I think so,” he said slowly. For the first time Gali saw the slightest hint of 
fear in his eyes. 

“I’ll freeze the area around it, so you won’t damage anything else.” 

Tahu ignited his fire sword. “All right. Go ahead, Kopaka.” 

Gali felt the cold on her neck and closed her eyes again. Then she felt a searing heat. “Look, 
Tahu! I think it worked. She’s not bleeding anymore.” Gali felt hands touching her neck. 

“Kopaka, I only hope I haven’t further damaged the nerves. Gali, can you hear me?” 

She opened her eyes again. “Huh?” 

“Start singing again,” said Kopaka. “Tahu, how can we restore those nerve connections?” 

Gali continued her song in a feeble voice as they talked. “Healing waters…” 

“Maybe we can rig a parallel cable from her head,” suggested Tahu. 

“Are you crazy? How are we going to find the right connection in something as complex as a 
brain?” 

“Well, do you have a better idea? You’re the one who caused all this!” retorted the Toa of Fire 
angrily. 

“Healing waters… solace flows from the river of forgiveness to my soul… I need you… healing 
waters… ” Gali’s voice trailed off. 

“That’s it!” shouted Kopaka. “Tahu, melt some snow! Remember what Onua said? Gali healed 
him with water. Let’s try it!” 

Tahu held a piece of ice in his left hand and melted it with his sword. Kopaka caught the drips 
with his Akaku. When it was full, Kopaka leaned over Gali. “Spirit of the waters, heal your 
daughter!” He poured the water slowly on her wound. 

“Look, Tahu! Look at this! A second rhythm!” Gali sensed a strange thumping in her chest, and 
then it stabilized into one beat. She heard the clicking of the keyboard. “It worked!” And she felt 
the cable being pulled off, and her chest piece being put back on. 

She opened her eyes and saw something she never thought she would see. Tahu and Kopaka 
were facing each other and smiling broadly. “Thank you, brother,” said Kopaka gratefully, 
putting his hand on Tahu’s shoulder. 

“No, thank you,” replied Tahu. He placed his arm around Kopaka. “And I don’t even need to 
know how it happened. Mata Nui is a dangerous place.” 

“It wasn’t his fault, Tahu” Gali said quietly, sitting up. Both her companions dropped to their 
knees to help her. “Thank you so much, both of you. I owe you my life.” 
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“Don’t forget Kopeke,” smiled Kopaka. 

“And Kopeke, thank you, too.” Kopeke did a modest little bow. 

“Turaga Nuju says that even in her weakness, Gali’s intuition is strong. She is very wise for one 
so young,” said Matoro. The Toa turned to look in the direction of his voice. The entire village of 
Ko-Koro was watching from a nearby snowdrift. “And Kopaka and Tahu, you have performed a 
miracle. The healing required both pure water and strong faith. The prophesy is truly fulfilled.” 

“Gali,” said Tahu, “I’m so glad you’re alive. I don’t know how I would go on without you here.” 

“She’s not here for you, Tahu,” said Kopaka icily. “She’s for all of Mata Nui.” 

Tahu gave Kopaka a fierce look and stood up. “Well, I’d better be going. I’ve got one more 
Tahnok krana to capture. A Xa. Take good care of her, Kopaka.” 

They watched him change to his Kakama and vanish. Kopaka helped Gali up. “Can I take you 
home?” he offered. 

“Yes, that would be nice,” replied Gali. She switched to her own mask of speed. 

“I meant, can I carry you?” he said, changing to his Kakama, too. 

“Sure,” she replied, smiling. She climbed slowly onto Kopaka’s shoulders. They said goodbye to 
the Ko-Koronans. The Toa of Ice gave Nuju instructions to keep the Lehvak buried until his 
return, and he sped toward Ga-Koro. 

Gali was too groggy to remember much about the ride. But despite the cold sensation of 
Kopaka’s shoulders, she felt warm all over. He had done something brilliant to save her life. And 
in healing her heart, he had revealed the depth of devotion in his own. Now she understood what 
drove the icy, solitary hero to put everything on the line for his people. For this, Kopaka held a 
special place in Gali’s heart. 

 
 
Chapter 7: No Place Like Home 

“Enough!” said Gali Nuva sharply, stepping between Tahu and Kopaka. “We have learned what 
we set out to learn. As Toa Nuva, we have greater power—and greater control over that power—
than ever before! It is a shame we cannot control our tempers as well.” 

She glanced at Kopaka, whose steely gaze was still locked onto Tahu’s fiery eyes. The Toa of 
Ice lowered his blades and stepped back. And then she turned to the Toa of Fire. With a low 
growl he extinguished his magma swords. 

The other Toa were uneasy. They grasped at explanations for their friends’ lack of restraint. 
“Perhaps we are all on edge, Gali,” ventured Pohatu. “The struggle with Cahdok and Gahdok… 
our transformation into the Toa Nuva…” 
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“Not to mention making sure the Bohrok swarms and Bohrok Va got put to work repairing the 
damage they did!” added Lewa. 

Pohatu continued. “Maybe Tahu and Kopaka did get a little carried away, but—” 

“No, Gali is right,” interrupted Tahu. “Maybe it would be best for us to go our separate ways. 
Our villages need us—more than we need each other.” 

Kopaka nodded. “I agree. This alliance is no longer necessary.” 

Gali was dismayed that her own words were being used to justify such a bad decision. She felt 
certain that the Toa should stay together. The way their Kanohi Nuva worked—with only one 
power each, but extending to those around the wearer—convinced her that the heroes of Mata 
Nui would be many times more effective as a team than as individuals. And the new armor and 
deadlier weapons they now brandished made her suspect that the Great Beings were preparing 
them for future perils. “The Turaga have said all along that we are six who share one destiny. Is 
this how we honor their wisdom? By splitting apart?” 

Lewa leaped over a tree trunk. “Maybe the Turaga don’t know everything, Gali. If you want me, 
I’ll be helping to rebuild Le-Koro.” 

The group was breaking up, and each Toa was heading for his village. Gali stood in the clearing 
and raised her hands in despair. “This is a mistake… I can feel it. Please—what if we are needed 
once more?” She was horrified that the camaraderie she had worked so hard to encourage was 
degenerating into hostility and apathy. She dropped her arms and stared blankly at the forest 
floor. 

“Gali,” Tahu’s voice called softly. “May I speak to you for a moment?” 

Gali turned to face him. Maybe there was hope after all. Maybe Tahu, ever the natural leader, 
would bring everyone around again somehow. After all, he had always been in favor of working 
together, too. 

And she had gradually changed her mind about Tahu since the early days, especially after he had 
put himself in so much danger to protect her in the Bahrag nest. Maybe he was right so long ago 
when he approached her in the woods, and they were destined to be together, after all. He was 
the one who always made her heart beat faster. At first it was because she was afraid of him. But 
fear had been replaced by a different emotion, an unfamiliar one, that made her smile whenever 
he looked her way. 

“Of course, Tahu,” she replied. 

He gestured toward a path through the trees. “Let’s walk together.” 

She looked up at him as they walked. No, it definitely wasn’t fear any more. She wondered about 
Nokama and her prophecies. Would Nokama have told her if there was a new one about her and 
Tahu? Or would the Turaga let Gali find out for herself? The enemies of Mata Nui had all been 
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defeated, and the Bohrok had been put to work rebuilding the island. Maybe this time she should 
say ‘yes’… 

“I just wanted to thank you,” said Tahu. “You saved me from making the biggest mistake of my 
life.” 

“I did?” 

“Yes, back when we were collecting the masks. Remember the day you were attacked by Nui-
Jaga and Tarakava, and you had the Toa Kaita vision, and I was carrying you to the meeting, and 
I stopped in the woods?” 

“How could I forget?” teased Gali. 

“Well, I’m so glad you said ‘no’ to me. I was out of line even to ask you.” 

She was stunned. She hadn’t expected him to say that. 

“It was wrong of me to try to claim you as my own. You belong to all of Mata Nui. What you 
said about the symmetry between the Toa was very wise.” 

Gali looked down at her feet as they walked. Her face felt hot. “I suppose it was.” 

Tahu stopped and looked at her, his eyes shining softly. “Will you forgive me? I’m so sorry I 
frightened you.” 

Gali’s voice caught in her throat. “I—yes, I forgive you, Tahu.” She wanted so much to put her 
arms around him. Instead, she stood silently, her heart sinking. 

“Listen, Gali, I know you’re sad that the Toa won’t be working together anymore. You put so 
much effort into getting us all to be a team. But it’s not like we’ll be strangers to one another. 
Even though we don’t need each other to protect the villages anymore, you can come to Ta-Koro 
to visit me sometime. I’d like that.” 

“Maybe I will,” she replied quietly. 

“You know what they say. ‘There’s no place like home.’ Well, goodbye,” he said, turning toward 
Ta-Koro. “May the Great Beings protect you.” 

Gali smiled a weak smile and watched him walk away. When he was out of sight, she turned and 
walked slowly toward her beloved sea. Finally reaching the shore, she plunged in and felt the 
cool water surround her body. 

At first she was too dejected to enjoy the beauty of the deep. But soon her mind joined the 
harmony of the water, and she began to feel rejuvenated. The Toa of Water swam for many 
hours, exploring her new powers. It was like her first day on Mata Nui, when she learned of her 
elemental connection with the sea. With her aqua axes, propellers, and Kaukau Nuva, Gali was 
an even more powerful swimmer than before. She raced the fastest creatures, and did circles 
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around them. She boxed a playful Tarakava, and she wove in and out of a school of Takea. She 
dove to the deepest part of the ocean, where the darkness folded around her like blue velvet and 
she had to rely on the golden glow of her eyes to navigate. In the embrace of the sea she 
cherished, she found comfort for her tired and lonely soul. 

The fiery red sun was sinking in the eastern sky as she swam home to Ga-Koro. Streaks of purple 
and orange clouds formed graceful patterns just above the horizon. Silently, she surfaced next to 
Nokama’s lily pad. And she found herself surrounded by the light and noise of a big party. 

Gali sighed. She didn’t feel like participating in the celebrations. She slipped unnoticed into the 
large hut, hoping to find Nokama, but the dwelling was empty. She stretched out on the floor and 
closed her eyes. 

Soon Nokama came in, looking for something. “Oh, welcome back, Gali! Why aren’t you out 
there enjoying yourself?” 

“I don’t really feel like it,” replied the Toa, sitting up. “I just got back from a long swim. I had a 
lot on my mind.” 

“Want to talk about it?” asked Nokama. 

“All right,” replied Gali. “The Toa have decided to split up, and not to work together anymore. 
Each has gone to his village to stay. But I have a bad feeling about it.” 

“I can understand that,” said the Turaga sympathetically. “With the new Kanohi powers—”  

“Exactly,” interrupted Gali. “It just doesn’t make sense to separate. You Turaga can run the 
villages without us. We need to maximize our power, and the way to do that has always been to 
work together.” 

“Maybe everyone needs a break from the others,” suggested Nokama. 

“No doubt. But I still worry that something will happen. And that we’ll find out too late to help 
each other. What do your prophecies say?” 

“They are rather vague at this point. But I feel that danger still lurks, somewhere deep within the 
island. I can’t really explain why. Tomorrow Notu and I will go over the old prophecies and 
chronicle the recent events, and then we can focus on what the stars are telling us for the future.” 
The Turaga looked intently at Gali. “But that’s not all, is it?” 

Gali shook her head. “No.” 

Nokama waited patiently. Finally Gali spoke again. “Five of them, one of me. And still I manage 
to feel lonely.” 

“It’s about Tahu, isn’t it?” 

“Am I that obvious?” Gali glanced sideways at Nokama. 
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“Only to me,” the Turaga smiled. 

“Well, that’s good, I suppose. But how do you see through me like that?” 

“I was once like you, full of energy and passion. But the Great Beings saw fit to calm me down, 
to prepare me for a leadership role. Now I take satisfaction in more serene comforts.” 

“Have you ever…” Gali began, but Nokama cut her off. “Someday I’ll tell you about me. But for 
now, let’s talk about you.” 

Gali shrugged. Nokama always evaded questions about herself. But Gali trusted her village elder, 
so she bared her heart. “I think I missed my chance with Tahu. Now he’s telling me how wise I 
was to turn him down.” 

“You weren’t ready, Gali. And your time still hasn’t come yet. But I don’t see your life as 
lacking in love.” 

Gali looked out the doorway of the hut at the celebration. In addition to her own villagers, 
Matoran from other parts of Mata Nui had joined the revelry. Their joyful shouts and singing 
echoed on the water. “You’re right, as usual,” she agreed. And she thought of Lewa’s 
affectionate roguishness, Onua’s unwavering loyalty, Pohatu’s joyful encouragement, Kopaka’s 
quiet devotion, and Tahu’s faithful protectiveness. 

“Home is where the heart is,” quipped Nokama, picking up the fishing net she came into the hut 
for. “Well, I’m going back to the party. Come on out, if you like.” 

The Toa of Water watched her leave the hut and join a group of villagers that were sitting 
together, fishing and chatting. Laughter rang out as one pulled a flopping fish out of the water 
and tossed it into another’s lap. 

Gali, stooping to clear the low doorway, stepped out of the hut and slid into the water next to the 
lily pad. She rested her elbows on it and quietly watched the party. The beach was lit up by Ta-
Koronan torches on poles stuck in the sand. Lightstones glowed softly in the twilight, 
illuminating the garlands of orange flowers strung between the floating huts. Several Ga-
Koronans were making sweet music with flutes, xylophones, and drums. A choir of blue 
Matoran sang, swaying to the rhythm. Takua and Jala were carrying Kotu and Hahli on their 
shoulders in the shallow water near the beach, and the girls were trying to push each other off. A 
loud splash and a squeal followed, with Hahli yelling, “Gotcha!” Hafu, Huki, and Maku were 
roasting nuts over a bonfire on the beach. As Lili walked past, Hafu pulled her down next to him 
and offered her a few. Kapura was dancing with Paki, vanishing and reappearing behind her to 
make her laugh. 

Gali sighed. These Matoran, so carefree now, had endured so many perils and hardships, with 
such courage and loyalty to each other. Her eyes scanned the crowd and stopped on Takua. He 
stood out among the Matoran, and not just because of his unusual coloring. Her first meeting 
with him was when he had saved Nokama and the Ga-Koronans from drowning after a Tarakava 
attack. Though no words were exchanged, she had immediately felt a deep connection with him. 
She had used this bond to convey images to him during the battle with Makuta. And more than 
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once since that time, her mind had been filled with an image she knew was being seen through 
his eyes, as he helped Jala and Nuparu defend the villages from the Bohrok onslaught. But even 
more than his bravery, his main accomplishment was bringing unity to the Matoran. While the 
islanders had always come together for feasts, sport, and trade, as Takua wandered the island 
solving problems and saving others, he transformed them from citizens of their individual 
villages into citizens of Mata Nui. For this, Takua held a special place in Gali’s heart. 

She gazed back at the colorful sky behind her, then at the partially rebuilt waterfall and the giant 
amorphous stone covered with scaffolding, soon to be carved into a statue of a Kaukau. She was 
startled to see a lone figure standing on the cliff. She squinted to see who was there. It was 
Kopaka. The warm light of the setting sun made his armor shine like gold. He raised his swords 
in a salute, then turned and disappeared behind the rocks. 

“I suppose he wanted to see that I made it home,” Gali thought. “How kind of him.” She shook 
her head. “I’m so blessed to have all this love around me. Maybe we will face dangers again, but 
for now, Mata Nui is finally the paradise we have so long dreamed of.” And her heart felt as if it 
would burst from all the joy inside. 

“Gali’s here!” called out a voice. A great splashing sound warned her the villagers were coming. 
She ducked under the water and swam beneath them. The she surfaced in their midst. They 
giggled and shrieked and slung water at her while she tossed them into the air over the lake, one 
at a time. 

When the party was over—the torches extinguished, the instruments silent, the revelers back in 
their huts—the Toa of Water drifted off to sleep on the beach. All was quiet except for the 
croaking of the Ghekula, the gentle lapping of the waves, and the tranquil beating of Gali’s heart. 

 
 
Thanks to: 
Israeli Toa 
Haine 
TheBlindMan2 
MataNuiHero 
kairos windwanderer 
Takea 
Jasaga 
takua rocks 
Greg Farshtey 
 



Toa Biographies  GaliGee 

 62

Tahu, Master of Fire 
 
Chapter 1: Novice 

An explosion shattered the silence of the deserted beach. The heavy lid of a large metal canister 
was blown several bios away, and mechanical parts were scattered randomly across the sand. But 
the intense mind that controlled those parts did not leave them in disarray for long. Soon they 
were drawn together and snapped into place. The new creature, standing straight and tall, placed 
a mask on his face and felt a rush of energy run through his body. He looked down at himself 
and his bright red and orange colors. He stared at the sword in his right hand and admired the 
twisted shapes that made up the blade. 

“Here I am,” he thought. “Now what am I supposed to do?” He lifted the sword and swung it 
through the air. “This tool… I wonder how it works.” He pointed the blade at the sand. He felt 
his body begin to heat up. The surge of energy passed from his chest through his arm and into the 
sword, which started to glow red-hot. Flames shot out of the tip, melting the sand into glass. He 
stared in amazement at the shiny, hard patch at his feet. He reached down and ran his hand across 
the warm, smooth surface. 

The creature stood again. “I am master of fire!” he cried joyfully. 

He directed his newfound power at the sea. He watched the water hiss and boil as his fire met the 
surface. A great cloud of steam rose into the sky. Then he discovered he could melt through rock. 
He sliced a boulder into neat chunks. And he set fire to a patch of grass, breathing deeply as the 
smoke drifted over him. He found the hot, acrid smell very pleasant. 

Over and over he practiced. He found he could regulate his own body temperature by force of 
will, to start or stop a blast of searing heat. And he fine-tuned his ability to control his fire. He 
could spray a wide blast of flames, shoot discrete fireballs, or direct a focused beam onto a 
target. 

A sea bird flew overhead. As he watched it soar, it occurred to him that his tool could be used as 
a weapon. He shot a fireball just ahead of the bird, and it burst into flames and plunged into the 
water. “Oh, no,” thought the fire being. “I’ve killed an innocent creature!” He knew somehow 
that this was wrong, and he ran to the edge of the water. The bird surfaced, struggling, close to 
the shore. He stepped into the water and picked it up. The water felt strange and cool. He quickly 
backed up onto the sand again. Stroking the bird’s head, he looked at its charred wing. The 
damage was not severe. The bird hopped off his hand and flapped awkwardly away. “Well, that’s 
a relief,” he sighed. “I must be careful with this gift of fire.” 

But soon he would have reason to use his sword as a weapon. He scanned the horizon, and saw a 
glow through the charred trees that stood a few hundred bios from the beach. Instinctively he 
was drawn toward it. He turned and walked in the direction of the glow. Suddenly he heard a 
buzzing noise, rapidly growing louder. He looked up to see three huge insects flying directly at 
him. They were two or three times his size. First he tried to sidestep them. But they turned to 
follow his movements. And there was nowhere to hide. So he raised his blade and shot a wave of 
flames at them. They fell, burning, to the ground. He carefully stepped up to the closest one. Its 
claws lunged for him, but it was disabled, so he easily jumped out of its way. He noticed the 
shiny black body, the colorful beak-like nose and tail, and the masks it wore over its eyes. They 
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were pitted and slimy. He recoiled from the unpleasant stench. But instinct drove him to 
approach the beasts again, and, using his sword, he knocked off their masks. Then he kicked 
them into a pile, well away from the fallen creatures, and set them on fire. 

“So I can use my fire to defend myself,” he remarked. “But that doesn’t seem like enough reason 
to have it. Perhaps someone else needs my protection.” The dim fragments of a dream began to 
fill his mind. “Someone like me, only smaller and weaker. Someone who has been crying out for 
deliverance for a long time.” He shook his head. He knew he had to find these people. And he 
headed once again for the red glow. 

He stepped into the burned forest, looking cautiously from side to side. Occasionally the noise of 
a bird, obscured by the velvety darkness, broke the silence. He moved slowly to minimize the 
crackling of dead twigs under his feet. Then he was startled to see pointed stakes rising all 
around him, converging into a conical cage. Angered, he felt his temperature rise, and he ignited 
his sword. He slashed off the tops of the poles, freeing himself. He saw a crowd of small 
creatures coming over the hill toward him. They were of the same colors he was and held red 
staffs with flame-shaped tops. Unsure of their intentions, he extended his sword, ready to fight. 
But then something surprising happened. A taller creature with a larger weapon ran to the front 
of the group and knelt in front of him. 

“Why is it doing that?” he wondered. “Doesn’t it see the danger?” Then he realized that the 
creature was putting itself deliberately at his mercy. And he lowered his sword. 

“I am Vakama, Turaga of Ta-Koro, village of fire,” said the being, his orange mask almost 
touching the ground. “And you are Tahu, Toa of Fire.” 

“If you say so,” replied Tahu slowly. “Fire would appear to be my specialty.” 

Vakama stood. The small soldiers raised their weapons and cheered. “He’s here! Toa Tahu is 
here at last! Hope is alive!” 

Tahu smiled. A wave of memories from his dreams washed over him. These were the people he 
was to protect! He kicked over the stakes and stepped out of the trap. He looked from one pair of 
expectant eyes to the next. They clearly had a lot of faith that he would solve their problems. 
And he had every intention of doing so. His heart filled with pride and excitement. 

Vakama spoke again. “We have much to discuss, Toa Tahu. Please follow me to our village, and 
I will tell you everything I can about this place, and what you must do here.” 

“Gladly, Vakama. I am honored to be at your service.” 

The Turaga looked at Tahu intently. “Service? Ah, yes. But we will serve you in whatever way 
we can as well.” 

Tahu put his sword on his back and walked beside Vakama toward the glow in the distance. It 
grew brighter, shining through the gaps in the blackened trees. As they walked, Vakama 
explained the prophesy of the Toa, six mighty warriors whose coming to the island of Mata Nui 
brought hope of victory over the evil spirit Makuta. Each Toa would wield an elemental power, 
as well as the power conferred by his Kanohi, or mask. 

“This mask has a power?” asked Tahu. 

“Yes. It is the Hau, the Great Mask of Shielding. When you activate it, it will deflect any attack 
you see coming. Try it!” Vakama jabbed his fire staff directly at Tahu’s face. 
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The startled Toa willed his mask to work, and was amazed to see the weapon bounce harmlessly 
off what seemed like an invisible shield around him. “That’s wonderful!” he exclaimed. 

“And you, and the other Toa, will collect more of these. They are all over the island, some in 
places of great danger. And there are Noble Masks, like those of us Turaga. This is the Huna, the 
Noble Mask of Concealment.” 

Tahu gasped as Vakama disappeared before his eyes and reappeared. Then the Turaga spoke 
again. “You will need these masks to defend the villages, and yourselves, against the minions of 
Makuta. He has put infected masks on the wild creatures, to turn them evil.” 

“That must be why I was driven to burn the masks of those giant insects that attacked me on the 
beach,” said Tahu, whose own instinctive behavior had suddenly became clear to him. 
“Somehow I knew I was supposed to do that.” 

“The Great Beings, who created us all, and this whole world, have prepared you in many ways 
for your task,” explained Vakama. “You must have fought some Nui-Rama. There are several 
types of Rahi. That trap you were briefly caught in was intended for some of them.” 

“You said ‘villages.’ Presumably there are several?” 

“There are six, just as there are six Toa, and six elements. Fire, water, stone, ice, earth, and air. 
Each has a Turaga, or elder, like myself. And each has a distinct way of life. The Matoran of the 
different villages are linked by commerce, sport, and the need to defend ourselves. But most of 
the time we keep to our own villages. Ours is built next to the great Mangai volcano, which we 
farm for heat to use as an energy source for the whole island.” 

Tahu listened carefully to all the Turaga said. It was as if the whole world were unfolding before 
him. And from time to time, a memory of a dream surfaced to corroborate Vakama’s words. 

“The water village, Ga-Koro, is entirely female,” remarked Vakama. “But they defend 
themselves well, for being slightly weaker than we are.” 

“Female?” asked Tahu. 

“You’ll see,” shrugged the village elder. “They are… just different. In a nice way.” 

They stepped out of the woods, and Tahu’s eyes widened as he saw a large stone structure with 
many openings, standing on an island in the middle of a river of molten lava. So this was the 
source of the glow. There was a bridge made of large boulders leading to the main gate. He 
breathed the sulfurous fumes and smiled. “The village of fire. Aptly named.” He turned and 
looked behind him at the volcano whose flows fed the slow-moving river. 

“Yes, we are a people of fire. Heat and light are what we love.” Vakama led him across the 
bridge. The guards on either side of the gate saluted respectfully. Tahu saw joy in their eyes as 
they looked at him. 

As they entered the compound, Tahu scanned the large courtyard—the windows of the many-
story dwellings facing it, the carvings, and the stacks of weapons. Guards were exercising in 
unison. Other villagers scurried about, pushing wheelbarrows. Torches flickered in every corner. 
Tahu was overwhelmed by the stark, fiery beauty of the place, and immediately felt as if he had 
arrived at a long-lost home. “What’s that round thing?” he asked, pointing to a shiny dome-
shaped object about two bios across. 
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“That’s your Suva,” replied Vakama. He explained the function of the shrine, including its final 
glorious task. “There you will get your Golden Kanohi, after you find all the masks. Jala!” he 
called. A Matoran with a yellow mask like Tahu’s approached. “Toa Tahu, this is Jala. He is the 
commander of the Ta-Koronan Guard. He is available to give you any help you need.” 

Jala bowed deeply. “We are so grateful for your arrival,” he said solemnly. “Anything we can 
provide is yours for the asking.” 

“Thank you, Jala,” Tahu nodded. “And what are those two villagers doing?” 

Vakama followed the Toa’s gaze out one of the portholes in the wall. “They are lava surfing.” 

Tahu watched in fascination as the little Matorans rode metallic boards across the lava lake. 
“Your people really are enamored of fire,” he remarked. 

“Not my people. Our people,” corrected Vakama. “They are yours, too, now.” 

“Of course,” Tahu smiled. “Our people.” He liked the sound of that. “I want to try that lava 
surfing. If you’re all done with me, that is.” 

Vakama inclined his head. “There will be time for more talk later. Go ahead, I’m sure they 
would be glad to show you. Just step on one of the bridge stones, and we will lower you to the 
lake.” 

Tahu walked past the gate and stood on a stone. He heard the groaning noise of heavy 
machinery, and he felt himself sinking toward the lava. He stepped off the stone onto the ground 
at the edge of the magma. The two surfers rode their boards over to Tahu. 

“Great Toa Tahu!” they exclaimed, bowing. 

“No need to bow,” he laughed. “Just show me how to do that, please.” 

“It will be an honor!” grinned one of the Matoran. “I am Raku. And this is Lito. You take your 
board, and you jump on it, heading downstream. Hold out your hands for balance, and shift your 
weight to steer. Like this.” He pitched his board in the stream and leaped onto it. Deftly he 
swerved right and left, spun around, and beached a few dozen bios downstream. 

“Would you like to try?” asked Lito, handing Tahu his board. 

“Sure. Thanks.” Tahu tossed the board into the lava and jumped on. After wobbling a bit, he got 
his balance, and found he could steer easily on the small board. He ran it aground and got off. He 
walked back to Lito and gave his board back. Then Tahu turned to a rocky crag and ignited his 
fire sword. The Matorans recoiled. “It’s all right,” the Toa reassured them. “I’m just making 
myself a bigger board.” He sliced off a long piece of basalt from the outcrop and put his sword 
on his back again. The wide-eyed villagers watched him throw it into the lava and leap on. 
Tahu’s momentum gave him a good start. But it wasn’t fast enough for the Toa of Fire. So he 
took his blade and put it into the lava stream at the back of the board. He raised his temperature, 
and the sword propelled him forward. He zoomed away behind the village, reappeared on the 
other side, ran the rock onto the ground, and hopped off. Because of the heat of the lava, the 
edges of the board had melted, and it was smaller than when he began. 

“That was amazing, Toa Tahu!” exclaimed Raku. Lito just gasped in awe. 

“Well, I have a bit of an advantage,” Tahu smiled, patting his sword. He replaced it on his back. 
Then he tossed the stone into the magma. “What happens if you fall into that stuff?” he asked. 
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“Oh,” replied Lito, wincing. “It’s really dangerous. That happened to Kapura once.” 

Raku continued the story. “He slipped, and his leg got covered in lava. It hardened, and we had 
to chip him out. It was very painful.” 

“He doesn’t surf much anymore. He’s learning a new skill instead.” 

“I see. Well, I suppose I should go learn some more from Vakama. Thank you for the lesson. 
Surf safely!” Tahu stepped onto one of the stones of the bridge and looked up. The stone rose, 
and Tahu walked back into the village. 

Vakama was waiting for Tahu. “That was quite impressive. I am looking forward to seeing more 
of your powers.” 

Tahu laughed. “I don’t know why, but somehow the danger of it was very exciting.” 

“It is as the prophesy said. You are like us, only more so,” remarked the Turaga. “We like 
warmth, you want extreme heat. We like thrills, you crave danger.” 

“Perhaps the Great Beings made me that way so I can defend you without fear,” inferred Tahu. 

“You learn quickly, great Toa,” Vakama replied. “To maximize your power, each of you Toa 
completely exemplifies his element.” 

“Please tell me more about the other Toa,” said Tahu. 

Vakama listed their names, elements, and mask powers. “And I’m glad you asked, because you 
must go meet them now. The prophesy says you will find each other on Mount Ihu, the ice-
covered peak at the center of the island. Go to Jala’s office, and he will show you on the map.” 

Soon Tahu was heading for Mount Ihu. Despite his rapid pace, he couldn’t help but notice the 
amazing range of beautiful scenery on the way. He passed through lush green coastal areas and 
dense jungle, which transitioned into pine forest as the altitude increased. From the foothills, he 
could see rocky lowlands and starkly beautiful desert. And in the distance was the shimmering 
blue sea, bright as a jewel in the sunlight. Finally, he began to ascend the great mountain. He 
climbed over a ridge and saw, sitting on a rock a short distance away, two Toa much like 
himself, one green and one blue. He walked over to them, and they stood up. 

Tahu stared intently at the blue one. She moved differently than any other creature he had seen, 
with smooth, fluid ease, carrying herself with a serenity that was at once calm and powerful. 
Tahu looked at her until her gaze met his. Her yellow eyes were full of questions. He 
remembered the name Vakama had told him. “You are Gali,” he said. 

“Ah, thank you,” she replied simply. She smiled at the green Toa. “So that’s my name. Gali.” 
But Tahu continued to watch her. She glanced at him again and stepped back. “Your element 
must be fire.” 

Tahu, suddenly aware that she was uncomfortably hot in his presence, quickly lowered his 
temperature. “Yes. My name is Tahu.” 

“Who am I?” asked the green being. 

“You are Lewa, Toa of Air,” answered a white creature with a sword and shield. He was 
standing on the cliff above them. “My Turaga told me about all of you. The people here have 
been expecting us.” He alighted on a rock next to the others. He was followed by a brown Toa 
with powerful-looking legs and feet, who landed with a thud that shook the mountain and sent 



Toa Biographies  GaliGee 

 67

masses of snow sliding downhill. 

The white Toa pointed his blade at the moving snow, and it froze in place. “I am Kopaka, Toa of 
Ice. This is Pohatu, Toa of Stone, and you must be Onua, Toa of Earth,” he continued, pointing 
at a black Toa who had emerged from the ground next to Lewa and was brushing dirt from his 
rugged arms with his claws. 

“I am Tahu, Toa of Fire,” added Tahu quickly, not wanting this cold white stranger to speak for 
him—or for the fascinating blue Toa, either. “And this is Gali, Toa of Water.” 

“Pleased to meet you,” said Pohatu. The other Toa nodded their greetings. 

Tahu glanced around the gathering. He admired the different masks and weapons of each. “This 
is a group of powerful warriors, indeed,” he smiled to himself. “All it needs is someone to speak 
for it. And that might as well be me.” He took a deep breath. “We are as yet strangers to one 
another. But we know that we share an important destiny, protecting this island and its people. I 
have had a glimpse of what our enemy can do, and it will be a challenging task. I see that we are 
well equipped for it.” 

“Who is this enemy?” asked Lewa. 

“Our enemy is the powerful evil spirit Makuta,” replied Tahu. “He has intimidated the people by 
fitting infected masks to the wild beasts of the island, so that they will attack the villages.” 

“Defeating him will not be easy,” remarked Kopaka. “Like us, he controls the elements, as well 
as the infection that turns the animals against us. We must collect the Great Masks of Power 
before we can confront him.” 

Tahu glanced at Kopaka and continued. “These Kanohi, which resemble those we all have, are 
scattered across Mata Nui. Each one gives the wearer a new power. The Turaga know many of 
their locations, but we will have to hunt for others.” 

“When you find a mask, place it over your original one,” explained Kopaka. “The masks will 
merge. And then you can switch at will from one to the other. Like this.” Tahu watched, 
astonished, as Kopaka’s Akaku morphed into a Hau, turning his fellow Toa into what looked like 
a white version of himself. Then Kopaka changed back to his first mask. 

“And when you find one, a replica of the new mask will appear on your Suva, in your village, 
where you will go to receive your Golden Kanohi when you have all six,” finished Tahu. 

Gali spoke hesitatingly. “And then… we will be ready to fight this Makuta?” 

Onua nodded. “And then we will fight Makuta. What are the powers of your masks? Mine, the 
Pakari, is the Great Mask of Strength.” 

“Mine lets me levitate,” added Lewa, lifting himself about a bio off the ground. 

“It’s called the Miru, Lewa,” said Tahu. “Mine is the Hau, the mask of Shielding. But you have 
to see the attack coming.” 

“Perhaps you can use mine to help with that,” said Kopaka. “The Akaku, which gives the power 
to see through solid objects.” 

Pohatu pointed to his mask. “The Kakama is the Great Mask of Speed.” 

“And mine?” Gali asked, looking around. 
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“Yours is the Kaukau,” answered Tahu. “It allows you to breathe underwater.” 

“Oh, that would explain—“ Gali smiled shyly. “I see.” 

Tahu realized he was staring at her again and snapped out of his trance. “So, we must find these 
masks, while defending our villagers and learning as much as we can to prepare for our battle 
with Makuta. There are also six Noble Masks, like the Turaga wear, which have useful powers as 
well. Shall we meet again after we have each found a few?” 

“I’d really rather work alone,” said Kopaka. “I say we meet again after we find them all.” 

Onua disagreed. “I have a feeling we’ll need to work together sometimes, and keep an eye on 
each other. But I think we can start off by returning to our villages, and using the knowledge of 
our Turaga to find as many Kanohi as we can.” 

Lewa put his hand on Gali’s shoulder. “If you find any masks up high, I can get them for you, 
until you get your Miru,” he offered. “And if I find any underwater, you know I’ll call on you 
to—“ Lewa glanced at Tahu and stopped. He took his hand off Gali and backed up a step. Tahu 
suddenly realized his temperature had been climbing as he watched Lewa. He wasn’t sure why, 
but Lewa’s familiarity with Gali was making him angry. 

“On second thought,” continued Lewa, looking warily at Tahu, “maybe I’ll just learn to swim.” 

Pohatu spoke, relieving the tension. “If we need to meet, I can act as a messenger,” he 
volunteered. “I can cross the island in the time it takes a stone to hit the bottom of this canyon.” 
He kicked a small rock off the edge of the cliff. 

“Then we’ll get together again whenever we have something to communicate to the others,” 
concluded Tahu. “Until then, may the Great Beings protect you all. And best of luck on your 
quest for the Kanohi.” 

The others nodded, and the meeting broke up. Tahu turned and began to walk down the side of 
the mountain that faced his village. He could see smoke rising from the lava flows, and he was 
eager to leave this cold land and get home. And he was anxious to start his quest for the masks. 
Kopaka had already found one. Tahu wondered how easy his would be to find.  

He paused and looked back over his shoulder at Gali. She was climbing nimbly down the cliff 
face with her hooks. At one point she jumped, flipping backwards and landing gracefully on a 
rock outcrop. He shook his head. “I wonder why Vakama didn’t tell me what she is really like,” 
he mused. “Maybe it’s because she is impossible to describe.” He decided that whenever he had 
a chance, he would go out of his way to protect her, because clearly she was the most precious 
thing on Mata Nui. “And protecting others—that is the whole reason the Great Beings have 
given me the mastery of fire.” 

 
 
Chapter 2: Apprentice 

Tahu placed the dull gray Kakama on his face. The mask vibrated gently and changed to bright 
red, its energy blending with that of his Hau. Each time he found a new Kanohi, he explored its 
new power immediately, eager to see how it might help him with his continuing quest and his 
defense of his village. This one he had found in the desert, lying in the sand. “Perfect,” he smiled 
to himself, looking around. “No obstacles. Time to race the wind!” 
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And off he went in a fiery streak of red. He crisscrossed the sand, weaving around the sporadic 
sage bushes to test his skill, until he was out of breath. “The wind didn’t stand a chance,” he 
laughed. 

The Toa of Fire sped homeward with his new prize. He was already imagining how it would 
enhance his ability to come to the aid of an ally in danger, or to dodge an enemy. He materialized 
at the edge of the magma river in Ta-Koro. Lito, who was lava surfing, was so startled he almost 
lost his balance. He ran his board onto the rocky bank. 

“Did you see Toa Tahu?” he called excitedly to Raku, who was already staring at the strange 
sight. 

Tahu laughed. “How do you like my new mask?” 

“Wow,” said Raku simply. 

“Say, I have an idea,” said Tahu. “Would you like to come with me while I try lava surfing with 
the Mask of Speed?” 

“Oh, yes!” the Matorans exclaimed. 

“Climb on my shoulders,” Tahu beckoned. They did, holding their boards, and he ran halfway up 
the side of the Mangai. When he set them down, they looked around in amazement. 

“That was great!” crowed Lito. 

The magma was flowing hot, fast, and deep so close to its source. Tahu sliced a chunk of stone 
off a ledge. The Ta-Koronans had made several lava boards for Tahu, but they all ended up 
melted and twisted by the heat, because of his penchant for surfing the hottest parts of the 
volcano. So he resorted to using disposable boards, hewn from the stone on site. Soon he was 
sailing down the lava flow. He activated the Kakama just as he used the rapids to launch himself 
into a full air roll, and he disappeared in a red blur. The Matorans watched the lava splatter as he 
landed, then saw a trail of sparks fly down the stream. Tahu ran aground and, picking up his 
board, he streaked back uphill to where they were standing speechless. 

“Go ahead, I’ll surf with you this time,” he urged. 

The grinning villagers jumped on their surfboards. Tahu rode close to them, as they were not 
used to such a strong current. “This is fun!” yelled Raku. 

“Thanks, Toa Tahu! We’ve never surfed this high up the volcano before!” 

“Wait till we tell—“ But Raku stopped when he saw his friend careen out of control. The Toa of 
Fire swerved and caught the Ta-Koronan and the board in his arms. He steered for the shore and 
set him down. Lito was trembling, his eyes full of fear. 

“It’s all right,” Raku comforted him. “You’re safe with Toa Tahu.” 

Tahu had himself never felt fear before, and he was concerned for his villager. He leaned over 
toward him. “I’m sorry, Lito.” 

Lito took a deep breath and smiled. “I’m fine now. Thanks, great Toa.” 

Raku punched his arm. “He’s pretty tough.” The friends laughed. 

“Let’s go again!” said Lito. The three rode further downstream. The villagers gained in 
confidence, laughing and weaving in and out of each other’s path. Then they stopped to rest. 
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“I’m getting hot,” panted Raku. “Can we just watch you surf for a while?” 

“Sure,” Tahu smiled, turning back towards the flow. 

“Look at my board,” marveled Lito. “It’s all warped.” 

Raku studied at his own board. “Mine is, too. But I bet Nuparu can straighten them for us. He did 
that for Takua once.” 

“Who are they?” asked Tahu. 

“Nuparu is an engineer from Onu-Koro,” answered Raku. “He doesn’t have a high rank or 
anything, but everyone knows how good he is with metals. We always go to him when we need 
things repaired.” 

“And Takua is a Ta-Koronan with a blue Pakari. He left the village to go traveling, and no one 
has heard from him in ages. He’s a fantastic surfer.” 

“They sound like interesting friends,” remarked the Toa. 

“Toa Tahu, your board is getting awfully small,” said Lito. “And it looks kind of thin in the 
middle.” 

Tahu laughed. “It should be good for one more run. Besides, I live for danger.” Switching to the 
Kakama again, he jumped back on. The Ta-Koronans followed the red streak with their eyes, 
marveling at the spray of molten rock that seemed to spring up spontaneously from the stream. 
But suddenly they saw a huge splash. Only Tahu’s head, with his mask changing back to the 
Hau, was visible above the flowing lava. He yelled in pain and leaped out, flinging molten rock 
everywhere. His whole body writhed with the searing heat. As he stood on the bank gasping, the 
lava hardened into a solid casing of stone. 

Raku panicked. “Oh, no! Toa Tahu!”  

“He can’t move! Let’s get help!” Lito cried. 

“Wait,” groaned Tahu. “Stand back.” He was furious with himself for not listening to Lito’s 
advice and making such a foolish mistake. Ignoring the burning pain, he raised his temperature 
until the rock began to melt from the inside out. Cracks formed in the casing, and then it burst. 
Chunks of red-hot stone tumbled off his body. The Matorans threw themselves on the ground 
before him. 

“Get up!” Tahu shouted angrily. “I’m not a god!” The confused surfers stumbled to their feet. 
Tahu saw the alarm in their eyes and relented. “I make mistakes, just like everyone else,” he said 
gently. “All I did was get out of the trouble I just got myself into.” 

Lito and Raku exchanged a look of relief. “We’re glad you’re all right,” said Lito. 

“I should have listened to you, Lito,” grimaced Tahu, using his blade to slice off a new board. 
“Well, let’s get back home. You can ride on my back again if you like.” 

The villagers, still completely confident in their Toa, accepted his offer. He surfed steadily 
downstream, and they rode quietly on his shoulders. Finally they reached Ta-Koro. Tahu set 
them down next to the bridge. “Thanks, Toa Tahu, that was so exciting! We’ll never forget it!” 
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“Nor will I,” replied the Toa with a wry smile. “And thank you. I learned something from you 
today.” The Ta-Koronans stepped onto the bridge and waved at the operator. The stones lifted 
them back up to the village gate. 

Tahu walked up the hill and sat down, resting his elbows on his knees. The physical pain from 
the burn had subsided, since he was naturally resistant to heat, leaving only disgust at his own 
error. “So much for my mastery of fire,” he moaned to himself. “That rock split right down the 
middle. I guess I got too confident. It’s a good thing those Matorans weren’t hurt by my 
recklessness.” 

The Toa of Fire sat, lost in his thoughts, until he was startled by a strange red-orange blur. He 
leaped to his feet, his weapon ready for an attack. As he saw the outlines of Pohatu materialize, 
Tahu lowered his sword. He was glad to see a friend. “Hello, Pohatu. It’s good to see you.” 

“Hello, Tahu. How are you doing on your quest?” 

“It’s going well, thanks. Let’s see… I’ve found the Akaku, the Kaukau, the Matatu, the Ruru, 
and the Rau. And just this morning I found my Kakama.” 

“The Kakama? Congratulations! Don’t you think it’s the best?” smiled the Toa of Stone. 

“Not bad at all,” replied Tahu, grinning. “I see why you like it so much. How about you?” 

“I’ve got the Hau, the Matatu, the Ruru, the Miru, the Akaku, and the Mahiki. You’ll love the 
Mahiki. I really had the Po-Koronans going with that one. They thought there were three of me!” 

Tahu laughed. Pohatu had a way of seeing something amusing in every situation. He could 
imagine the confused villagers, looking back and forth between three Pohatus. “You must have 
had fun with that.” 

“I did. Well, I’d love to stay and chat, but Onua has called a meeting near his landing site. I’ve 
already told Kopaka. Now I’ve got to find Gali and Lewa.” 

“Since I have my Kakama now, too, I can help you,” suggested Tahu. “I’ll go after Gali.” 

Pohatu looked at Tahu. “Yes, I’m sure you will,” he replied with a wink. “Thanks. I’ll see you 
there!” And he was off again in a blaze of red. 

Tahu had been thinking about Gali a lot since their first meeting. It seemed as if his mind 
couldn’t help but drift in her direction. He had seen her from a distance a few times, and once, 
after he found his Akaku, he watched her swimming at great depth in the sea. She was intriguing 
to him, but it was more than that. Several times already he had encountered perils from which he 
had narrowly escaped. And he wondered about her, and whether she was safe. She was slightly 
smaller than the others, and she seemed so much more fragile. He was certain that if they teamed 
up, he could protect her, and she could help him. Whatever could withstand fire would yield to 
water. And whatever water couldn’t prevail against could be conquered with fire. As he raced 
toward Ga-Koro, he wondered whether or not to tell her about this idea.  

Tahu materialized on the beach in Ga-Koro. In the distance, he heard the rumble of a landslide. 
“Oh, no, I hope she’s not in trouble,” he thought. “I’d better go see what that is.” The Kakama 
brought him quickly to the base of a rugged peak next to the sea, where his worry was 
confirmed. He found Gali surrounded by snapping Nui-Jaga. Even with her remarkable water 
powers she had no hope of attacking them all. He braced himself and sprayed a wall of intense 
fire at the predators. 
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“Tahu!” Gali called gratefully, as the flames died down. But she was still in danger. He saw a 
group of Tarakava coming out of the water on the other side of her. If he blasted them, he would 
hit her as well, so instead he warned her. “Gali, behind you!”  

Gali’s flip wasn’t quite enough to get her out of reach of a Tarakava’s powerful arm, which hit 
her squarely in the back. With a groan, she lost consciousness and fell into the water. As she was 
washed up on the beach, she babbled deliriously. “Wait! I must know more!”  

Tahu crouched next to her. “It’s all right, Gali. The Rahi have fled.” Though angry at himself for 
not saving her from the Tarakava, he was greatly relieved that she was not injured. 

“Tahu? I had the strangest vision…” 

“We can talk about it later. Onua has called a meeting - the others are waiting for us near his 
landing site.” He extended his hand to help her up.  

Gali took his hand with her hook. “The Toa Kaita. We will merge into two powerful beings. 
Uniting our minds and bodies.”  

“Gali, do you have the Kakama?” asked Tahu.  

“No,” she replied. “Not yet.” 

“Then why don’t you ride on my shoulders?” he suggested. “It’ll be faster.”  

Gali looked into Tahu’s eyes with a start, as if she had just now become fully aware of his 
presence. “Sure,” she agreed.  

Tahu felt the light touch of her hooks on his back and smiled, closing his eyes. As Gali climbed 
onto his shoulders, her weight shifted down, as if she had changed the density of her body by 
moving fluid inside it, to make it easier for him to balance. “That must be how she swims so 
well. She can change her buoyancy! What an amazing creature she is.” He found himself 
wanting not only to protect her, but also to keep her close to him. Tahu began to run, almost 
regretting the speed with which they moved, because it meant they would soon be at the meeting, 
and he would have to set her down. 

The Toa of Fire thought about the different emotions he had experienced since arriving on Mata 
Nui. Anger was obviously useful, because it drove him to fight the evil minions of  Makuta. 
Loyalty was important, because it motivated him to protect his villagers, despite the danger. So 
his feeling about Gali must have a purpose as well. Why would the Great Beings give him a 
feeling if he wasn’t supposed to act on it? He slowed to a stop in a clearing in the woods. Gali 
got off his shoulders and looked at him quizzically. “What is it?” 

“Gali,” he said softly, changing to his Hau, “I think it is our destiny to be together.” He put his 
hands on her shoulders, which felt surprisingly solid.  

“Of course, Tahu. The prophecies say we Toa all share a common destiny.” 

“That’s not what I mean, Gali,” he replied. “Just you and me.” 

She twisted away from him. “I don’t think… Tahu! It’s a Nui-Kopen!” 

“Is she saying ‘no’?” he wondered. “I must ask her again.” He felt the heat surge from his body 
as he spun toward the flying menace and shot flames at it with his fire sword. He watched the 
giant insect plummet, burning and screeching, into the forest. He walked up to the thrashing Rahi 
and pulled off its infected masks. Returning to the clearing, he tossed each mask in the air and 
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incinerated it with his sword. He looked for Gali, and when he saw a jet of water dousing the 
forest fire he had just caused, he realized she was wearing her Huna. “She has so much 
compassion for the dumb creatures,” he thought admiringly, as the dazed animal rose again 
above the steaming treetops and flew harmlessly away. 

He walked over to the Toa of Water as she changed back to her Kaukau. On impulse, he did 
what he was yearning to do - he put his arms around her. She was delightfully cool in his 
embrace, with a scent like a fresh ocean breeze. But she sprang backwards out of his grip. 

“No, Tahu, I - I don’t think it would be wise,” Gali stammered, gradually finding her voice. “We 
Toa form a perfect hexagon of elemental powers. If two of the vertices draw together, there is no 
more symmetry. And Makuta would be the only one to profit from any jealousy among us. The 
Nui-Kopen was a sign that we shouldn’t.” 

As she spoke, Tahu suddenly recognized what he was seeing in her eyes. It was the same look he 
had seen in the face of the Ta-Koronan who almost fell into the lava. It was fear! He smiled 
reassuringly at her and forced his temperature down. “The Nui-Kopen is a sign you are safe with 
me,” he said. 

“No one is safe on Mata Nui!” she blurted, turning and running through the underbrush. Tahu 
was puzzled. How could she fear of him? His strongest desire was to protect her. But she was 
fleeing from him, crashing carelessly through the forest with no Kakama. She would surely be 
ambushed by Rahi! Was she more afraid of him than of Makuta’s foul beasts? Tahu’s heart sank 
as he changed to his Kakama and chased her. 

He materialized in front of Gali and found her ready to fight, her hooks in front of her face. He 
longed to feel the fragrant coolness of her in his arms again, but he didn’t dare touch her. He 
sighed. “I’m not going to hurt you. Will you at least let me give you a ride?” 

She reluctantly agreed and climbed his back again. He could feel her shaking. For the first time, 
Tahu was sad. First he had frightened his own villagers, and now Gali. He felt a hollow pain in 
his chest. But with the Kakama, the journey was over quickly. They arrived at the meeting. Tahu 
stopped, and Gali immediately jumped down from his shoulders. She stepped between Onua and 
Lewa. 

“There they are,” Pohatu smiled. “Now we can get started.” 

“Sorry we took so long. We had some Rahi trouble on the way,” explained Tahu. “And then Gali 
put out the forest fire I started.” 

Gali just looked at the ground. Tahu glanced at the others, and he saw a flash of anger in 
Kopaka’s eyes. 

“Right. Well, it’s interesting that you said that, because that’s why Onua asked us to come here,” 
said the Toa of Stone. “Go ahead, Onua.” 

“I felt it was time we met again,” began the Toa of Earth. “This place holds dangers we never 
dreamed of… maybe even more than any of us can handle alone.” 

Gali looked up. “We need to learn to work together. Our future depends on it.” 

“She does want to work with others,” Tahu thought dejectedly. “But I frightened her by being 
too forward. What a terrible mistake.” 
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Lewa was skeptical. “I don’t know. I’m still not much for teaming up.” But when a loud 
rumbling shook the forest, he turned to the others. “Then again, there’s nothing like a little 
togetherness.” 

Onua’s eyes looked distant for a moment as he considered the vibrations coming through the 
earth. “That lava flow could destroy the entire island. You have the mask of speed,” he said to 
Lewa. “Can you get me there?” 

Tahu watched them leave to divert the lava flow. For once, he was glad someone else was taking 
care of it. He looked at Gali again. She was flipping a Muaka overhead toward Kopaka, who 
froze it with his blade. And then he heard a whistling sound as a boulder flew past his head. 
Pohatu had kicked it at the Tarakava who were massing to attack behind him. He snapped out of 
his melancholy mood and turned to Pohatu. “Thank you, friend,” he said gratefully. 

“No problem, Tahu,” replied Pohatu. “But that’s not the end of it. Look behind you!” 

Tahu spun to see a wall of sand avalanching toward him. “Makuta turns this very island against 
us! But with only a fraction of my power… sand becomes glass!” He shot a searing beam of 
heat, and the front edge of the mass of sand solidified into jagged shiny chunks. But two Nui-
Rama crashed through it and gripped his arms with their claws before he could recharge himself 
for another blast. They lifted him high into the air. “Too bad I haven’t found the Mask of 
Levitation yet,” he said grimly, “because the ground is a long way down! But perhaps… if I heat 
the air below me… it will slow my fall enough…” 

“…that I can catch you with ease, Tahu,” finished Onua, as the Toa of Fire landed in his arms. 
“You should really seek out—“ 

“The Mask of Levitation. I know, I know,” said Tahu, rolling his eyes. “Thanks, that would have 
hurt.” 

Onua smiled. “Makuta is proving my point for me.” They stood, ready to help if needed, as Gali 
summoned underground waters to blast two Nui-Jaga into the sea. Onua scraped up a huge ball 
of earth and threw it at several more Rama who were diving on the group. Then the scene was 
quiet again. 

“Perhaps Makuta is discouraged by the way we are helping each other,” remarked Pohatu. 

“For now, anyway,” replied Onua. “We have won our first battle… but there will be more.” 

“We must be prepared to fight them, separately and together,” added Gali. “I had a vision of 
what we will become after we find the masks. We will combine our bodies and minds into two 
giant beings that personify the spirits of Wisdom and Valor. When the time comes, we will 
understand what to do.” 

“That’s amazing,” marveled Pohatu. I almost feel sorry for Makuta, trying to take us all on.” 

Even the Toa who preferred to work alone seemed to be won over. “I have no use for teams,” 
said Kopaka. “But I will assist when I’m needed.” 

Lewa nodded. “Same here. The masks of power are as good as ours!” 

Tahu sensed the need for a leader again, to speak for and inspire the group. He stepped forward, 
holding up his sword. “Then let Makuta tremble this day-we stand together until Mata Nui is 
free!” 
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The other Toa raised their weapons in agreement. 

“Let’s watch out for one another as we keep looking for the Kanohi,” said Onua. “We can 
summon each other quickly, now that many of us have the Kakama.” 

Everyone nodded, and turned to continue his quest. Onua dug into the ground, and Pohatu 
vanished with a smile. Kopaka nodded to Gali and switched to his mask of speed, disappearing 
in a streak of light blue. Lewa grabbed a vine and swung away, becoming a green blur as he 
changed to his Kakama. Tahu caught Gali’s gaze for a brief moment. She quickly turned away 
and dove into the ocean.  

Tahu was in no hurry to get home. He walked slowly as he pondered Gali’s reaction to his 
advances. “She’s right,” he thought regretfully. “If she were to favor one of us over the others, 
there would be a lot of tension and jealousy. It’s a good thing she’s wise enough to see that. As it 
is, Kopaka is already mad at me.” But his reasoning did little to take away the pain in his chest. 
“I wish it could be otherwise… she’s so beautiful… I want so much to be with her…” 

Once again danger yanked Tahu out of his gloom. A Kane-Ra surged out of the underbrush, its 
head lowered, and charged straight at the Toa of Fire. He drew a curtain of flames on the ground 
in front of him and waited behind it. He jumped out and knocked off the creature’s infected 
masks as it circled around the end of the fiery barrier. 

“Well, thanks, Makuta, for reminding me what I’m here for,” he smiled ironically to himself. “If 
I can’t possess her, at least I can protect her. Nothing on this island will ever harm her, as long as 
I am alive.” 

And he consoled himself with the thought that perhaps, with patient and careful effort, he could 
regain her trust someday. As he walked, the beauty of Mata Nui began to be evident to him 
again, and he was inspired by his own words to the other Toa. “We really will live in paradise, 
once we rid this place of that horrible spirit,” he thought. “And with the tools the Great Beings 
have given us, we can do it. As long as we stand together, evil will never prevail against us!” 

Tahu arrived in Ta-Koro in the middle of the night. No one was stirring except for the night 
guards. They saluted him as he passed through the gates. As Tahu walked slowly past his Suva, 
the Kaukau caught his eye. He stopped and sat down next to it. 

“Toa Tahu,” said a soft voice behind him. Startled, Tahu sprang to his feet, his sword ready. But 
seeing that it was Vakama, he replaced the weapon on his back. The Turaga bowed. “My 
apologies, great Toa. I just heard you come in.” 

“Sorry, Vakama.” 

Vakama shrugged. “No need to explain your reaction. These are dangerous times. But there is 
something I should tell you about Toa Gali.” 

“Oh?” 

“It would be unwise to pursue her,” the Turaga explained. “She will remain alone for a long 
time. The prophesies are clear on this.” 

“I see,” Tahu replied heavily, his shoulders drooping. 

“Consider her presence to be a test by the Great Beings,” suggested the village elder. “A test of 
your mastery of fire.” 
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Tahu looked at him. “Thank you, Vakama. I was beginning to think they had put her here to 
torment me. Yours is a much better way of looking at it.” 

Vakama studied the face of his Toa. “You’re welcome,” he replied. When Tahu remained silent, 
the Turaga quietly turned and walked back to his hut. 

 
 
Chapter 3: Journeyman 

Tahu scanned the horizon. He had finished making the rounds of Ta-Wahi, checking in at all the 
guard posts, and he had just overpowered two Nui-Rama that were dive-bombing the cable car 
operator. From his high-altitude vantage point, he could see that all was quiet for now. So he 
decided to go to Ga-Koro and make sure Gali was all right. 

He stopped at the edge of the burnt forest. A lava flow had blocked off the path to the beach. He 
looked up at its source. “I’d better repair that. It’s going to keep the Matorans from getting to Ga-
Wahi,” he thought. He glanced toward the telescope on the cliff past the beach. And he was 
surprised to see an odd-looking Matoran staring at him across the lava flow. He was red and 
yellow with a blue Pakari. “I wonder if that’s the wanderer Lito and Raku were speaking of.” 
The Matoran nodded at him, then turned and walked away toward the beach.  

Tahu shrugged, and went back to work. He used his Kakama to run up the hill. With his sword 
he melted and re-formed the breached channel bank to stop the leaking lava. And then he headed 
for Ga-Wahi again. 

Decelerating from the Kakama’s speed, he skidded to a stop on the beach. The water village was 
calm and lovely in the morning light. “As much as I dislike to be in the water, it sure is 
beautiful,” he thought admiringly. “And of course we all need it, because it sustains life itself. 
No wonder the Ga-Koronans have such reverence for Gali. She keeps the waters safe for them.” 

He decided to take a look around Ga-Wahi. At the delta where the mighty Hura-Mafa River 
flowed into Lake Naho, he paused to appreciate the marshland creatures. Water birds pecked at 
insects in the mud, the Ghekula croaked rhythmically, and the reeds swayed gently in the breeze. 
“No trouble here,” he thought. As he walked, he heard a scraping sound that gradually got 
louder. Soon he came upon Gali, digging in the muck with her hooks, probably looking for a 
mask. He slipped behind a stand of brush to watch her. She seemed discouraged with her slow 
progress. And in her concentration, she failed to notice a Tarakava that slowly reared out of the 
water behind her. 

Tahu leaned out from behind the reeds and shot a blast of fire at it. The creature roared and 
punched the air with its powerful fists. Gali spun in time to see it burst into flames. It turned and 
zoomed back into the water on its tracks. 

Gali seemed confused. She looked around anxiously for the source of the fire. But Tahu had 
hidden himself again. “Tahu? Are you there?” she called. Hearing no answer, she shook her head 
and returned to her digging, more watchfully this time. 

Tahu smiled as he sped away with his Kakama. It felt good to help her and ask for nothing—not 
even recognition—in return. He resolved to himself to check on her secretly every day. Even if 
she didn’t need his assistance, he would feel better knowing she was all right. 
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One day as he returned from Ga-Wahi, Tahu decided to look for Kanohi on a high ridge on the 
side of the Mangai. He had only two masks left to find, and Vakama didn’t know where they 
were, so Tahu had done a lot of exploring lately. “And if I don’t find anything, at least I’ll have a 
nice ride back to Ta-Koro,” he smiled to himself. 

He ran to a level area below the ridge with his Mask of Speed, and then he climbed carefully up 
the rock until he was standing on the ledge. For a moment he admired the breathtaking view of 
the lava flows and Ta-Koro far below him, and beyond the village, the glistening blue sea. Then 
he turned and scanned the area above the ridge. When he saw five infected Kane-Ra, he guessed 
he was close to something important. “Those things might be guarding a mask,” he thought. 
Often Makuta found the masks before the Toa and sent his vicious creatures to make the Toa’s 
quest more difficult. But Tahu had learned that they also gave vital clues to the masks’ locations, 
and in this way he used the evil spirit’s own minions against him. 

The Toa of Fire made his way quietly across the foothills, jumping nimbly across a lava flow to 
approach the Kane-Ra. But one of them spotted him, and soon it was bellowing a warning to the 
others. He caught a glimpse of what they were guarding on a rock above them - a Miru. “Oh, 
good,” thought the Toa of Fire. “That one is going to be really useful.” 

But first, he had to get it. And those ferocious animals were not going to let it go without a fight. 
Tahu leaped and landed in the center of the snarling pack. He spun in a circle, spraying flames at 
the beasts with his fire sword. They backed off, howling with pain and rage, but soon they were 
back. Tahu jumped up onto a boulder and blasted them again. But this time there were only four. 
Where was the fifth one? He didn’t have time to look. While they were still stunned, he turned 
and pulled the gray Miru from the rock above. He put it on over his Hau, waited a moment for 
the powers to merge, and then activated the new mask. A giddy feeling washed over him as he 
was lifted to safety above the Rahi. “Fantastic!” he thought. But when he looked for a place to 
land, there was nothing but gnashing teeth below his feet. He fired his sword at them again to 
buy some time. The blast propelled him backwards, and he spun out of control. 

“Who knew this mask would be so hard to use?” he grumbled to himself. “I must line up the 
vector of my fire with my center of gravity,” he reasoned, and he pointed his sword straight 
down between his legs. Igniting it, he rose up out of reach of the creatures, and he shot a short 
burst in the opposite direction of his rotation to slow himself down. Then he heard a sound like 
thunder. He watched in amazement as the Kane-Ra tumbled into the earth, which closed around 
them with a loud rumble. Tahu deactivated the Miru and landed on the rubble. He looked around 
to see his rescuer, and spotted the Toa of Earth. 

“Hi, Onua!” he shouted. “Thanks a million! I just got this thing, and I’m not really sure how to 
steer yet!” 

Onua laughed. “Yes, I had that problem at first, too, Tahu.” 

“Well, I owe you my life. What can I do for you?” 

Onua pulled a gray Pakari out of his pack. “What are friends for? Here you go. Try this one.” 

“You really ARE a friend, Onua. Thanks!” Tahu smiled as he put it on. “So, what can it do?” He 
sliced a large boulder out of the volcanic rock at his feet with his fire sword. Then he put the 
sword on his back and lifted the rock above his head. It felt about as heavy as a Matoran 
surfboard. “Awesome!” 
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Onua seemed relieved. “Wow, it worked! I was a little worried about bringing a Kanohi to 
another Toa, but it looks like that’s allowed.” 

Tahu tossed the rock to the side, causing the earth to shake under their feet. “You have no idea 
how happy this makes me, Onua. That’s my last mask! Would you come with me to my Suva?” 

“Sure, I’d love to,” replied Onua. 

“Follow me.” Tahu sliced two flat, oblong rocks about four bios long from the basalt. “Here, take 
one and jump on. Use your Kakama, and we’ll be in Ta-Koro in no time.” He threw his board 
into the lava stream and jumped on, switching to his Kakama. 

“Um, I don’t have a Kakama yet,” yelled Onua after him. 

“Oh, sorry,” said Tahu, changing back to the Hau. “Poor Onua,” he thought. “Bringing a mask to 
me, when he doesn’t even have all of his yet. That’s really kind.” He fishtailed on the board to let 
Onua catch up. 

Onua threw his board into the lava and leaped. He wobbled crazily a few times before catching 
his balance. “Hey, this is cool!” he called out as he figured out how to steer his board around 
some stones in the stream, which had just joined a wide river of molten rock. 

Tahu smiled. “Yeah, I love surfing, it really relaxes me.” Since his accident, Tahu had been 
much more careful, and he found that he actually enjoyed it more when his confidence was based 
on reason instead of empty bravado. 

“I wouldn’t call this relaxing, but it’s fun,” replied Onua. “Say, I’ve been wondering about 
something. I just tried to take this Pakari to Gali, but she’s only missing the Kakama, too. But 
every time I’m around her I feel funny inside and talk like an idiot. Is there something wrong 
with me?” 

Tahu laughed. “Gali has that effect on everyone, Onua. You’re perfectly normal. You’ll get used 
to her.” He said this without any expectation that he himself ever would. 

“Oh. I was just hoping I could somehow be special to her.” 

“You and the rest of us! Listen, Gali will always be everyone’s friend, but she will never pick a 
favorite. If she did, the rest of us would be jealous, and we would be worthless as warriors and 
protectors. That would just be playing right into Makuta’s hands.” 

“How did you figure all that out?” asked Onua. 

“Actually, Gali explained that to me.” 

“And how did you get onto THAT subject?” 

Tahu turned his head and met Onua’s gaze with his own. “Oh,” said Onua. “Sorry.” 

Tahu was relieved that Onua understood, because he really didn’t feel like talking about Gali’s 
rejection. “So just thank the Great Beings whenever you get the chance to work with her, 
because she does make everything more fun. And don’t worry about it.” 

“Still, I like to think about her,” replied Onua dreamily. Tahu turned his head at the sound of an 
impact. Onua’s board had struck a boulder and slipped out from under him. He was hovering 
over the lava flow with his Miru, unable to reach the bank. “Tahu!” he called.  
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Tahu spun his board and pulled the fire sword off his back. He stuck it into the lava up to the hilt 
and ignited it. It propelled him upstream past Onua. He made another turn and put the sword on 
his back again. “Hang on!” Holding out his arms, he surfed under Onua and caught him, falling 
with a thud onto his back with Onua in his lap. He switched briefly to his new Pakari to push the 
Toa of Earth back up onto his feet and stood. “Now get behind me, slowly, and just do what I 
do.” 

Onua complied, trying not to rock the board. Tahu scolded him. “If you keep daydreaming about 
Gali, you’re going to get yourself killed. So get your mind back on your work!” He guided the 
board, with Onua holding his waist and leaning when he did. Tahu found Onua’s movements 
very instinctual, and despite his weight, it was easy to surf with him on the back of the board. 

“Yeah, you’re right,” replied Onua. “Hey, look! My Kakama!” As he twisted to look, the board 
tipped sideways. “No, wait, it’s just a rock.” 

Tahu shifted in the opposite direction to right the board. “Easy, big guy.” 

Onua sighed. “Sorry, wishful thinking, I guess. Look, Tahu, is that your village? We are almost 
there.” 

A crowd of Ta-Koronans had gathered at the edge of the village to greet the Toa. Tahu skidded 
the board to a stop on the hard ground. He and Onua got off and walked up to Vakama. “I have 
good news,” he told the Turaga. “Onua just brought me my last Kanohi. I’m ready for the Suva.” 

The villagers cheered. Vakama, beaming with pride, led the way to the Suva. “The prophesy has 
come to pass. The Toa of Fire is equipped for the battle with evil, by the kindness of another 
Toa.” All were silent as Tahu stepped on the center stone. The platform descended into the Suva. 
Tahu felt a strange tingling as energy flowed from the base of the shrine and surrounded and 
infused him. A brilliant flash of gold blinded him for a moment, and then he rose again. Out of 
the corner of his eye, he could see his golden Hau gleaming in the glow of the lava. The 
Matorans cheered and hugged a surprised Vakama. 

“Onua, you are incredible,” said Tahu gratefully. “Thanks for all your help.” 

“Don’t mention it, Tahu.” 

“It looks like we are going to have a village council now. Would you like to stay a while?” 

“No, I’d better be going. Got some more Pakari to deliver, and a Kakama or two to find. Thanks, 
anyway.” Onua waved as he ducked into the tunnel to Onu-Koro and began to run. Tahu watched 
him go. “I sure hope he finds his Kakama soon,” he thought. “He said he’s going to deliver more 
masks, and that’s a lot of traveling the hard way. I should have offered to help deliver them for 
him. But maybe I can find his Kakama for him instead.” Then he remembered Gali was missing 
hers, too. “But who would I give it to? Onua just did me a huge favor, but Gali… oh, I’ll worry 
about that when I find one. IF I find one.” He paused as he saw his reflection in the suva, which 
the villagers kept polished to a high sheen. “Wow, that gold mask does look good,” he smiled. 

The next day Tahu searched for Kakamas for a few hours after he had made his guard station 
rounds. It gave him a nice excuse to explore higher up the Mangai. And as he had done once 
before, he went all the way to the summit to peer down into the furiously boiling crater that 
supplied the precious lava which powered the entire island. He stood gazing for a while, basking 
in the glow and heat of the fascinating magma as it bubbled and subsided. “One day, I will surf 
the very heart of the Mangai,” he promised himself. “After Mata Nui no longer needs me. If I 
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die, it will be doing what I love. And if I live, I will truly be master of fire.” Then he turned and 
headed for Ga-Koro to check on Gali. 

Gali was fighting a Muaka on the beach. She shot a powerful jet of water at it, and it recoiled. 
Then it lunged at her. Tahu used his Akaku to watch her through the boulder he was hiding 
behind. He marveled at the way she dodged its vicious jaws with a skillful flip. The Rahi lifted 
its head again, spitting out a mouthful of sand. Now it was really angry. Gali spun and knocked 
off one of its infected masks with a flying kick. The huge animal swayed a little in confusion, 
then snarled and snapped at her again. Tahu leaned around the rock and carefully aimed a blast 
of flames, knocking the creature down. Gali jumped next to it and yanked off the second mask 
with her hook. She stood, panting, as the stunned creature staggered away. 

Tahu smiled. “She’s quite a fighter,” he thought. “She would have gotten that one on her own.” 
Suddenly he realized Gali had switched to her Akaku, too, and she was looking back at him 
through the boulder. He lifted his hand and waved. Gali grinned and waved back. “Well, so 
much for my secret,” he laughed to himself. He changed to his Kakama and ran back home. 

He walked across the bridge into the fortress village, still laughing, and almost collided with 
Lewa. “Oh, hello, Lewa. What brings you here?” 

“Hello, Tahu. I have a favor to ask. I’d like your help with something.” 

“All right,” replied the Toa of Fire, wondering what would drive the usually reclusive Lewa to 
seek help. He noticed that the Toa of Air was wearing a gold Kanohi, too. “How can I help?” 

“Well, first I have to tell you what happened. I was looking for my Hau in a giant earthen Rama 
hive. And when I crept inside to get it, I was ambushed by Rahi. They put an infected Miru on 
me.” 

Tahu gasped. “On YOU?” 

“Yes, on me. And I became evil. A minion of Makuta. Luckily, Onua showed up to bring me a 
Pakari, and he fought me. We beat each other up pretty bad. Well, mostly I beat him up. But he 
won, because he fought smarter. He knocked off the infected mask with his Matatu, and made a 
Nui-Kopen drop mine into my hand. We escaped by air, and we took Matau and all the captured 
Matorans with us.” 

“That’s abominable!” said Tahu. “Makuta has really gone over the top. Forcing Toa to fight each 
other.” 

“Well, if you ask me, we have it in us to fight each other, with or without Makuta. He just pushes 
creatures over the edge of what their good judgment would prohibit.” 

Tahu pondered Lewa’s chilling thought, and decided to emphasize the positive lesson of the 
story. “It’s a good thing Onua showed up when he did,” he said, shaking his head. 

“Definitely,” Lewa agreed. “I owe him my life. And he really took a pounding to save me. The 
infected mask makes you crazy, desperate, vicious. I can’t believe what I did to him. He’s a real 
hero.” 

“Yeah, he brought me a Pakari, too. That’s how I got my golden Kanohi.” 

“Me, too!” exclaimed Lewa. “And he still doesn’t even have his own. He’s missing the 
Kakama.” 
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“I know. I’ve been looking for it.” 

“I will, too, as soon as I take care of one thing, the thing for which I came to ask your help. That 
Rama hive is still full of infected bugs. Onua demolished part of the hive when we were fighting. 
And when we left, they were in disarray, so they stopped attacking for a while. But my village is 
still in danger. I want you to help me take that thing down.” 

“It would be my pleasure,” Tahu smiled. “But why do you need me?” 

“I could knock it down with a tornado, but then the Rama might make a new hive elsewhere. I 
think fire might be more effective, because it will burn away the infection,” Lewa explained. 

“I see. Let’s go.” The two Toa changed to their Kakamas and ran to Le-Koro. When they stopped 
in a clearing in the jungle, Tahu saw the compacted mud spire of the Rama hive in the distance 
above the treetops. “That must be it?” 

“Yes. Now, my plan is this. On the near side there’s a big hole at the base. I will cut down some 
trees and put the ends in the hole. You will set them ablaze. Then I’ll blow air into the fire, to 
direct the smoke into the hive and to make it burn hotter.” 

“That’s brilliant,” said Tahu admiringly. “But aren’t the Rama going to fly out and attack Le-
Koro?” 

“The Le-Koronans are all hiding in safety.” 

“Then start chopping!” suggested Tahu. Lewa felled three large trees with his axe, and the Toa, 
wearing their Pakaris, dragged them to the hive. As they approached, several Rama spotted them 
and began to dive on them. 

“Keep working!” called Tahu. “I’ll cover you.” He fired blast after blast of flames at the 
creatures until Lewa had finished his task. Then the green Toa stepped back, and Tahu directed 
his elemental force at the trees. They ignited immediately. With his axe, Lewa aimed a powerful 
wind at the blaze. The ample oxygen caused the fire to burn fiercely, creating a strong draft. 
Smoke began to billow out of the top of the hive. The Nui-Rama swarmed out of the opening, 
confused and weakened. Waves of heat began to reach the Toa. 

“It’s getting too hot for me!” yelled Lewa over the roar of the fire. He turned and ran from the 
hive. Tahu followed him. They crouched behind a boulder to avoid the Rahi and watch the 
spectacle. 

The hive turned into a raging furnace. Air was rushing into the hole at the bottom with such force 
that branches, leaves, stones, and earth were being sucked in with it. And the black fumes 
pouring out of the spire became thick and oily. The overpowering stench of infection joined the 
acrid smell of burning green trees and wood-pulp honeycomb. 

“That’s a thing of beauty,” smiled Lewa. 

“Oh, it certainly is,” Tahu agreed. “Especially now, with the flames shooting out of the top.” 

They stood and watched as the inferno blazed. The dazed insects had scattered in the forest, the 
infection burned off of their masks. Now the weakened structure began to lean. And with a 
mighty crash, the entire hive collapsed. A huge cloud of dust, flying mud clods, and hot coals 
rolled toward them. They ducked behind the rock again as it passed over. The remains of the 
hive smoldered still, but the fire was running out of fuel. 
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Lewa stood, coughing. “Thanks, Tahu! That was fun!” 

“Fun?” asked Tahu. “Why, yes, it was. I’m glad I got to see that.” 

The Toa of Air laughed. “Without you, it wouldn’t have happened for anyone to see,” he 
grinned. “And now my village is safe again. I’ve got such great friends.” 

“Me, too,” Tahu smiled. “I’m glad you like to work together once in a while, after all.” 

Lewa turned toward his village. “Well, I’d better check on things back home. Thanks again, 
Tahu.” 

“No problem, Lewa.” Tahu raised his sword in a salute. “Let’s help everyone else find their 
masks, so we can do the same to Makuta!” He raced back to Ta-Koro, inspired to search again. 

After two days of fruitless searching, Tahu was getting discouraged. And the Rahi were starting 
to behave differently. Concentrated, savage attacks alternated with periods of relative quiet. He 
listened as Jala’s scouts reported that all the Toa had gotten their golden Kanohi, except for Gali 
and Onua. “Makuta must know that we are nearing the end of our quest,” thought the Toa of 
Fire. “I mustn’t let myself slow down. We are so close.” And he ran back up the Mangai to look 
some more. 

Finally Tahu spotted the treasure he sought. There, in a crevice in the rock near the summit of the 
volcano, was a Kakama. His heart leaped with excitement. And as he pulled the mask from the 
recess in the stone, he was startled to see another identical mask behind it. “Two Kakama!” he 
crowed with delight. “One for Onua, and one for Gali.” He looked up at the sky. “Thank you! 
Thank you!” Clutching the Kanohi to his chest, he ran to Ta-Koro to tell Vakama, then headed 
for Ga-Koro. 

Tahu stopped on the beach and took a deep breath. He walked slowly across the causeway. Gali 
was talking to Nokama outside the Turaga’s hut. She turned to Tahu. “Well,” she smiled, “it’s 
my secret protector.” 

Tahu smiled back and handed a Kakama to Gali. “I found this in a crevice in the volcanic rock.” 

“Thank you so much!” said Gali joyfully. “This is my last mask! Now I can get my Golden 
Kanohi!” 

“I know. Onua told me. Go ahead, Gali. Put it on!” 

Tahu watched the dull gray mask turn to her lovely shade of blue. She pointed to her Suva. “Will 
you come with me?” she said to the Toa of Fire. 

“Gladly,” he replied. He stood next to Nokama and the excited villagers as Gali descended into 
the Suva and rose again. She stood, speechless, as the Ga-Koronans swarmed around her and 
hugged her legs. 

Tahu lingered a few moments, smiling at Gali. She was dazzling in her radiant gold Kaukau. 
And he was so proud that he had helped her get it. He sighed and switched to his Kakama. “Now, 
I’ve got to take this other Kanohi to Onua. Start heading for the temple at Kini-Nui. We all have 
our golden masks now. It’s time to face Makuta. May the Great Beings protect you!” He turned 
and ran toward Ta-Koro. From there, he would take the tunnel to Onu-Koro. 

But as he ran, he had an idea. He thought about how much Onua had helped everyone, and how 
severely battered he had gotten doing it. The last report from Kapura said that a Muaka had 
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crushed him in Ko-Koro, too. “He must be really exhausted and discouraged. Maybe a visit from 
Gali would cheer him up.” So Tahu returned to Ga-Koro. Gali looked at him, puzzled. 

“Gali, would you mind taking this to Onua? You could try out your own Kakama that way. And 
besides, I think he could use some encouragement, and you’re just the one to give it.” 

“I am? Why does he need it?” asked Gali. 

“He’s been particularly hard-hit by Makuta,” replied Tahu. “He’s been trekking all over the 
island, without a Kakama, delivering a Pakari to everyone. And in the process, he was pounded 
by Lewa, whom he fought to remove an infected mask. Then he was crushed by a Muaka. 
Kopaka had to freeze him along with the Rahi, just to get him out of its jaws.” 

Gali looked shocked. “Makuta’s using infected masks on Toa now? How horrible! Well, I’d be 
delighted to help him. He’s done a lot for me, as well as everyone else.” 

“Thanks, Gali. Then both of you come join the rest of us at Kini-Nui.” Tahu turned and ran for 
the central temple. He began to feel a rush of adrenaline. “We are finally going to face Makuta,” 
he realized. “This is it. The reason for which we were summoned to this island. If we fail at this, 
we are worse than nothing. But we will not fail.” 

Tahu was the first to get to Kini-Nui. Lewa, Pohatu, and Kopaka had been alerted by Jala’s 
scouts while Tahu took the mask to Gali, so they soon arrived as well. And then Onua and Gali 
jumped from the mouth of the tunnel from Onu-Koro. The other Toa cheered and crowded 
around Onua. Pohatu slapped him on the back. “Here’s to the Toa who showed us the meaning 
of friendship,” he said.  

“And teamwork,” added Kopaka, raising his blade in a salute. 

Lewa put his arm around Onua. “Thanks to you, we all have our golden Kanohi. Maybe we’ve 
had to learn the hard way at times, but we’ll show Makuta how well we can fight!” 

Onua spoke to Tahu. “Thanks for the Kakama. And everything else.” He glanced at Gali. 

Tahu winked at Onua. “You’re welcome, friend. Now, let’s get ready. This is where we begin 
our final task. If any of you question our choice, or doubt our chances if we work together, speak 
now.” 

The Toa of Fire was surprised when Kopaka spoke up. “I have doubted you in the past, Tahu, but 
no more. I think I speak for us all when I say that our only hope is to work together. So I cast my 
sword with yours, if you will have it.” 

“I will have it gladly, Kopaka,” replied Tahu with a solemn smile. “You are all in assent?” 

The Toa looked at one another and nodded. 

“Then it is decided,” Tahu continued. “Together, Makuta cannot resist us.” 

Lewa stepped forward. “Wait, Tahu! Have you given no thought to our return? If the Rahi attack 
the temple while we are below, how can we escape?” 

“I do not know the answer to that question, Lewa. So grim is this task, that I have not thought it 
much use to consider anything beyond our meeting with Makuta.” 
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As they considered this problem, Onua tensed his body and raised his claws in a defensive 
stance. “Hold! There is an intruder among us!” They saw a party of Matoran cresting the hill 
across the field from the temple. “But… what is this?” 

“Stay your claws, Onua!” said Gali. “It is the Chronicler, and his company!” 

Onua dropped his arms as the villagers crossed the field. 

Gali addressed the leader, the multi-colored traveler that Tahu had seen across the lava flow in 
Ta-Wahi. “Little one,” she remarked, “you are brave indeed to have come all this way. And I see 
you have gathered help from all the villages around! Tahu, it is as I hoped. These Tohunga can 
guard the Kini-Nui while we descend, and see that no Rahi attacks us from behind.” 

Lewa spoke slowly. “The Rahi are fearsome. May their hearts prove greater than their size would 
suggest!” 

“In truth it is said that great power can be found in small packages, and that aid can come from 
places least expected,” Pohatu noted. He shrugged his shoulders. “And besides, we have few 
options.” 

“So be it,” Tahu declared He remembered what Vakama had told him about brave little Takua, 
who had solved problems for the villages while the Toa were on their quests. “Chronicler, it is 
your doom to remain here, and guard the Kini-Nui at all costs. This deed will be remembered as 
long as any remain to sing of it! Friends, we have much to do and little time. Let’s go!” 

After Gali explained to the Chronicler how she would communicate to him as the Toa descended 
to fight Makuta, Onua leaned toward the Matoran. “Chronicler,” he said, “you have preceded me 
all over Mata Nui. You have saved many villagers before a Toa could even get there to help. 
Whatever happens to you, know that the spirit of your courage will live on in the hearts of all 
who have crossed your path.” 

The Matoran seemed overwhelmed by so much attention from the mighty heroes of Mata Nui. 
He bowed his head. “Thank you. We will not let you down.” 

And the Toa walked onto the central platform of the temple. Tahu took a deep breath as he 
considered the task ahead of them. This would be the true test of his mastery of fire. 

 
 
Chapter 4: Specialist 

Tahu felt the rapidly descending stone on which he was standing come to a sudden stop. He 
threw his hands out to keep his balance. Except for the echoes of the now-motionless stones, 
there was silence. And there was complete darkness, except for a narrow circular crack in the 
wall that was shining red. He ignited his blade and looked around at his companions in the dusty 
glow. 

“This must be the entrance to Makuta’s lair,” he said to the others, waving his sword at the crack. 
They could see the image of a monolithic creature carved on the door. 

“We must form the Toa Kaita now!” urged Gali. “Kopaka, Lewa, you are with me.” Tahu felt a 
pang of envy as they moved toward Gali. 
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Pohatu and Onua stepped next to Tahu. Somehow Tahu found himself knowing what to do, and 
he saw that the others knew, too. He sat down and snapped off his feet. Quietly, they began to 
take themselves apart, first with their hands, and then when their arms were removed, with their 
Matatus. Then, taking turns, they clicked their pieces together into a new and puzzling 
configuration, in a strange dance of moving parts. As the great creature neared completion, the 
powerful design became apparent. Tahu willed his head to be lifted onto mighty shoulders, and 
as it slid onto the neck, he felt his neural connections link with those of the combined body. His 
eyes met those of Pohatu, whose head was lying on the ground. As he stared into the orange 
glow of his friend’s eyes, he felt a presence inside his own mind, as if Pohatu were joining him 
there. Then he - or they - turned to face Onua, and the dark Toa behind the emerald green eyes 
appeared inside the shared mind as well. 

The three identities were separate, dwelling inside one head together. Tahu was aware of 
Pohatu’s voice resonating inside his head. “Tahu, Onua, can you hear me?” And he heard 
Onua’s, “Here I am.” As he put the gold Hau on his face, Tahu responded. “And here I am.” 

Tahu began to feel like his thoughts were being emptied out of his mind. Then he saw the 
memories of Onua and Pohatu flash before his eyes, as if he were living them himself. He saw 
Lewa, wearing an infected Kanohi, lunging at him in the Rama hive, and he felt Lewa’s axe hit 
his back. He looked down and saw powerful legs propelling boulders at a snapping scorpion. He 
felt cool mud on his claws as he dug up a mask for Gali. He felt the heat of the Po-Koro sunshine 
on his back as he called a landslide onto a herd of Kane-Ra with a slam of foot against stone. 
And he heard voices, this time in the present. Pohatu’s spoke gently: “Trust Gali… her words 
were wise, and they are still true.” And he felt his anxiety about Gali dissipate like the smoke 
from a bonfire on a windy night. Onua’s addressed his apprehension about Makuta: “The Great 
Beings created us for this very task. We will unite, and we will prevail.” And Tahu felt the 
courage well up inside him - or perhaps it was inside the great composite creature they had 
become. He heard his own voice speak to the others: “Makuta will regret the day he threatened 
those we love.” And then there was no more Tahu, Pohatu, or Onua—there was Akamai, Toa 
Kaita of Valor. “Spirit of Valor - hear me!” he heard his own triple voice call out, in perfect 
unison. 

Akamai turned to look at his companion, Wairuha, Toa Kaita of Wisdom. In his shining silver 
Miru, he looked sleek and powerful. “So, Wairuha, you are joined. Let us now choose a path and 
go into the darkness to face our destiny, be it good or ill.” 

“Our way lies not together, Akamai. We must face whatever evils are before us alone. I choose 
this road. You take the other. With luck, we will come together again, at the gates of Mangaia!” 

Akamai strode into the blackness. He lit his fire sword and looked around. He was surrounded by 
glowing yellow eyes. The huge, menacing crab-like Manas inched closer. Suddenly one lunged 
at his head. He struck it with his blade, and it fell. But another was approaching. Akamai used his 
Kanohi to repel the attack. The heavy, powerful creatures pounded against the Hau, and Akamai 
summoned all his strength to resist them. Then one hit the back of his head, and he felt a wave of 
pain as he was thrown to the ground. He rolled over quickly to prevent another surprise attack. 
Jumping to his feet, he dodged another flying Rahi, then looked around for Wairuha. “Our 
chances will be better if we stay together,” he thought, “so we can cover each other’s back.” 

He saw a flash of sparks where Wairuha was beating back a crowd of Manas, and he ran toward 
his comrade. As one of the beasts jumped for Wairuha’s head, Akamai lunged in front of him 



Toa Biographies  GaliGee 

 86

and struck it away with his sword. It flew into one of the cylindrical towers lined up near the 
doorway, and its eyes dimmed. But despite his bravery, Akamai was unable to see how this 
battle could be won. The enemies were so numerous and so powerful that they would eventually 
prevail. He looked at the Manas, massing for another attack. “This then, is how it ends, 
Wairuha,” he said grimly. 

“For these monsters also, Akamai,” replied Wairuha. “We will not go down without a price!” 

Akamai realized that the wise thing to do was not to give up, but to look for another way besides 
brute force. “Wait, Wairuha. These strange towers… maybe…” 

Wairuha was already swinging his weapons, cleaving the tower in half in a blaze of light and 
flying metal debris. Several of the Manas lurched to a halt, their yellow eyes extinguished. 
Akamai slashed another tower with his fire sword and watched more Rahi stop. Wairuha covered 
his back, whacking away the attacking creatures as Akamai destroyed the last of the towers. In 
the sudden silence they surveyed the damage. 

“We have survived,” panted Akamai. 

“For now. We were lucky,” smiled Wairuha. 

“Wisdom provides only when valor is in its service,” remarked Akamai. “And vice versa.” He 
was grateful for his friend’s insight, which had meant the difference between dying a noble death 
and winning the battle. 

The two combined Toa watched the circular door rise and stepped through the doorway. But they 
immediately felt the tug of bizarre forces on their bodies. 

“I feel… strange,” said Akamai. 

“Feels like—being torn apart!” Wairuha stumbled and fell to his knees. 

The Kaita watched in amazement as their parts were pulled off and fell to the ground. Akamai 
felt his mind disintegrate into three individuals, and then Tahu was aware of being alone in his 
own head again. He quickly willed his parts to recombine, snapping the last of them together 
with his hands. “What has happened?” 

“The spirit of Makuta… is the spirit of destruction,” said Gali slowly. “This is his inner realm. 
The Toa Kaita cannot exist here.” 

Pohatu’s usually serene face looked anxious. “The Manas nearly destroyed the Toa Kaita. And 
Makuta is ten times greater than they. What hope do we have?” 

Gali spoke reassuringly. “The Toa Kaita merely gave physical form to the force of our unity. We 
still possess it, in our hearts.” 

“But the Toa Kaita’s wisdom and valor were unmatched,” objected Lewa, shaking his head. 

Tahu remembered Onua’s words as they were forming Akamai. This is what the Toa were 
created to do - destroy evil. “Where wisdom and valor fail, all that remains is faith. And it can 
overcome all. Gali is right. We must go on.” 

The others nodded. Side by side, they strode into the lair. Overhead, they saw a powerful vortex 
of swirling parts. The strange wind that animated them made an eerie moaning noise. Tahu 
stepped forward. “Makuta!” he called in a loud, clear voice. “We have come!” 
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Tahu braced himself and activated his Hau. The prophecies of the Turaga described Makuta as 
taking the form of a huge, vicious, snarling beast. And after facing the Manas, he was ready for 
something enormous to spring on them. But from the dark recesses of the den, a strange, small 
figure emerged. It was a Tohunga, wearing a Hau and covered with mottled patches of corrosion 
and infection.  

Tahu recoiled. “What?!” 

“I have been waiting for you,” said Makuta in a gravelly voice. 

“But you - you are—“ stammered Tahu. 

“I am that which you have sworn to protect,” replied the Matoran. 

Kopaka glanced at the Toa of Fire. “Tahu, it’s a trick! We must destroy him!” 

“Destroy me?” laughed Makuta. “You cannot destroy me. No more than you can destroy the sea. 
Or the wind. Or the void.” 

Gali glared at him angrily. “You are like the sea? The sea bears life! The sea bore us!” 

“I bore you,” sneered Makuta. “For I am Nothing. And out of Nothing, you came. And it is into 
Nothing that you will go.” 

Tahu considered these words. “That isn’t right,” he protested to himself. “We were created, 
deliberately, to protect a beautiful island and its people. There is a plan for us. We are not here 
by random chance!” 

“I stand by Mata Nui, side by side. I am his brother,” continued the Spirit of Evil. “The people of 
the world are builders. But look into their hearts… and you will find that they have also the 
power to destroy. I am that power. I am destruction. And I WILL destroy you.” At this, his eyes 
narrowed to sinister slits. 

Tahu was still confused. “But… you are but a Tohunga!” 

“You expected something else?” snarled Makuta. “Something like THIS?” A massive cluster of 
dark tentacles emerged from the floor and lifted his head high into the air. Then the long, 
powerful tentacles began to lunge at the Toa. Kopaka quickly switched to his Kakama and ran. 
But the enemy was faster, slamming the Toa of Ice to the ground. Onua’s Hau deflected the thick 
rope-like strands, but then they circled behind him and struck him. Pohatu and Gali tried to 
dodge the assault and were swept away. Lewa levitated above the tentacles, but they reached up 
for him and entwined around his legs, dragging him down. Tahu hacked at them with his sword, 
but like Onua, he was overcome by an attack from behind, and was thrown to the floor. The 
massive beast regrouped himself, his ominous laughter resonating against the dank walls of the 
lair. 

The Toa jumped up and approached Makuta again. When Tahu saw that they were all standing in 
a circle around the monster, he called to the others above the roar. “Our only hope is to work 
together!” And he directed his fiercest flame straight at the heart of the creature. Next to him, he 
saw Kopaka power up and shoot a blast of extreme cold. Gali discharged a powerful jet of water. 
Lewa fired a gale-force wind. Onua formed a glowing green ball between his claws and slammed 
it into the floor. Pohatu smashed his foot onto the ground. The Toa watched as four streams of 
elemental energy caused the strange head to bob and thrash. Then the two slower powers made 
their impact. Huge chunks of earth and stone erupted from the ground, battering the vicious 
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monster. He uttered one more threat as his head spun from its body. “You cannot destroy me… 
for I am Nothing.” Disembodied parts rained down on the Toa. The echoes of the battle fell 
silent, and they stood looking at one another. 

Tahu felt his body vibrate and turn white. He caught his breath as he was lifted off the floor and 
transported away. He stumbled as his feet landed on something hard. Blinking in the bright 
daylight, he realized he was in the middle of the temple at Kini-Nui. One by one, the other Toa 
appeared around him, similarly dazed. A crowd of Matorans—the Chronicler’s party (except for 
Takua himself), along with most of the Ta-Koronan Guard, the Onu-Koronan Ussalry, and the 
Le-Koronan Kahu-Force, cheered and shouted and flung their discs into the air.  

“We did it!” shouted Tahu, raising his sword. “We defeated Makuta! Mata Nui is safe again!” 

“Hooray!” cheered Lewa as he launched into a back flip. 

“Praise the Great Beings!” yelled Pohatu, clasping Onua’s raised claw with his hand. 

“Well done, everyone,” Kopaka grinned, leaning back on his blade. Gali tipped her head back 
and laughed. 

The Matorans ran over to the Toa and embraced their legs. The Toa sat amidst them and told 
them about the battle. 

Tahu was completely exhausted. But he was too elated to rest. He kept looking back and forth 
between the other Toa. “That was so amazing,” he said, shaking his head. He looked down at a 
beaming Kapura and smiled. 

“Makuta thought he had us,” smiled Kopaka. “He thought we would fall for his lies. But now he 
is fallen.” 

Lewa turned to Kopaka. “Thanks for seeing through his ruse. And thank you, Tahu, for leading 
us so bravely against him.” He nodded at the Toa of Fire, who smiled back. 

Onua walked over to a column and sat down with his back against it, followed by Taipu and a 
crowd of Onu-Koronan villagers. “I see why the Great Beings prepared us first with the quest for 
the masks,” he remarked. “All that practice with the Kanohi, with our elements, facing all kinds 
of threats… I could never have faced that demon without it.” 

The Toa were silent for a while, basking in the gentle sunlight and the peace that came with 
victory. Since their arrival, they had been constantly challenged. Finally their people were safe! 
Now there would be no more grief, no more fear, no more despair. The sudden calm was 
welcome to Tahu, but at the same time he felt restless. He began to pace around the temple. 
“Now,” he thought, “I can realize my dream of surfing the Mangai.” 

Gali sat in the grass and put her arm around Maku. “I feel like it’s been a hundred years since the 
day my parts fell out of that canister.” 

“Do you remember,” Lewa grinned, patting Tamaru’s head, “how much we learned that day?” 

Pohatu smiled at Gali. “You have grown so much since then, in wisdom as well as skill. All of us 
have.” 

“Sometimes,” said Tahu, “it was a trial by fire.”  

“Yes, Tahu. I learned a lot about you from being in the Kaita,” replied the Toa of Stone. “Your 
emotions are about three times as intense as mine and Onua’s. How can you live like that?” 
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Tahu shrugged. He had never considered why the others always seemed calmer than he was. “I 
don’t know, Pohatu. That’s just the way I am.” Maybe it was just as well he wasn’t in the same 
Kaita as Gali. 

He gazed at her, lying in the grass with her eyes closed. She looked depleted, but she was 
smiling. She had done her part well in the great battle and spent every bit of her energy in the 
process. Tahu’s mind raced. “She won’t need my protection any more,” he thought. “But if I 
survive the great Mangai, I will talk to her again. Perhaps symmetry is not so important now that 
Mata Nui is safe. Maybe she will consent to spending some time with me, if I am very careful.” 
And he turned his thoughts to the big volcano. “How thick a rock will I need to make it across 
the crater?” he wondered. “If I make it long, it will move more quickly. I’m going to need my 
Pakari just to throw it in the lava.” He continued his calculations in his head. 

“The Turaga would probably tell us to rest now,” remarked Onua. “And when we have been 
restored to our full strength, we can begin to repair some of the damage done when we fought the 
Rahi.” 

“Sure,” replied Tahu distractedly. “I’ll be right back.” He changed to his Kakama and raced 
away toward the Mangai. 

Tahu stopped, breathless, at the edge of the crater and looked down into it. The seething magma, 
hot as ever, beckoned with its ceaseless turbulent motion. With his eyes, he surveyed the path he 
would take. There was a large crack that extended across the diameter of the basin. On either 
side the jagged rocks would lacerate him if he fell sideways, and the boiling lava would 
incinerate him if he fell down. He would only have one chance. 

The Toa of Fire studied the rock around him. He ignited his sword and sliced off a large chunk. 
Then he carved it with his blade until it was the right size. He flipped it over and shaped the 
other side. Then he put his sword on his back and switched to his Pakari. He took a deep breath 
and lifted the stone over his head. 

“Wait, Tahu!” called a familiar voice. 

He turned his head and saw Gali standing behind him with her Kakama. He set down the rock. 
“What is it, Gali?” he asked. 

“Don’t risk your life,” she implored him. “Mata Nui still needs you.” 

“Oh, I’ll be fine, Gali,” he shrugged. “Besides, Makuta has been defeated. Even if I perish, the 
Matorans are safe now.” He bent over to pick up the great stone again. 

“No, Tahu, there’s something else,” she said, changing to her Kaukau. 

Tahu stood and looked at her, curious. Was she just worried because she cared about him? He 
hardly dared to hope…  

“Nokama told me of a prophesy,” Gali continued. “She didn’t tell me any details, but she warned 
me that Mata Nui may face another threat. And we would never be as strong without you. We are 
six who share a common destiny. Besides, you are our leader, and the most fearless of us all.” 

Tahu was disappointed. Another threat? He hoped it was just a myth. But the Turaga were not 
known for telling empty tales. He felt the waves of heat coming off the lava behind him, and his 
eyes were drawn to it, with its intense red glow. But Gali was right. If there was a peril lurking in 
Mata Nui’s future, it would be foolish to endanger himself, just to prove something, just for a 
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thrill. He sighed and glanced back at her. Then he lifted the stone and heaved it into the boiling 
magma. 

“No!” cried Gali, lunging and throwing her arms around him. 

Tahu stood still and switched back to his Hau. “I’m not going anywhere, Gali,” he said quietly, 
turning around to face her. “But thank you for--” He stopped when he saw her alarmed face. She 
was looking past him into the crater. The stone was rapidly melting. They watched it get smaller 
and smaller, finally subsiding into the swirling molten rock. “Thank you for saving my life,” he 
finished uneasily. 

Gali looked into his eyes and took a deep breath. “I owe you a few,” she replied. “Let’s get back 
to Kini-Nui and rest for a while.” 

“How could I have miscalculated so badly?” Tahu berated himself. “I am not yet master of fire.” 

“At least you are still alive, so you can keep learning,” Gali replied. 

Tahu switched to his Kakama. and watched Gali do the same. With a new threat looming, her 
answer to a question of love would surely be unchanged. But she understood him well enough to 
guess what he was planning, and she cared enough about him to stop him. Or maybe she just 
cared about Mata Nui. Either way, he felt very fortunate that she was there. 

They returned to Kini-Nui. The other Toa were sleeping. The Matorans had all returned to their 
villages to celebrate, except for Jala, who was keeping watch. “Toa Tahu, Toa Gali,” he greeted 
them. “Take some well-deserved rest. Takua has been found, and he is safely back in Ta-Koro. I 
am happy to report that this has been my most boring evening watch duty ever.” 

Tahu smiled at his villager. “Thank you , Jala. And thank you for everything you have done for 
this island.” Jala bowed politely and sat back down on the edge of the temple platform. 

Gali lay down in the grass and was soon asleep. Tahu watched her breathe for a while. Then he 
lay down a few bios away. The setting sun painted the sky red and orange. Fireworks began to 
explode over Ta-Koro, and he admired them for a few minutes before closing his eyes and 
drifting into peaceful slumber.  

 
 
Chapter 5: Expert 

After a night of peaceful sleep, Tahu awoke to a sound like rumbling thunder. He jumped to his 
feet, trying to shake the fog of sleep from his mind. He was standing in the grass next to the great 
stone temple at Kini-Nui. The other Toa were looking toward Ta-Koro. A column of black 
smoke was rising on the horizon. The birds and insects had fallen unnaturally silent, and the 
ground shook occasionally as if from an earthquake. 

“What is happening?” Lewa muttered “I thought we had finished our quest!” 

Kopaka shook his head. “Victory might have been an illusion, Lewa.” 

“Look!” called Pohatu. “It’s one of Tahu’s villagers!” 

Tahu leaned over toward the Matoran who had just emerged, breathless, from the underbrush. 
“Speak,” he urged gently. “What brings you so far from Ta-Koro?” 
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The frightened villager simply whispered one word, over and over. “Bohrok… Bohrok… 
Bohrok… Bohrok…” 

From this moment the Toa faced a new threat, stranger and more sinister than the Rahi. Their 
precious island was overrun by swarms of powerful creatures whose only apparent purpose was 
to turn everything of beauty to rubble. They leveled majestic mountains, dried up mighty rivers, 
and felled magnificent trees. And inside their head cases they carried mysterious parasitic krana, 
which, the legends of the Turaga told, drove them on their mission and could steal the mind of an 
enemy. Vakama instructed the Toa to collect one krana of each of eight types, for each of the six 
breeds of Bohrok. This, he assured them, would enable them to unlock the secret of the swarms 
and defeat them. 

The Toa met the challenge of this foe by learning new ways to work together. About the size of a 
Toa, and wielding one of the same six elemental powers as the Toa, a single Bohrok was no 
match for a Toa. But the creatures worked in groups, communicating telepathically with each 
other, and this made them formidable indeed. And while the Toa could overcome the swarms 
with a massive show of elemental force, this would do as much damage as the Bohrok 
themselves. So rather than risk destruction of the very land they had sworn to protect, the Toa 
had to become more clever. 

Soon after that first attack, Onua came to Ta-Koro to ask for Tahu’s help. “I’ve found a swarm of 
Nuhvok hiding in a network of tunnels just outside of Onu-Koro. One at a time, I can easily 
capture them. But together, the whole swarm can cave in my tunnels faster than I can dig them. 
If we could flush them out, we could attack them as they come to the surface, and gather their 
krana.” 

“Sounds good,” replied Tahu. “What do you have in mind?” 

“You and Gali come with me. I’ll dig a tunnel to their network. She will fill the tunnels with 
water. Then you will heat the water. The steam will drive the Bohrok to the surface. They won’t 
be able to dig deeper to escape, because the pressurized steam will just fill their new tunnels.” 

Tahu agreed, and they headed for Ga-Wahi to find the Toa of Water. Tahu had just checked on 
her, so he knew she would not be far from the village. They found her standing on the great 
Kaukau statue that formed the waterfall above Lake Naho. She was scanning the horizon for 
Bohrok. She watched Tahu and Onua climb up the rocks. 

“Hello, you two,” she smiled. “What brings you to Ga-Wahi?” 

“We need your help for a project,” explained Tahu. “Onua wants to steam out some Nuhvok. 
Will you come with us?” 

“Of course,” replied Gali. “Let’s go.” 

Onua led the others to Onu-Wahi and stood by a group of boulders. He pointed to a large rock a 
few hundred bios away. “I’ll start digging here and come back up over there, and I’ll signal you 
to begin. That’s probably where they’ll come out, but they may just dig straight up from 
wherever they are when the steam reaches them. Be ready to collect their krana.” He dug into the 
ground and disappeared from sight. 

Tahu smiled at Gali. Since he had seen her combat Makuta and use her elemental powers to 
thwart the first Bohrok attack, he had new confidence in her ability to fight. “She does her part as 
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well as the rest of us Toa. She’s really one of the team,” he told himself. “I must treat her like the 
others. She would prefer that, I’m sure.” Still, he had to remind himself not to stare at her.  

A rumble of earth and stone preceded Onua’s call to action. Gali raised her hooks and shot 
pressurized water into the tunnels. As it began to well up from cracks in the earth, Tahu stepped 
up to the opening. He fired a blast of heat into it, and soon steam began to hiss from the ground. 
The earth shook as the Nuhvok scrambled to the surface, breaking loose large chunks of 
compacted soil. The dazed creatures popped up, one by one, and were overcome by the Toa. 
Presently the ground was littered with disabled Bohrok. Onua tossed the last pale green krana 
into the air and caught it with his claws. 

“Well done, friends! Thank you!” he grinned. “It wouldn’t have worked without you.” 

“No problem, Onua,” replied Gali, patting him on the back with her hook. “Glad we could help.” 

“Our pleasure, Onua,” said Tahu. “It’s amazing what we can do when we work together.” 

“Well, my village is safe for the time being.” Onua’s smiling face turned somber. “Now I’m 
going to go look for Lewa. No one has heard from Le-Koro for some time now. I have a feeling 
he may be in trouble.” 

Tahu put his hand on Onua’s shoulder. “Be careful, brother. It’s dangerous traveling alone with 
Bohrok about. But I have confidence in you.” 

“Thanks, Tahu. May the Great Beings protect you both.” Onua waved before he dropped to the 
ground and dug in. 

Gali turned to Tahu. “I’d better go back to Ga-Koro.” 

“It’s on my way, Gali. I’ll go with you,” offered Tahu. “But this time you have your own 
Kakama.” 

Gali laughed nervously. “Yes, I do.” She changed to it and began to run. 

Tahu caught up and ran beside her. “Want to race?” he grinned. 

“Sure!” She glanced at him, then turned her eyes back to the path and accelerated. Tahu, 
surprised by her speed, ran hard to catch up again. He finally passed her as they reached the 
beach next to the water village. He skidded to a stop and pivoted on his heels. Gali, unable to 
stop or dodge him in time, bumped into him, and they both tumbled into the sand. 

“I’m sorry,” said Tahu, helping her up. 

“You rascal!” Gali laughed. “You did that on purpose.” 

“Well, maybe just a little bit on purpose,” he admitted. “You be careful around those Tahnok, all 
right?” 

“Me?” Gali scoffed. “I always am. You’re the one who needs to learn to be careful!” She flashed 
him a smile before she turned and walked across the causeway. Tahu waved to his lovely 
teammate. Then he turned and headed for home.  

“So much for treating her like any other warrior,” he chided himself. “But at least she didn’t 
mind me being playful with her.” 
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But not all his encounters with the Bohrok were so successful. One day Tahu found himself high 
up the slope of the Mangai, facing a swarm of Tahnok. “Fire creatures, like me,” he thought to 
himself. “Except they want to use it for evil. But I will prevail against them.” 

He ignited his sword and shot a volley of fireballs at the approaching Tahnok. They kept 
marching forward as if nothing had happened. 

“Well, of course that doesn’t work,” Tahu shrugged, “because they are impervious to fire. So I 
will use the landscape against them.” He ran uphill of them with his Kakama, and then switched 
to his Pakari. With his blade he cut a huge boulder out of a basalt outcrop and pushed it toward 
the Tahnok. It rolled toward them, gaining speed. The creatures, acting as one, all shot fire at it at 
the same time, melting the boulder before it reached them. 

Tahu groaned. He remembered Onua’s problems with the Nuhvok. “It seems the ones most like 
us are the hardest for us to defeat.” So he changed to his Huna and ran into the midst of the 
Bohrok. Then he changed back to his Kakama. As the creatures turned toward him and began to 
fire at him, he raced away. Standing on a nearby rock, he watched them blast each other. But 
they immediately realized their error and stopped. The fallen ones jumped back to their feet. 

“That bought me all of two minutes,” Tahu grumbled. “Now what?” He looked around. “If I can 
get them to separate…” Suddenly he realized the stone beneath his feet was turning to magma. 
He started to slide down the slope. “Surfing with no board… I don’t like this…” He scrambled to 
get to solid ground and slipped, landing on his side in the new lava. He yelled in pain as he 
jammed his sword into the rock and used it to vault to safety. 

Tahu, panting, studied the creatures from his new vantage point. Perhaps he should do like Onua, 
and seek help. He hated to admit that he needed it. Still, he felt he should heed the wisdom of his 
dark friend. “Now, who would be able to help me?” he wondered. Onua was still searching for 
Lewa, and Pohatu and Gali were working on a trap for another swarm of Tahnok. That left 
Kopaka. He sighed and headed for Ko-Koro. 

Matoro looked surprised to see the Toa of Fire walking into the temple. “Toa Tahu,” he said 
respectfully. 

“Hello, Matoro,” said Tahu. “I’m looking for Kopaka. Have you seen him lately?” 

“He just went to Ta-Koro, to look for you,” replied the Matoran. 

“Really? Thanks,” replied a puzzled Tahu. He ran back to the fortress city, wondering what the 
Toa of Ice wanted from him. When he arrived, he found an overheated Kopaka waiting by the 
gate. 

“I’ve found the Bohrok lair,” said Kopaka. “It’s a hole deep in the ground, near the temple at 
Kini-Nui.” 

“The lair? Do you have proof that’s really it? How do we know they even have a lair?” 

“How much proof do you need?” snapped Kopaka. “Your own villager saw them hatching 
underground.” 

Tahu crossed his arms and frowned. “Yes, but how do we know that’s their main hideout? 
Maybe a few of them are staying there, but—“ 
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“There was such a multitude of them swarming out of that pit. It has to be where they’re coming 
from.” The Toa of Ice shifted his weight from one foot to the other. He looked very 
uncomfortable. “Do you think I’m lying?” 

“Of course not,” grumbled Tahu. “But it’s possible you could be wrong.” 

“Then come see for yourself,” said Kopaka crossly. “Besides, I’d love an excuse to get away 
from this inferno.” He waved his sword at the fortress of Ta-Koro looming behind them. 

“All right,” Tahu agreed. They changed to their Kakamas and crossed the bridge. Then they 
turned toward Kini-Nui and ran. 

As they ran, Kopaka fell silent again, as he often did for long periods of time. Usually this made 
Tahu slightly uneasy, since he wondered what Kopaka, with his brilliant mind, was keeping to 
himself. But this day Tahu decided not to let it bother him. Kopaka slowed down as they entered 
a grassy area with scattered trees. He signaled to Tahu to be quiet. Then he crept toward a clump 
of brush and stones. He hid behind a bush and waved for Tahu to join him. They leaned over the 
rocks. Tahu gasped at what he saw. 

“Look, Tahu!” said Kopaka, pointing down into the pit. “There is the proof you demanded!” 
From deep in the earth, they saw hordes of Tahnok Va climbing up the stone walls. They were 
too numerous to count. And each krana they carried would give new life to a fallen Bohrok. 

“No wonder Vakama knew so much about the Bohrok. They are not creatures from some other 
land - they come from Mata Nui itself!” Tahu felt his temperature increasing as he considered the 
sinister nature of their foes. “The time has come to end this, Kopaka! With our combined 
powers—“ 

“Have you learned nothing?” snapped the Toa of Ice. “Charging in there now will not save this 
island. The krana are the key!” 

“Every moment we delay, the Bohrok and Bohrok Va are free to overrun this land,” replied Tahu 
grimly. He sighed and stepped back from the opening of the cavern. “Still, you are right. As long 
as our people are threatened, we don’t have the luxury of being merely warriors. So I will heed 
your advice… this time.” 

“Besides,” remarked Kopaka, “how do you propose that we combine our powers? Without the 
other Toa’s elements, fire and ice would just cancel each other out. We would be working 
against each other.” 

Tahu understood his point, but he didn’t feel like conceding again. “I’m sure there’s some way 
we could use them together,” he growled. “You could freeze one side of something, and I could 
burn the other. That would certainly destroy an enemy.” 

“Well, yes,” replied the Toa of Ice. “In a way, we wield the same element. Heat. You create the 
abundance of it, whereas I produce the absence of it.” 

“True. And I’ve learned to remove heat from things, to extinguish a fire. Just as you can add heat 
to melt ice.” 

“So we just work at opposite ends of the same spectrum,” reasoned the white Toa. 

Tahu shrugged. “But I still prefer my element, because it is more powerful. With fire, I can do a 
lot to ice.” 
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“No more than I can do to fire,” retorted Kopaka. 

“I propose a contest,” challenged Tahu. “See that peak over there? You make an ice staircase up 
one side using your ice powers. On the other side, I will carve a staircase into the ice with my 
fire powers. And we will see who gets to the top first.” 

“All right,” Kopaka agreed. “When we’re finished building, we will race to the top without our 
Kakamas.” 

“You’re on,” grinned Tahu. He was certain he could build more quickly than Kopaka, since the 
Toa of Ice was so careful and calculating about everything. “All it’s going to take is a few swift 
strokes,” he said to himself. “Kopaka will still be figuring out how high to make each riser.” 

The two Toa took their positions on opposite sides of the crag. They counted down together and 
began. Tahu lit his blade and made a long, smooth movement to form the basic shape of the 
staircase. But in his enthusiasm, he melted the ice all the way down to the stone. “I’ll have to 
start over,” he mumbled. He stepped to one side and began again on fresh ice, with more restraint 
this time. Then he sliced out each tread in the staircase, moving steadily up the slope. Finally, he 
reached the top. And he saw Kopaka’s upper landing, glistening smooth and angular in the pale 
sunlight of Ko-Wahi. “Oh, no,” he thought. “He’s ahead!” He put on his Kakama and leaped 
down his staircase three steps at a time. And then he changed to his Hau and ran back up. He 
found himself face to face with his competitor. 

“Nice work, for an amateur,” nodded Kopaka. 

Tahu felt the rage rising in his chest. “If I hadn’t—“ 

Kopaka rolled his eyes. “I meant it as a genuine compliment, Tahu,” he interrupted calmly. “This 
isn’t even your element, and you did it really fast. Even with your initial error.” 

Tahu stood, silently fuming. Kopaka lowered his temperature to compensate for Tahu’s extra 
heat. “I don’t know why you feel compelled to beat me at my own game,” he continued. “You 
would certainly win a similar contest in Ta-Wahi. But we could spend all day up here wasting 
energy, and it won’t get us any closer to defeating the Bohrok.” 

The Toa of Fire sighed. “You’re right, Kopaka. Let’s go blast some enemies instead.” 

Kopaka shook his head. “You mean collect some krana.” 

“Right,” said Tahu grudgingly. To himself he added, “He would be so much easier to get along 
with if he made a mistake once in a while.” 

“Try my stairs,” suggested Kopaka. He stepped onto Tahu’s. “These are really beautiful. The 
turbulence of the flame must be what formed these curved shapes.” 

“Yours are really smooth and straight. They look like they’re made of glass.” 

“Well, I’ve had a bit of practice. I should be good at this by now!” laughed Kopaka. They 
reached the bottom and started walking together again. “But you know,” continued the Toa of 
Ice, “I have actually been overwhelmed by my own element before.” 

“Really?” Tahu was surprised that Kopaka would confess such a thing. Was he trying to make 
peace? Tahu decided to go along with it. “I used to think I was fireproof, but then I fell in the 
lava, and it was really painful.” 
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“I can imagine!” grimaced Kopaka. “With me, it was an avalanche that Makuta started. I stopped 
it twice, and it kept coming. Onua pulled me into a cave, or I would have been crushed.” 

“Onua? He keeps showing up out of nowhere and saving everyone. He’s amazing.” 

“What we call ‘nowhere’ is ‘everywhere’ to him,” smiled Kopaka. But then his smile 
disappeared. “Gali is with Pohatu, so both should be safe. But Onua left to search for the missing 
Lewa and has not been heard from.” 

“I would not worry about Onua-the Toa of Earth can take care of himself.” 

“I suppose so,” replied Kopaka. 

“Well, now that we know where the nest is, we need to find the other Toa, and see which krana 
we still lack,” said Tahu. 

“I’m pretty sure we still need some Pahrak krana,” remarked Kopaka. “And there are some right 
now, behind that ridge.” 

Tahu switched to his Akaku. “Yes, I see them. A good-sized swarm. Let’s go!” 

“Go do what, Tahu? Perhaps we should come up with a plan first.” 

Tahu growled to himself, but once again, his irritating friend was right. “How about this? I’ll go 
up the hill and shoot some fire at them, and drive them toward you, and you can freeze them.” 

“That sounds good,” agreed Kopaka. “Try to keep them in a group if you can. Let’s go.” 

Tahu sped up the hill, flanking the Pahrak and spraying fire at them. The creatures shot sharp 
fragments of stone back at him, but they bounced harmlessly off his Hau. Finally the Bohrok 
turned and ran. Tahu followed them, running around them and herding them together. Then 
Kopaka shot a huge mass of ice at the Pahrak, imprisoning them in a large crystal block. 

“Great! Now, I’ll free them two at a time and we can collect the krana while they are still 
stunned,” said Kopaka. “Be careful, they may still be communicating with each other, you 
know.” 

“Yes, I know,” replied the Toa of Fire, rolling his eyes. He watched Kopaka wave his sword at 
the ice, which melted away from two of the dazed creatures. Kopaka and Tahu, both in their 
Haus, opened the head cases to remove the krana. Not wanting to wait for Kopaka, Tahu 
brandished his sword and melted the ice off two more Bohrok. 

“Careful, if you get them too hot—look! You melted its krana! Now we can’t use that one! 
Whatever it was,” groaned Kopaka. 

Out of the corner of his eye, Tahu saw the other Pahrak begin to move. It flipped open its head 
case to launch a krana at the Toa of Ice. But Tahu fired first. The smoldering Bohrok collapsed 
on the ground. 

Tahu shrugged. “Well, you’re right, a krana is useless if it is burned beyond recognition. But we 
Toa are probably useless if we are wearing one, too.” 

Kopaka stared at Tahu. “I’m sorry. You just saved me, while I was busy yelling at you.” 

“Well, I’ll be the last to criticize you for being quick to anger,” laughed Tahu. 
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They finished collecting the krana, and Kopaka strung them on a rope. He smiled as he slung the 
rope over his shoulder. “Now I suppose we should get back to Kini-Nui and see if the other Toa 
are there yet.” 

“I know we’re finished with the Nuhvok,” said Tahu. “Gali and I helped Onua steam a whole 
swarm of them out of some tunnels a couple of days ago.” 

“That’s great,” said Kopaka. “Because we are definitely missing some Pahrak, thanks to you 
melting two of them.” 

“Look, I’m sorry! Besides, you seem to have forgotten that one of them would have ended up on 
your face.” 

“If you had just waited for me to thaw them—“ Kopaka was interrupted by a rumbling sound. 

Suddenly Tahu felt a heavy object slam into his chest, and he was knocked off his feet and 
thrown into a bush. He sat up slowly and looked around. Pohatu was lying halfway on top of 
him, with his other arm around Kopaka. And a giant landslide was sweeping past them down the 
slope on which they had been standing. 

“Pohatu, what was that all about?” asked Tahu. 

“Hello, Tahu and Kopaka. Sorry about that. It’s just that there was a swarm of Gahlok about to 
wash you down the hill, so I took them out with a landslide. And I had to get you out of the way 
first.” 

Kopaka laughed. “Once again we were too busy arguing to protect ourselves. When will we ever 
learn, Tahu?” 

Tahu grinned. “With friends like Pohatu, we could stay stupid. But let’s not.” 

The Toa of Stone rolled his eyes. “What is it that makes you two want to squabble all the time? 
The fact that you are so different, or the fact that you are so alike?” 

Tahu and Kopaka looked at each other. “Alike?” wondered Tahu. 

“I think I see what you mean,” replied Kopaka. “As much as I hate to admit it, Tahu is a lot like 
me.” 

Tahu frowned at Kopaka. “Yeah, I guess so,” he said grudgingly. “We both want to be king of 
the mountain.” 

Pohatu laughed. “Well, let’s go pick up some Gahlok krana before they wake up and dethrone us 
all.” 

The three Toa finished untangling themselves from the branches and went to work. Soon they 
had strung several orange krana onto the rope, and each headed home to his village with the 
satisfaction that they were a little closer to their goal of ridding Mata Nui of the scourge of the 
Bohrok. 

Unfortunately, there were still hardships to come before the final goal would be reached. The 
next day, Tahu was startled to see Kopeke running across the town square. “Toa Tahu!” he 
panted.  

“What is it, Kopeke?” he asked the Ko-Koronan. 

“Toa Gali is injured. Toa Kopaka wants your help to save her.” 
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Tahu’s mind reeled. Gali was hurt! He wondered how badly, and what had happened to her. 
“Where is she?” he demanded. 

“She’s right outside Ko-Koro. I can show you…” But Tahu had already changed to his Kakama 
and disappeared. 

The Toa of Fire arrived in the icy village and changed to his Akaku. On the other side of a large 
snowdrift, he saw Kopaka leaning over something on the ground. He ran over and saw that it was 
Gali. There was a cable coming out of her chest, attached to a computing device. Kopaka was 
holding her hook in one hand and stroking her mask, and Gali was singing in a feeble voice with 
her eyes closed. Tahu was furious with himself for letting her get hurt, despite his promise to 
protect her. And he was mad at Kopaka for somehow being involved. “Kopaka, what have you 
done to her?” he raged. 

Kopaka dropped Gali’s hook and stood, weaponless. “Either kill me or help me, but decide 
quickly,” he replied solemnly. “And yes, it was my fault. She was hit in the neck with Lehvak 
acid. Her heart wasn’t beating, but I restarted it.” He pointed to the recording device.  

Tahu extinguished his sword. He regretted his fury. Kopaka had probably been doing all he 
could to protect her, but the Lehvak were treacherous. And what Kopaka had done to resuscitate 
her was ingenious. “Sorry, brother,” Tahu said grimly. “How can I help?” 

Gali opened her eyes. She glanced up at Tahu and smiled weakly. Tahu felt as if all the sunlight 
in Mata Nui were contained in those fragile gold eyes. “Please don’t let her die,” he prayed 
silently. He knelt next to her. He wanted to take her in his arms and hold her, but instead he 
patted her shoulder. “Gali, it’s me, Tahu. You’re going to be all right. Just stay with us.” 

Kopaka showed Tahu an ice patch on her neck. “This has kept her from bleeding to death, but 
she needs a permanent repair. Can you weld her neck?” 

Tahu gasped. “I—well, I think so,” he said slowly. For the first time ever, he felt afraid. This 
would be by far the most important, and the most difficult, use of his element he had ever 
attempted. He hoped fervently that he was indeed master of fire. 

“I’ll freeze the area around it, so you won’t damage anything else.” 

Tahu ignited his sword. “All right. Go ahead, Kopaka.” 

Kopaka leaned over her and melted the patch. Yellow fluid began to drip into the snow. Then he 
delicately froze a ring around the injury. Tahu took a deep breath and brought his blade next to 
Gali’s neck. He hesitated for a moment. “Great Beings, please give me the skill to save her,” he 
whispered. He applied some heat, pulling the sword away with alarm when the fluid began to 
bubble and hiss. But he tried again, more cautiously, and then he carefully ran his finger along 
her neck to push some of the softened metal over the wound. Finally, he passed his fire sword 
lightly over the whole area to smooth it out. He leaned back and remembered to breathe again. 

“Look, Tahu! I think it worked. She’s not bleeding anymore,” smiled Kopaka. 

Tahu felt dizzy. He was amazed that the weld was successful, but he was still worried. “Kopaka, 
I only hope I haven’t further damaged the nerves. Gali, can you hear me?” 

She opened her eyes again. “Huh?” 

“Start singing again,” said Kopaka. “Tahu, how can we restore those nerve connections?” 
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Gali continued her song in a feeble voice as they talked. “Healing waters…” 

“Maybe we can rig a parallel cable from her head,” suggested Tahu. 

“Are you crazy? How are we going to find the right connection in something as complex as a 
brain?” 

This was not a good time for Kopaka to challenge him. “Well, do you have a better idea? You’re 
the one who caused all this!” retorted the Toa of Fire angrily. 

“Healing waters… solace flows from the river of forgiveness to my soul… I need you… healing 
waters… “ Gali’s voice trailed off. 

“That’s it!” shouted Kopaka. “Tahu, melt some snow! Remember what Onua said? Gali healed 
him with water. Let’s try it!” 

Tahu remembered Onua’s account of how Gali had healed him before the battle with Makuta. 
Despite his injuries and fatigue, Onua had shown up at Kini-Nui completely rested and ready. 
Though Tahu was doubtful anyone but Gali could do it, it was worth trying. And maybe she 
could make it work herself. He picked up a piece of ice with his left hand and melted it with his 
sword. Kopaka caught the drips with his Akaku. When it was full, Kopaka leaned over Gali. 
“Spirit of the waters, heal your daughter!” He poured the water slowly on her wound. The two 
Toa waited, breathless. 

“Look, Tahu! Look at this! A second rhythm!” Kopaka pointed at the display, and typed 
something on the keyboard. “It worked!” He pulled off the cable and snapped her chest piece 
back on. 

Kopaka stood facing Tahu and smiled broadly. “Thank you, brother,” he said gratefully, putting 
his hand on Tahu’s shoulder. 

“No, thank you,” replied Tahu. He placed his arm around Kopaka. “And I don’t even need to 
know how it happened. Mata Nui is a dangerous place.” 

“It wasn’t his fault, Tahu,” Gali said quietly, sitting up. Both her companions dropped to their 
knees to help her. “Thank you so much, both of you. I owe you my life.” 

“Don’t forget Kopeke,” smiled Kopaka. 

“And Kopeke, thank you, too.” Kopeke did a modest little bow. 

“Turaga Nuju says that even in her weakness, Gali’s intuition is strong. She is very wise for one 
so young,” said Matoro. The Toa turned to look in the direction of his voice. The entire village of 
Ko-Koro was watching from a nearby snowdrift. “And Kopaka and Tahu, you have performed a 
miracle. The healing required both pure water and strong faith. The prophesy is truly fulfilled.” 

Tahu looked at Gali and thought about how hard she had been fighting for Mata Nui, and how 
her wisdom had been so crucial in the battle with Makuta. And despite his decision to treat her as 
one of the team, he couldn’t help but recall the first time he saw her move, and the first time he 
heard her speak, and how she felt in his arms in the moment before she fled. But most of all, he 
remembered how she had come to the very brink of the great volcano and saved him from 
himself. “Gali,” said Tahu, “I’m so glad you’re alive. I don’t know how I would go on without 
you here.” 

“She’s not here for you, Tahu,” said Kopaka icily. “She’s for all of Mata Nui.” 
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Tahu gave Kopaka a fierce look and stood up. He knew it would grieve Gali to see discord 
between them. So against his strongest instincts, he decided to withdraw. “Well, I’d better be 
going. I’ve got one more Tahnok krana to capture. A Xa. Take good care of her, Kopaka.” 

He changed to his Kakama and ran back towards Ta-Koro. When he passed the Mangai, he 
slowed down and glanced up at the summit. “Yes, I’m very glad Gali is here,” he thought with 
great relief. “And I’m overjoyed I was able to use my fire to save her.” But he still felt uneasy 
about one thing. Even though he tried to shake the image from his mind, it bothered him to think 
about Kopaka leaning over her, holding her hook, gently touching her mask. “I know she needed 
that kind of care, and I’m glad he was able to give it. But still… I hope that he believes his own 
words. Gali is here for all of Mata Nui.” 

Tahu walked into the village, found Vakama, and told him of Gali’s healing. “You welded her 
neck?” Vakama marveled. “It sounds like your mastery of fire has improved considerably since 
your arrival.” 

“Thanks, Vakama,” sighed Tahu. “It was almost as difficult as walking away from Kopaka’s 
provocation, and leaving Gali with him.” 

Vakama grinned. “Impressive.” 

“But I think I still have a lot to learn.” 

“Only a fool would claim otherwise,” laughed Vakama. “You can trust Gali, you know.” 

“That’s what Pohatu said,” replied Tahu. 

“That the healing waters worked doesn’t surprise me,” commented the Turaga. “I have seen 
Nokama do something similar, although the situation was much less drastic.” 

“Really? You Turaga have quite an interesting history,” said Tahu. “What happened?” 

“A Ga-Koronan was bitten by a Takea, and Nokama healed her with water. But it took many 
hours, and much prayer.” 

“I suppose Gali can do it faster because she is a Toa.” 

“No doubt. But it sounds like you and Kopaka did as much as Gali in this case. It must have been 
the strength of your faith.” 

“That’s what Nuju said,” Tahu smiled. 

“Well, I hope you won’t need that trick again. How is the krana collection coming?” 

“It’s almost complete. I promised to find the last Tahnok krana. Has anyone spotted a swarm of 
them lately?” 

Vakama scratched his head. “No, but you might check with Jala.” 

Jala shook his head at Tahu’s question. “No, but there’s trouble afoot up the Mangai. The lava 
flows have been reduced by half in the past hour. And the scouts still haven’t reported back.” 

“Then that’s where I’ll be,” replied Tahu. He turned and walked across the bridge, then ran part 
of the way up the Mangai to use his Akaku to scan the area. Right away he saw a swarm of 
Kohrak. They were freezing the lava, blocking off the main flow to Ta-Koro. 
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Tahu felt rage rising inside. “Cutting off the precious flows—I must stop them now!” He ran to 
the scene, and with a few strokes of his sword, the magma was flowing again. In the meantime 
the Kohrak had frozen his feet to the ground, but he raised his temperature and freed himself. 
Then he hit them with a blast of flame, and as they staggered back, he was able to knock open 
one head case and remove the krana. The others regrouped and encapsulated him in ice, but once 
again he melted the frozen bonds. This time he countered with a more efficient move. He shot 
fire at the bluff above them, melting a new path for the lava, and it poured on top of the Kohrak. 
Several escaped, but Tahu was able to collect two more krana from the slower Bohrok. 

Tahu sliced off a piece of rock and began to surf back down the mountain. But as he rounded a 
bend in the stream, he saw a strange sight. A huge block of ice glistened in the sun. Inside it 
there seemed to be red, yellow, and orange objects. Tahu ran his board onto the ground and 
walked up to the ice. As he approached he realized it contained two Ta-Koronans. 

“The scouts!” he gasped. “The Kohrak have frozen them! This will require a gentle touch…” He 
brought his sword near the block and applied just enough heat to melt the ice around the first 
Matoran. 

“Toa Tahu! Thank you!” he cried gratefully, bowing low. 

“Stand up, Luki,” Tahu replied with a smile. “Are you all right?” 

“Yes. But the Kohrak are freezing the flows! We must tell Jala!” 

“I took care of that,” said Tahu reassuringly. “Now for your comrade…” He released the other 
Matoran, who rubbed his hands together and stamped his feet while he gushed his thanks. 

“You’re quite welcome,” laughed the Toa. “That just happened to me, too, so I know how you 
feel. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I need to find some Tahnok.” 

Tahu jumped back on his board and headed downstream again. Switching to his Akaku as he 
surfed, he spotted a source of intense heat that was obviously not lava. It was the Tahnok. They 
were on the same beach where he came to life so long ago. 

The Toa of Fire faced the Bohrok of Fire across the expanse of sand. He felt dread in his heart, 
remembering how a similar swarm had driven him to seek Kopaka’s help. Perhaps these were the 
same Tahnok, since the two Toa had been distracted by the nest and the Pahrak. After Pohatu 
had saved them both from the Gahlok, the Tahnok were nowhere to be found. 

This time Tahu came up with a new strategy. “I’ll cut a trench in the ground with my sword, and 
as they jump across, I’ll knock their krana out.” A huge cloud of smoke rose as he slashed a 
crevasse in the sand, forming glass on each side. He backed up and waited for them to attack. 

But he hadn’t checked behind him. And around a bluff came another swarm. Tahu heard the 
click of a head case opening, and turned just in time to see a flying blue object. His Hau, unable 
to protect him from the ambush, was knocked to the ground. In its place was a cool, slimy 
object… Tahu felt queasy. He clawed at the krana with his hand, but it held firmly to his face. 
Then he felt sharp pains all over his face, as if he were being pierced with a hundred needles. A 
wave of nausea swept over him, and he heard a rushing sound all around him. Tahu stumbled 
and gripped his sword tighter. He shot a blast of flame at his own face, but the krana held fast. 
Then the voices began. 
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“Welcome, Toa Tahu,” they whispered. “Now you will use your power to help us. Nothing will 
stand in the way of our mission.” 

Tahu was horrified. So this is what it was like to wear a krana. Vakama was right… he could feel 
himself starting to respond to the voices’ commands. “Destroy those flying creatures. They do 
not belong.” A surge of hatred filled him, and he aimed his sword at a flock of birds and fired. 
“No!” he recoiled in alarm as they fell into the sea. “Those are innocent beings… I must 
resist…” But the voices drowned out his thoughts. “Well done, Toa. Now, those creatures in the 
water…” Tahu felt himself turn toward the crabs in a tidal pool. “Kill them! Burn them!” ordered 
the voices. Tahu sensed the hatred coming back, but he tried to suppress it. He shouted aloud, “I 
am here to protect life, not to destroy it! I—“ 

“You will do as you are told. You will help us restore things to the before-time,” chorused the 
voices. A spasm of pain racked Tahu’s entire body. So the voices could punish him. But his will 
was stronger than theirs. Or was it? He lowered his sword and pointed toward the crabs. Then he 
thought of Gali, and her love for the creatures of the sea. He could see her face in his mind. 
“Tahu,” she said, “you are a Toa…” 

“Destroy it,” the voices commanded. “It is an obstacle. It must be removed.” Tahu realized they 
were talking about Gali. Once again, black hatred seeped into his mind. But the image of Gali 
struggled to take its place. As a dark cloud of wrath pushed her face out of his consciousness 
again, he heard her say, “Tahu, I love you…” 

“Gali? NO!” he screamed. “I won’t hurt her! I must be free!” He doubled over in agony as his 
body was tormented again, but he stood up straight and grabbed the krana. As he ripped it loose, 
it felt as if his whole face was being torn off. When the wave of pain subsided, he found himself 
lying face down on the wet sand, a dark blue krana clutched in his hand. 

“Gali?” he panted. “Are you here? Did I really try to hurt you?” He sat up and looked around. 
She had seemed so real. But he was alone. There were burn marks and puddles of water in the 
sand-signs of a struggle. His mask lay half-buried a few bios away. The Tahnok were gone. 

Tahu reeled from the haze of confusion. He slowly stood up and walked over to his Kanohi. He 
bent to pick it up and fell to his knees. But then the wave of nausea dissipated, and he put the 
mask on his face. He looked at the krana in his hand. “Of all the miracles… it’s a Xa. I must go 
tell Vakama…” Tahu staggered to his feet and changed to his Kakama. In a few moments he was 
safely inside the gates of Ta-Koro. 

“Vakama!” Tahu stepped into the Turaga’s hut. “Vakama! The strangest thing just happened to 
me!” 

Vakama turned from his sacred fire to look at the bedraggled Toa. “You look terrible, Toa Tahu. 
What’s wrong?” 

“I was ambushed by the Tahnok… and one of them launched its krana onto my face,” he 
explained, holding up the Xa. “It was awful. You can’t imagine how awful.” 

Vakama’s eyes widened. “How did you get free?” 

Tahu leaned closer. “That’s the strange part. These voices were telling me to destroy everything 
living. And I started to. But then I saw a hallucination of Gali. And she spoke to me. And I knew 
they wanted me to destroy her. So I tore off the krana.” 
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Vakama reached up and gently put his hand on the side of Tahu’s head behind his mask. 

“Yes, it really hurt,” he said in answer to Vakama’s unspoken question. “But it hurt worse to 
think that I would have harmed Gali, if she had really been there.” 

“She may really have been there, Tahu,” replied the Turaga. 

Tahu recalled the water all over the beach. “Do you think she came to save me and then left 
before I returned to normal?” 

“Possibly. Or maybe she was there in spirit. What you call a hallucination sounds more like a 
vision to me.” 

“A vision? Do you think she sent it to me?” 

“It’s possible,” said Vakama quietly. “She, or the Great Beings.” 

“She said--” But Tahu couldn’t bring himself to say the words. 

“Whoever sent it loves you and knew you were in pain,” continued Vakama. “That’s all I can tell 
you.” 

Tahu stepped back, speechless. He looked at the krana. He was holding pure evil in his hand. But 
love had overcome its hold on him. Whoever had sent the vision, it was his love for Gali that had 
ultimately saved him. 

His thoughts were interrupted by a knock on the outside of the hut. “Tahu?” called Onua’s voice. 
“I found Lewa. And the others joined us on the way. Have you gotten that Tahnok Xa yet?” 

“Yes, I have,” replied Tahu. “It’s right here.” 

“Then we have all the krana,” smiled Lewa as he stepped inside. “One of them is the Lehvak Za 
I was wearing until Onua saved me.” 

Tahu held up the Tahnok Xa as he looked into Lewa’s eyes. For a moment they shared a memory 
of pain and horror. 

“You, too?” asked the Toa of Air. 

“Yes, for a few minutes,” replied Tahu. “I will never forget it.” 

“Then let’s go rid Mata Nui of those villains forever,” said Onua. “The others are outside the 
gate.” 

Tahu’s heart skipped a beat as he realized he was about to see Gali again. “Let’s go,” he agreed. 
He nodded to Vakama. “May the Great Beings protect you.” 

Vakama bowed. “And you also.” 

Tahu led the way out of the village. Kopaka, Pohatu, and Gali were waiting outside, each holding 
a rope of krana. As they greeted him, Tahu studied Gali’s face intently. Was she the one that had 
sent the vision? 

Gali smiled at Tahu. “Are you all right?” she asked gently. “You look tired.” 

“I was, but now I’m ready to take on those monsters. Now I understand how evil they really are.” 
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She put her hook on his arm. “Let’s go,” she replied simply. They changed to their Kakamas and 
caught up with the others. Once again, Tahu’s powers would be challenged to the ultimate. But 
he felt ready for the next test of his mastery of fire. 

 
 
Chapter 6: Master 

The Toa of Fire leaned over the ledge. Below him he saw a vast chamber, its walls lined with 
Bohrok pods as far as he could see into the hazy darkness. “Tell the others to wait,” he said to 
Onua. “I will go down and investigate.” 

“Be careful,” cautioned Onua. But Tahu was already dropping into the cavern with his Miru. 

“A nest!” he thought. “The creatures still slumber, and if we are fortunate, they will never 
awaken.” As he assessed the vast array of Bohrok, he heard an ominous sound. The chamber was 
closing! Like a heavy lid, a large stone was sliding over the opening, isolating Tahu from the 
other Toa. He could hear Onua’s shouts before they were cut off from each other. “Oh, no! We 
must stay together… well, perhaps I can destroy these sleeping monsters before I find a way 
out.” He ignited his sword, but already the pods were bursting, and the creatures were popping 
out. Tahu jumped to the side to avoid being hit. Now that they were emerging, he had no hope of 
destroying them all. So he scanned the cavern walls with his Akaku for a sign of an opening. 
“Solid stone, everywhere,” he groaned. “But there is a hollow place behind this wall.” He 
directed a focused beam at the wall to cut a hole in the rock. The unnaturally hard material 
refused to yield. Tahu cast his eyes desperately around the chamber again, hoping to find a weak 
spot. 

As more Bohrok blasted out of their pods, the pressure in the sealed chamber began to build. 
“It’s getting really oppressive in here,” gasped Tahu. “Hey! That’s it! Pressure!” He turned 
around and began to emit a diffuse heat, raising the temperature around him. He felt the hot air 
pressing on him from all sides. It was burning his lungs and eyes. But he closed his eyes and 
persevered, pouring out every bit of his energy to increase the heat. Finally the walls of the 
cavern burst with a loud explosion, and Tahu shot through the partition separating him from the 
other Toa. Shards of stone and Bohrok pods flew everywhere. Tahu rolled and landed on his feet 
and looked around through the smoke and dust. The other Toa were getting up from the floor, 
where they had thrown themselves to avoid the explosion. 

“Tahu! Are you all right?” asked Lewa. 

“Used my sword... to heat the air... until the pressure blew the nest apart,” panted Tahu. “I went 
one way... the Bohrok the other. But they will be back.” 

“We may not be here to greet them,” commented Kopaka, as the floor began to shake and crack. 

“Use your levitation powers!” Gali shouted. 

“And be ready for anything when we reach the bottom!” added Tahu. The Mirus slowed their 
fall, and they landed on a round platform at the bottom of a stone well. “Where are we?” 

“Still in the realm of the Bohrok,” answered Kopaka. “These carvings in the floor match the 
krana we carry, and I think... yes, this is where the krana are meant to go.” 

“Place them in these niches,” said Pohatu, laying his krana in the indentations in the stone. 
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“It’s begun! The end of the Bohrok!” cried Lewa. 

“What are you talking about, Lewa?” asked Onua. “What do you know? It seems we’ve been 
invited in.” Huge stone doors groaned as they opened. 

“Six doorways. Six of us,” remarked Tahu. 

Ever cautious, Kopaka wondered aloud, “A trap?” 

Tahu’s mind raced. The krana seemed to work like keys to open these doors, and Vakama had 
assured them that the krana were the secret to defeating the Bohrok. And besides, there was no 
other way out. “An opportunity,” replied Tahu. “Everyone take a tunnel... and stay alert.” As he 
stepped through the cloud of dust into his doorway, he saw a hatch opening ahead of him. “More 
Bohrok?” he thought. “No. Something far mightier than any Bohrok could be.” 

He caught his breath as he studied the massive suit of armor in front of him. He put his hands on 
the ancient metal and felt it begin to vibrate. Mechanisms deployed inside, opening the front of 
the suit. He put one foot on a footrest and swung himself up into the device. He slid his arms into 
the rocket launcher and massive claw arm of the machine, grasping the controls as the front 
panels closed around him. He felt the weapons become an extension of his own body, and he 
sensed the archaic power of the machine merging with his own. “Whoever put these here must 
have known about our struggle,” he marveled. “This island has suffered much at the hands of the 
Bohrok. Its rivers frozen. Its mountains crumbled. Its jungles reduced to ruin. But by all the 
power that is mine, I swear—Mata Nui shall be free!” 

The Toa of Fire raised his leg to step forward. The mighty armor responded, amplifying his 
movements. He strode confidently down the corridor toward the light. As the tunnel widened 
into a large room, he heard a voice speak as if it were inside his head. He recognized it as the 
voice that he had heard when he disobeyed the orders of the krana, before his body was racked 
with punishing pain. “Finally, I will face the ones responsible for all this horror. And I will make 
them pay,” he growled. “Who is there? Show yourself!” 

Tahu almost lost his balance as an unseen object struck him from the side. He staggered and 
turned to see a huge blue creature flash a mouthful of sharp white teeth at him. The voice 
resonated in his head again. “Ah, our failed minion,” Cahdok crowed. “You could have joined 
us, but you chose to rebel. You are an obstacle. You do not belong. You will be removed.”  

Tahu felt his entire body heat up with fury. “Beware, monster... This ‘obstacle’ has a sting!” He 
squeezed the trigger of the electro-rocket and watched the hideous bird-like creature recoil, 
screeching, from the blow of the projectile. But she lunged again, and soon she was soon joined 
by a similar red beast. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Kopaka on the other side of it. They 
drove the two enemies together. The other Toa soon had them surrounded. But then Tahu noticed 
that most of their blows were glancing off the Bahrag without harm. 

“Fools!” taunted the queens of the swarms. “By bringing us together, you increase our power! 
Now Mata Nui will be as it was in the Before-Time!” 

Lewa levitated and raised his axe to blow a fierce wind at the creatures. Tahu watched Lewa fall, 
laden with ice. Kopaka struck at them with the claw of his Exo armor, but one creature turned 
and buried him with earth. He struggled to free himself, hacking at the massive pile with the 
claw. 
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“These things must wield all the elemental powers of the Bohrok!” Tahu realized with a start. He 
winced as the red creature fired a blast of water, sending him staggering backwards, but most of 
it was deflected off the armor. “They are formidable enemies… but we have this armor, from 
unknown allies…”  

Pohatu and Onua suddenly turned from the fight and began to strive against two unseen 
attackers. Tahu peered through the dust and realized that their opponents were nothing but 
shadows projected by the Bahrag. And Gali had fallen to her knees, weakened by waves of heat. 

All this was too much for Tahu. He raised his sword and jumped in front of Gali, blocking the 
heat beam. “This stops NOW! Your fires are nothing compared to mine, monster!” he yelled, and 
shot flames back at her foe. He felt the intensity of Gahdok’s blast, hotter than the lava he had 
fallen into once before. In spite of his resistance to heat, he felt the pain increasing all over his 
surface, the Exo absorbing and re-radiating it at him from all sides. 

But then the creature changed tactics. “If fire will not defeat you, then taste the power of stone!” 
She launched a volley of rocks at high speed, battering against Tahu’s Hau and forcing him to 
step back. 

“The Mask of Shielding can protect me from this barrage… but the strain…! I…. I…” 

Out of the noise, he heard Gali’s voice. “Onua! Pohatu! You are fighting shadows—and Tahu 
needs you!” The Toa of Fire wished he could turn to look at her, but he didn’t dare take his eyes 
off his attacker. He knew how much Gali cared about the other Toa who were in trouble, and yet 
she singled him out as needing help. In spite of his dire situation, he felt very privileged, 
especially when he saw Pohatu’s look of rage as the Toa of Stone realized what was happening. 

Pohatu spun around and used his claw arm to rip a huge rock out of the wall of the cavern. He 
hurled it with all his strength at Gahdok, who collapsed under the weight of the massive stone. 
Tahu nodded his thanks to Pohatu, who was grinning. “My pleasure.” Onua dug furiously to free 
Kopaka, who then released Lewa from the block of ice with a wave of his blade.  

As Tahu helped Gali to her feet, with some assistance from her armor, he felt his Exo recharging 
its weapons. And then he realized why the Toa were failing. Although the suit was giving him 
incredible power in close-range combat, it was drawing on his energy to reach full strength. And 
the elemental powers were what the Toa needed to attack from a distance. “All of you! Shed 
your armor! It hinders our elemental powers—and they are our only hope!” 

At Tahu’s words, the front of his Exo suit opened. He felt a pang of regret as he stepped down 
out of the armor, which had responded so well to his movements and even his thoughts, like a 
silent partner in the battle. It had protected him for a time, but now he needed to be free. 
Meanwhile, Gahdok had shattered the boulder and was standing again. Ignoring the discouraging 
mockery of the Bahrag, Tahu remembered how they had worked together to defeat Makuta. 
“Toa! Surround them! We must combine our powers!” 

“But, the danger—“ began Lewa. 

“The safety of our people is worth any risk,” shouted Gali. “If power is all these creatures 
understand, then we will show them power!” Tahu was relieved to see that she had recovered her 
strength. They would need it more than ever in this fight. 

The Toa took positions around their enemies and fired elemental energy at them. To Tahu’s 
astonishment, instead of blasting the enemy to pieces, as they had done to Makuta, the combined 
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beams of energy began to form a web of luminous fibers, imprisoning the Bahrag. The vicious 
queens shrieked and gnashed their horrible teeth. “Fools!” one scoffed, as the protodermis cage 
tightened around them. “You think you have won… but you cannot imagine what you have 
unleashed!” 

The earth began to shake violently. “Looks like Cahdok and Gahdok had one more surprise for 
us,” remarked Onua.  

“This is not their doing!” replied Lewa. “This comes from the very heart of Mata Nui.” 

“The floor!” Gali yelled, throwing out her arms to keep her balance. “We’re… we’re sinking!” 

As platforms supporting the Toa moved downward into the floor, Tahu shouted, “Prepare 
yourselves!” He saw that he was inside a tube, and it was filling with a strange, cool liquid. “Oh, 
no,” he thought, fighting off panic. “I’m going to drown…” He switched to his Kaukau when the 
silver fluid reached his neck, although he doubted he would be able to breathe in it. “The Bahrag 
have trapped us… Mata Nui is doomed…” He took a deep breath, possibly his last, as his head 
went under and he was unable to see. Suspended in the liquid, dizzy and disoriented, he felt a 
sensation of warmth, beginning on his mask, his hands, and his chest, and then flowing through 
his whole body. Then the descent stopped, and he felt the floor under him begin to rise again. His 
head emerged and he gasped for air. The platform reached the floor level and halted. 

The Toa of Fire looked down at himself, then glanced at the others. They were wearing silver 
chest and shoulder armor, and their legs were longer and stronger. And their masks were 
changed, stretched into smooth, streamlined shapes. They had reverted from gold to the Toa’s 
elemental colors. But most notable was the change in their tools. Tahu was holding two wide 
silver blades, each bearing the twisted flame of his old sword. “It is over.” His voice was the 
same, but it had a new, deeper resonance. 

Gali was studying her new axes. “Kopaka,” she said, “what has happened? What have we 
become?” 

The Toa of Ice looked at her and then at himself. “More than we were. More than anyone has 
ever been.” 

Onua tapped his chest armor. “Those chambers were filled with protodermis! It changed us-
increased our power…” 

Tahu felt the ground move again. “Let us worry about why is happened later,” he warned. “There 
are more important questions to answer.” 

“Questions like these,” added Lewa. “What happened to Cahdok and Gahdok? And how are we 
going to get out of here?” 

“Look out!” called Pohatu. “That stone is falling right for us!” 

“It’s no use,” Lewa groaned. “It’s too big, and there’s nowhere to run to!” 

Tahu activated his mask, praying it still had the power of shielding. With relief, he felt the 
familiar invisible shield expanding from his new Hau, this time stronger than ever. He glanced at 
his companions, whose upturned masks remained unchanged. With a sinking heart he realized 
that they must have lost the other Kanohi powers in the transformation. They were sure to be 
crushed under the fast-approaching rocks. In the split second before they hit, scenes flashed 
through his mind. The other Toa had risked their lives to save him, and Mata Nui, and they had 
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grown as close as brothers in the time they had fought together. How could he live without them? 
And he thought of Gali… oh, Gali. Maybe if he could cover her somehow-- 

He pulled Gali close to him just as the stones began to pound against the shield. Tahu braced 
himself and watched them ricochet away. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw something 
amazing. “The Mask of Shielding protected us all!” he cried. The last of the rocks tumbled 
harmlessly to the floor, and he released Gali. “It could never do that before…!” 

“And it never will again,” warned Kopaka, “if we do not escape! Lewa, Pohatu--combine the 
powers of your masks!” 

The Toa took advantage of the new masks, the powers of which extended to those in the vicinity, 
to levitate and run through the collapsing tunnels, dodging confused Bohrok as they went. 
Finally the heroes of Mata Nui shot out of the ground as the last of the tremors shook the island. 

“We did it!” rejoiced Kopaka. “The threat of Cahdok, Gahdok, and the swarms is ended! But at 
what price?” 

Tahu landed roughly, dusting himself off as he stood up. His heart was racing with exertion and 
the thrill of their triumph. “Nothing has been lost,” he retorted. A new word suddenly flashed 
into his mind. “The protodermis has given us the power to protect our people from any danger… 
and to heal this shattered land! Once we were Toa, but now we are far, far more… Now and 
forevermore, we are Toa Nuva!” 

The Toa of Stone studied his new claws. “Just look at these new tools!” He kicked a rock and 
watched it fly far away until it fell with a distant thud. “What a difference!” 

Lewa nodded. He levitated far above their heads. Then he extended his Miru power to Pohatu, 
lifting him as well. “Hey!” yelled Pohatu, snapping his claws at the laughing Lewa, who spun 
out of reach. 

Gali tossed her axes into the air and caught them. “I can think of a lot of uses for these,” she 
grinned. “But I wish we could have brought the Exo armor with us. It’s a pity such fine machines 
had to be crushed in the cataclysm.” 

“I agree,” Kopaka nodded. “Mine seemed to learn from me. The longer I wore it, the better it 
responded to my commands. I know it wasn’t alive, but it almost seemed intelligent.” 

Onua admired his silver saws. He started them and touched the tips to the ground. Sand flew as 
they sank effortlessly into the earth. “Wow,” he said simply. “And look, under my armor the dent 
in my shoulder has disappeared.” 

Tahu walked up to Gali. She looked stronger, taller, more confident in her new form. “She won’t 
need my protection any more, now that she is a Toa Nuva,” he smiled to himself. “How is your 
neck?” he asked, leaning closer. She pointed to the place where the Lehvak acid had eaten 
through the metal, seemingly ages ago. There was no sign of the old injury. “Amazing! The scar 
is gone!” Then he felt a chill in the air. He turned to see Kopaka standing behind him. 

“Yes, the protodermis healed it nicely,” commented the Toa of Ice. Glaring at Tahu, he reached 
out and touched Gali’s neck. 

Gali looked nervously from one to the other and stepped back. “Yes, I’m grateful to both of 
you.” 



Toa Biographies  GaliGee 

 109

“I propose a contest,” suggested Kopaka, turning to Tahu. “After we check in with our villages, 
why don’t we meet again and test our new powers against each other? It would be a good way to 
see how we have been enhanced.” 

Tahu’s eyes narrowed. “Gladly.” The Toa all nodded and turned toward their villages. Tahu 
smiled, thinking about how good it would be to see his people again. He started the long walk 
home. 

He lifted his head and scanned the horizon. Ahead of him loomed the Mangai volcano. He 
walked into the foothills, relishing the warmth of the wind blowing from the summit. He cut 
across the base of the mountain about halfway up the slope until he reached the main lava 
channel that led to Ta-Koro. Pulling one of his new magma swords off his back, he prepared to 
slice off a chunk of rock on which to surf. But then he hesitated. He stared at the blade in his 
hand. “It almost looks as if…” He examined the handle and looked down at his feet. “Maybe I 
could…” He took the other sword off his back, then stooped and slid the handles into the sides of 
one foot. Rocking back and forth, he tested his balance. Then he jumped into the lava stream. 

The new board performed wonderfully. Tahu leaned left and then right, astonished at how well 
he was able to control it. He tried a jump, and a twist, and finally a full air roll, spraying sparks 
and drops of magma into the air. “This is great!” he yelled aloud. Unlike the oblong rocks he was 
accustomed to using, this board was very light, yet it was much stronger than stone. 
Emboldened, he tried more tricks. Everything he could do before, he was able to do better with 
his new blades. Finally, breathless with exhilaration, he arrived at the gates of Ta-Koro. The 
guards closed formation, brandishing their weapons and blocking the doorway. 

“Hey! It’s me, Tahu!” called the Toa of Fire, surprised at their actions. 

Vakama appeared at the gate and studied him intently for a few seconds. “It really is Toa Tahu,” 
he reassured the soldiers, who stepped to the side. Vakama waved, and the bridge stones rose out 
of the lava. Tahu stepped onto one, and he was carried up to the village.  

“Vakama, thank you. It’s good to be home.” 

“Of course,” replied the village elder. “Welcome back. We know of your great victory, but we 
look forward to hearing the whole story by the fire tonight.” 

“And I look forward to telling it. It is a tale to be remembered.” 

The Turaga led his Toa into the gates. “As you know, the Bohrok are directionless without the 
Bahrag. And we have removed the krana from them, so they can be tamed and put to use 
restoring the island to its former beauty.” 

“As it was in the Before-Time,” said Tahu. When he saw the horrified look on Vakama’s face, he 
added with a wry smile, “Before the Bohrok messed it up, that is.” 

“Whew, you scared me, Toa Tahu!” breathed Vakama. 

Tahu laughed and put his arm around Vakama. “There is much work to do, Turaga. But with 
peace at last, we will finally be able to enjoy the fruits of our labors. And I look forward to 
spending more time in the village, and learning from you. I haven’t had much time to do that 
yet.” 
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“You have learned so much already, I’m not sure what I have left to teach you,” replied Vakama. 
“As for me, I want to see what kind of new powers you have. The prophecies foretold a 
transformation, and more power, but they were vague as to the details.” 

“I don’t even know yet, myself. But we Toa are going to meet again to try them out on each 
other, just for practice.” Tahu stiffened as he noticed a group of Ta-Koronans and Tahnok across 
the river, next to one of the small dams that controlled the lava level in the river around the 
village. “What is going on over there?” he asked. 

The Turaga looked out the porthole. “The Matoran are directing the Tahnok to rebuild one of the 
dams they destroyed.” 

Shaking his head in wonder, Tahu commented, “It’s really hard to get used to seeing such 
destructive creatures being put to work for good.” 

The Toa of Fire stayed in the village for a few hours, observing and helping as the teams of 
Bohrok and Matorans got to work. Even the Va were pressed into service, carrying tools and 
materials as they had carried the dangerous krana in previous days. 

After assuring himself that the work was progressing safely, Tahu took his leave and returned to 
Kini-Nui for the contest with the other Toa. He was looking forward to seeing what the others 
could do with their new powers. And he was anxious to show Kopaka that he was not to be 
trifled with. He found the others assembled and waiting. “Let’s divide up into two teams. Gali, 
Pohatu, you come with me.” 

Kopaka turned to Onua and Lewa. “Fine. We will go plan our attack.” 

Tahu conferred briefly with his group. He watched Gali shoot a potent blast of water at Lewa, 
who leaped to safety with his Miru Nuva, only to spin out of control as Pohatu raced around him 
in a tight circle. Then Onua sent Pohatu flying off the side of the hill. Tahu turned to Kopaka. 

“That leaves only you and I, Tahu Nuva,” remarked Kopaka. 

“No. That leaves only me,” taunted Tahu. He raised his double sword and sent a ring of fierce 
flames to surround his challenger. He was surprised at the force and the precision of his own 
attack. 

“A fire cage?” laughed Kopaka. “How amusing. That’s enough to imprison a mindless Rahi, 
perhaps… but not Kopaka Nuva.” The Toa of Ice countered by forming a sphere of ice around 
himself, which exploded into chunks that flew in all directions. He rested his gaze on Gali for a 
second, then turned back to his rival. “You always were a little too confident, Tahu.” 

“There’s the real reason for this contest,” thought Tahu. “Kopaka has never liked the way I do 
things. And sometimes he’s been correct where I was wrong. But what right does he have to 
resent my attention to Gali? I’ve worked hard to gain her trust.” He clenched his jaw, the tension 
evident in his voice. “Beware, brother. When I turn up the heat, even the Toa of Ice will melt.” 
But as he prepared for another strike, he felt himself being pushed backwards. 

“Enough!” said Gali sharply, stepping between Tahu and Kopaka. “We have learned what we set 
out to learn. As Toa Nuva, we have greater power—and greater control over that power—than 
ever before! It is a shame we cannot control our tempers as well.” 
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Kopaka’s steely gaze was still locked onto Tahu’s fiery eyes. But the Toa of Ice lowered his 
blades and stepped back. The Toa of Fire looked at Gali, who was frowning at him. With a low 
growl he extinguished his magma swords. 

The other Toa were uneasy. They grasped at explanations for their friends’ lack of restraint. 
“Perhaps we are all on edge, Gali,” ventured Pohatu. “The struggle with Cahdok and Gahdok… 
our transformation into the Toa Nuva…” 

“Not to mention making sure the Bohrok swarms and Bohrok Va got put to work repairing the 
damage they did!” added Lewa. 

Pohatu continued. “Maybe Tahu and Kopaka did get a little carried away, but-“ 

“No, Gali is right,” interrupted Tahu. “Maybe it would be best for us to go our separate ways. 
Our villages need us—more than we need each other.” 

Kopaka nodded. “I agree. This alliance is no longer necessary.” 

“The Turaga have said all along that we are six who share one destiny,” objected Gali. “Is this 
how we honor their wisdom? By splitting apart?” 

Lewa leaped over a tree trunk. “Maybe the Turaga don’t know everything, Gali. If you want me, 
I’ll be helping to rebuild Le-Koro.” 

The group was breaking up, and each Toa was heading for his village. Gali stood in the clearing 
and raised her hands in despair. “This is a mistake… I can feel it. Please—what if we are needed 
once more?” She dropped her arms and stared blankly at the forest floor. 

Even though Tahu disagreed with her, he was grateful to her for intervening in the fight. “She 
just saved me from a serious error,” he thought. “I was ready to incinerate Kopaka. He and I 
might have seriously injured each other, and that could have been disastrous for the safety of 
Mata Nui.” He watched the Toa of Ice turn toward Ko-Koro and walk away. “As angry as he is 
with me now, it would have been a hundred times worse if Gali had said ‘yes’ to my advances so 
long ago. Jealousy would have torn us apart. I must follow my own advice to Onua, and truly 
accept her as a member of our brotherhood of warriors.” 

His mind returned to the day he approached her in the woods, and he felt a pang of sadness. “The 
one time I got to hold her in my arms, she fled in fear.” He remembered the look in her eyes, and 
he was ashamed that he had caused her so much distress. “I want her to forgive me,” he realized. 
“Then I will be free of this burden.” 

Tahu walked over to the Toa of Water, who was standing with slumped shoulders. “Gali,” he 
said softly. “May I speak to you for a moment?” 

She looked up at the sound of his voice. “Of course, Tahu.” 

He gestured toward a path through the trees. “Let’s walk together.” 

She looked up at him expectantly as they walked. He took a deep breath and began. “I just 
wanted to thank you. You saved me from making the biggest mistake of my life.” 

“I did?” 

“Yes, back when we were collecting the masks. Remember the day you were attacked by Nui-
Jaga and Tarakava, and you had the Toa Kaita vision, and I was carrying you to the meeting, and 
I stopped in the woods?” 
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“How could I forget?” teased Gali. 

“Well, I’m so glad you said ‘no’ to me. I was out of line even to ask you.” 

Gali looked surprised to hear this. Tahu turned his eyes back to the path and continued. “It was 
wrong of me to try to claim you as my own. You belong to all of Mata Nui. What you said about 
the symmetry between the Toa was very wise.” 

“I suppose it was,” she replied flatly. 

Tahu stopped and turned toward her. “Will you forgive me? I’m so sorry I frightened you.” 

Gali’s voice wavered. “I—yes, I forgive you, Tahu.” 

Tahu felt a flood of sweet relief surge through his mind. He stood looking at her, remembering 
all she had done for him. “She saved me from killing myself in the Mangai. And then she saved 
me from becoming a slave to the Bohrok swarm. Whenever I’ve been in real trouble, whenever I 
needed that extra push to do what’s right, she’s been there for me.” He wished he could put his 
arms around her. But he knew that if he did, he would lose his resolve to treat her like a 
teammate. And besides, if he frightened her a second time, she would never trust him again. 
Suddenly he noticed the melancholy look in her eyes. 

“Listen, Gali, I know you’re sad that the Toa won’t be working together anymore. You put so 
much effort into getting us all to be a team. But it’s not like we’ll be strangers to one another. 
Even though we don’t need each other to protect the villages anymore, you can come to Ta-Koro 
to visit me sometime. I’d like that.” 

“Maybe I will,” she replied quietly. 

“You know what they say. ‘There’s no place like home.’ Well, goodbye,” he said, turning toward 
Ta-Koro. “May the Great Beings protect you.” 

The image of Gali’s weak smile remained in his head as he walked away. “I know I did the right 
thing,” he thought. “So why do I feel so empty inside? It’s not as if I’ve lost her friendship.” 

Without a Kakama, Tahu had plenty of time to think as he made his way back to the region of 
fire. He realized that he was dejected because he had finally given up all hope of romance. 
“Perhaps that’s a joy reserved for the Matorans,” he tried to console himself. “The Great Beings 
have prepared us for combat, not comfort. But that’s not the most important thing, anyway. 
Romance has been a disaster for me, but love has saved my life. And I am stronger knowing that 
she loves me. Just as I am stronger with the love of my brothers, the other Toa.” 

He took the same route as before, cutting across the base of the Mangai toward the main channel. 
But as he sat down to put his blades on his feet, he paused to examine them. “Not a single scratch 
from when I surfed earlier today,” he marveled. “And the edges didn’t melt at all.” 

Suddenly Tahu sat up straight. He looked up at the summit of the smoldering volcano. He leaped 
to his feet and put the swords on his back. Then he sprinted up the side of the Mangai. Now 
nothing would stop him from realizing his dream. 

Poised on the edge of the crater, Tahu looked down into the boiling cauldron of magma. He 
studied the terrain carefully. The dark, rugged stone stood out starkly against the brightly 
glowing orange lava. Since his last visit, the patterns of flow had changed slightly, and with no 
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Kakama, he would have to be more clever about using momentum and gravity. In his mind, he 
plotted his new course.  

The Toa of Fire took a deep breath and jumped. He felt the wind whistling past his head as he 
bent his knees in anticipation of the impact. Landing with a splash in the lava, he winced as the 
hot spray stung his body, but he focused on the path ahead of him. He flexed his legs and leaned 
to avoid a large outcrop of rock. He glanced down, and although the waves of searing heat 
blurred his vision, he could see that the board was intact. “So far, so good,” he thought. With 
renewed confidence, he surfed toward the center of the crater. 

The Mangai began to bubble more ferociously, as if in response to his challenge. He approached 
the hottest part, where the magma boiled out of the very depths of the earth, reaching a height of 
about three bios above the surrounding lava before subsiding and flowing over the edge of the 
crater. “Should I surf over the very center?” he wondered. “Of course I should!” And he steered 
himself toward it. He hunched down and directed his elemental energy toward the back of his 
board to increase his speed. As he swung around a rock, he brought up his knees and lifted 
himself out of the lava, flying sideways over the magma jet. He cleared the top and landed on the 
other side, splattering molten rock in all directions. “Woohoo!” he yelled triumphantly, sailing to 
the edge of the crater and skidding to a stop on the jagged rocks. Tahu sat down, panting. The 
board was glowing red, and his feet were scorched, but he barely noticed. He leaned his head 
back and laughed. “I did it! I surfed the Mangai!” Closing his eyes, the Toa of Fire reveled in the 
intense heat and the feeling of victory. 

After a few minutes, he took off the swords, still glowing faintly from the heat, and stood again. 
“And now for the big lavafall,” he grinned. He walked to the wide notch in the rim of the crater 
where most of the lava flowed out, dropping a hundred bios into a large, slow-moving pool and 
then down the channel toward Ta-Koro. He had admired it from below for a long time, and now 
he was ready to try it.  

Once again Tahu stood on the brink between exhilaration and catastrophe. He gripped his blades 
tightly, breathed deeply of the hot, sulfurous air, and then he was airborne. He reached down as 
he tumbled, slipped the blades into his foot, and righted himself. Soon the back of his board 
struck the vertical flow of magma, and he was rotated forward with a jerk. He pushed with his 
legs and leaned back, balancing with his hands. And he plummeted with the lava, hitting the 
surface of the pool hard. The board sank almost a bio into the fluid before it shot forward, but 
Tahu ignored the pain of his burning legs. The momentum of his fall propelled him across the 
lake almost as fast as a Kakama. He swerved and leaped and rolled in the air, spraying molten 
rock as he went, his heart racing. Now Tahu knew no enemy was too strong, and no challenge 
too great, for the master of fire. 

 
 
Epilogue 

Tahu was surfing down the side of the Mangai, on his way home from checking on the western 
Bohrok work crew, when he saw a flare shoot up from Ta-Koro. “Oh, no,” he thought. “Some 
kind of emergency. I wonder if a group of Tahnok Va is getting out of line again. I never did 
trust those things.” He continued his descent at a more determined pace, skipping the stunts he 
would have done if he weren’t in a hurry. 
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He rushed into the village past the guards. Next to his Suva was a Tahnok. But this was no 
ordinary Tahnok. It had silver hand shields and feet instead of red, and the design on its head 
plate was different. It was holding Tahu’s Nuva symbol, which it had just removed from the 
Suva. And to one side was Jala, standing stiffly as if frozen in place. He was glowing yellow, 
with arcs of electricity jumping all over his body. The Bohrok put the symbol on its back and 
leaped over the row of terrified guards. 

Tahu glowered at it. This was some new Bohrok trick, and Mata Nui had suffered enough. He 
had no love for the Bohrok—and he would have no qualms about incinerating one that was 
causing trouble. “Halt, creature! I believe you have something of mine. And I want it back.” 

The Tahnok stopped. Brilliant arcs danced between its hand shields. Then it shot a bolt of 
electricity at the stone arch above Tahu’s head. Rock fragments began to break loose. 

“You throw rocks at me?” Tahu sneered, reaching for the swords on his back. “I am Tahu, Toa 
of—Fire?” A wisp of smoke issued from the tips of his blades. He saw a blinding flash as the 
first of the stones slammed into his head, and he collapsed under the heap of rubble. 

Tahu groaned. He had been too confident to activate his Hau, and he had paid for it. But why 
hadn’t his fire powers worked? Could that symbol be the key to his elemental skill? What a 
horrible twist of fate, for the powers with which he was to defend his people—his whole purpose 
in life—to depend on a carved stone. He burst out of the pile, his face grim with pain and anger. 

“Tahu! You’re okay!” Jala rejoiced. 

“I’m not okay. My elemental powers of heat and flame are gone. Taken by that thing.” 

“Turaga Vakama, what was that creature?” asked Takua. 

Vakama shook his head. “Let us consult the sacred fire. In its flames we may glean the answers 
we seek.” 

The four gathered around the hearth in Vakama’s hut, waiting expectantly as Vakama studied the 
patterns in the flickering flame. It flared up briefly as if in response to the Turaga’s silent 
question. He turned to the others. “The creature was a Bohrok-Kal, one of six elite Bohrok. I do 
not know where the other five may be.” 

“If this one was here, perhaps the others are stealing symbols from the other villages,” ventured 
Takua. 

Vakama nodded. “This may be. Tahu, you should seek out the other Toa—even if they do not 
need aid, you could surely use theirs.” 

“With respect, Turaga,” growled Tahu, “I do not need their help. Even with out my elemental 
powers, I am a match for this rogue Bohrok. I will hunt it down myself, and reclaim what it 
stole!” 

As Tahu stormed out of Vakama’s hut, he overheard the Turaga speaking to the Matorans. “His 
pride puts him in grave danger...” 

“Pride?” scoffed Tahu to himself. He kicked at the pile of stones that had fallen on him in the 
doorway. “That creature took away the very thing I have worked so hard to achieve, ever since I 
came out of my canister. My mastery of fire. I won’t just stand by and let it happen!” 

Jala ran up beside him. “Toa Tahu, we want to come with you.” 
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“Perhaps we can help,” Takua began. Tahu glared at the Ta-Koronan, who quickly added, “Or at 
least keep you company.” 

Jala put his hand on Tahu’s arm. “Toa Tahu, there’s something you should know. When I was in 
Ga-Koro, Hahli, told me she overheard a discussion between Turaga Nokama and Toa Gali. It 
seems that Toa Gali is very angry with you for splitting up the Toa.” 

“First I lose my fire powers,” groaned Tahu. “And now Gali doesn’t like me. I thought she had 
forgiven me!” 

“Forgiven you?” wondered Takua. 

Tahu winced. “It’s a long story.” 

“Sometimes, Toa Tahu,” said Vakama as he stepped out of his hut, “you say something that 
reminds me how very young you are.” When Tahu frowned, he added, “Of course she likes you. 
Often we reserve our strongest emotions for those we care most about.” 

“Well, I don’t need her help, or anyone else’s. But if these two want to come along, that’s fine 
with me. They can watch me tear this creature apart. And then I’ll set it on fire.” Tahu spun on 
his heel and strode out the gate, the two Matorans scrambling to catch up. And so began the long 
walk. 

 

THE END 
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Pohatu, Solid as Stone 
 
Chapter 1: Site Preparation 
 
The gentle rocking motion of the waves was making him queasy. In the dim orange glow, he 
blinked and tried to see where he was. He seemed to be inside some kind of container. The 
container lurched to a stop, and he heard metal parts clanking against each other. There was a 
noise of pressurized air escaping, and then an explosion. He was propelled violently into the 
bright sunlight and fresh air, landing unharmed in the sand. "Ah," he smiled to himself. "Light 
and warmth. This is better already." 
 
The occasional call of a sea bird punctuated the rhythm of the waves lapping at the sand. He 
looked at the brown, tan, black, and gray parts scattered on the beach. "Those belong to me," he 
inferred. "No, they are part of me." As if in response to his thoughts, the parts moved. They 
assembled themselves into a two-legged creature. He stood and fitted a brown mask to his face. 
"I feel whole," he said. "Now what?" 
 
He turned his gaze from the sparkling sapphire sea to the radiant golden sand. There were darker 
brown cliffs in the distance, and these fascinated him. "My purpose has something to do with 
those cliffs. Or perhaps it's the stone itself." He walked slowly toward them, taking long strides 
with his sturdy legs. 
 
Hearing a noise behind him, he turned around again. A blue creature was examining the canister 
from which his parts had emerged. It was considerably taller than he was, with fearsome jaws 
and long, powerful arms. He approached it, and it lunged at him with its fists. He dodged its 
blow by jumping to one side. It felt as if he landed in the same instant that he jumped. "That's 
strange," he thought. He ran in a circle around it, and the confused animal tried vainly to follow 
him with its gaze.  
 
"I'm fast," he concluded. "In fact, I'm so much faster than this creature that it poses little danger 
to me." He stopped to study it, and it attacked again. This time he kicked it, knocking off the 
mask it wore. The creature spun and retreated into the water on its tracks. He watched it swim 
out of sight. 
 
He looked at the mask lying in the sand. The surface was pitted, scarred, and smeared with a 
slimy green substance. Its foul smell made him gag, so he stepped back. "Into the ocean with 
you," he said, kicking the mask. It flew high into the air and landed far out at sea. "Meanwhile... 
the stone... it's calling to me somehow." 
 
He turned and saw a strange sight. Two small creatures were kneeling in the sand a few bios 
away from him. "Who are you?" he asked, startled. 
 
"I am Huki, right hand of Onewa, Turaga of Po-Koro," said one of the creatures, looking up to 
reveal a mask shaped like his own, except of a lighter orange-brown color. Huki gestured toward 
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his companion, who was wearing a dark gray square-shaped mask. "And this is Zaku. Welcome, 
Pohatu, Toa of Stone." 
 
"Who?" asked the taller creature, looking behind him. "Oh, you must mean me." 
 
Huki laughed. "Yes, I mean you, great Toa Pohatu." 
 
Pohatu smiled. "Nice name you've given me. 'Pohatu.'" 
 
"It means 'solid as stone' in the ancient tongue," replied Huki. "But we didn't come up with it. It 
was in the prophecies." 
 
"Prophecies?" 
 
"Yes, your coming was foretold many ages ago. It was written that when the evil spirit Makuta 
came to Mata Nui, infecting the wild animals and driving them to destroy the villages, six mighty 
Toa would come from the heavens wielding awesome elemental and Kanohi powers, and save us 
Matorans from the grip of his terror." 
 
"You're going a little too fast for me, Huki," grinned Pohatu. "So I'm I one of these 'Toa'?" 
 
Huki smiled. "Yes, you are the Toa of Stone. You were sent to defend our village, Po-Koro, the 
village of stone. Will you come with us, please? Turaga Onewa--he's the village elder--he can 
explain it better, I'm sure." 
 
"Of course." Pohatu followed the Matorans as they led the way toward the cliffs. "You keep 
talking about stone. Why is your village named after it?" 
 
"Stone is our specialty, in Po-Koro," Zaku answered. "We carve it, use it for sport, and defend 
ourselves with it." 
 
Huki continued. "Our huts are built of it, and the great cliffs protect our village and give us a 
vantage point from which we can see the entire desert and all our fields. That's how we saw your 
canister falling from the sky into the sea." 
 
As they walked and talked, Pohatu felt the fragments of a dream coming together. He recognized 
these little people and their need for his help. He saw images flash before his eyes of horrific 
battles and cataclysmic events--perhaps omens of things to come. And he felt even more strongly 
the bond between himself and the stone around him. He felt it telling him the wordless story of 
its fiery birth, and how it had stood for ages watching the endless cycles of sun, wind, water, and 
ice that had weathered it into cliffs and crags. And he understood how it was reborn--the loose 
particles compressed and forged back into solid stone all over again. 
 
They came to a crossroads. A Matoran wearing a black mask was engraving symbols into a road 
sign. He set down his tools and bowed low. "Toa Pohatu," he said solemnly. "Welcome. We 
have been anxiously awaiting you." 
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Huki nodded towards the carver. "That's Hafu," he said to Pohatu. "He stands at Turaga Onewa's 
left hand. If you ever forget what he looks like, just go to the town square. There's a big statue he 
made of himself." 
 
Hafu sneered at Huki. "And if you forget what Huki looks like, just check out one of the posters 
of himself he's plastered all over the Koli stadium." 
 
"I doubt if I'll forget which one of you is Huki," laughed Pohatu. "But thanks for the tip, Hafu. 
Your work is beautiful." 
 
"Thank you," said Hafu. "This is just a simple sign. You'll see more of my sculptures when we 
get to the village." He picked up his tools and joined the group on their journey to Po-Koro. 
 
"I look forward to that." Pohatu turned to Huki as they walked. "Tell me, what is 'Koli'?" 
 
Huki smiled broadly. "It's a sport. You play in an arena, with four goals. Players kick a round 
rock and try to score on each other's goals. I happen to be pretty good at it." 
 
Zaku rolled his eyes. "He's been the Koli champion five years running, Toa Pohatu." 
 
Soon they reached an enormous stone gate, carved into the natural cliffs. Two rows of identical 
statues lined the path up to the gate. Pohatu stopped to admire the intricately detailed giant heads. 
He put his hands on the rock, and he could sense its strength and integrity. Through his 
fingertips, he felt the vibrations of the crystal structures in the stone. The statues had been carved 
from flawless blocks of marble, at least five bios high. And the sculptor had taken advantage of 
natural color variations to enhance the design. "These are magnificent. Hafu, did you make 
them?" 
 
Hafu beamed. "Yes, I did." 
 
"You are truly gifted," smiled the Toa. He stepped past the statues through the gate and was 
greeted by the cheerful raucous noise of an open-air market. Livestock bleated, voices called, 
and music rang out from stringed instruments. But as the participants noticed Pohatu, the crowd 
fell silent, except for the animals. 
 
"He's here! It's Toa Pohatu!" proclaimed one of the villagers. A great shout of joy rose from the 
throng. Some of the Po-Koronans threw themselves on the ground at Pohatu's feet, and others 
jumped and hugged each other. Pohatu was taken aback by their enthusiasm. "These people must 
need help badly," he thought. He leaned over and spoke to those who were bowing before him. 
"Hello," he said. "No need to bow. I get the impression I'm here for you, not the other way 
around." They stood again and looked at him, their eyes shining with excitement. 
 
A taller figure with a tan mask and a hammer made his way to the front of the crowd and bowed. 
"Please accept our warmest welcome, Toa Pohatu. I am Onewa, Turaga of Po-Koro." 
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"Pleased to meet you, Onewa," said Pohatu, extending his hand. The Turaga clasped it in his 
own. "I have already heard a little about your village from Huki, Zaku, and Hafu. This is quite a 
beautiful place." 
 
"I hope you will feel at home here," replied the Turaga. He turned to the villagers. "Would you 
like to show Toa Pohatu around? Then I will instruct him on the history of the island, and his 
mission here." 
 
"I was wondering about that," said Pohatu.  
 
A group of Matorans led Pohatu from the market to the town square, pointing out various huts 
and the Koli stadium, shaped like a great dish of stone. There was a round shrine called a Suva in 
the middle of the square, apparently for him. "Turaga Onewa will tell you about this," said Zaku. 
Then they led him up a flight of steps chiseled in the cliff to a lookout post. From there, he could 
see in every direction--a seemingly endless expanse of buff-colored sand, the glittering sea, more 
cliffs, and lush green fields. "That's where we take the herds to graze," said Huki, waving toward 
the fields. "And that's where I get much of the stone for my carvings," added Hafu, pointing to a 
quarry not far away. 
 
They led Pohatu to Onewa's hut, and he thanked them before ducking through the low doorway. 
The air inside the hut was much cooler than outside, and the thick stone walls blocked much of 
the noise from the market. Onewa was sitting at a stone desk, studying some carved tablets. 
 
"Ah, there you are, Toa Pohatu. Did the Po-Koronans give you a good tour of the village?" 
 
"Terrific. I already feel like I belong here." 
 
"Well, you do belong here. You are one of us now. At the same time, your powers are so far 
beyond anything we have known, that some will be tempted to treat you as a god." 
 
"My powers? I noticed I'm a lot bigger than the rest of you." 
 
Onewa laughed. "That's not the only reason. You have the power of stone at your command. You 
are able to start and stop a landslide, strike a rock so that it splits instantly, and kick a stone like a 
weapon." 
 
"Really?" marveled Pohatu. "I'll have to go try that!" 
 
"Definitely. But make sure you are far from the village. You might surprise yourself with what 
you can do." 
 
"I did sense an affinity for the stone when I came here," Pohatu mused. "But I thought everyone 
felt that." 
 
"Oh, no, you're quite special," smiled Onewa. "And you also have the Kakama, or Great Mask of 
Speed. It makes you even more powerful." 
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"Now, that would explain something I discovered on the beach," nodded Pohatu. "I was able to 
outrun a wild creature much larger than I am without much effort." 
 
Onewa explained many things to Pohatu, including the legend of the great spirit Mata Nui, who 
brought peace and prosperity to the island bearing his name--until his evil brother Makuta 
appeared and put him into a deep sleep so he could destroy and plunder all his brother had built. 
He spoke of the other five villages, each with its characteristic element, and of the other five Toa, 
whom Pohatu would soon meet. "Because the prophecies say that you six will share one 
destiny," finished Onewa. 
 
"Perhaps I should go practice my powers before I meet them," reasoned Pohatu. "Then I will 
have more to discuss with them." 
 
"Good idea, Toa Pohatu. When you are satisfied with your learning, go find them on Mount Ihu. 
It's the tall snowy peak south of here."  
 
Pohatu nodded to his Turaga, then left the hut. The Matorans waved as they watched him walk 
out the gate. "Those little guys are really counting on me. I'd better not let them down," thought 
the Toa of Stone. "Well, if I need to get over to that mountain eventually, I might as well start 
practicing over there, too." He ran toward the peak, and his Kakama brought him to the foothills 
in a flash. Then he climbed carefully up to the higher peaks, above the treeline where the rocks 
began to be covered with snow. 
 
Pohatu was slightly intimidated by the stone. He was afraid of ruining something so magnificent. 
But he took a deep breath and convinced himself. "I need to master my element, so I can fulfill 
the mission to protect my people. And if I have to break a few stones, so be it." He tapped at a 
medium-sized rock with his toe, breaking it loose from the ground. Then he kicked it, hard, 
toward a cliff. The rock flew, smashing into its target and sending shards in all directions. Pohatu 
smiled. "This is why Onewa wanted me to try this away from the village." He fired a volley of 
large rocks at the cliff, and looked at the enormous pile of rubble with satisfaction as the dust 
cleared. 
 
Next Pohatu decided to try a precision attack. He studied a large crag in front of him, observing 
the natural faults that crisscrossed the stone. Then he selected a small stone and kicked it directly 
into the fracture. The crag split cleanly down the middle with a deafening crack, and each side 
fell away from the center. "Wow!" marveled Pohatu. "All right, now for a landslide." 
 
The Toa of Stone saw a slope covered with loose boulders. "That should be a good place to try 
it." He aimed a boulder at the bottom of the slope and kicked. The rock dislodged a larger stone, 
and soon the entire slope began to slide. 
 
Pohatu grinned. He was going to like his work, he could tell already. The rumbling noise got 
louder and louder, and the hillside moved as one giant mass. But then he saw a white shape in 
the path of the rock. “Look out!” he yelled. Finally the stones were still, and the echoes were 
replaced by silence. And he saw a white hand appear out of the mound of debris. 
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"Oh, no! Who could that be?" he wondered. He ran over to the hand, which was pushing rocks 
off its owner. A strange white mask with four light-blue eyes emerged from the pile. 
 
"Sorry about that," Pohatu apologized. "I was practicing. Are you all right?" 
 
"I would be," replied the stranger coldly, "if you weren't standing on me." 
 
Pohatu stepped back. "Let me help you out." 
 
"Thank you. I don't need help." The white being pulled his arm out of the rubble. He was holding 
a long, flat blade, which began to glow light blue. Ice crystals suddenly formed all around him 
and burst outward, sending the rocks flying. But one foot was still stuck under a boulder. 
 
"Let me do it," offered Pohatu. "It'll be faster." To himself, he added, "This must be Kopaka, Toa 
of Ice. His powers are amazing!" 
 
"I said, I can do it myself," snapped Kopaka. 
 
"Yeah, well, you missed one." Pohatu kicked away the massive rock, freeing the other Toa. "He's 
a little grumpy," thought Pohatu, "but I would be, too, if someone dumped a pile of rocks on 
me." Aloud, he said, "Listen, I have a feeling we're both here for the same reason. Why not team 
up? It might make things easier." 
 
"I work alone." 
 
The Toa of Stone grinned. "By choice, or just 'cause no one can stand you?" 
 
"All right," Kopaka relented, "come along. After all, I might need a mountain moved... or the 
island lifted." 
 
"Kopaka has a sense of humor, after all," Pohatu smiled to himself. "The other Toa are going to 
be very interesting, I think." He watched Kopaka's nimble form scaling the rocks ahead of him, 
and he noticed that the white Toa's feet were shorter and his body different that his own. "His 
torso is upside down," Pohatu realized. "Maybe that's because his strength lies mainly in his arms 
instead of his legs." 
 
Kopaka paused and looked around. "Nuju told me the mask would be in a place of far-seeing," 
he muttered, mostly to himself. He vaulted over the next ridge and stopped at the top of the icy 
peak. "The mask of shielding." He pointed to a gray shape in the snow. 
 
Pohatu gazed past the icy valleys at a verdant jungle, and past it to the sea. "It's a place of far-
seeing, all right!" 
 
"You can see the whole island from up here," agreed Kopaka as he lifted the Kanohi from the 
ice. He put it over his Akaku, which Pohatu remembered from Onewa's description. "I can feel 
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the power of this mask protecting me... yet the powers of the mask of vision are still mine to 
use." 
 
Pohatu watched the gray mask turn white, and the two masks merged together on Kopaka's face. 
But the Toa of Ice did not linger to marvel at this miracle. "We have to go, now," he said 
abruptly. 
 
"Why?" 
 
"No questions. Just follow me." 
 
Pohatu didn't like not knowing what was going on, but he tried to be patient with his new 
acquaintance. "What did you see?" 
 
"Strangers," replied Kopaka. "Beings of great power. But are they allies... or enemies?" 
 
The two Toa looked over the ridge and saw, below them, a group of creatures much like 
themselves. A blue one and a green one stood together as a red one approached. And a black one 
burrowed out of the ground next to them. 
 
"Those must be the other Toa," said Pohatu. "They are allies." 
 
"I think you are right," nodded Kopaka. "Let's go introduce ourselves. And then we can continue 
with our quests." He walked to the edge of the cliff and looked down. Apparently the others were 
just meeting each other. 
 
"Who am I?" asked the green being. 
 
"You are Lewa, Toa of Air," answered Kopaka. "My Turaga told me about all of you. The 
people here have been expecting us." He alighted on a rock beside the others. Pohatu jumped 
down next to him, landing with a thud that shook the mountain and sent masses of snow sliding 
downhill. Kopaka pointed his blade at the moving snow, and it froze in place. "I am Kopaka, Toa 
of Ice. This is Pohatu, Toa of Stone, and you must be Onua, Toa of Earth," he continued, 
pointing at the black Toa, who was brushing dirt from his rugged arms with his claws. 
 
"I am Tahu, Toa of Fire," added the red Toa quickly. "And this is Gali, Toa of Water." He 
gestured toward the blue being. 
 
"Pleased to meet you," said Pohatu. The other Toa nodded their greetings. 
 
Tahu took a deep breath. "We are as yet strangers to one another. But we know that we share an 
important destiny, protecting this island and its people. I have had a glimpse of what our enemy 
can do, and it will be a challenging task. I see that we are well equipped for it." 
 
Pohatu was glad that someone had stepped forward and assumed a leadership role for the group. 
He smiled as he admired the other Toa, with their impressive weapons and masks. Like Kopaka, 
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they all had upside-down torsos. "Or maybe I'm the one who is upside down," he laughed to 
himself. "But then, each of us is really unique." Onua was different because his head was 
forward of his chest, giving him a hunched appearance. And Gali was shorter and more slender 
than the others. 
 
"Who is this enemy?" asked Lewa. 
 
"Our enemy is the powerful evil spirit Makuta," replied Tahu. "He has intimidated the people by 
fitting infected masks to the wild beasts of the island, so that they will attack the villages." 
 
"Defeating him will not be easy," remarked Kopaka. "Like us, he controls the elements, as well 
as the infection that turns the animals against us. We must collect the Great Masks of Power 
before we can confront him." 
 
Tahu glanced at Kopaka and continued. "These Kanohi, which resemble those we all have, are 
scattered across Mata Nui. Each one gives the wearer a new power. The Turaga know many of 
their locations, but we will have to hunt for others." 
 
"When you find a mask, place it over your original one," explained Kopaka. "The masks will 
merge. And then you can switch at will from one to the other. Like this." Kopaka's mask 
morphed into his new one and then changed back. 
 
"And when you find one, a replica of the new mask will appear on your Suva, in your village, 
where you will go to receive your Golden Kanohi when you have all six," finished Tahu. 
 
Gali spoke hesitatingly. "And then… we will be ready to fight this Makuta?" 
 
Pohatu looked up, startled, at the sound of Gali's voice. It was higher and more melodic than any 
of the others'. His vague dream memories returned for a moment, and he realized that Gali was 
the only female in the group. "Whatever that means," he wondered to himself. 
 
Onua nodded. "And then we will fight Makuta. What are the powers of your masks? Mine, the 
Pakari, is the Great Mask of Strength." 
 
"Mine lets me levitate," added Lewa, lifting himself about a bio off the ground. Pohatu was 
stunned. He couldn't imagine wanting to hover in the air, away from the solid stone that he relied 
on for balance and support, but he could definitely see some uses for this mask. 
 
"It's called the Miru, Lewa," said Tahu. "Mine is the Hau, the mask of Shielding. But you have to 
see the attack coming." 
 
"Perhaps you can use mine to help with that," said Kopaka. "The Akaku, which gives the power 
to see through solid objects." 
 
Pohatu pointed to his mask. "The Kakama is the Great Mask of Speed." 
 



Toa Biographies  GaliGee 

 124

"And mine?" Gali asked, looking around. 
 
"Yours is the Kaukau," answered Tahu. "It allows you to breathe underwater." 
 
"Oh, that would explain--" Gali smiled shyly. "I see." 
 
The more Pohatu looked at Gali, the more interesting she seemed. In spite of her delicate form, 
she appeared to possess a subtle strength. Then Pohatu realized he wasn't the only one staring at 
her. Tahu took his intense gaze off Gali and turned to the others. "So, we must find these masks, 
while defending our villagers and learning as much as we can to prepare for our battle with 
Makuta. There are also six Noble Masks, like the Turaga wear, which have useful powers as 
well. Shall we meet again after we have each found a few?" 
 
"I'd really rather work alone," said Kopaka. "I say we meet again after we find them all." 
 
Onua disagreed. "I have a feeling we'll need to work together sometimes, and keep an eye on 
each other. But I think we can start off by returning to our villages, and using the knowledge of 
our Turaga to find as many Kanohi as we can." 
 
Lewa put his hand on Gali's shoulder. "If you find any masks up high, I can get them for you, 
until you get your Miru," he offered. "And if I find any underwater, you know I'll call on you to--
" Lewa glanced at Tahu and stopped. He took his hand off Gali and backed up a step. Waves of 
heat had been rising from Tahu as he watched the Toa of Air. "On second thought," continued 
Lewa, looking warily at the Toa of Fire, "maybe I'll just learn to swim." 
 
"It looks like anyone who wants to get close to Gali is going to feel some heat," thought Pohatu. 
He had never experienced fire, but instinct told him it would be painful. He spoke to relieve the 
tension. "If we need to meet, I can act as a messenger," he volunteered. "I can cross the island in 
the time it takes a stone to hit the bottom of this canyon." He kicked a small rock off the edge of 
the cliff. 
 
"Then we'll get together again whenever we have something to communicate to the others," 
concluded Tahu. "Until then, may the Great Beings protect you all. And best of luck on your 
quest for the Kanohi." 
 
The others nodded, and the meeting broke up. "Working with the others is going to be 
challenging sometimes," Pohatu mused as he approached his village. "But it looks like we'll have 
to learn to get along."  
 
He paused when he saw an enormous stone arch standing in the sand. It was at least fifty bios in 
height and eighty in width. "That's amazing," he smiled. He pondered the massive dimensions of 
the structure, which, although formed of solid rock, was marbled with natural seams. In his mind, 
he could see exactly how the impact of a flying boulder might break the mighty span. He 
continued on his way, but his mind was still on the arch. 
 
"No, I just have to try it!" he said to himself, turning around. He found a round rock about the 
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size of a Koli ball and bounced it a few times on the top of his foot. Then he took off his mask 
and scratched his head. He replaced it on his face. Taking a deep breath, he heard the faint whine 
of his legs powering up. And then he drew back his right foot and fired his shot. 
 
The rock struck the underside of the arch and ricocheted against the opposite side. It flew back to 
Pohatu, who jumped up and stopped it with his chest. He heard the rumbling sound begin, and he 
quickly backed up to get out of the way. The ear-splitting crash resounded off the cliffs of Po-
Koro as the huge stone bridge collapsed in a mass of rubble. Pohatu leaped into the air. 
"Hooray!" He raced back home to his village, elated with his new prowess. 
 
Pohatu skidded to a stop in front of Onewa's hut, grabbed the edge of the doorway, and swung 
himself inside, shaking the stone mask carvings off the walls onto the dirt floor. The startled 
Turaga looked up from his work. "Hello, Toa Pohatu," he smiled. "I take it you've enjoyed 
exploring your powers?" 
 
"Very much so," Pohatu beamed. "I tried all kinds of things. Big massive rocks, precise shots, 
and landslides. And I even took down a huge stone arch with one little rock." 
 
"You did? Not the big arch just south of the village, I hope?" Onewa looked worried. 
 
Pohatu swallowed hard. "Yes, it was not far south of here. Why?" 
 
"Oh, it's nothing, Toa Pohatu. I was rather fond of that one. I used to sit under it and think 
sometimes. But what's more important is that you have really begun to master your powers." 
 
Pohatu's face showed his disappointment with himself. "I'm really sorry about that, Onewa." 
 
"Don't worry about it," smiled the Turaga. "There are lots of interesting rocks left out there. Did 
you meet the other Toa? How do you like them?" 
 
"They are incredible. Each one is powerful in his own different way. I think I'm really going to 
like working with all of them." 
 
"What's the Toa of Water like?" asked Onewa, with the hint of a twinkle in his eye. 
 
"Oh, she's wonderful," replied Pohatu. "Why didn't you tell me about her?" 
 
Onewa laughed. "The entire village of Ga-Koro is female, including their Turaga. We figured 
their Toa would be, too. It makes life a bit more interesting, doesn't it?" 
 
"Yes, it does." 
 
"And the amazing thing is, even though they seem fragile, they are really good fighters. Which is 
a good thing, because I, for one, would hate to have to swim out to their floating village to save 
them!" 
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Pohatu had never come into contact with water, but his memory of the waves that rocked his 
canister was not pleasant. "I think I see what you mean," he laughed. 
 
"You should make friends with Onua," suggested the Turaga. "Our villages work together often. 
If he's anything like the Onu-Koronans, you'll probably like him, anyway." 
 
"I bet I will," replied Pohatu. "So, do you know where any of these Kanohi are?" He slid his 
hands behind his mask and rubbed his eyes, suddenly aware of how fatigued he was. 
 
"Yes, a few. But you should probably get a bit of rest first. You've had a lot to learn and do for 
one day. We Po-Koronans generally take a short rest in the heat of the day, anyway. Then I'll 
make you a map to all the Kanohi I know about." 
 
"Sounds good. But if it's naptime, what's all that noise out there?" 
 
"That's a Koli match. Most of the villagers have already slept today, while you were out. Go 
see!" 
 
"All right," said the Toa. As he bent over to go through the doorway, a Matoran with a rounded 
black mask ran into him and fell over backwards. Pohatu helped him up. 
 
"Oh, Toa Pohatu, I'm sorry!" he stammered. 
 
"What is it, Kufa?" asked Onewa. 
 
"Well, Turaga, it's, um, it's just that Huki won't let me play in the Koli match, and he promised 
me the other day--" Suddenly he stopped talking. Pohatu glanced at Onewa and saw his tan mask 
glow faintly for a moment. 
 
Onewa rolled his eyes. "Kufa, the match is just starting. Maybe he'll let you substitute for another 
player when your team pulls ahead a little. That's his decision, anyway." He rapped his hammer 
on his desk, and the Matoran bowed. 
 
"Thank you, Turaga. Sorry to bother you." The villager scurried back out of the hut. 
 
"What did you just do to him with your mask?" asked Pohatu. 
 
"The Komau, Noble Mask of Mind Control. I had to get him to stop talking long enough to 
listen." 
 
"That must be a useful mask for a village elder!" smiled Pohatu. 
 
"Yes, it is," Onewa agreed. "They want me to solve all their disputes. Sometimes I get tired of 
that." 
 
"There seems to be quite a rivalry between Huki and Hafu." 
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"You're very observant," remarked Onewa. "Those two have always been competitive. The only 
advantage to any of it is that each is so eager to curry my favor--just to show up the other--that 
they are really hard workers. And the whole village has been drawn into this schism between the 
carvers and the Koli players. If it weren't for the Rahi constantly harassing us, and forcing us to 
work together..." He shook his head. 
 
"I hope you won't mind if I go after the Rahi anyway," said Pohatu with a wry smile. 
 
"Knock yourself out!" 
 
"Well, I'm going to go watch this Koli match. But if any Rahi show up, let me know." The Toa 
ducked out of the hut and trotted over to the stadium. Several players were kicking a round rock 
inside an arena. Every now and then it would go into one of the four stone goals, and a cheer 
would rise from the crowd of onlookers. Huki saw Pohatu and stopped the game. 
 
"Hello, Toa Pohatu!" he called out. "Would you like to try Koli?" 
 
"Oh, don't mind me, go on with your game. I'll watch for now. Zaku here can tell me how it 
works." Pohatu sat in the stands next to Zaku, who eagerly explained the rules as they watched. 
Finally, the last goal was scored, and the fans stood, yelling enthusiastically and swarming 
around Huki and his victorious team. Pohatu noticed that Kufa had not had a chance to play. 
 
"Now would you like to try?" panted Huki. He kicked the ball toward Pohatu, who jumped down 
from the bleachers and fielded it expertly. He bounced it on the top of his foot and then off his 
head. The villagers cheered with delight. The Toa of Stone let the ball drop in front of him, and 
then he slammed it toward one of the goals. It was a direct hit--and it shattered the goal to gravel. 
 
"Uh, oh," said Pohatu sheepishly as the crowd burst out laughing. "I'd better get you a new goal." 
He raced off toward the hut Hafu had shown him earlier that day. 
 
"Hafu?" called Pohatu, tapping on the outside of the hut. "I have a favor to ask you." 
 
Hafu was taking a nap. He sat up and yawned. "Oh, of course, Toa Pohatu," he said sleepily, and 
stumbled out into the bright sunshine. He was startled to see a group of Koli players standing 
behind the Toa. 
 
"I'm sorry, I didn't realize you were asleep," apologized Pohatu. 
 
"That's all right," the Po-Koronan replied. "What is it?" 
 
"Would you please carve another Koli goal? I broke one of them." 
 
Hafu muttered, "Crummy sandstone goals... no wonder." He looked up at the Toa. "Usually they 
carve their own goals, Toa Pohatu. That's why they're so crudely made, from weak stone. But I'll 
make you a good one." 
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Pohatu spoke loudly over the grumbling of the Koli players. "Thanks, Hafu. They play well, and 
they deserve the best." The players quieted down and looked at each other. Hafu picked up his 
pickaxe, hammer, and chisel and walked out toward the edge of the village. He selected a block 
of stone, contemplated it for a few moments, and got to work. Soon the rough shape of a goal 
began to emerge from the rock. He continued carving, engraving a row of neat symbols on the 
base and a detailed Koli ball on the back. Finally he stood back to admire his work. "Another 
Hafu original!" 
 
The crowd groaned, but Pohatu ignored them. "It's beautiful, Hafu. Thank you very much." As 
the Matorans gathered behind the goal to move it to the field, Pohatu waved them aside. "Allow 
me." He braced his hands against it and pushed with his powerful legs, and soon it was sliding 
across the sand. He cleared the broken pieces out of the way and positioned the new goal in the 
arena. 
 
Huki turned to Hafu. "Thanks, it looks really good," he said simply. 
 
"You're welcome," replied Hafu. "Now, if you don't mind, I'd like to get back to my nap." He 
turned and walked back to his hut, shaking his head. 
 
Pohatu grinned. "Well, that sounds like a good idea." He found a large, flat rock near the Koli 
stadium, stretched out on it, and closed his eyes. But before he could go to sleep, a high-pitched 
voice his caught his attention.  
 
"Hello, Huki." Pohatu opened one eye and saw a blue Matoran walking up to the Koli champion, 
who was bouncing a ball off the wall of his hut. "That must be one of Gali's villagers," thought 
the Toa. 
 
"Well, hello," replied Huki. He stopped the ball with his foot. "Say, aren't you Maku? I saw you 
win the canoe races last spring." 
 
"Yes, I am," she smiled demurely. "I just stopped by because, well, um, I was patrolling in my 
boat, and..." 
 
"Po-Koro is a little out of the way for you, isn't it?" asked Huki. "Well, anyway, I'm glad you 
came." 
 
"Thanks. I was hoping to see a Koli match, and I did. You're an amazing player. And Toa Pohatu 
was funny, breaking the goal like that!" 
 
"Yeah, that doesn't happen every day," laughed Huki. "And besides being incredibly powerful, 
he's really nice." 
 
"We just met Toa Gali. She's fantastic. She gives us so much hope. Maybe soon we will be free 
of these horrible infected Rahi." 
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"That would be great. Then we could travel more. It was very brave of you, coming here to see 
me." 
 
Maku drew a circle and two vertical lines in the sand with her toe, then added two dots. "Well, 
I've got to get back to my village. Turaga Nokama gets worried if I don't check in often." 
 
"Wait, before you go... I have something for you. Won't you come in?" The Po-Koronan gestured 
toward his hut. 
 
"I'll wait here, thanks," replied Maku. She stood by the doorway while he went inside. He 
returned with a large leaf. She took it and read the writing on it. Pohatu thought he saw her mask 
flush slightly. "Thanks, Huki." 
 
"You're welcome," he smiled. Maku turned and walked out of the village. Huki watched her go, 
and then he resumed his practicing. 
 
"I would feel really terrible if anything happened to her," said Pohatu to himself. Quietly, he 
slipped off the rock and followed Maku into the desert. The blue Matoran moved quickly for her 
small size. Pohatu kept a good distance behind her, scanning the horizon for signs of danger. 
 
Finally Maku arrived at the boat dock. She climbed into her canoe and untied it from the 
mooring. Pushing off with her paddle, she began the journey across the sea to her waterborne 
village. Pohatu smiled. "Well, she's back in Gali's domain, now," he said to himself, and he 
turned to run back home. But he heard a splash behind him. Out of the water reared a Tarakava, 
just like the one he saw on the beach when he first came out of his canister. It loomed over the 
tiny Matoran and roared. 
 
Pohatu took a deep breath, activated his Kakama, and sped into the water. He felt the cool fluid 
surround him, and he sank straight to the bottom like a stone. "No wonder Onewa hates this 
stuff," he thought. Frantically he searched for the Rahi in the frothing water. He found the 
creature and gave it a kick in the back. It turned and submerged, looking for its attacker. It 
punched him hard, and he winced at the impact to his ribs. He was rapidly running out of air, so 
he sprinted up the sloping sea floor toward the shore. He emerged, gasping for breath, and was 
horrified to see that the Tarakava had upset Maku's boat, and she was swimming on the surface, 
the Rahi in pursuit. 
 
The Toa of Stone took another deep breath and ran back into the water. This time he slammed 
right into the giant lizard. Then he kicked it in the jaw, and its infected mask spun slowly off into 
the water. The stunned Tarakava swam away. Pohatu once again ran onto the beach, panting and 
holding his injured side. Maku was clinging to the paddle with one hand and the overturned boat 
with the other. She pulled it to shore, where Pohatu helped her flip it back over. 
 
"Thank you so much, Toa Pohatu," she said gratefully. She hugged his legs tightly. 
 
"No problem, Maku," he replied, patting her head. "I'm glad you're all right." 
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"Yeah," she sighed. "But where's my picture?" 
 
"What picture?" 
 
"The one Huki gave me." She looked around. "Oh, that must be it." A big leaf was lying in the 
sand. The breeze had blown it out of the boat when the Rahi flipped it over. Pohatu ran over to 
the leaf and picked it up. It was a picture of Huki kicking a Koli ball. Around the picture were 
the words, "To Maku, with lots of love, Huki." 
 
Pohatu smiled as he handed it to Maku. She smiled back. "Thanks." 
 
He watched her paddle away, pausing to pick up her disc, which was floating in the water a few 
dozen bios out to sea. She waved to the Toa, and then she was on her way. Pohatu said a quiet 
prayer for her safety as he walked slowly home. He felt the water evaporating off his back in the 
desert heat, and he was glad for the hot sun. 
 
 
 
Chapter 2: Foundation 
 
Pohatu looked down at the panting Po-Koronan who had just stumbled into the village. He was 
so breathless that the Toa couldn't understand a single word he was trying to say. Pohatu put his 
hands on the Matoran's shoulders. "Take a moment to breathe, Toka, and then tell me slowly." 
 
Toka took a deep breath and tried again. "Toa Pohatu," he gasped, "there are Nui-Jaga attacking 
the herdsmen at the eastern fields." 
 
Pohatu nodded. "Thanks, Toka. Please tell Onewa I've gone there." He turned on his Kakama 
and sped out the gate. 
 
As the Toa of Stone passed through the bazaar, he noticed that Kufa had set up a Koli ball stand. 
"Well, at least he's found something useful to do," thought Pohatu. "Now maybe he'll stop 
bothering Huki." 
 
Pohatu had become very adept at using his first mask. He enjoyed the sensation of running faster 
than the wind. The Kanohi also enhanced his senses of vision and hearing, to prevent him from 
outrunning his ability to react to his surroundings. Soon he was decelerating at the edge of the 
rangelands. Seven Nui-Jaga were circling a group of four villagers, who were desperately 
defending themselves with their discs. Slain goats lay scattered across the field, and deep gouges 
in the ground revealed the intensity of the fight. 
 
The Toa of Stone looked around for some suitable ammunition. Quickly he relocated himself to 
the edge of the field, where there was a pile of rocks. He began to fire them at the Rahi, taking 
great care not to hit the terrified Matorans, who dove for the ground as soon as they realized 
what was happening. The scorpions turned toward Pohatu and charged. For a moment he 
panicked as their poisonous tails loomed over him, but he continued to rain stone down on them 



Toa Biographies  GaliGee 

 131

until the last one lay twitching in the grass. Then he kicked off their infected masks. 
 
Satisfied that the danger was past, Pohatu ran to the Matorans. They were slowly standing up, 
except for one who was still unconscious, pinned to the ground under a boulder. Apparently he 
had been struck when the rock ricocheted off a Nui-Jaga. Pohatu felt his jaw clench with 
bitterness. It was his own fault-he should have predicted the path of the rocks after they hit their 
target. He rolled the stone aside and gently picked up the villager in his arms. 
 
"I'm so sorry, Mokali," he whispered. He turned toward the others. "I'll take Mokali home. Is 
everyone else all right?" 
 
The other herdsmen nodded. They had minor injuries from the Nui-Jaga, but they insisted they 
would be fine. "Thank you so much, Toa Pohatu," they said solemnly. The Toa turned and ran 
back to the village. 
 
His brow furrowed with anguish, Pohatu lay Mokali gently on his bed.. Onewa entered the hut 
and leaned over the Po-Koronan. "It was a boulder I kicked that hit him," explained Pohatu. 
 
"He looks bad now, but some rest and care may yet restore him." The Turaga looked up at his 
Toa. "Toa Pohatu, you did your best. You can't blame yourself for every consequence of a 
battle." 
 
"Thanks, Onewa, but I should have been more careful. The villagers that were hit by the Nui-
Jaga fared better than this one!" His face was contorted with anger at himself. 
 
"It's fortunate that the Jaga attack slowly when they know they have the upper hand," said 
Onewa. "But as soon as the villagers ran out of discs, they were all as good as dead. Hafu's the 
only one who can throw a disc so that it returns to him every time." He put his hand on the Toa's 
arm. "Calm yourself... and be ready for the next time." 
 
Pohatu nodded tensely. "You're right, Onewa. Thanks." He ducked out of the hut and ran until he 
was in the rugged foothills far from the village. He let out a furious roar as he kicked a huge 
boulder into the opposite cliff face and watched tons of stone roll down. He listened to the low 
rumble and then the hail of smaller stones as they landed. And then his frown relaxed. "Rage will 
just blind me to the real task at hand," he reasoned with himself. "Now I can get back to work." 
Still angry at Makuta for causing his people so much pain, but finally at peace with himself, he 
turned toward home. But something, in the pile of rubble he had just made, caught his attention. 
It was small and gray, and- 
 
Pohatu ran over to the loose rock, still veiled in a cloud of dust. There, in the midst of it, was a 
Hau! He stood astonished at his strange good fortune. He took the mask and put it over his 
Kakama, and felt the bizarre sensation of the Kanohi powers blending together. He smiled as he 
considered what this mask would do for him. "Now I can be fearless. As long as I am watchful." 
 
Another rumbling sound made Pohatu jump. The ground shook and erupted right in front of him. 
As the dust cleared, Pohatu saw that it was Onua, Toa of Earth. He relaxed and switched back to 
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his Kakama. 
 
"Hi, Onua! You make quite an entrance," remarked the Toa of Stone. 
 
"Hello, Pohatu," smiled the Toa of Earth. "And you make quite a racket. I could hear you yelling 
and smashing rocks from twenty bios underground." 
 
Pohatu felt sheepish. "Well, I was pretty mad. I just injured one of my own villagers fighting a 
bunch of Nui-Jaga." 
 
Onua's dark green eyes shone with compassion. "I'm sorry, Pohatu. I know just how you feel." 
 
"You do?" 
 
"Yes, there was a big cave-in in my Wahi recently, and in my hurry to get there and rescue the 
trapped miners, I stepped on one of them." 
 
"Oh! Is he all right?" 
 
"Thankfully, yes." Onua laughed. "But he gives me a lot of room every time he sees me coming 
now!" 
 
Pohatu sighed. "Well, it feels better to know that I'm not alone. I'm praying my villager will 
recover." 
 
"I'll join you in that," promised the black Toa. "But in the meantime, can you help me with 
something?" 
 
"Sure, just name it." 
 
"Thanks. I want to trap the sand Tarakava that have been raiding the Great Mine. Whenua tells 
me that before the infection, they never dug at all, but lately they've been wrecking our 
equipment and causing cave-ins. It's almost as if they-or the one who controls them-is afraid of 
what we'll find down there." 
 
"How strange," said Pohatu. "Let's go! But I should tell Onewa where I am, in case anyone--" 
 
"I already talked to him. He said I could borrow you," replied Onua. "Follow me. You shouldn't 
have any trouble keeping up, I don't have my Kakama yet." He dove back into the ground. 
 
Pohatu gingerly stepped into the hole and blinked as his eyes adjusted to the darkness. "So this is 
Onua's realm," he marveled. "What a strange way to live." He followed the receding shape of his 
friend, barely visible in the orange glow of his eyes. The damp, musty smell was completely 
different from the warm, fresh scent of his sunny home, but he felt at ease anyway, because the 
earth spoke to him of its ancient origins as stone.  
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After a few hundred bios, Pohatu called out to Onua over the rhythmic thumping of their 
footsteps. "What are we going to do?" 
 
Onua glanced back at Pohatu as he ran. "I'll dig a big hole in the tunnel they've been using to get 
in the mine and cause a cave-in to trap them, once they fall in." 
 
"So why do you need my help?" asked the Toa of Stone. 
 
"Last time they dug themselves out before I could get to them all and remove their masks. With 
two of us, we can work twice as fast." 
 
"Sounds good," replied Pohatu. "Besides, we can cover each other." 
 
"Exactly." They emerged from the rough tunnel into a wide, smooth one, at the end of which 
Pohatu could see glowing lights. The Toa of Stone was amazed as they entered Onu-Koro and he 
saw the smooth, round earthen huts, the stream of water flowing quietly in their midst, Onua's 
Suva, and several merchants' stands. A Po-Koronan carver with an assortment of statues waved 
to Pohatu. The sounds of dripping water, the gentle music, the rich moist scent of the earth, and 
the soft light from dozens of lightstones gave the underground village a mysterious and tranquil 
feeling. 
 
"Onua, your village is a hidden jewel," remarked Pohatu. 
 
"Thank you," replied the Toa of Earth, nodding modestly. He crossed the bridge over the stream 
and headed for a passageway. Pohatu followed him down the tunnel. They came to a wide 
clearing with several mechanical elevators. 
 
"Wake up!" Onua chided a miner who was drifting off to sleep. "Onu-Koro needs you!" The 
startled miner sat up straight, his eyes wide with alarm. Then he smiled bashfully, grabbed the 
handles of his wheelbarrow, and returned to work. 
 
"I guess there haven't been any Tarakava around here for the past few minutes, at least," laughed 
Pohatu. 
 
"No, but they'll be back, I can guarantee that. Look down there," said Onua, leaning over the 
huge open shaft in the middle of the mine. "That hole in the side about a third of the way down is 
where they've been coming in." 
 
Pohatu felt a wave of vertigo as he looked down into the mine. He grabbed Onua's shoulder to 
steady himself. "How do you know when they'll show up? Will we have to wait for them long?" 
 
"They show up whenever there is a lot of activity," answered the black Toa. "I asked the miners 
to hold off for a while. When we're ready, I'll tell them to start their equipment again." He pulled 
Pohatu into one of the elevators with him. The cable groaned ominously. Onua jumped out, 
laughing, and stepped into another elevator. "I'll take a different one. You're as heavy as I am!" 
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Pohatu glanced at the controls and pushed down the lever. The two cars descended side by side 
until they reached the opening in the side of the mine. The two Toa swung out of the elevators 
into the rough tunnel, which led steeply upwards. Onua pointed to marks in the earth. "They 
anchor themselves with their arms and use their tracks to dig. I sure wish I had a set of those!" 
He stopped after they had walked a few hundred bios. "This should be far enough from the mine 
so that we won't damage it, don't you think?" 
 
"You're the earth expert," shrugged Pohatu. "It seems all right to me. But if they're so good at 
digging, maybe we should trap them with stone instead of earth. They won't be able to get out as 
quickly. If you dig a tunnel to the surface, I'll cause a landslide to fall into it." 
 
"That's brilliant! At the surface there is a big rock outcrop." Onua clawed into the ceiling of the 
tunnel, and soon daylight streamed through the dust around the Toa. 
 
Pohatu welcomed the sunshine. He leaped from the hole and looked around. There were giant 
crags of rock all around, just as Onua had described. He smiled and gestured at some large 
stones. "Can you widen your tunnel so that these big ones can fall in?" 
 
"Sure. If you can get them to move, I'll get them underground," grinned Onua. 
 
"If I can get them to move?" Pohatu rolled his eyes. "Start digging! I'll start the landslide on your 
signal." 
 
The Toa of Earth enlarged the opening of the tunnel and disappeared into its recesses. Pohatu 
selected a rock to use as a projectile and planned his strategy. He kicked some of the loose earth 
out of the hole and shaped it into a ramp for the boulders, tamping it down with his feet. Then he 
sat on a rock and waited for Onua's signal. 
 
But apparently the Tarakava had heard them working. Pohatu heard sounds behind one of the 
cliffs, and he crept between the rocks to see what was happening. A dozen of the tall lizards were 
gathering around a hole in the ground. One by one, they dropped in. Pohatu ran back to the trap 
and yelled into the opening. "Onua! Here they come!" His mind raced. Should he start the 
landslide? What if he was too late? What if he buried Onua in his haste? 
 
"GO!" Pohatu was relieved to hear the muffled echoes of his friend's shout. He fired his shot, and 
watched with satisfaction as the smaller rock dislodged a pile of boulders, which flowed like a 
mighty stone river into the hole. The ground shook violently, and the dust was so thick it blotted 
out the sun. When the noise stopped, he thought, "Now I'd better get down there and help!" He 
groped for the opening and slid haphazardly into the tunnel, half rolling and half running, 
wincing as he bounced off jagged rocks on his way down. He landed on top of the great pile of 
stone and listened. Soon he heard Onua calling through the earth, and he dug clumsily with his 
hands and kicked rocks aside until he reached the sound. 
 
Onua had made a side tunnel to protect himself from the landslide, and he was digging into the 
trap from underneath. "Be ready to fight them, we're almost there," he warned Pohatu. He broke 
through the wall of the pit. The stunned Rahi were lying, immobile, under the boulders. Pohatu 
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kicked the rocks off them, and the Toa were able to remove their masks without difficulty. 
 
"Outstanding!" crowed Onua. "Thank you so much!" He clapped Pohatu on the back with his 
muddy claw. 
 
"It was your idea," replied Pohatu with a grin. "And mostly your work." 
 
The surviving Tarakava dragged themselves sluggishly out of the pit and crept up back to their 
native desert. Onua kicked the infected masks into a pile. "I couldn't have done it without you." 
 
"Glad I could help." Pohatu stood up straight and hit his head on the earthen ceiling of the pit. He 
rubbed his head. "Ouch! Now if it's all right with you, I'm going back up for some fresh air." 
 
Onua laughed. "No problem. Thanks again. And good luck on your quest for the masks!" 
 
"You, too! I'll come visit you again when I get my Ruru." Pohatu scrambled over the jumble of 
earth and stone toward the surface. He stood in the bright sunlight and breathed deeply of the 
warm, dry air. And then he turned and ran for home. "Onewa was right. I really like him," Pohatu 
mused. "It's incredible what's going on under the ground down there!" 
 
As Pohatu decelerated inside the main gate of Po-Koro, Onewa stepped out of his hut. "Ah, Toa 
Pohatu," he smiled. 
 
The Toa ambled over and returned his greeting. "Hi, Onewa. How is Mokali?" 
 
"Why don't you ask him yourself?" Onewa nodded toward the Matoran's hut as Mokali limped 
out into the square. Pohatu ran to him. 
 
"Thank you for saving my life!" cried Mokali, throwing his arms around Pohatu. 
 
"You're welcome," replied the Toa, overcome with relief. "I just wish I hadn't hurt you in the 
process!" 
 
"That's all right. Well, I'm going back to bed." Mokali hobbled back into his hut. 
 
"Good night, brave little herdsman," said Pohatu. "So, Onewa, the Tarakava trap was a success! 
Onua is really great to work with. And I found my Hau." 
 
"Excellent! It looks good on your Suva." 
 
"So now I have three, not counting my Kakama," replied the Toa, following Onewa inside. 
 
"Tomorrow morning you must go to Le-Koro and get your Miru. Kongu spotted it in a treetop 
while he was patrolling on his Kahu. He just flew by and told me." Onewa picked up his hammer 
and a chisel and turned toward a block of rough stone in the center of the hut. 
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"In a tree?" Pohatu cringed. "Well, all right. Say, when did you take up stone carving?" 
 
"I've always enjoyed it as an hobby. But now I'm doing it out of necessity. I'm making Huki a 
new, more comfortable bed. He's come down with some mysterious illness, and it looks like he'll 
be out for a while." 
 
"Poor fellow," muttered Pohatu. "He's going to miss playing Koli." 
 
Onewa sighed. "I hope that's the worst of his trouble." 
 
Pohatu said good night to the Turaga and walked over to Huki's hut. The Matoran was sleeping 
fitfully. In the twilight Pohatu could see that his mask was covered with strange green blotches. 
"Get well soon," the Toa whispered, and then he turned quietly and headed for the edge of the 
village. He climbed up the steps to the lookout post. "I hope I find my Ruru soon," he thought. 
"Then I'll be able to keep looking for the masks at night. But until then, I might as make myself 
useful by keeping watch." He found Zaku at the top, wearily scanning the horizon. "You can go 
to bed, if you like," said the Toa. "I'll keep watch tonight." 
 
"Thanks, Toa Pohatu," replied Zaku. "I don't feel too well." As he descended the stairs, Pohatu 
heard him coughing. 
 
Pohatu spent a peaceful night watching the stars and enjoying the cool breeze off the distant sea. 
He thought about how remarkable it was for him to have found a Kanohi in the pile of rocks he 
had blasted off the cliff in his rage. "Someone put that mask there. And they knew I would find 
it. Someone is looking out for me." He marveled that in the time the Toa had been on Mata Nui, 
not one of them had been killed or badly injured, despite the constant danger of fighting savage 
wild animals four times their size. "I can't get complacent, though," he warned himself. "A 
disaster could still happen. But we've been really fortunate so far." Then he laughed to himself as 
he thought of the Miru in the tree. "And whoever it is has a sense of humor." 
 
In the morning, Pohatu watched the red sun rise and felt the cool sand start soaking up its 
warming rays. He greeted Hafu, the next watchman, and came down from the post. He got the 
details of the Miru's location from Onewa and blazed off across the desert towards Le-Koro. 
Crossing the great glaciers of Ko-Wahi, he reached the lush jungles of Le-Wahi. 
 
Pohatu studied the leaf on which Onewa had scribbled Kongu's directions. "I wish he had 
translated them for me," he sighed. "'Find broadtrunk tree near groundpath from cavedark 
tunnelmouth to treebright Le-Koro. Uptree is highbranch Miru.' He must mean it's up a tree 
between his village and the Onu-Koro tunnel." He headed for the tunnel opening and began to 
search for the tree with the mask along the trail. As he wandered, stepping carefully around 
swampy areas, he admired the beautiful animals and birds chattering and chirping in the green 
canopy above his head. 
 
Finally he saw a gray shape in the upper branches of a large tree. "That's it!" he smiled. But then 
his face fell. "There's no way I can climb that high," he muttered. "I know! I'll knock down the 
tree with a rock!" He found a rounded boulder close by, and lined up the shot. Just then he heard 
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a wild Kewa calling in the treetop. He realized it was sitting on a nest. 
 
"Aww, I can't wreck their home," groaned Pohatu. "I guess I will have to climb." He reached for 
the lower branches and pulled himself up, with great effort, into the tree. He gripped the trunk 
with his legs and inched upward. Whenever he could, he used his powerful legs to push against a 
branch. But the smaller branches snapped off, so he could only rely on the larger ones. 
 
After a few minutes of intense exertion, he was halfway up the tree, and his head was even with 
the Kewa nest. Suddenly he heard a great cackling and flapping. The Kewa slapped Pohatu's face 
with its wings to drive him away. Then it started pecking at his mask. 
 
"Some thanks I get for preserving your nest, rotten beast!" sneered the Toa of Stone as he clung 
desperately to the trunk. He made the mistake of looking down and became very dizzy. He 
closed his eyes. "If I survive the climb, at least I'll be able to levitate on the way down." 
 
Pohatu heard something whoosh past him. He opened his eyes to see a flash of green. "Hello, 
Pohatu!" he heard a voice sing out. "Fancy meeting you here." 
 
"Hi, Lewa!" he called after the agile green Toa, who landed in a branch above his head. "I'm 
looking for a Miru up there." 
 
"Yes, I see it," replied Lewa, looking up. "Here, let me get it for you." 
 
"Oh, that would be wonderful. Would you, please?" 
 
Lewa swung himself to the highest branches with complete ease and confidence. He snagged the 
Kanohi out of the leaves. "Here, catch!" 
 
"Nooo!" moaned Pohatu, clinging more tightly to the tree as the Kewa jabbed at his face with its 
beak. "I can't move!" 
 
"Just kidding, big guy," laughed Lewa. "I'll bring it down to you." 
 
Pohatu smiled with relief. He looked up at Lewa, who was leaping to a lower branch. But then he 
saw a fast-moving shape behind the Toa of Air. A Nui-Rama was diving at him. "Look out, 
Lewa! Behind you!" 
 
As Lewa ducked the giant infected insect buzzing menacingly around his head, Pohatu 
scrambled down the trunk. A dozen bios from the ground, he clenched his jaw and let himself 
drop. The thud echoed through the jungle. He ran to the boulder and kicked it almost straight up 
into the air. It struck the Nui-Rama and crashed to the ground a short distance away. 
 
Lewa landed next to him on the ground and handed him the Miru. "Thanks, Pohatu!" 
 
"No, no, thank you," replied the Toa of Stone. "No offense, but tree-climbing is not my idea of a 
good time." 
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"You did look a little awkward up there," chuckled Lewa. "Hey, look at the rock you kicked. It 
has writing on it." 
 
Pohatu leaned over the rock. Chiseled into the stone was a warning: "Wake one, you wake them 
all." 
 
"I hope I didn't just wake them up, whatever they are." Pohatu put the Miru on over his Kakama. 
"I wonder what that means. Maybe the Turaga know. So, how does this thing work?" 
 
"Just think light thoughts," replied Lewa, watching his friend rise off the ground. "And keep 
concentrating. If you fall, I have no intention of catching you." 
 
Pohatu laughed as he spun in the air. "This is great! I can fly!" 
 
"You're a natural," Lewa remarked with a wry smile. 
 
"But I think I still prefer to be on the ground," said the Toa of Stone as he landed gently on the 
lush green forest floor. 
 
"Have it your way. Well, I've got some masks to find myself. See you later!" Lewa flipped 
backwards into the tree again, grabbed a vine, and was off. 
 
"It's a good thing he came along when he did!" Pohatu glared at the Kewa, clucking peacefully 
on its nest. "Stupid bird!" He tossed a small rock at it, just to annoy it. Then he changed back to 
his Kakama and ran through the forest and the snowy peaks, finally reaching his beloved desert 
again. 
 
On his way to the village, he saw Hafu chipping at the road sign. "Aren't you finished with that 
thing yet?" asked Pohatu. "You've been working on it ever since I got here!" 
 
Hafu shrugged and set down his axe. "I'll be working on this sign forever. Those accursed Rahi 
keep smashing it." 
 
"Well, that's pretty discouraging," replied the Toa. "I'll give the next one an extra kick for you." 
 
"That would be fantastic!" Hafu grinned. He waved as Pohatu disappeared in a swirl of dust. 
 
A few days later, Pohatu was walking through the foothills on the east side of his Wahi, looking 
for masks, when he saw two Matorans approaching. "Ta-Koronans," he said to himself, 
recognizing them by their bright colors. "From Jala's guard, probably. I wonder if there's a 
problem." He ran to meet them. 
 
"Toa Pohatu," they said in unison, bowing slightly. 
 
"Hey, you two," smiled Pohatu. "Aren't you in the Ta-Koronan Guard?" 
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"Yes, we are," replied a red Matoran with a Kakama. "Turaga Onewa sent us to find you. Please 
go see him at once." 
 
"Thank you," Pohatu nodded. He ran to the village and stopped outside Onewa's hut. 
 
The Turaga quickly stepped outside. Without any preamble, he explained. "A traveling Matoran 
has found the source of the infection in our village. It's the new Koli balls. They come from the 
Quarry, inside Gali's Kaukau statue, and they're being guarded by a Nui-Jaga. The traveler is 
headed back there now." 
 
"The Comets? How strange! Well, it sounds like he'll need some help." The Toa activated his 
mask of speed and headed for the quarry. "Now I see... only the Koli players have been getting 
sick!" thought Pohatu as he ran. "I wonder if Kufa knew what he was doing..." 
 
He slowed as he approached the great cliffs of the quarry. Their unusual striped stone stood as a 
testimony to the powerful forces inside the earth that crushed and fused the sedimentary layers, 
and their curved shapes were a witness to eons of gritty wind. Pohatu walked warily through the 
gap in the cliff wall and entered the quarry. He had seen the breathtaking statues before, but this 
time he didn't have the luxury of lingering to admire them. Seeing no dangers in the clearing, he 
ran to the Kaukau, which was halfway up a cliff. Someone had inserted a stone key bearing the 
symbol of Gali's element in the statue, and the great portal was open. 
 
Pohatu crept cautiously down the steps, pausing to let his eyes adjust to the dim light. He heard 
Matoran footsteps and saw the traveler, who was colored like a Ta-Koronan, with the exception 
of his blue Pakari. The traveler waved frantically at him, and Pohatu soon saw why. A Nui-Jaga 
appeared out of the darkness, hissing and rattling its tail. Behind it was a nest supported by dead 
tree trunks, and before it were dozens of Koli balls. An infected Hau, mounted on the wall above 
the nest, seemed to leer evilly in the foul-smelling gloom. 
 
Pohatu turned to the Matoran to warn him to stay back. But suddenly he felt the impact of a thick 
liquid hitting him in the face. His eyes started burning, and his vision went black. The horrible 
odor of the scorpion's poison filled his lungs. "Now how will I defeat this thing?" he thought 
with alarm. "And it's going to attack the traveler! Wait, I know-he still has a pair of eyes!" 
 
Pohatu spit out some venom and spoke. "Adventurer, the scorpion has blinded me for the 
moment. It will be some time before my sight returns! Tell me where to kick the ball, and 
together we can destroy the Nui-Jaga's nest." 
 
The Toa felt hands gripping his elbows and leading him to where he remembered the Koli balls 
to be. He felt one with his foot and rolled it into position. "Like this?" he asked. 
 
"A little to the left," replied the traveler. Pohatu shot the ball, and he heard a cracking sound as it 
struck one of the tree trunks. "You hit it!" 
 
Pohatu smiled through the pain of his stinging eyes as he readied another shot. He felt queasy 
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from the poisonous fumes. "Same place," came the quiet voice of the Matoran. The Toa fired a 
couple more balls. But the last one made a different sound, as if it had shattered on a hard object. 
"The Nui-Jaga smashed that one with its tail," explained his companion. "Try again." 
 
The traveler lined up the Koli balls for him so that he could kick them rapidly at the target. 
Pohatu was impressed by his little friend's intuitive helpfulness and serenity in the face of 
danger. Soon he heard a groaning sound. The nest was becoming unstable. "One last shot should 
do it," said the Matoran brightly. Pohatu blinked, realizing with relief that he could dimly see 
again. He juggled a Koli ball, bouncing it off his chest, head, and foot before giving it a mighty 
kick. He watched with elation as the last trunk gave way, the nest swayed, the Jaga retreated, and 
the earth shook. Rocks and dust started raining down from the ceiling. "Let's get out of here!" he 
yelled to the traveler. He scooped up the Matoran and ran for the doorway. 
 
Pohatu stopped on a ridge across from the great stone Kaukau and set the little hero down. They 
watched the rubble roll out of the opening of the statue. "Excellent, my friend! We make a good 
team. What is your name, anyway? And where are you from?" 
 
The Matoran shook his head. "I wish I could answer that," he said solemnly. "I don't remember." 
 
Pohatu patted him on the back. "Whoever you are, thank you. You were my eyes when I couldn't 
see. That was an infected mask, set beside the Koli balls... but who left it there, and placed the 
balls beside it?" 
 
The traveler shrugged. "What will happen to Po-Koro? And Huki?" 
 
"I will take this news back to Po-Koro, and help them carry the infected Koli balls into the sea. 
My Mask of Power will let me get to the village quickly enough, I think, to save even Huki. You 
are a cunning ally, friend, and brave. I hope that we shall meet again, someday." 
 
"Thank you, Toa Pohatu," nodded the Matoran. Pohatu nodded back, and blazed away toward his 
village. 
 
He stopped in front of Onewa's hut. "Onewa!" he yelled. "We must gather all the Comets! I will 
take them to the sea!" Po-Koronans emerged from their huts at the sound of his shout. Several of 
them rolled Comets out into the square. Pohatu ran into Huki's hut, which was marked with a 
black 'X', and rummaged around in the villager's belongings until he found a large net in which 
to carry the balls. Huki sat up, dazed, but said nothing. He watched the Toa throw his Comet into 
the sack and run back out. 
 
Onewa was going from door to door collecting the balls. Pohatu rolled them into the bag. "Is that 
all?" 
 
"Yes, Toa," replied Onewa. "Even the ones from Kufa's stand. Though I have no idea where 
Kufa is." 
 
Pohatu cinched the bag closed and ran out of the village to the beach. He dumped out the balls 
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and kicked them as far as he could into the ocean. He watched the last one sail away and drop 
into the blue water. "Curse that evil spirit," he growled. "Poisoning what my villagers care about 
the most. One day you will pay for all this pain." Then he washed the bag in the surf and slung it, 
dripping, over his shoulder. He ran back to Po-Koro, anxious to see how the sick were faring. 
 
Huki was sitting up on his bed. "Toa Pohatu, is that you?" he said weakly as the Toa came in. "I 
can't tell anymore..." 
 
"Yes, it's me," replied Pohatu, sitting down and putting his arm around him. "I think you're going 
to be all right. Thanks to that colorful fellow who discovered the infection on the Comets." 
 
"Oh... so that's why I got so sick... I must... I think my fever is breaking. So can you... would you 
tell Maku I'm all right?" 
 
"I'd be glad to, Huki," smiled Pohatu. Huki slumped against him and closed his eyes. Pohatu laid 
him gently on the bed and quietly left the hut. 
 
Several of the villagers who had been ill were already out of their huts. They stood talking in the 
village square. "But where did he go?" asked one, glancing at Kufa's stand. 
 
"I don't know, but when we find him, we'll make him pay!" answered another, his face twisted 
with anger. 
 
Pohatu read the sign on the Comet stand. "'Gone fishing?' That would be funny, if he hadn't just 
infected half his village," he grumbled to himself. He turned to Onewa, who had walked up and 
was standing beside him. "Where do you think he went?" 
 
Onewa frowned. "I have no idea. But the fact that he left in such a hurry makes me think he 
knew something about the infection. He was gone before you came back from the quarry." 
 
Pohatu's heart sank. He was hoping Kufa's involvement was somehow innocent. He couldn't 
stand the idea that one of his villagers had intentionally betrayed the others. "Why would he do 
such a thing?" 
 
Onewa just shook his head. "I don't know," he replied simply. He watched Hafu chipping the 
black 'X' mark off Huki's hut. "I really don't know." 
 
Onewa left to go check on the other Koli players, and Pohatu lay down on the rock Hafu had 
carved to fit the contours of his body. "I don't either," he whispered to himself. 
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Chapter 3: Walls 
 
Pohatu sat up on his rock at the sound of pounding footsteps. Instantly he was outside the gate. 
"Hello, Onua! Good to see you." 
 
"Hi, Pohatu. The traveler told me about the Nui-Jaga nest. Well done." 
 
"Thanks. Well, the infection is gone, and the villagers should begin to recover, I think. Come on 
into the village, I heard you coming. And felt it through the stone. You should get a Kakama, you 
might find the element of surprise to be useful sometime." 
 
Onua groaned. "Yeah, I know. I'm still looking for it. My last mask. Well, on that subject, here!" 
He took a Pakari from his pack and handed it to Pohatu. 
 
Pohatu was speechless. "You - how - oh, my! Thanks! This is my last one!" As he put the gray 
Kanohi over his Kakama, the solid outlines of the two masks blurred together. "Oh, I gotta try 
this!" Pohatu trotted to the edge of the village and selected a boulder. He gave it a kick. The rock 
soared high in the air, shattering into tiny fragments against a cliff. "Amazing! I barely tapped 
it!" He tried another, this time with all his newfound strength. Again the boulder exploded, 
taking off a huge chunk of the bluff as it hit. 
 
"Oh, you are such a great guy!" said Pohatu, beaming. "That's about twenty times the damage 
that would usually happen, with a stone that size. Where did you get it?" 
 
"Whenua found four of them together, buried underground. I figured I didn't need any of them, 
so I've been doing a little traveling around the island." Onua crossed his arms. "Now, don't you 
have a golden Kanohi to collect?" 
 
"How did you know that?" marveled Pohatu. Onua just smiled. Onewa and the Po-Koronans had 
heard the noise and were crowding around the Toa. Pohatu waded through the throng toward the 
Suva, answering their questions as he walked. "Yes, I have them all now. No, I'm still not as 
strong as Onua! But he'll never be as fast as me, even when he gets his Kakama!" He winked at 
his fellow Toa. 
 
A hush fell over the village as Pohatu stepped onto the Suva. He looked around for a moment, 
then felt himself descending into the center of the shrine. A strange vibration came up through 
his feet, his body, finally reaching his mask. He saw a brilliant flash, and then he rose again. Out 
of the corners of his eyes he could see that his Kakama was now a beautiful gold color. It was 
dazzling in the bright desert sunlight. Pohatu got off the Suva and put his arm around Onua. 
"You, my friend, are amazing." 
 
"Aww, it was nothing," replied Onua. "I just wish I had been able to help you with the Nui-
Jaga." 
 
"Oh, I had very good help," laughed Pohatu. "Look, there he is!" He pointed to the traveler, who 
had just entered the gate. The Tohunga waved at both Toa. Then Onewa took him by the arm and 
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led him into his hut. 
 
"Whoever that is, I get the impression he's going to be pretty important to Mata Nui," ventured 
Onua. 
 
Pohatu grinned. "Those little guys can really rise to the occasion. It's incredible how brave they 
are." 
 
Onua sighed. "Yep, they're gonna need all the courage they can muster. I get the feeling we're 
going to need their help somehow when we fight Makuta." 
 
"He uses every dirty trick there is, and when he runs out, he invents some more," agreed Pohatu. 
"Is everything all right in Onu-Koro?" 
 
Onua nodded. "For the time being, Pohatu. You really saved our necks last time those sand 
Tarakava got into the Great Mine. That rockslide trap you rigged was ingenious." 
 
"Well, I couldn't have set it up without you digging that big pit. You know, I think the reason we 
get along so well is that your element is just tiny busted-up pieces of my element." 
 
"Excuse me?" Onua asked with mock indignation. "Earth is not just rock! What makes it 
interesting and useful is the water in it." 
 
"Oh, yeah, I guess so. Say, you have Gali's element in your element, too, you lucky dog. So, 
have you seen anyone else lately? How are they doing on their quests?" 
 
"Gali is only missing the Kakama, like me. Tahu has his golden Kanohi now. I don't know about 
Lewa and Kopaka. I'm going to see them next." 
 
"Well, I'll go look for your Kakama, then," said Pohatu. "Yours and Gali's. I bet she'll look 
fabulous in hers!" 
 
"No doubt," said Onua. "But I have to stop thinking about her so much. Tahu gave me some 
good advice about that." 
 
"He did?" 
 
"Yeah, he said Gali would never pick a favorite, because jealously is one of Makuta's weapons 
against us." 
 
"Are you sure he didn't say that to make you back off, so he could…" Pohatu's voice trailed off. 
 
"It's possible, but I believe him. And besides, wouldn't it be just like Makuta to sow doubt among 
us?" 
 
"Ooh, you're right," agreed Pohatu. "Forget I said that. Besides, what Tahu said sounds pretty 
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wise." 
 
"Yeah, he said we should just enjoy her company and not worry about anything else." 
 
"That makes perfect sense. That way she is truly a blessing, and not a curse. OK, friend, let's get 
moving, we have Kanohi to find. And deliver." 
 
Onua smiled. "It was really good to see you. I'm so glad you got your gold mask. May the Great 
Beings protect you!" 
 
Pohatu grinned back. "You, too." As Onua headed for the gate, Pohatu raced away into the 
desert. "Well, if Onua found me a Pakari, maybe I can find him a Kakama!" he laughed to 
himself. 
 
Pohatu soon found a good use for his Pakari. That night he was using his Ruru to search for 
Onua's mask, when he heard rapid footsteps approaching. He peered into the distance and saw 
Gali running toward him. 
 
"Hi, Gali!" called Pohatu. 
 
Gali stopped, panting. "Hi, Pohatu. I need your help, fast!" 
 
"Fast? Well, I hate to brag, but… what do you need?" 
 
Gali smiled briefly, then continued. "Our astrologer has seen something really ominous. It looks 
like a meteor. It's heading right for Mata Nui!" 
 
"What direction is it coming from?" asked the Toa of Stone, looking up into the dark, starry 
night. The moon was out, and it was hard to imagine danger coming from such a beautiful sky. 
 
"Northwest," replied Gali, pointing. "You can't see it yet without the telescope." 
 
Pohatu thought for a minute. "I guess I could try to kick rocks at it and knock it off-course." 
 
"That's why I came to find you." 
 
He smiled. Gali was a few steps ahead of him, as usual. "All right, I'll need to find some suitable 
stone, and we should get as close as we can. Let's head for the northwest beach. Oh, you don't 
have a Kakama. Want a ride?" 
 
Gali hesitated. "Well, all right," she agreed. She climbed on his back, and he raced to the beach, 
marveling at how light she was. He set her down, studied the cliffs, and chose a rock. He kicked 
it at the cliff, and soon he had an assortment of large boulders at his feet. Gali stood behind him 
and looked up. "There it is," she said. "There's not usually a star up there, next to the Jaga 
constellation." Pohatu followed her hook, squinting at the sky. He could barely see a faint pink 
dot. 
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"I have no hope of hitting it until it gets a lot closer," he said quietly. "And I'll only have a brief 
window in which to act. I suppose I'd better practice a few shots." He changed to his Pakari and 
kicked a small stone as hard as he could. It flew into the air and disappeared into the darkness. 
Soon they heard it splash into the ocean about two kios away.. 
 
"Nice shot," commented Gali. "The Pakari really works great, doesn't it?" 
 
"Yes, it does. Did Onua bring you one?" 
 
"He did," she smiled, "but I already had one. Hahli saw it on the bottom of the sea. But it was 
really kind of him to bring it, anyway. So, do you think we should get more help?" 
 
Pohatu squinted at the growing reddish dot. It now appeared to be moving in the sky. "I don't 
think we have time. I'll try again," said Pohatu. He fired another boulder at the asteroid. "It's still 
too far away for me to hit," he shrugged. "But I can tell it's approaching fast. I'll have to try to 
knock it downward, toward the water, before it gets above the island." 
 
"Would it help if I rolled the rocks to you?" she asked. 
 
"Definitely. Send me the smaller ones first, they'll go farther." 
 
Pohatu glanced at Gali. Her anxious gaze was fixed on the dot, which by now had turned into a 
fiery ball. They could hear a whistling sound as the huge mass hurtled toward them. "Well, here 
goes," The Toa of Stone muttered grimly. Gali, now in her Pakari as well, started rolling rocks in 
front of his feet. He began to shoot them in earnest, firing one after another in a circular pattern. 
Gali studied the sky, switching between her Akaku and her Ruru. "Higher," she advised. He 
adjusted his aim and fired some more stone at it. They could hear the boulders raining down into 
the ocean.  
 
"Keep trying," said Gali. "You almost hit it with those last ones." Pohatu slammed the next rock 
extra hard. They watched it arc into the sky. Pohatu thought he saw the fiery ball move slightly 
off its trajectory as his rock shattered and burst into flames.  
 
"Yes! You got it!" Gali rejoiced. Without pausing or taking his eyes off the ball of fire, he shot 
one projectile after another. Most of them struck the meteor, exploding into blazing trails of 
flaming stone like a fireworks show. The sound had grown from a whistle to a whine to a 
deafening roar as the asteroid zoomed closer. Fiery debris was plummeting into the turbulent 
ocean. 
 
"That thing is huge! If rocks like this are barely moving it… But its course has changed a little. 
Now it's heading right for us!" The meteor screamed closer. Pohatu yelled to Gali. "Send me a 
big one! As big as you can!" 
 
He jumped as a large rock, half his height, bounced in front of him. "How did she--well, I'll 
worry about that later. If there is a later!" He positioned himself behind the boulder and slammed 
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it with his right foot with all his might. The shock rattled every joint in his body, and the 
vibrations set his limbs humming. The rock flew. And it was a direct hit. The stone and the 
asteroid burst into pieces with a deafening boom, about two hundred bios out to sea. Flaming 
chunks plunged into the water with a furious hiss. The earth shook violently, and a huge funnel-
shaped wave rose from the ocean at the impact site. Walls of water fifty bios high expanded from 
the center. Gali lifted her hooks and subdued the growing surge. It subsided into gentle waves. 
The two Toa switched to their Haus as water and stone fragments rained down around them for a 
few seconds. 
 
Gali turned to Pohatu. She took his hand and raised it like a champion's. "You won!" she 
cheered. 
 
"Thanks, Gali," said the exhausted Toa of Stone, still reverberating from the impact with the last 
rock. "But I couldn't have done it without your help. And you stopped the tidal wave." 
 
"The tidal wave wouldn't have destroyed the island," she remarked. 
 
"Sure, but..." Pohatu tried to take a step forward, but his legs collapsed under him, and he 
stumbled to his knees. "I'm a little tired. Gali, you can go ahead and go home... I'm just going to 
rest for a bit." He fell on his face in the sand. Darkness closed in on him. 
 
Pohatu awoke and rolled over. He was lying in the shelter of a group of rocks. He sat up and 
looked at the sky. From the moon's position, he had been asleep about an hour. He saw Gali 
wading in the surf up to her knees. "Oh, Pohatu, you're awake," she said, and walked up the 
beach to sit next to him, carrying something in her hooks. 
 
"Thanks for staying with me," he smiled. "And thanks for moving me out of the way of the tide." 
 
Gali shrugged. "Feel better?" 
 
"I feel great," he replied. "What's that?" 
 
"A piece of the meteorite. I swam out to look at it. The sea is still hot out there." She shook her 
head. "The biggest piece is about half the size of one of the statues in the quarry. And it's the 
strangest stone I've ever seen. But I'm no expert. Here." She handed him a piece of dense black 
rock. 
 
Pohatu weighed the rock with his hands. "This is strange, indeed. Really heavy for its size. And 
the stone is... well, super-compressed or something. Call me crazy, but it's almost as if the crystal 
structure is in pain from being crushed into an unnaturally tight formation." 
 
"I can believe that. After all, consider who must have sent it." 
 
"Makuta." Pohatu sighed. "He makes even the stone suffer." 
 
"And the sea as well. It absorbed all that energy." Gali frowned. "A giant meteor, heading 
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straight for the island. It's just like him. Good thing we have a hero like you on our side." 
 
"Hero? I'm just an ordinary guy. I just happen to have extraordinary powers." 
 
"And the willingness to use them to the fullest to save your people," Gali grinned. "What do you 
think a hero is, anyway?" 
 
Pohatu laughed. "I don't know. I'm just glad the meteor was burning up so fast. If it had stayed as 
large as it was at first, I never could have deflected it." 
 
"Yes, that's why I didn't shoot any water at it. It might have put out the fire. And the fire was 
doing more good than my blast could have." Gali stood up. "Well, I'd better go tell Notu about 
this, so she can add it to the island's chronicles." 
 
Pohatu got up slowly, feeling the fatigue in his legs. "Oh, Gali, would you please do me a favor? 
I promised someone... and then I forgot..." 
 
"Sure, what is it?" 
 
"Can you give Maku a message? I mean, without getting her in trouble?" 
 
"It must be from Huki," Gali smiled. "Of course." 
 
"Um, yes," replied Pohatu. "Please just tell her that he is all right. The infection is gone from Po-
Koro." He told her the story of the Comets and the Nui-Jaga. 
 
"Well, that's wonderful news. I'll be happy to tell her." Gali patted Pohatu's arm with her hook. 
"Thanks again." 
 
"No problem." Pohatu watched her walk into the moonlit hills. "Makuta or no Makuta," he 
thought, "life is good." He picked up the meteor fragment and set off for home. He stretched out 
on his specially carved stone, and he slept like a rock. 
 
The next morning, Pohatu woke to the noises of a cheering crowd. He sat up, dazed, and looked 
around. A Koli match was in progress. Onewa walked over to Pohatu's rock. "Good morning, 
Pohatu. Sleep well?" 
 
"I'll say!" smiled Pohatu. "It sounds like the villagers are happy to be playing Koli again." 
 
"They are. With all the Rahi activity lately, I was reluctant to let them schedule a match. But 
they've been waiting so long, with the illness, so I relented. Say, there was quite a shooting star 
in the sky last night. Mokali was on watch duty, and he woke me up. Did you see it?" 
 
"Did I see it? I was there! I was shooting back!" laughed Pohatu. 
 
"What happened?" 
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"Gali's astrologer saw it, and she came and found me. She rolled rocks to me, and I kicked them 
at it until I deflected it into the sea." 
 
Onewa stared at Pohatu, his eyes full of awe. "You are amazing, my friend. It looked like a really 
huge meteor." 
 
"She said one of the pieces that landed in the sea was half the size of the quarry carvings. And 
look at this." Pohatu held out the asteroid fragment to Onewa. 
 
Several Matorans had gathered to listen. They touched the rock admiringly, then looked at their 
Toa. 
 
"I've never seen stone like this," marveled the Turaga. 
 
"And he's really old," added Zaku. Everyone laughed, including Onewa. 
 
As the villagers chatted, Pohatu glanced at the Koli stadium and saw Hafu making his way into 
the stands. "That's funny," he thought. "Since when has Hafu been interested in Koli?" Then he 
saw Hafu walk up to Huki, who was sitting with Maku and another Ga-Koronan with a blue 
Kakama. "Ohhh... now I think I understand. I sure hope Huki doesn't start anything with him. He 
does have a bit of a temper sometimes." 
 
The Koli champion looked quizzically at the stone carver for a moment. Then, to Pohatu's 
surprise, Huki gestured for Hafu to sit down on the other side of the Ga-Koronans. The Toa 
laughed to himself. "Maybe being around the girls is bringing out his best behavior." 
 
"Toa Pohatu," called Huki, "will you please give us a Koli demonstration at halftime?" 
 
"Sure," replied the Toa of Stone. He ambled over to the stadium. The tired players were clearing 
the field. Huki tossed him a Koli ball as he stepped into the arena. Pohatu bounced it off his head 
and then his shoulders, chest, knees, and feet. Then he gave it a kick so that it shot toward the 
crowd-but it was spinning so fast it arced back to Pohatu instead of hitting the spectators. They 
cheered their approval. Then he fielded the ball and dribbled it around the goals in a cloverleaf 
pattern with his Kakama at half-speed, so they could see him. He kicked it up over his head and 
then kicked it back to himself with his heel as he flipped forward, landing with a thud that shook 
the stadium. Finally he kicked the Koli ball straight up into the air. The fans watched it disappear 
into the blinding sunlight. They looked at each other in wonder. Pohatu waited for a few seconds 
until he ball came back down, and he stopped it dead with his foot. Then he gently kicked it back 
to Huki. The crowd clapped, whistled, and yelled wildly. "There you go," Pohatu smiled. He 
enjoyed giving the villagers a little show once in a while. 
 
"Thanks, Toa Pohatu!" shouted Huki as the noise died down. "Well, it's my turn to play again. 
Hafu, will you attend to our guests while I whip those sorry dogs on the other team?" 
 
Hafu laughed. "All right, Huki." 
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Pohatu rubbed his eyes. Maybe Huki's brush with death had changed him. He watched the 
Matoran throw himself into his favorite sport with all his heart. He was still the same 
wisecracking show-off, but there seemed to be a kinder side to him now. He passed the ball more 
instead of shooting most of the goals himself. And when the game was over and the spectators 
had dispersed, he called Hafu and the Ga-Koronans down into the arena, and they kicked the ball 
around for a little while. Then they left to walk the girls back to the beach. 
 
When Huki and Hafu returned, they went back to the Koli stadium to practice some more. As 
Pohatu passed by on his way out of the village, he overheard Huki. "You're really good at this, 
Hafu. You want to take Kufa's place on the team?" 
 
"Sure, Huki! That would be great. And I promise I won't sell you any green Koli balls." The two 
burst out laughing. 
 
Once again Pohatu returned to the desert to look for Onua's and Gali's Kakamas. He had already 
scoured the area around the village while searching for his own masks, so the only unexplored 
territory in Po-Wahi was the farthest reaches of the region. So he set off for the rugged cliffs to 
the northeast, where the island tapered to a point and ended in an archipelago of rocky islets. The 
blazing afternoon sun beat down on him as he stood on top of the highest bluff, scanning the 
horizon for Rahi or other clues to the presence of a Kanohi. 
 
Much to his surprise, he saw a Matoran on a nearby cliff. What could he be doing here? The 
terrain was far too stark for any livestock or crops. He looked like a Po-Koronan, but he was too 
far away for Pohatu to identify him. The Toa of Stone watched the small figure intently. The 
Matoran looked down into the ravine below, then leaped off the cliff. 
 
Pohatu was horrified. He activated his mask, bolted down the side of the hill, and threaded his 
way through the canyons. He skidded to a halt under the cliff in time to catch the Matoran in his 
arms. Looking down, he recognized Kufa, the Comet salesman who had brought Makuta's 
infection to Po-Koro. Pohatu sighed. "Maybe I should have let him fall," he grumbled to himself. 
"Now I'll have to figure out what to do with him." 
 
Kufa struggled in the Toa's arms. "Let me go! I deserve to die! I'm nothing but a traitor!" he 
cried. 
 
Pohatu frowned at him. "Do you really think you are going to be able to escape me?" he asked. 
 
"No, I suppose not," moaned the Matoran. Pohatu released him, and he threw himself on the 
ground at the Toa's feet. 
 
Pohatu was in a quandary. Here was the betrayer who had sold out his own people to Makuta 
and, in doing so, had almost killed half of his fellow villagers. The Toa of Stone felt like 
slamming the little criminal across the valley. But on the other hand, Kufa was still one of those 
Pohatu had sworn to protect. He lifted his foot and put it on Kufa's back. He rolled the Po-
Koronan toward him like a Koli ball and bounced him on top of his foot. Kufa threw out his arms 
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and grabbed Pohatu's leg, and Pohatu set him down. 
 
"Wow," gasped Kufa, "I thought you were going to kick me into that cliff!" 
 
Pohatu shrugged. "Do you think I rescued you just so I could kill you myself?" 
 
Kufa finally looked up at Pohatu. "What ARE you going to do with me?" 
 
"I'm going to take you back to Po-Koro, so you can face Onewa's justice," Pohatu replied. "He 
can decide whether or not you deserve to die." 
 
Kufa cringed. "I know he will say I do." 
 
"Are you suddenly afraid of death?" 
 
"No, but I am ashamed to show my face in Po-Koro. I've been living as an outcast, stealing to 
survive. I'm worse than nothing." 
 
"Walk with me, Kufa, and tell me what happened," said Pohatu. 
 
"Well," began Kufa, taking several steps for each of Pohatu's long strides, "as you know, I'm not 
much of a Koli player. The other players always made fun of me. Especially Huki. He would 
never let me play in the big matches." 
 
"Yes, I remember." 
 
"So, one day I was practicing by myself in the desert, so no one would laugh at me, and along 
came this Matoran. He looked exactly like me! Same black Rau and everything. I asked him who 
he was and where he was from, but he brushed aside my questions. He asked me why I was 
practicing alone, and I explained. He told me that he had a new kind of Koli ball that would 
make me into a really good player." 
 
"Ah, the Comet," remarked Pohatu. "Go on." 
 
"He showed me one, and I tried it, and he was right! It handled really well. But then he told me 
something strange. He said that these Koli balls would make the other players sick, but just for a 
day or two. That would give me the chance to play in the upcoming tournament in their place! 
So, to make a long story short, he gave me the key to the statue of the Kaukau in the quarry, 
where he was storing a bunch of them, and a vial of antidote to the infection, just enough for 
myself. I brought some Comets back to the village to sell, and I gave one to Huki for free, to 
make sure he would get sick." 
 
"You just took this stranger at his word? Without knowing where he got these balls?" 
 
Kufa hung his head. "Yes, I did. He seemed nice enough. I guess I was so eager to get to play, 
and to cause Huki a little trouble, that I didn't really think about it." 
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"Well, that was your first mistake," said Pohatu with a grimace. 
 
"I know. And it gets worse. I got to play in the tournament, and I did pretty well, since all the 
good players were sick. And after I sold all the Comets, I had made a lot of money. So I went 
back to the quarry to find the Matoran again and get some more balls. I asked him if he had some 
that weren't infected, and he said no, they were all infected. Even though everyone was still sick 
after a whole week, and they weren't even starting to get better, the money was so good that I just 
stopped listening to my conscience." 
 
"That's really horrible," said Pohatu. "You realize that Matoran was really some kind of illusion 
projected by Makuta, don't you?" 
 
Kufa's eyes widened. "Makuta? Oh, I really did do a terrible thing!" He hung his head again. 
"And then one day I heard a big crash from the direction of the quarry. I looked down and 
realized that the key was gone! So I figured something had happened to my supplier, and I was 
afraid. I took my money, put up a sign, and got out of town as fast as I could." 
 
"Where did you go?" asked Pohatu. 
 
"I started living in the cliffs, coming to the village every now and then to take whatever I needed 
to survive, and leaving a little money so no one would suspect anything." Kufa paused for a 
moment, then added, "I'm the richest Matoran in Po-Koro. I have a fortune stashed away in a 
cave in the cliffs. But I'm also the loneliest, and the most unhappy, because I can never go home 
again." 
 
Pohatu shook his head. "You can go home. And you will, because that is where you belong." 
 
"Great Toa Pohatu, I can't defy your will," said Kufa in a small voice. "But I know Turaga 
Onewa will just have me killed." 
 
"Then you will get what you wanted in the first place," shrugged Pohatu. 
 
Kufa sighed. "If only that could make up for all the suffering I caused. I'm so sorry for my crime. 
You have no idea how much I wish I could go back in time and change things." They walked 
together in silence. Finally they approached the gates of Po-Koro. Pohatu put his hand on Kufa's 
shoulder as they walked into the village. 
 
"Look! It's the traitor!" called Huki, who was bouncing a Koli ball off the front of his hut. 
 
A crowd gathered, jeering and hissing. Onewa stepped to the front and waved his hand, and 
everyone fell silent. "There will be no mob rule in my village," he said sternly. "Toa Pohatu, 
please bring him to me." 
 
Pohatu led the Comet salesman to Onewa. The Turaga watched as the Matoran bowed so low his 
mask touched the dirt. "Get up," he ordered. "What do you have to say for yourself?" 
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Kufa stood and looked into Onewa's eyes. "Nothing, sir," he replied quietly. "I deserve to die for 
my crime." 
 
Onewa looked up at Pohatu and then at Kufa again. "Your crime is indeed a serious one," he said 
solemnly. "You endangered the entire village. If it weren't for the bravery of the traveler, and the 
quick thinking of Toa Pohatu, many of us would have died." 
 
"I know, Turaga. My life is worth nothing now. Please end it for everyone's sake." 
 
Onewa began to pace back and forth. "No life is worthless," he argued. 
 
"Toa Pohatu seems to agree," Kufa nodded. "He just saved my life in the desert." 
 
"Well, if the Great Beings have seen fit to keep you alive this long, perhaps the example of your 
contrition will serve us well." Onewa rapped his hammer on a rock. "You will forfeit your profits 
from the Comet sales to the Po-Koro treasury. And I sentence you to five years of mucking the 
stables." 
 
The crowd erupted into laughter. Kufa stood, dazed, looking at Onewa. "Thank you, Turaga!" he 
croaked. "Thank you for the second chance. I will serve my village well." 
 
Zaku tossed a shovel to Kufa. "Thank goodness. It was my turn!" he chuckled. "Now none of us 
will have to do it for five years!" 
 
Kufa turned and ran to the stables. Pohatu could see him through the window, shoveling 
enthusiastically. He turned to Onewa. "Good call, Ref," he smiled. 
 
Onewa grinned back. "If you had enough faith that mercy would work better than justice in this 
case, I was willing to go along." 
 
"Faith?" asked Pohatu, puzzled. 
 
The Turaga watched the villagers disperse, talking rapidly among themselves. "Yes, faith. Why 
else would you have spared him?" 
 
Pohatu thought for a moment. "Well, when I saved him from jumping off a cliff, I didn't 
recognize him. But I refrained from drop-kicking him across the island, because he is a Po-
Koronan, no matter what he did. And I swore to protect you all. And besides, that way I could 
force you to make the decision, Onewa." 
 
Onewa looked at Pohatu and laughed. "Oh, that's really funny! Well, I have a feeling that it'll 
turn out all right." 
 
"Your faith is very strong," said Pohatu with a sly smile. "Well, I suppose it's time to get back to 
Kanohi hunting." 
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He glanced up and saw Huki tearing the posters of himself off the walls of the stadium. Pohatu 
walked over to him. "What are you doing, Huki?" 
 
"Oh, it was silly of me to call so much attention to myself," the Matoran replied with an 
embarrassed smile. "Especially after Hafu moved that statue of himself out of the town square. 
He put it over by his work area, in hopes that the Rahi would see it and leave his statues alone." 
 
"Say, it was nice of you to invite Hafu to join the Koli team. I'm glad you two are getting along 
better." 
 
Huki laughed. "We've both been working for Turaga Onewa for so long. We were fools, acting 
too proud to be friends all this time." 
 
"So, where is Hafu, anyway?" 
 
Huki sighed. "He went with the Chronicler-you know, that traveling Matoran. They're on some 
secret mission to help you Toa. And Maku went, too. I was really hoping Turaga Onewa would 
let me go, but he said I had to stay here." 
 
"I'm sure it was a tough decision for him. He relies so much on both of you." 
 
"Well, at least Hafu will be there to look after her." Huki crushed the leaves into a tight ball. 
 
"You're really worried about her, aren't you?" 
 
"Yes. I missed her when she was confined to her hut. But at least I knew she wasn't risking her 
life, traveling to come see me." 
 
"That's really sweet. But she's pretty tough, I think." Pohatu started to tell Huki about the time he 
saved her from the Tarakava on the beach, but then he thought better of it. "You should be really 
proud of her." 
 
"I am," Huki smiled. "I'm so lucky she cares for me." 
 
"Someday soon, we'll rid this place of Makuta. And then you will be able to see each other 
more." 
 
Huki looked into his Toa's eyes. "I am looking forward to that day so much. I've forgotten what 
peace is like." 
 
Pohatu patted Huki on the back. The he heard footsteps behind him. He turned to see two 
soldiers from Jala's guard. "Toa Pohatu, you are summoned to Kini-Nui for the final battle with 
Makuta," one of them announced. Huki bowed silently and ran for Onewa's hut. Pohatu thanked 
the Ta-Koronans and followed Huki. All the Po-Koronans were talking excitedly with their 
Turaga. 
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Pohatu cleared his throat. "I'm going to the final battle with Makuta. I'll see you all soon." 
Everyone cheered. A few had a worried look, and Pohatu patted their heads reassuringly. Then 
he headed for the great temple where the Toa would fulfill their mission-or die trying. 
 
Tahu was standing alone in the clearing at Kini-Nui. "Pohatu," nodded the Toa of Fire. 
 
"Tahu," replied the Toa of Stone. "Good to see you." 
 
"You, too. Are you ready to fight this demon?" 
 
"Definitely! I can't wait!" 
 
Tahu took a deep breath. "Pohatu, I want to ask you something. Can you give me a good reason 
why I should trust Kopaka?" 
 
"Sure. Because he's a Toa. He controls the element of ice, and we need him to fulfill our shared 
destiny of defeating Makuta." 
 
"Well, I know that," sighed Tahu. "But I don't know him. I've never really seen him fight, and I 
don't know what his strengths and weaknesses are. How can I count on him in a battle?" 
 
"From what I've heard, he doesn't seem to have any weaknesses," said Pohatu. "He must have 
one, but I don't know what it is. He has a lot of strengths, though. He's incredibly competent and 
self-reliant. That's probably why we don't know him very well." 
 
"I suppose so. I used to distrust Lewa, because he was a loner, too, but then he sought my help to 
work on something. He's brave, almost to the point of being reckless, but he's a strong fighter. 
And I think he has changed since the Rama hive experience." 
 
"I heard about that. What a nightmare. It's a good thing Onua showed up to knock that infected 
mask off him." Pohatu nodded grimly. "Lewa was helpful to me, even before that, though. I 
think he still prefers to be alone, but he'll pull his weight when it comes time to fight. So, back to 
Kopaka... I don't think you have anything to worry about. I get the impression he's very driven to 
save his people. He'll do whatever it takes, even if it means putting his life on the line." 
 
"Thanks, Pohatu. I knew I could count on you. Now I feel ready, too." 
 
Soon Lewa and Kopaka arrived as well. And then Onua and Gali jumped from the mouth of the 
tunnel from Onu-Koro. The other Toa cheered and crowded around Onua. Pohatu slapped him 
on the back. "Here's to the Toa who showed us the meaning of friendship," he said.  
 
"And teamwork," added Kopaka, raising his blade in a salute. 
 
Lewa put his arm around Onua. "Thanks to you, we all have our golden Kanohi. Maybe we've 
had to learn the hard way at times, but we'll show Makuta how well we can fight!" 
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"Thanks for the Kakama," said Onua to Tahu. "And everything else." He glanced at Gali. Pohatu 
smiled to himself. "That must be for sending Gali with his mask. I'm sure it made his day!" 
 
Tahu winked at Onua. "You're welcome, friend. Now, let's get ready. This is where we begin our 
final task. If any of you question our choice, or doubt our chances if we work together, speak 
now." 
 
Kopaka spoke up, much to everyone's surprise. "I have doubted you in the past, Tahu, but no 
more. I think I speak for us all when I say that our only hope is to work together. So I cast my 
sword with yours, if you will have it." 
 
"I will have it gladly, Kopaka," replied Tahu with a solemn smile. "You are all in assent?" 
 
The Toa looked at one another and nodded. 
 
"Then it is decided," Tahu continued. "Together, Makuta cannot resist us." 
 
Lewa stepped forward. "Wait, Tahu! Have you given no thought to our return? If the Rahi attack 
the temple while we are below, how can we escape?" 
 
"I do not know the answer to that question, Lewa. So grim is this task, that I have not thought it 
much use to consider anything beyond our meeting with Makuta." 
 
As they pondered this problem, Onua tensed his body and raised his claws in a defensive stance. 
"Hold! There is an intruder among us!" They saw a party of Matoran cresting the hill across the 
field from the temple. "But… what is this?" 
 
"Stay your claws, Onua!" said Gali. "It is the Chronicler, and his company!" 
 
Onua dropped his arms as the villagers crossed the field. Pohatu smiled as he recognized Hafu 
and Maku among them. 
 
Gali addressed the leader, the multi-colored traveler that had helped Pohatu fight the Nui-Jaga at 
the quarry. "Little one," she remarked, "you are brave indeed to have come all this way. And I 
see you have gathered help from all the villages around! Tahu, it is as I hoped. These Tohunga 
can guard the Kini-Nui while we descend, and see that no Rahi attacks us from behind." 
 
Lewa spoke slowly. "The Rahi are fearsome. May their hearts prove greater than their size would 
suggest!" 
 
Pohatu remembered the bravery of the wandering Matoran, and the way he seemed to know just 
how to help. And tales of his courage and inventiveness had reached the Toa of Stone from the 
other villages. "In truth it is said that great power can be found in small packages, and that aid 
can come from places least expected," Pohatu noted. He shrugged his shoulders. "And besides, 
we have few options." 
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"So be it," Tahu declared. "Chronicler, it is your doom to remain here, and guard the Kini-Nui at 
all costs. This deed will be remembered as long as any remain to sing of it! Friends, we have 
much to do and little time. Let's go!" 
 
After Gali explained to the Chronicler how she would communicate to him as the Toa descended 
to fight Makuta, Onua leaned toward the Matoran. "Chronicler," he said, "you have preceded me 
all over Mata Nui. You have saved many villagers before a Toa could even get there to help. 
Whatever happens to you, know that the spirit of your courage will live on in the hearts of all 
who have crossed your path." 
 
The Matoran seemed overwhelmed by so much attention from the mighty heroes of Mata Nui. 
He bowed his head. "Thank you. We will not let you down." 
 
And the Toa walked onto the central platform of the temple. Pohatu watched the others drop into 
the ground, and then he felt himself falling straight down. The platform on which he was 
standing come to a sudden stop. Except for the echoes of the now-motionless stones, there was 
silence. And there was complete darkness, except for a narrow circular crack in the wall that was 
shining red. Pohatu shivered as he realized that he was surrounded by the same unnaturally dense 
stone as the meteor. "This is the realm of Makuta, all right," he thought, touching the walls with 
his fingertips. He quickly recoiled at the damp, slimy feel of the stone. 
 
Tahu ignited his blade and looked around at his companions in the dusty glow. "This must be the 
entrance to Makuta's lair." He waved his sword at the crack. The Toa could see the image of a 
monolithic creature carved on the door. 
 
"We must form the Toa Kaita now!" urged Gali. "Kopaka, Lewa, you are with me." 
 
Pohatu and Onua stepped next to Tahu. As if programmed to do so, Pohatu began to take himself 
apart. He watched the others do the same, and then they began to reassemble themselves into a 
new creature, larger and more magnificent than anything Pohatu had ever imagined. As the great 
warrior neared completion, Tahu's head was lifted onto the mighty shoulders and slid onto the 
neck. His eyes met those of Pohatu, whose head was lying on the ground. As he stared into the 
red glow of his friend's eyes, Pohatu felt as if he were joining Tahu inside his head. Then he--or 
they--turned to face Onua, and the dark Toa behind the emerald green eyes appeared inside the 
shared mind as well. 
 
The three identities were separate, dwelling inside one head together. Pohatu spoke, and felt his 
own voice resonating inside the head. "Tahu, Onua, can you hear me?" He heard Onua say, 
"Here I am." As he put the gold Hau on his face, Tahu responded, "And here I am." 
 
Pohatu felt a flood of memories pour out of his mind and mingle with those of Onua and Tahu, 
which flashed before his eyes as if he were living them himself. He saw Lewa, wearing an 
infected Kanohi, lunging at him in the foul-smelling Rama hive, and he shuddered as Lewa's axe 
hit his back. He looked down with exhilaration and felt the heat of the molten lava flying under 
his stone surfboard. He was seized with panic as dozens of Nui-Rama rammed the narrow spire 
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on which he was standing, and he dug furiously downward to safety. He saw a Nui-Kopen 
screaming down from the sky and watched fire shoot out of his sword, sending the giant insect 
flaming into the treetops. And he heard Gali say, "No, Tahu, I--I don't think it would be wise. We 
Toa form a perfect hexagon of elemental powers. If two of the vertices draw together, there is no 
more symmetry..." Pohatu suddenly felt the torment in Tahu's heart, and he spoke gently to his 
friend. "Trust Gali… her words were wise, and they are still true." And he sensed Tahu's anxiety 
about Gali dissipate like the smoke from a bonfire on a windy night. Onua's words addressed 
their apprehension about Makuta: "The Great Beings created us for this very task. We will unite, 
and we will prevail." And Pohatu felt the courage well up inside him--or perhaps it was inside 
the great composite creature they had become. He heard Tahu speak to the others: "Makuta will 
regret the day he threatened those we love." And then there was no more Tahu, Pohatu, or Onua-
there was Akamai, Toa Kaita of Valor. "Spirit of Valor--hear me!" he heard his own triple voice 
call out, in perfect unison. 
 
Akamai turned to look at his companion, Wairuha, Toa Kaita of Wisdom. In his shining silver 
Miru, he looked sleek and powerful. "So, Wairuha, you are joined. Let us now choose a path and 
go into the darkness to face our destiny, be it good or ill."  
 
The two Kaita separated and strode into the blackness. There they faced a host of Manas, huge 
snapping beasts which Akamai remembered from the legends of the Turaga. They were be 
rumored to be the dire guardians of Makuta himself, and they were much more ferocious than the 
most vicious Rahi. After being battered and thrown to the ground, Akamai began to doubt 
whether the Kaita could win. "This, then, is how it ends, Wairuha," he said grimly. But as he 
listened to the wisdom of his companion, vowing to take down the monsters with them, they both 
realized the creatures' weakness--the mechanical towers lining the walls of the gloomy cavern 
were controlling them. Working together, the Kaita slashed through the towers, and the savage 
giant crabs fell motionless to the floor. In the sudden silence the Kaita surveyed the damage. 
 
"We have survived," panted Akamai. 
 
"For now. We were lucky," smiled Wairuha. 
 
"Wisdom provides only when valor is in its service," remarked Akamai. "And vice versa." He 
was grateful for his friend's insight, which had meant the difference between dying a noble death 
and winning the battle. 
 
The two combined Toa watched the circular door rise and stepped through the doorway. But they 
immediately felt the tug of bizarre forces on their bodies. 
 
"I feel… strange," said Akamai. 
 
"Feels like-being torn apart!" Wairuha stumbled and fell to his knees. 
 
The Kaita watched in amazement as their parts were pulled off and fell to the ground. Akamai 
felt his mind disintegrate into three individuals, and then Pohatu found himself alone in his own 
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head again. He reassembled himself as he had done so long ago on the beach, each part finding 
its counterpart, and regained his wholeness. 
 
"What has happened?" asked Tahu. 
 
"The spirit of Makuta… is the spirit of destruction," said Gali slowly. "This is his inner realm. 
The Toa Kaita cannot exist here." 
 
Pohatu felt a wave of fear. All around him, the compressed stone seemed to cry out in its strained 
agony. He suddenly doubted his ability to control it--and his chances of defeating its architect. 
"The Manas nearly destroyed the Toa Kaita. And Makuta is ten times greater than they. What 
hope do we have?" 
 
"The Toa Kaita merely gave physical form to the force of our unity," reasoned Gali. "We still 
possess it, in our hearts." 
 
"But the Toa Kaita's wisdom and valor were unmatched," objected Lewa, shaking his head. 
 
Tahu spoke in an even, reassuring tone. "Where wisdom and valor fail, all that remains is faith. 
And it can overcome all. Gali is right. We must go on." 
 
Pohatu smiled slowly as he thought about the Great Beings, who had created him knowing that 
one day he would face the one who could crush stone until it screamed. And the Toa of Stone 
believed with all his heart that good could prevail over evil. Tahu's words had bolstered his 
courage at its lowest ebb, and he would remember them forever. 
 
Side by side, the Toa walked into the lair. Overhead, they saw a powerful vortex of swirling 
parts. The strange wind that animated them made an eerie moaning noise. Tahu stepped forward. 
"Makuta!" he called in a loud, clear voice. "We have come!" 
 
From the dark recesses of the den, a strange, small figure emerged. It was a Tohunga, wearing a 
Hau and covered with mottled patches of corrosion and infection. 
 
Tahu recoiled. "What?!" 
 
"I have been waiting for you," said Makuta in a gravelly voice. 
 
The Toa struggled to understand this strange apparition. How could Makuta be a Matoran-one of 
those they had sworn to protect? As they argued with him, he countered with nihilistic lies. "I 
bore you. For I am Nothing. And out of Nothing, you came. And it is into Nothing that you will 
go." 
 
Pohatu frowned. "Nothing is farther from the truth," he thought. 
 
"I stand by Mata Nui, side by side. I am his brother," continued the Spirit of Evil. "The people of 
the world are builders. But look into their hearts… and you will find that they have also the 
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power to destroy. I am that power. I am destruction. And I WILL destroy you." At this, his eyes 
narrowed to sinister slits. 
 
Tahu still looked confused. "But… you are but a Tohunga!" 
 
"You expected something else?" snarled Makuta. "Something like THIS?" A massive cluster of 
dark tentacles emerged, seemingly out of nowhere, and lifted his head high into the air. Then the 
long, powerful tentacles began to lunge at the Toa. Kopaka quickly switched to his Kakama and 
ran. But the enemy was faster, slamming the Toa of Ice to the ground. Onua's Hau deflected the 
thick rope-like strands, but then they circled behind him and struck him. Pohatu and Gali tried to 
dodge the assault and were swept away. Lewa levitated above the tentacles, but they reached up 
for him and entwined around his legs, dragging him down. Tahu hacked at them with his sword, 
but like Onua, he was overcome by an attack from behind, and was thrown to the floor. The 
massive beast regrouped himself, his ominous laughter resonating against the dank walls of the 
lair. 
 
The Toa jumped up and approached Makuta again. Tahu called to the others above the roar. "Our 
only hope is to work together!" And he directed his fiercest flame straight at the heart of the 
creature. Kopaka powered up and shot a blast of extreme cold. Gali discharged a powerful jet of 
water. Lewa fired a gale-force wind. Onua formed a glowing green ball between his claws and 
slammed it into the floor. 
 
Pohatu assessed the integrity of the stone floor. Despite its super-compressed state, he detected a 
minute imperfection in front of him. "That's all I need," he grinned, and he smashed his foot onto 
the ground with all his strength. He felt the power of his blow resonate inside the tiny fissure. 
The tortured rock sprang apart, forming a yawning abyss as all the stored energy of the stone was 
released in a deafening crack. Pohatu had turned Makuta's evil stonework against him. 
 
The Toa watched as four streams of elemental energy caused the strange head to bob and thrash. 
Then the two slower powers made their impact. Huge chunks of earth and stone erupted from the 
ground, assaulting the vicious monster. He uttered one more threat as his head spun from its 
body. "You cannot destroy me… for I am Nothing." Disembodied parts rained down on the Toa. 
The echoes of the battle fell silent, and they stood looking at one another. 
 
Pohatu watched Tahu's body vibrate and turn white, and he was transported away. Pohatu felt 
himself being raised as well, and he found himself in the middle of the temple at Kini-Nui. The 
other Toa appeared around him, similarly dazed. As his eyes adjusted to the beautiful sunlight, 
he noticed the crowd of Matorans waiting for them--the Chronicler's party (except for its leader), 
along with most of the Ta-Koronan Guard, the Onu-Koronan Ussalry, and the Le-Koronan 
Kahu-Force. The villagers cheered and shouted and flung their discs into the air.  
 
"We did it!" shouted Tahu, raising his sword. "We defeated Makuta! Mata Nui is safe again!" 
 
"Hooray!" cheered Lewa as he launched into a back flip. 
 
"Praise the Great Beings!" yelled Pohatu, clasping Onua's raised claw with his hand. 
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"Well done, everyone," Kopaka grinned, leaning back on his blade. Gali tipped her head back 
and laughed. 
 
The Matorans ran over to the Toa and embraced their legs. The Toa sat amidst them and told 
them about the battle. Pohatu put his arms around Hafu and hugged him tightly. As they reveled 
in the peace that came with victory, Pohatu smiled at his fellow Toa and the brave Matorans they 
were privileged to protect. Finally the villagers left for home, and Pohatu lay down on the 
ancient tranquil stone of the temple floor and drifted off to sleep. 
 
 
 
Chapter 4: Gables 
 
Peace was short-lived on Mata Nui. The Toa rose the next morning to sounds of destruction. 
After their first battle with the ravaging Bohrok swarms in Ta-Wahi, Turaga Vakama explained 
that the secret to defeating the relentless bug-like creatures was to collect the small rubbery krana 
that controlled them. As he listened to the grim truth about the new enemies, Pohatu remembered 
the warning on the stone he and Lewa had seen in Le-Wahi. "Wake one, and you wake them all." 
His feet pounded angrily into the earth as he ran back to Po-Koro. The only thing that kept him 
from being overcome by bitterness was the thought of Onua throwing him out of the way of a 
landslide started by the Pahrak, his elemental counterparts in the swarms. "What a friend. At 
least we have each other to rely on. And after what we've been through, we know each other so 
well... there's a blessing built into every situation. Even ours." 
 
He arrived in the village to face a worried Onewa. "What's happening, Pohatu?" 
 
"Turaga, you probably know more about it than I do. The Bohrok are awake." 
 
Onewa gasped and dropped his hammer. 
 
Pohatu put his hand on Onewa's shoulder. "But we Toa have grown stronger and wiser from 
fighting the Rahi and their evil master. We'll protect you. Somehow." 
 
The Turaga stooped and picked up his hammer. "I'm sorry, Toa Pohatu. I should be 
congratulating you on your victory over Makuta. Well done. You are truly the heroes we had 
been waiting for. And you, Toa of Stone, have given us so much more than mere deliverance 
from fear. You have united us in a way we never knew was possible." He glanced at Huki and 
Hafu as they approached. 
 
"I don't think it was me," Pohatu smiled modestly. "I think it had more to do with the adversity 
we all faced together. But thank you." 
 
Huki nodded to Pohatu. "Thank you, Toa Pohatu, for all your hard work! We are really grateful 
for everything you have done for us." 
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"My pleasure, Huki," replied the Toa. "Now I suppose we need to tell the village about this new 
enemy." 
 
When Huki and Hafu had assembled the Po-Koronans, Onewa explained the menace of the 
Bohrok from the legends, with Pohatu filling in details from the recent battle and from Vakama's 
speech. The Matorans looked confused and anxious. 
 
Mokali spoke first. "If the Bohrok control the same elements as the Toa, how will the Toa defeat 
them?" 
 
"That does make them very dangerous. But Makuta controlled those elements as well," Pohatu 
reminded him. "And we defeated him because we worked together. We will just have to be 
smarter than they are. Every breed must have a weakness, and we will learn to exploit it." 
 
"Is there any way we can help?" asked Hafu. 
 
Onewa answered this time. "We must be as self-reliant as we can in the villages. That will give 
the Toa the chance to go out and collect the krana. Of course, we will restrict our travel to the 
most essential missions." 
 
Huki groaned and covered his mask with his hands. 
 
"How many of these things are there?" Zaku wondered. 
 
"Countless hordes," said Onewa grimly. 
 
"But in a way," remarked Pohatu, "that will make it easier for us to find all the krana we need. 
The challenge will be to stay safe as we do it. I suspect we Toa will be working together quite a 
bit." 
 
"I will contact Whenua and ask if he can spare some members of the Ussalry to accompany you 
herdsmen to the fields," said Onewa. "And we will resume the watch schedule we were using 
during the time of the infected Rahi." 
 
Mokali raised his hand. "Turaga Onewa, please sign me up for double duty." 
 
Onewa smiled at his eager villager. After a few more questions, he dismissed the meeting. The 
Matorans returned to their daily work, and Pohatu walked with Mokali to his hut. 
 
"I noticed you still walk with a limp," sighed the Toa. "I'm so sorry I hurt you." 
 
"Toa Pohatu, I really don't mind this limp. I'm not in pain anymore. It's just a dent in my knee 
that keeps it from bending all the way." Mokali turned his black Huna toward the Toa and gave 
him a big smile. "And it reminds me how lucky I am to be alive. Thanks to you." 
 
Pohatu was amazed at his attitude. "That's a wonderful way to look at it." 
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"Besides, while I was recovering, my friend Taipu sent over a lute. The Le-Koronans gave it to 
him after Onua rescued them from the Rama hive. I learned to play it, and now I take it 
everywhere, up to the watch post and out to the fields. I play it to keep myself awake, and I write 
songs, too. I even wrote one about how you Toa came to the island and defeated Makuta." 
 
"Really? Can I hear it?" 
 
"I'd love to play it for you. Come on in." Mokali led Pohatu into his little hut, and the Toa sat 
cross-legged on the floor as the villager sang and strummed his wooden instrument. The lovely, 
mournful music filled the tiny space and transported Pohatu to another world. The last verses 
described the heroic battle against the Spirit of Evil and the exquisite paradise of Mata Nui after 
the victory. 
 
Pohatu's voice caught in his throat. "That was beautiful," he said. "I wish the last verse would 
last a little longer, though." 
 
Mokali looked up at him. "Me, too. But we'll have paradise again, I'm sure." 
 
"You're right. Thanks so much for playing for me!" The Toa reached over and put his hand on 
the Matoran's shoulder. Then he rose and ducked out of the hut. He walked slowly up the steps to 
the watch post and stood next to Huki. They surveyed the shimmering desert horizon in silence. 
 
It didn't take long for the new invaders to show themselves. As Pohatu scanned the cliffs in the 
distance, he saw one of then shake and begin to lean to one side. Then it collapsed in a big pile of 
rubble, sinking part of the way into the ground. A few seconds later, the sound of the crash 
reached them. 
 
"What the--" Huki stammered. 
 
"Pahrak, maybe, or Nuhvok," said Pohatu. "Time to go back to work." He nodded to the Matoran 
and raced down the stairs, and out into the desert. 
 
He reached the cliffs and stopped, scanning with his Akaku. Patterns of heat were moving 
around deep underground. The now-familiar bug-like shape became more clear as the creatures 
approached the surface from time to time. "Those must be Nuhvok," thought Pohatu. "Now, how 
am I going to get down there?" He looked around for a tunnel entrance, but he saw none. 
Presumably they had tunneled from another part of the island. "Maybe I should get Onua's help." 
 
Just then he heard rumbling sounds, and he realized the creatures were moving below him. 
Suddenly the ground he was standing on collapsed into a huge sinkhole, twenty bios across. 
Pohatu felt himself falling backwards. He landed on his back with a huge pile of earth on top of 
him. He struggled to push away the dirt and get some air. "Where's Onua when you need him?" 
he grumbled. 
 
He felt a claw reach across his chest, and he was pulled up out of the ground and set on his feet. 
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He turned around to see the Toa of Earth. 
 
"Well, speaking of Onua," he marveled, "here you are! Thanks!" 
 
"No problem. Now, I need your help with these vermin," said Onua. "Get yourself some rocks, 
we're going back down there. 
 
"All right, Boss," replied Pohatu. He ran to the shattered cliff and gathered a pile of stones as 
Onua dug back into the ground. He followed the black Toa, carrying a few of the rocks and 
switching to his Ruru. They soon came to a wider clearing that had been excavated by the 
Nuhvok. Two passageways diverged in the darkness. 
 
Onua gestured for Pohatu to take the left one while he took the right. "These tunnels curve 
around, and meet up on the far side," he said in a low voice. "The Nuhvok are in there, getting 
ready to undermine another cliff. Be prepared to fight, and to avoid a landslide." 
 
Pohatu crept into his tunnel as quietly as he could. He feared the Nuhvok could feel the 
vibrations of his footsteps through the earth, if their powers were indeed like Onua's. 
 
As Onua had predicted, the tunnel took a turn to the right, and Pohatu found himself face to face 
with a group of Nuhvok. He changed to his Hau and quickly fired several rocks into the swarm, 
and they fell, their head cases knocked open and krana fallen out. Then more Bohrok appeared, 
but Pohatu was out of stones. He used his Kakama to race over to the rocks he had used before. 
As he lined up a shot, he heard a sound behind him. He was surrounded! 
 
Praying that the Nuhvok behind him wouldn't attack, he kicked some of the stones at the ones in 
front, and then spun, Hau activated, to face the others. They were frozen in place, imprisoned in 
jagged crystals of ice. 
 
"Kopaka!" Pohatu called gratefully. 
 
Kopaka pushed an ice-covered Bohrok out of his way with his foot. "Let's go help Onua," he 
suggested. Pohatu followed him further down the tunnel, where Onua was taking krana out of 
several of the creatures he had buried with a cave-in. "Ah, hello, Kopaka! It's good to see you!" 
 
Kopaka nodded at Onua. "You, too. Are there any more, do you think? I don't see any." 
 
Onua closed his eyes and leaned his head against the earthen wall. "I don't hear any. But wait…" 
His eyes snapped open in alarm. "The cliff is collapsing." 
 
"I feel it, too!" gasped Pohatu. "We've got to move, fast!" 
 
Onua spun, changed to his Kakama, and ran back down the tunnel, Kopaka and Pohatu close 
behind. Pohatu felt the vibrations getting stronger. He was helpless to stop the disintegration of 
the stone, and the impact of its fall would probably cause the soil to liquefy and the tunnels to 
collapse on them.  
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The Toa shot out of the ground a few dozen bios away from the cliff and kept running. The 
mighty mass of rock fell behind them, shaking the ground as it crashed down into the earth. 
When they were a safe distance away, the three stopped and looked at the damage. Pohatu 
groaned as he thought about the strong, majestic cliff, now a pile of disorganized rubble, and 
remembered with regret his destruction of Onewa's favorite stone arch. Onua patted his shoulder. 
"I'm sorry. It looks like anything beautiful is a potential target for these monsters." 
 
Pohatu shook his head. "Well, thanks for coming and saving me, both of you. At least we're all 
alive to defend their next target." He looked at Kopaka. He was pleasantly surprised the Toa of 
Ice had come to help. 
 
"I heard the racket and knew something was going on," said Kopaka in response to his unspoken 
question. "You would have done the same for me, I'm sure." He turned and headed back to his 
region. 
 
“Without him, I might have been testing Vakama’s theory of krana mind-stealing right now,” 
remarked Pohatu. " And you... how do you always know when someone's in trouble?" 
 
Onua shrugged. "Just a sixth sense, I guess. Well, I'm going home. You be careful." 
 
"I will. You, too," replied the Toa of Stone. He ran back to his village as Onua disappeared into 
the earth. 
 
A couple of days later, Onua and Kopaka showed up again. "We have a plan," said the black Toa 
to Pohatu. 
 
"Go on." 
 
"There's a big Tahnok swarm that has been terrorizing our Wahi," explained Kopaka. "First they 
were ravaging Ko-Koro, and then they wrecked some of the outlying shallow mines of Onu-
Koro. It looks like they're heading for your village now." 
 
Pohatu flinched. "Thanks for the warning." 
 
"We're not just warning you. We need your help," replied Onua. "I dug a tunnel from the Komo-
Lai canyon to the sea, and Kopaka froze an ice plug at the canyon end to hold back the water. 
We need for you to kick a rock and shatter the ice when the Tahnok show up. The canyon is 
below sea level, so the water will flow through the tunnel and flood the Bohrok." 
 
"And then Gali can swim into the water after them, and collect some krana, while you watch out 
for her," finished Kopaka. 
 
Pohatu grinned. "Glad you don't have me signed up for the swimming part." 
 
"We don't need an anchor, Pohatu!" laughed Onua. 
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Kopaka seemed impatient. "Onua, why don't you go show him where it is, while I go find Gali? 
I'll tell her to meet you in Po-Koro." Onua nodded, and Kopaka blazed away. 
 
Onua smiled at Kopaka's disappearing blue blur. "His heart is not nearly as cold as he would like 
us to believe," he remarked. 
 
"I get that impression, too," Pohatu nodded. 
 
"All right, follow me," said Onua. He switched to his Kakama, and they streaked off toward the 
canyon. Soon they were picking their way along the narrow ledges under the cliffs. "Right 
there." The Toa of Earth pointed to a block of ice embedded in the rock.  
 
"How will we get the Tahnok to come here?" 
 
"Well, it's really the only way to get to Po-Koro from the Miko Plain, where they are gathered 
now. They seem to regroup once in a while to communicate, or restore themselves, or something. 
Who knows what they are really doing."  
 
"And you think they intend to attack my village?" asked Pohatu. 
 
"From what we've seen, they are attracted by any kind of order or intelligent activity, so they 
have no doubt already scouted out your village, with its paths and carvings. It's just a matter of 
time." 
 
Pohatu shuddered. "Unless they go over the Paku-Taku pass. Then they'll be at the village in a 
matter of minutes." 
 
"Let's hope they'll take the easy way," remarked Onua. "At any rate, it's worth a try. We can 
knock out a lot of them at once, with a lot less risk than if we attacked them in close combat." 
 
"Definitely," agreed the Toa of Stone. "Your plan is brilliant. We'll never beat them one at a 
time, and we'll only destroy the island if we try to blast them with elemental power every time 
they show up." 
 
"Exactly. Kopaka's really a genius. Well, head back to Po-Koro, so Gali can find you there. I'm 
going to see what's happened to Lewa. May the Great Beings protect you!" Onua jumped off the 
ledge and landed on the bottom of the ravine with his Miru, then tunneled away. 
 
Pohatu climbed out of the canyon and glanced toward his village. What he saw made his heart 
sink. "Smoke! The Tahnok must have gone over the pass, after all! But what are they burning? 
There's nothing combustible over there." He sniffed the air and gasped in horror. "They're 
burning the SAND!" Pohatu, not sure what to expect from creatures that could vaporize his 
element, raced toward Po-Koro. 
 
His amplified vision brought a terrifying scene into focus as he arrived at the village gates. Hafu 
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was standing, pickaxe in hand, before a swarm of menacing Tahnok. The beautiful statues of the 
Path of Prophecy were overturned, blocking the main gate. The Bohrok in front of Hafu 
crouched, flipping open its head plate. Before he could even think what to do, Pohatu found 
himself zooming into their midst and scooping up the frightened Matoran. A dark blue krana 
tumbled harmlessly into the sand. 
 
The Toa of Stone set Hafu down. "I can't leave you guys alone for a minute, can I?" he said with 
a wink. He surveyed the crowd of Tahnok. "Hmm. Maybe I should have thought this one through 
a little better." 
 
As the Bohrok growled and moved closer, silhouetted against the yellow glow of the burning 
desert, Pohatu desperately looked around. "Too high for the Miru... nowhere to run with the 
Kakama... not enough stones to kick at the Tahnok... a landslide this close would destroy the 
village..." There was a pile of rocks behind them, and the one on top was long and flat. "A 
lever!" thought Pohatu excitedly. "Now, how to make it work?" He glanced up at the cliff above. 
Onewa was standing with Huki, Zaku, and Mokali at the lookout post. "If someone up there 
could kick a stone and knock loose that rock underneath, while we stand on the lower end of the 
big one..." Suddenly Pohatu knew what to do. 
 
The Toa switched to his Komau and sent a signal. "Help us, Huki." 
 
Huki shook his head, then grabbed a stone about the size of a Koli ball. He lined up the shot. The 
rock flew, striking the support under the lever. Pohatu grabbed Hafu. "Time to go!" 
 
The flat rock tipped, launching the Toa and the stone-carver into the air. They landed gently on 
the top of the cliff, with the help of Pohatu's Miru. 
 
Pohatu set down Hafu and turned to Huki. "Nice shot," he smiled. As he walked toward Onewa, 
Huki and Hafu hugged each other tightly. Mokali and Zaku cheered. 
 
"Well done, Pohatu. That was very quick thinking," commented Onewa. 
 
"Surprised you, did I?" laughed Pohatu, looking out over the horde of Tahnok. "But... now 
what?" 
 
Onewa pointed. "That looks like Gali." 
 
"It is Gali! She was supposed to help me with that Tahnok trap. Guess this is a slight change of 
plan." 
 
Gali materialized out of a blue blur between the swarm of fiery bug-like creatures and the 
village. She changed instantly to her mask of strength and shot water at the invaders. They rolled 
backwards and sprang to their feet again. 
 
"Thanks, Gali! Way to go!" shouted Pohatu. He kicked a barrage of massive boulders over her 
head at the Tahnok. With grim determination she hit the Bohrok with her powerful stream again 
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and again, until they were exhausted from the cold, wet assault. A final burst of water and stone 
sent them tumbling into a ravine, where they lay steaming. But Pohatu could see more smoke 
rising on the horizon, in the direction of the Komo-Lai canyon. "There must be more of them 
over there. We'll still be able to trap some," he commented to Onewa. 
 
Gali began to scramble up the cliff with her hooks. Pohatu chipped a few footholds in the cliff 
and met her halfway down. He put his arm around her waist and jumped with his powerful legs. 
Both Toa changed to their Mirus and alighted on the cliff. 
 
Pohatu smiled at Gali. "Good work, my fine blue friend." He turned to Turaga Onewa. "You 
must evacuate the village," he warned. "Those Tahnok will be back. Gali and I are going to trap 
them and retrieve some krana, but the goat-dogs will bring them fresh krana. They will surely 
return to finish melting their way through the statues that Hafu knocked over in front of the 
gate." 
 
Onewa nodded. "Onu-Koro has been flooded by the Gahlok. And Le-Koro is so far away… Do 
you think the Ga-Koronans could accommodate us, Gali?" 
 
"Of course, Onewa. Nokama will be glad to see you, despite the unfortunate circumstances." 
 
"Then so be it," declared the brown Toa. "I'll kick an opening in the cliff at the far side of the 
village. Gali, can you help them put together a few boats?" 
 
"You won't believe this," said Onewa, "but we actually have some boats, in case of emergency. 
Nokama gave them to us long ago. Since the air here is so dry, they should be well preserved, 
and still seaworthy." 
 
Gali looked surprised. "Then let's get them to the beach." 
 
The Toa helped Onewa and the Po-Koronans carry the water craft to the seashore. Huki and 
Hafu took their places next to the Turaga in the first boat and gripped the gunwales tightly. 
Behind his stoic mask, Onewa's eyes looked as if he was fighting panic. Several villagers 
grasped the oars, and Pohatu launched each boat with a push of his foot. As they set out across 
the sea, the anxious villagers crouched down low. Gali turned to Pohatu. "I just hope they don't 
get seasick." 
 
Pohatu grinned. "You know they will… but it's better than being roasted." 
 
She smiled. "Well, they are safe, for the moment. Let's go." She changed to her Kakama and 
followed him to the Komo-Lai canyon. Gali looked doubtful as she studied the ice plug in the 
stone wall. "Are you sure this will work, Pohatu?" 
 
"It has to. We can't outfight the Bohrok--not without risking harm to the island. So we have to 
outsmart them. This canyon is our trap, Gali. Onua dug a tunnel from the canyon wall to the sea, 
then Kopaka froze the tunnel entrance solid, like plugging a hole in a dam." 
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"I hope you planned well, then," replied Gali. 
 
"When the Bohrok come, I'll--" 
 
"The Tahnok are here!" 
 
"Then let's make them feel welcome," grinned Pohatu. He slammed a boulder into the ice plug 
with his powerful foot. "Rock shatters ice… and fire meets water!" 
 
Gali leaped off the ledge and dove headfirst into the turbulent water. Pohatu watched her 
disappear into the depths. Bubbles and steam rose to the surface. "I hope she'll be all right down 
there... it sure looks hot..." 
 
After a few minutes, Pohatu shifted uneasily on his rocky perch. "She's been down there too 
long!" he thought. "She hates the heat--it weakens her... or maybe they've hurt her!" Despite his 
hatred of water, he couldn't stand by while she was in danger. He stood up, took a deep breath, 
and prepared to dive in. "Gali, I'm coming in after you!" 
 
Gali surfaced, holding a rope securely knotted around several krana. She yelled, "No, Pohatu! 
Stay there!" 
 
"Are you all right?" 
 
"Barely. If I had been even a little too slow… What matters is I have four krana… and we must 
go now!" The menacing Tahnok had only been delayed a short time by the water. Now they were 
melting handholds in the rock, and climbing up toward the Toa. With their Kakama, Gali and 
Pohatu put a comfortable distance between themselves and the swarm. As they made their way 
back to Kini-Nui to see how many krana the other Toa had gathered, and which were still 
missing, they slowed down again so they could talk. The conversation turned to the powers of 
the mysterious parasitic creatures. 
 
"There is no telling what they can do. Drive the Bohrok on their insane mission… control 
others…" Gali stared at the rubbery creature in her hook. 
 
"Then you believe what Vakama said? That krana can control the mind of anyone who wears 
one?" asked Pohatu. 
 
"Yes, and that just makes me more concerned for the others--especially Lewa. Days have passed 
since he left for Le-Koro. If he encountered a Bohrok swarm, who knows what might have 
happened?" Gali sighed. "I cannot rest until I know the answer…" 
 
Pohatu stopped and turned to the Toa of Water. She looked so sad, so worried, so weary. "Listen, 
Gali. It's wonderful that you care so much about Lewa. But you are only tormenting yourself, 
when there is nothing you can do. Onua has gone to find him. And if there is anyone who can get 
Lewa out of trouble, it's Onua." 
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"I know, but…" 
 
"We must concentrate on what we CAN do. And remember the beauty that once was Mata Nui. 
The forests, the canyons, the cliffs, the rivers, the snowy slopes. The harmonious cycle of birth, 
growth, and harvest. The joy in the people's hearts at the great feasts and the sporting 
competitions. The Great Beings have equipped us with whatever we need to defend our island. 
And with the wisdom of the Turaga, and the hard work of the Matoran, we can do this. Just keep 
that in mind." 
 
Gali turned to face him. "Pohatu, if I were to ask you for a hug, would you take it the wrong 
way?" 
 
Pohatu was surprised by her request, but he understood what she wanted. "She always has to be 
so careful not to mislead anyone," he thought. "Poor Gali." 
 
The Toa of Stone looked at her and smiled. "If you want a friendly hug, I can do that." He gently 
put his arms around her. She wrapped hers around him, resting her head on his shoulder. He 
closed his eyes and held his lovely companion for a few brief moments. 
 
"I'd better let go of her," thought Pohatu, "before my imagination takes me somewhere I 
shouldn't go." He loosened his grip and held her at arm's length. "Now, that doesn't mean I'll ever 
stop dreaming," he added with a wry smile. "Come on, Beautiful, we've got some ground to 
cover." 
 
Gali laughed. "Thanks, Pohatu." 
 
As they used their Kakama to speed onward to the meeting place, Pohatu grinned to himself. 
"Bohrok or no Bohrok," he thought, "life is good." 
 
Not all the blue water creatures Pohatu encountered were so pleasant. The next day found him 
surveying a flooded canyon. The natural sandstone formations that had graced the walls had been 
eroded away, crumbling into the muddy, stagnant pond at the bottom. “Must be the work of the 
Gahlok,” he said to himself, shaking his head. “This canyon hasn’t seen water in eons. But leave 
it to the Bohrok to upset the balance of everything.” 
 
He scanned the horizon with his Akaku and soon spotted the swarm in the next ravine. They 
were preparing more destruction, he was certain. He raced to the edge of the cliff and looked 
across. One Gahlok turned and faced him. “Uh, oh,” he groaned, “now I don’t have much time.” 
He looked around, then fixed his eyes on a crag above the creatures. “You want a flood? I’ll give 
you a flood of stone.” 
 
Pohatu knocked loose a boulder and aimed it at the crag. Soon huge masses of loosened rock 
were cascading onto the swarm. But he hadn’t checked that the area downhill was clear. He saw 
two forms standing right in the path of the landslide—a white one and a red one. Like a flash of 
lightning, Pohatu was off. As he passed between them, he put one arm around each of the other 
Toa and swept them along with him, landing in a clump of dry brush on the side of the canyon. 
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The flow of stone and Bohrok rumbled past them, stopping in a cloud of dust at the bottom of the 
gully. 
 
Tahu stood up, pulling branches out of his ribs. "Pohatu, what was that all about?" 
 
"Hello, Tahu and Kopaka. Sorry about that. It's just that there was a swarm of Gahlok about to 
wash you down the hill, so I took them out with a landslide. And I had to get you out of the way 
first." 
 
Kopaka laughed as he staggered to his feet. "Once again we were too busy arguing to protect 
ourselves. When will we ever learn, Tahu?" 
 
Tahu grinned. "With friends like Pohatu, we could stay stupid. But let's not." 
 
The Toa of Stone rolled his eyes. "What is it that makes you two want to squabble all the time? 
The fact that you are so different, or the fact that you are so alike?" 
 
Tahu and Kopaka looked at each other. "Alike?" wondered Tahu. 
 
"I think I see what you mean," replied Kopaka. "As much as I hate to admit it, Tahu is a lot like 
me." 
 
Tahu frowned at Kopaka. "Yeah, I guess so," he said grudgingly. "We both want to be king of 
the mountain." 
 
Pohatu laughed. "Well, let's go pick up some Gahlok krana before they wake up and dethrone us 
all." 
 
The three Toa finished untangling themselves from the branches and went to work. Soon they 
had strung several orange krana onto the rope. Kopaka smiled as he admired the strange, 
writhing creatures. “Well, that’s all the Gahlok krana we need.” 
 
“Now how many do we have left to collect?” asked Pohatu. 
 
“Five. Three Lehvak, one Pahrak, and one Tahnok,” replied Kopaka, who always seemed to have 
an updated count in his head. 
 
“I’ll get the last Tahnok,” volunteered Tahu. “Which one is missing?” 
 
“It’s the Xa. But didn’t you just tell me that you had trouble with those?” asked Kopaka. “You 
came to ask for my help with them.” 
 
“It’s just one Xa,” frowned Tahu. “I’ll do it myself.”  
 



Toa Biographies  GaliGee 

 171

“All right, there’s no need to prove anything,” laughed Pohatu. “I’ll look for some Lehvak. I 
don’t really pick and choose, I just get whatever krana I can. If we have a few left over, at least 
it’s more work for the Va.” 
 
The Toa bid each other goodbye, and each headed to his village. “We’re on the home stretch of 
this race,” said Pohatu to himself as he ran. “I wonder what it will be our destiny to face when 
we have all the krana. But whatever it is, at least we know that we have been given what we need 
to deal with it.” He remembered Tahu’s words in Mangaia. “Faith... even if we lose everything 
else, nothing can take away our faith.” 
 
 
 
Chapter 5: Roof 
 
Pohatu watched the great boulder sail across the sky and listened to the dull thud of its impact 
against the opposite cliff. Then he looked on with satisfaction as cracks shot through the stone, 
and tons of rock and snow slid down onto the swarm of Lehvak. “There’s bound to be a few of 
the right kind of krana under there,” he smiled to himself. 
 
The Toa of Stone ambled over to the giant pile of loose rock and ice chunks. He peered at it with 
his Akaku and bent over to dig out some Bohrok. But he stood up straight when he heard a loud 
rumbling sound. He spun in time to see a huge avalanche coming from the peak behind him. His 
Kakama enabled him to escape the bulk of the torrent of ice, but not all of it. He felt the weight 
of the snow hit his back and crush him into the ground. Pohatu struggled to push his hand 
upward out of his white prison. He felt the air on his fingers, and sighed with relief. “At least I’m 
close to the surface. I should have been more careful, starting a landslide in avalanche country!” 
 
Then Pohatu felt a hand grasp his, and he was pulled up out of the snow. Kopaka helped him 
steady himself. 
 
“Hello, Kopaka,” blinked Pohatu. “Now it’s my turn to ask you what’s going on!” 
 
“A second swarm of Lehvak was waiting for you to let down your guard. Sorry I buried you.” 
 
“No problem. I owed you one,” said Pohatu, remembering his first encounter with the Toa of Ice. 
“So, it looks like we’ll have plenty of Lehvak krana now!” 
 
“We don’t need them,” replied Kopaka solemnly, “because Gali and I just collected some in Ko-
Koro.” 
 
“Oh,” replied Pohatu. “So we only have that Pahrak krana, and the Tahnok Xa left, which Tahu 
said he would get?” 
 
“Just the Tahnok Xa,” said the white Toa. 
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“Excellent!” But Pohatu’s smile disappeared when he noticed Kopaka’s expression. He seemed 
unusually grim. “Is something wrong, Kopaka?” 
 
Kopaka suddenly pulled his blade off his back and raced to a lump in the snow, which had 
moved slightly. He raised his sword and struck it, over and over, until it was still. 
 
The behavior of the Toa of Ice was puzzling to Pohatu. “Why didn’t you just freeze it?” 
 
“Monsters like this deserve to suffer,” remarked Kopaka, his jaw tight with quiet fury. Pohatu 
waited for an explanation, and finally Kopaka offered one. “One of these vile things just hit Gali 
in the neck with its acid. Tahu and I were able to save her. But she was very close to death.” 
 
The Toa of Stone nodded soberly. “I see. So, is she all right now?” 
 
“She’s resting back in her Wahi, somewhere underwater. She’ll be fine, I think.” 
 
“Well, that’s a relief. Have you heard from Onua or Lewa yet?” 
 
“Yes, they’ve just come back from Le-Wahi. Lewa was wearing a krana when Onua found him, 
but Onua convinced him to tear it off,” replied Kopaka. “And then they got the last Pahrak 
Krana. While I go find them, why don’t you go to Ta-Wahi and help Tahu? He was having 
trouble with the Tahnok before, but I’m sure he won’t accept any help from me.” 
 
Pohatu smiled. “No doubt.” 
 
Kopaka continued, “We’ll get Gali last, to give her more time to rest, and then we’ll meet you in 
Ta-Koro.” 
 
“You’re going to swim after her?” asked Pohatu incredulously. Kopaka simply smiled. “Well, if 
you like that sort of thing. I’ll see you soon, Kopaka.” Before Pohatu’s sentence was finished, 
Kopaka had vanished into the direction of Le-Koro. Pohatu shrugged and did the same, heading 
for the land of fire. The Toa of Stone figured that Onewa would hear the news of their upcoming 
confrontation in the Bohrok lair from Nokama, since he and the Po-Koronans were still in Ga-
Koro. Pohatu regretted not having the chance to say goodbye, but he was optimistic he would see 
them again soon. As he ran, he wondered about the effect of Lehvak acid on Gali. “She must 
have been really frightened,” he thought sadly. “I hope she’s up for this battle.” 
 
As he approached Ta-Wahi, Pohatu slowed and switched to his Akaku. He immediately saw a 
group of heat sources in the distance, on the beach. “Those must be Tahnok. Maybe Tahu is over 
there, too.” He ran, stopping on a cliff overlooking the beach. He gasped at what he saw. Tahu, 
surrounded by red Bohrok, was firing flames at his own face. 
 
“What could he be doing that for?” wondered Pohatu. Then he realized that one of the Tahnok 
was lying open and motionless, and as the flames died down, he saw a dark blue krana on Tahu’s 
face. “Oh, no!” he cried. “Tahu!” 
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Tahu didn’t seem to hear him. He was shooting a fiery blast at a flock of birds. They reeled and 
plunged, flaming, into the sea. Pohatu lined up some boulders and started kicking them at the 
swarm. “I’d better get them out of the way before I try to approach Tahu,” he reasoned. Tahu 
was shouting at a tidal pool. “I am here to protect life, not to destroy it! I--” 
 
Suddenly a huge wave arose from the sea. Pohatu watched it crash around Tahu, hoping it would 
knock him down and give the Toa of Stone an opportunity to race over to him, pin him down, 
and remove the krana. But the water split around Tahu and swept away only the Tahnok. Tahu 
screamed, “Gali? NO! I won’t hurt her! I must be free!” He doubled over in apparent agony, but 
then he stood up straight and ripped the krana off. He fell face down on the wet sand, the krana 
clutched in his hand. 
 
“Thank goodness!” thought Pohatu as ran down from the cliff toward his friend. But he ran 
straight into the Tahnok, who were approaching Tahu again. With no time to look for rocks, 
Pohatu started kicking the creatures themselves, praying they would not be fast enough to launch 
their krana at him. He slammed the first one into the next three. But two more were still coming. 
Pohatu looked around desperately. He jumped, slamming his feet onto a crack in the ground. The 
earth split, and rocks tumbled from the bluff above onto the Bohrok. As Pohatu raced away from 
the dust cloud onto the sand, he saw that Tahu was gone. 
 
“He must have gone back to Ta-Koro,” thought the brown Toa. He turned toward the village and 
ran there. Kopaka and Gali were standing at the gate, each holding a rope of krana. 
 
“Hello, Pohatu,” smiled the Toa of Water. Kopaka nodded his greeting. 
 
“Hello, Gali and Kopaka,” replied Pohatu. “Is Tahu in there?” 
 
“Yes, he just went in, and Onua and Lewa went after him,” said Kopaka. “And he was carrying 
that Tahnok Xa.” 
 
“A few minutes ago he was wearing it,” remarked Pohatu. “Gali, were you the one who--” 
 
Gali smiled mysteriously. “The sea is a powerful ally.” 
 
“Indeed,” said Pohatu. “So, that’s all the krana?” 
 
“Thank the Great Beings, yes,” sighed Kopaka. 
 
Pohatu studied Gali’s serene smile. “What did the Lehvak do to you?” he asked. 
 
“This,” she answered, pointing to a scar on her neck. “Kopaka kept my heart beating with a 
computer signal, and Tahu welded my neck. Then they poured some healing water on it. And I 
was restored.” 
 
“That’s amazing,” marveled Pohatu. He glanced at Kopaka. “Good thing the smartest Toa was 
there with you.” 
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Kopaka shifted his weight uneasily. “Except that it was my fault she was injured in the first 
place.” 
 
“No, it wasn’t.” Gali shook her head at Kopaka. “It was my fault. Thanks to you, I’m still alive!” 
 
Tahu, Onua, and Lewa emerged from the gate. Gali smiled at Tahu. “Are you all right?” she 
asked gently. “You look tired.” 
 
“I was,” he replied, “but now I’m ready to take on those monsters. Now I understand how evil 
they really are.” 
 
Pohatu lay his hand on Tahu’s shoulder and nodded knowingly at him. Then he put his arms 
around Onua and Lewa. “I’m so glad to see both of you,” he smiled. “It sounds like you went 
through a lot. Let’s put an end to this, shall we?” They switched to their Kakamas and ran for 
Kini-Nui. 
 
Kopaka led the others to the entrance to the Bohrok lair. The giant hole in the ground seemed to 
extend forever into the blackness. Onua switched to his Miru and led the way with his superior 
night vision. The Toa soon landed in a wide, flat area. 
 
“The Le-Matoran are free and safe... for now,” remarked Lewa. “But the Bohrok cannot be 
allowed to endanger our people any longer.” 
 
“Then it’s decided,” replied Pohatu. “We will challenge the Bohrok in their nest.” 
 
“No, the Bohrok are not the true enemy. It is the krana we must defeat,” Lewa argued.  
 
“Then they can tell us all about it... on their way off the island,” smiled Pohatu. They changed to 
their Rurus to explore the darkness. Pohatu touched the walls of the cavern. “Have you noticed? 
This tunnel wall... it’s smooth. No Matoran dug this... or any Bohrok, for that matter.” 
 
“Are you sure?” came Gali’s voice. 
 
“Gali, if there’s one thing I know about, it’s stone. I think something is very wrong here.” 
 
Lewa expressed his worry that the krana might still control him somehow. As Kopaka reassured 
him, the Toa of Air stumbled, and Pohatu caught his arm. 
 
“Look,” said Lewa. “This is another shaft.” 
 
Onua stepped next to him. “Bohrok pods! As far as I can see!” 
 
The Toa of Fire leaned over the edge and lit his fire sword. “Tell the others to wait,” he said to 
Onua. “I will go down and investigate.”  
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“Be careful,” cautioned Onua. But Tahu was already dropping into the cavern with his Miru. A 
hidden stone door suddenly began to move, closing off the chamber with Tahu inside it. 
 
“We may be trapped up here!” shouted Pohatu over the rumble. 
 
Lewa groaned. “We’re close now... close to the power... Armor, but more than armor. Power 
greater than we have ever known.” 
 
Onua and Pohatu were clawing and kicking at the stone walls to no avail. The strange, smooth 
rock refused to yield. “If we can ever get to it, Lewa,” said Onua through clenched jaws. “With 
all our strength, we cannot produce even a crack in this slab!” 
 
“It’s impossible,” Pohatu grumbled with frustration. Even the super-compressed rock of 
Makuta’s lair had not been so hard. “No stone is this strong!” He fought back bitterness as he 
realized that he had failed his friends. “Toa of Stone, indeed!” he thought. “I’m no good to 
anyone! But I can’t give up...” 
 
“Wait!” cried Gali. “The air has suddenly become so hot... so suddenly! What’s causing it?” 
 
Kopaka looked up. “A nightmare on top of our impossibility. Molten lava!” 
 
The others followed his gaze and stepped back in horror as they saw a great mass of lava 
cascading down from the tunnel opening. It was heading straight for them. 
 
“Stay back!” warned Kopaka. “My ice can hold the lava at bay for a few moments.” He fired a 
beam of ice at the falling magma, freezing it in place. But immediately water began to drip on 
the Toa’s heads as the barrier began to thaw. 
 
“What kind of stone is this? It takes our strongest blows and does not shatter!” grimaced Pohatu, 
still struggling to penetrate the strange rock. 
 
“Doesn’t shatter... doesn’t shatter... because... it isn’t there!” cried Lewa suddenly. 
 
“What?” demanded Pohatu incredulously. 
 
The Toa of Air explained. “There’s nothing you and Onua can’t bring down. So if this wall is 
still standing, it cannot be real. Stop believing in it, and it disappears!” He swung his axe at the 
wall, and the blade passed through. 
 
“How is that possible...” Gali began, but Kopaka interrupted her. “Ask questions later, the lava 
IS real!” 
 
Pohatu touched the wall with his hand. He gasped as it passed right through the illusion that he 
had pounded against with all his strength moments before. “Come on, Gali!” 
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As the Toa wondered what how they could free Tahu, the ground began to feel hot. “Everyone 
down—NOW!” yelled Kopaka. Pohatu dove for the floor. The walls of the cavern burst with a 
loud explosion, and Tahu shot through the partition separating him from the other Toa. Shards of 
stone and Bohrok pods flew everywhere. Tahu rolled and landed on his feet and looked around 
through the smoke and dust. The other Toa were getting up from the ground. 
 
“Tahu! Are you all right?” asked Lewa. 
 
“Used my sword... to heat the air... until the pressure blew the nest apart,” panted Tahu. “I went 
one way... the Bohrok the other. But they will be back.” 
 
As the stone crumbled underneath their feet, the Toa used their Mirus to slowed their fall, and 
they landed on a round platform at the bottom of a stone well. “Where are we?” asked Tahu. 
 
“Still in the realm of the Bohrok,” answered Kopaka. “These carvings in the floor match the 
krana we carry, and I think... yes, this is where the krana are meant to go.” 
 
Pohatu looked at the krana he held, and at the indentations in the stone. The shapes matched 
exactly, like a key in its lock. “Place them in these niches.”  
 
“It’s begun! The end of the Bohrok!” cried Lewa. 
 
“What are you talking about, Lewa?” asked Onua. “What do you know? It seems we’ve been 
invited in.” Huge stone doors groaned as they opened. 
 
“Six doorways. Six of us,” remarked Tahu. 
 
Ever cautious, Kopaka wondered aloud, “A trap?” 
 
“An opportunity,” replied Tahu. “Everyone take a tunnel... and stay alert.” As Pohatu stepped 
through the cloud of dust into his doorway, he saw a hatch opening ahead of him. 
 
Pohatu was stunned at the sight of the massive suit of armor inside, with a rocket launcher and a 
claw arm. He touched it, and the front opened with a whirring sound. “This must be what Lewa 
was talking about,” he thought. “Thanks, whoever prepared these for us!” He stepped up into the 
suit, and the front panels closed around him. He gripped the controls and felt the suit powering 
up. He moved his foot slightly, and his movement was amplified by the mighty metal leg. “It’s 
drawing from my power, but it’s enhancing mine as well.”  
 
Clad in his new armor, he walked down the passageway toward the light. The other Toa, in their 
Exos as well, were gathered around two large and horrible creatures, one red and one blue, with 
squat bodies, long necks, and snapping teeth. He heard strange voices inside his head, hissing 
with malice. “You do not belong! You will be removed,” they sneered. Pohatu realized these 
must be the creatures responsible for driving the Bohrok to destroy the island and people he held 
so dear. “No,” he answered grimly, “it is you who do not belong.” 
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Kopaka and Tahu drove the two enemies together. The other Toa soon had them surrounded. But 
most of their blows were glancing off the Bahrag without harm. 
 
“Fools!” taunted the queens of the swarms. “By bringing us together, you increase our power! 
Now Mata Nui will be as it was in the Before-Time!” 
 
Lewa levitated and raised his axe to blow a fierce wind at the creatures, but soon he fell, laden 
with ice. Kopaka struck at them with the claw of his Exo armor, but one creature turned and 
buried him with earth. He struggled to free himself, hacking at the massive pile with the claw. 
 
Pohatu whipped his head around as an attacker lunged at him from the side. “So there are more 
than two!” he groaned. He spun around in the suit and punched at the shadowy creature with his 
claw arm. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Onua turn from the fight and strive against 
another foe. But the enemies were lithe and agile, ducking their blows. 
 
Out of the noise, he heard Gali’s voice. “Onua! Pohatu! You are fighting shadows—and Tahu 
needs you!” Suddenly the Toa of Stone understood why the creatures were so adept at dodging 
them. They were mere illusions! Pohatu was filled with rage as he realized he had been tricked 
into abandoning his friends. 
 
He looked at Tahu, whose Hau was barely holding up against a barrage of stones flung by the 
blue beast. “That thing’s trying to down him with the power of the Pahrak,” he thought. “But 
those aren’t rocks—THIS is a rock!” He used the claw of the Exo to rip a huge piece of stone out 
of the wall of the cavern. He hurled it with all his strength at Gahdok, who collapsed under the 
weight of the massive rock. Tahu nodded his thanks to Pohatu, who grinned back. “My 
pleasure.” Onua dug furiously to free Kopaka, who then released Lewa from the block of ice 
with a wave of his blade. 
 
As Tahu helped Gali to her feet, he yelled to the others. “All of you! Shed your armor! It hinders 
our elemental powers—and they are our only hope!” 
 
Pohatu’s Exo suit opened, and he stepped down out of the armor, which had responded 
amazingly well to his movements and even his thoughts, like a silent partner in the battle. Tahu 
was shouting again. “Toa! Surround them! We must combine our powers!” 
 
“But, the danger--” began Lewa. 
 
“The safety of our people is worth any risk,” replied Gali. “If power is all these creatures 
understand, then we will show them power!”  
 
The Toa took positions around their enemies and fired elemental energy at them. Pohatu sent the 
energy of a landslide into the fray with a slam of his foot. Instead of blasting the enemy to 
pieces, as they had done to Makuta, the combined beams of energy began to form a web of 
luminous fibers, imprisoning the Bahrag. The vicious queens shrieked and gnashed their horrible 
teeth. “Fools!” one scoffed, as the protodermis cage tightened around them. “You think you have 
won… but you cannot imagine what you have unleashed!” 
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The earth began to shake violently. Platforms supporting the Toa moved downward into the 
floor. Pohatu slid into a tube, and it was filling with a strange, cool liquid. Horrified at the 
prospect of drowning, he tried to claw upward against the smooth surface of the cylinder. Then 
he tried to jump. But there was no escaping the silvery fluid. He took a deep breath as his head 
went under and he was unable to see. Suspended in the liquid, dizzy and disoriented, he felt a 
sensation of warmth, beginning on his mask, his hands, and his chest, and then flowing through 
his whole body. Then the descent stopped, and he felt the floor under him begin to rise again. His 
head emerged and he gasped for air. The platform reached the floor level and halted. 
 
Pohatu studied the other Toa. They were wearing silver chest and shoulder armor, and their legs 
were longer and stronger. And their masks were changed, stretched into smooth, streamlined 
shapes. They had reverted from gold to the Toa’s elemental colors. But most notable was the 
change in their tools. Pohatu looked down at the strange silver claws in his hands. 
 
“It is over,” said Tahu. His voice was the same, but it had a new, deeper resonance. 
 
Onua tapped his chest armor. “Those chambers were filled with protodermis! It changed us--
increased our power…” 
 
Tahu felt the ground move again. “Let us worry about why is happened later,” he warned. “There 
are more important questions to answer.” 
 
“Questions like these,” added Lewa. “What happened to Cahdok and Gahdok? And how are we 
going to get out of here?” 
 
Pohatu heard a whistling sound overhead. “Look out! That stone is falling right for us!” 
 
“It’s no use,” Lewa groaned. “It’s too big, and there’s nowhere to run to!” 
 
Pohatu tried to switch to his Hau. But his mask no longer had the power of shielding. “What a 
way to die,” he thought, looking around frantically. “Crushed by my own element!” He saw 
Tahu’s shimmering protective field extend upward as the Toa of Fire pulled Gali close to him. 
The stones began to pound against the shield. And somehow they ricocheted away from all the 
Toa. “The Mask of Shielding protected us all!” cried Tahu. The last of the rocks tumbled 
harmlessly to the floor as he released Gali. “It could never do that before…!” 
 
“And it never will again,” warned Kopaka, “if we do not escape! Lewa, Pohatu--combine the 
powers of your masks!” 
 
Pohatu activated his Kakama and was amazed to see the other Toa accelerating as well. 
Apparently, all the masks’ powers extended to those around the wearer. Together, they levitated 
and ran through the collapsing tunnels, dodging confused Bohrok as they went. Finally the 
heroes of Mata Nui shot out of the ground as the last of the tremors shook the island. 
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“We did it!” rejoiced Kopaka. “The threat of Cahdok, Gahdok, and the swarms is ended! But at 
what price?” 
 
The Toa tumbled to the ground and slowly stood up as the dust settled. “Nothing has been lost,” 
retorted Tahu. “The protodermis has given us the power to protect our people from any danger… 
and to heal this shattered land! Once we were Toa, but now we are far, far more… Now and 
forevermore, we are Toa Nuva!” 
 
The Toa of Stone studied his new claws. “Just look at these new tools!” He kicked a rock and 
watched it fly far away until it fell with a distant thud. “What a difference!” 
 
Lewa nodded. He levitated far above their heads. Then he extended his Miru power to Pohatu, 
lifting him as well. “Hey!” yelled Pohatu, snapping his claws at the laughing Lewa, who spun 
out of reach. 
 
The other Toa tested their new weapons. But soon their joy at their victory and their new powers 
was overshadowed by tension. Pohatu looked down from the cliff he had just scaled with his 
protodermis claws to see Tahu and Kopaka standing toe to toe, with Gali glancing nervously 
from one to the other. 
 
“I propose a contest,” suggested Kopaka. “After we check in with our villages, why don’t we 
meet again and test our new powers against each other? It would be a good way to see how we 
have been enhanced.” 
 
Tahu’s eyes narrowed. “Gladly.” The Toa all nodded and turned toward their villages. 
 
Pohatu shrugged. “Well, I suppose it’s not a bad idea,” he thought. “But what I’m really looking 
forward to is seeing Onewa and the Po-Koronans again!” He raced toward home. 
 
A desolate wind whipped through the cliffs around the silent village when Pohatu arrived. “They 
must still be in Ga-Koro,” he reasoned. He looked around at the damage done by the Bohrok. 
Two of Hafu’s beautiful statues, overturned by the carver himself to save the village, lay face 
down in the sand. A third was broken in half. The main gates had been blasted by scorching heat, 
and the melted stone had hardened into unnatural twisted shapes. Pohatu stepped inside and 
observed the disarray left by the fleeing Matorans. He smiled wryly as he remembered the day he 
had launched them in their boats. “I bet they’ll be happy to get home.” 
 
The Toa of Stone climbed up to the watch post, jumping off the stairs halfway up and swinging 
to the top of the cliff with his claws. He scanned the horizon. A swarm of Tahnok was wandering 
aimlessly in the desert to the west of the village. Pohatu ran down the stairs and out into the 
desert. He stood before the Bohrok. “They say these things can be tamed once their krana are 
removed. Maybe I should try it.” 
 
He cautiously approached the first Bohrok. The creature seemed oblivious to his presence. He 
kicked it open and took out its krana. Then he snapped the head case closed again. The Tahnok 
slowly stood again. Pohatu picked it up and set it in front of a pile of rocks. Taking each of its 
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hand shields in his hands, he helped it pick up a rock and led it across the sand to another pile. 
Then he shook the Tahnok’s hands and the rock fell. He turned the creature back toward the first 
pile. It seemed to understand his instructions, and it began to move stones from one pile to the 
other. 
 
“Marvelous!” smiled the Toa of Stone. “These destructive things have a use, after all. I suppose 
it’s safe to have them near the village now.” He took the krana out of the others, and then he used 
his Kakama to move the swarm to the main gates. “I’ll get them to carry away all the stone they 
damaged, and then we can build a new gate underneath.” 
 
Pohatu and his unlikely crew were hard at work clearing rubble out of the village gate when he 
heard Onewa yelling across the desert at him. “Toa Pohatu!” 
 
Pohatu turned and saw the Po-Koronans trudging across the sand, boats in tow. Pohatu ran to 
meet them. They looked weary from their journey, yet they still seemed elated at the news of the 
Toa’s victory. They gathered around him, talking excitedly. 
 
Onewa gestured at the Bohrok clustered around the gate. “Yes, those ugly bugs are useful after 
all!” laughed the Toa of Stone. 
 
As the Matorans restored order to their village, Zaku recounted Huki’s heroism to Pohatu. “He 
stepped right in front of a flying boulder and knocked it away to save Maku,” he beamed. “You 
would have been proud of him.” 
 
Huki smiled modestly. “And with the Ga-Koronans, we invented a new form of Koli. You use 
their net-staffs to hit the ball.” 
 
“And I suppose you’re already the champion at this version, too?” teased Pohatu. 
 
Soon a team of villagers had taken over the supervision of the Bohrok. Pohatu excused himself 
and headed back to Kini-Nui for the Nuva challenge match. 
 
When everyone had arrived, Tahu suggested, “Let’s divide up into two teams. Gali, Pohatu, you 
come with me.” 
 
Kopaka turned to Onua and Lewa. “Fine. We will go plan our attack.” 
 
Gali shot a potent blast of water at Lewa, who leaped to safety with his Miru Nuva. “Think what 
you like, Gali,” he laughed, “but you’ll have to be faster than that to stop me!” 
 
“Did you say ‘faster’?” grinned Pohatu. “Let’s see you glide out of a tornado on those air katana 
‘wings,’ Lewa!” He used his Kakama to speed around Lewa in a tight circle, entraining the air 
with him until it swirled into a powerful vortex. Lewa spun out of control, tumbling end over end 
until he landed in a clump of bushes. The Toa of Air untangled himself. “Oh, the indignity!” he 
moaned sarcastically. 
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“Now, Pohatu, my brother,” said Onua with a sly smile, “didn’t Turaga Onewa ever tell you? 
You always have to watch where you’re running—especially when Onua Nuva is near!” Pohatu 
felt the ground shift under him. With the momentum of his incredible speed and his heavy 
weight, he was unable to stop, and he was sent flying off the side of the hill. As he sailed through 
the air, grabbing at nothing, he yelled, “Whoa! Whoa! Whoa!” He landed with a thud in the 
brush. 
 
Pohatu stood sheepishly and knocked the branches off himself. Onua ran over next to him. “Are 
you all right?” 
 
“Of course!” replied Pohatu. “But you won’t be when I catch you!” He lunged at Onua. 
 
“You were like a big Koli ball, flying toward the goal,” taunted Onua as he fled back toward the 
others. Pohatu chased him, without using his Kakama. The ground shook under their heavy 
footsteps. 
 
“Yeah, well, next time, it’s going to be YOUR turn to fly!” Pohatu snapped his protodermis 
claws menacingly behind Onua’s back. 
 
“Oh, but you looked so stylish up there!” laughed Onua, jumping away. 
 
Pohatu activated his Kakama just long enough to tackle his friend and throw him into the dirt. 
Then they stood, panting and laughing, and looked around. 
 
Tahu and Kopaka were not taking this contest so lightly. Tahu was leaning into Kopaka’s face. 
“Beware, brother. When I turn up the heat, even the Toa of Ice will melt.” 
 
“Enough!” said Gali sharply, stepping between them. “We have learned what we set out to learn. 
As Toa Nuva, we have greater power—and greater control over that power—than ever before! It 
is a shame we cannot control our tempers as well.” 
 
Kopaka’s steely gaze was still locked onto Tahu’s fiery eyes. But the Toa of Ice lowered his 
blades and stepped back. The Toa of Fire looked at Gali, who was frowning at him. With a low 
growl he extinguished his magma swords. 
 
The other Toa were uneasy. They grasped at explanations for their friends’ lack of restraint. 
“Perhaps we are all on edge, Gali,” ventured Pohatu. “The struggle with Cahdok and Gahdok… 
our transformation into the Toa Nuva…” 
 
“Not to mention making sure the Bohrok swarms and Bohrok Va got put to work repairing the 
damage they did!” added Lewa. 
 
Pohatu continued. “Maybe Tahu and Kopaka did get a little carried away, but--” 
 
“No, Gali is right,” interrupted Tahu. “Maybe it would be best for us to go our separate ways. 
Our villages need us—more than we need each other.” 
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Kopaka nodded. “I agree. This alliance is no longer necessary.” 
 
“The Turaga have said all along that we are six who share one destiny,” objected Gali. “Is this 
how we honor their wisdom? By splitting apart?” 
 
Lewa leaped over a tree trunk. “Maybe the Turaga don’t know everything, Gali. If you want me, 
I’ll be helping to rebuild Le-Koro.” 
 
The group was breaking up, and each Toa was heading for his village. Gali stood in the clearing 
and raised her hands in despair. “This is a mistake… I can feel it. Please—what if we are needed 
once more?” She dropped her arms and stared blankly at the forest floor. Pohatu felt sorry for 
Gali. But he welcomed a chance to take a break from his friends. “We’ll see each other again 
soon, no doubt,” he thought. He waved at the others and ran for home. 
 
Pohatu slowed down outside the village gates to see how Hafu was faring in his effort to repair 
the Path of Prophecy statues. Several Matorans were standing with the carver as he studied his 
fallen masterpieces. He looked up when he saw the Toa. 
 
"Hafu, I'm sorry about all this,” said Pohatu sympathetically. “It's a bad time in history to be a 
stone carver." 
 
"Not at all, Toa Pohatu," Hafu smiled. "It's the best time ever. Not every artist gets to use his 
work to save his village!" 
 
“Well, that’s true,” smiled Pohatu. 
 
“I can fix this one,” Hafu said, gesturing toward one of the statues. It was chipped and its edges 
melted, but it was largely intact. “I’ll just make it a little smaller, and refinish the surface. I guess 
that means we’ll have to do the same thing to all of those we can salvage.” 
 
“I’ll help you push up these fallen ones, and you can see if they can be saved,” offered Pohatu. 
 
“That would be great, Toa Pohatu,” replied Hafu. “We have lots of strong backs, but you are as 
powerful as all of us put together.” 
 
Pohatu laughed. “I don’t know about that, but I’ll do what I can.” He put his hands under the 
sculpture and tried to lift it. “Wow, this is really heavy,” he muttered, removing his hands. 
“Where’s Onua and his Pakari when you need him?” 
 
“You must not need him, or he would be here,” remarked Hafu. 
 
“Good point, Hafu,” grinned Pohatu, more and more impressed with his villager. He crouched 
and tried again, bracing his elbows against his knees, and pushing with his powerful legs. This 
time the statue began to move. The Matorans scurried over to help, wedging themselves into the 
growing gap between the stone and the sand and pushing upward. “Now I really can’t give up!” 
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thought Pohatu. He gave one final intense effort, and the statue rocked backwards into a vertical 
position. He raced behind it to steady it. The Matorans cheered. 
 
“Thanks, Toa Pohatu! Look, it’s barely damaged at all!” crowed Hafu. 
 
“Excellent! Well, let’s get this other one up.” Pohatu and the team of villagers applied 
themselves to the second fallen sculpture, and soon it was upright as well. 
 
“This one is too messed up,” sighed Hafu. “The Tahnok melted and blasted about half of it off. 
I’ll have to replace the whole thing. Same with this one next to it that’s been split apart.” 
 
“That’s a shame. So, two can be fixed, two must be scrapped, and those two on the end look all 
right.” 
 
“Yes, I’ll just carve them down a bit to match the other repaired ones,” agreed the sculptor. He 
began to issue instructions to his helpers. The Matorans got to work chiseling and chipping. 
 
Kufa came out of the gates with a wheelbarrow and shovel. “Hafu, mind if I clear some of these 
rock chips for you?” 
 
“I thought you had some stables to clean,” snorted Hafu. 
 
“I’m all done for the day.” 
 
“Well, then, knock yourself out,” replied the carver. 
 
Kufa loaded his wheelbarrow with chips and disappeared. He returned with an extra set of 
carving tools. “I noticed that you have to stop a lot and sharpen your tools,” he remarked to 
Hafu. “I could sharpen them for you while you carve with these.” 
 
Hafu stopped working and looked at the former Comet salesman. “Hmm. That’s a good idea. 
You’re pretty observant.” He took the tools from Kufa, and then he handed them back. “Maybe 
you’d like to try? Just chip the top layer off, to make it smooth.” Kufa glanced at him and 
stepped up to the statue. He tapped timidly at the stone. Hafu leaned next to him and gave him 
some advice. “Hold your chisel sideways a bit, and give it a little more force. You know, you’re 
pretty good at this. Much better than at Koli!” 
 
“Thanks! I should hope so!” replied Kufa with a big smile. 
 
Hafu stood with his hands on his hips and watched. “I think I have a new helper,” he said to 
Pohatu. 
 
But Pohatu wasn’t listening. He was still staring at the broken statue. “It’s too bad that can’t be 
fixed,” he mused. “The top third is broken off, but the fracture is really clean.” He walked over 
to it, hoisted the severed chunk of stone with great difficulty, and set it on top of its base. 
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Hafu glanced over at him. “It looks fine like that, but the slightest earthquake is going to turn it 
into a safety hazard.” 
 
Pohatu put his hands on the stone. He felt the crystal structure vibrate its story into his fingertips. 
He sensed its agony as the heat had increased on the statue next to it, and fragments of its 
exploding neighbor had struck and sheared its top off. And then he felt something new. The 
mineral structure began to rearrange itself under his hands. No longer was Pohatu just listening 
to the stone--now he was speaking to it as well. The molecular bonds were realigning and 
reforming, and the integrity of the stone was being restored. A thrill rushed through his body as 
he closed his eyes and poured his energy into the healing of the rock. He stood by the stone until 
the entire statue was as whole as the day it was carved. 
 
“Toa Pohatu?” he heard a voice repeating. 
 
Pohatu turned from the statue to see Hafu staring at him. “I can’t see the crack anymore! Do you 
mean to tell me...” 
 
“That’s right, Hafu. There is no more crack.” 
 
The Po-Koronan dropped his axe and hugged his Toa. Pohatu held him tightly. “You sacrificed 
your best work for your people. And you would have given your life. And now you have taught 
me what I can do, thanks to the Great Beings and the transformation they have given me. Words 
can never thank you enough, Hafu.” 
 
Hafu was speechless with emotion. Pohatu released him and stepped back. “Now I have 
something else to do. I’ll be back in a little while.” The Toa of Stone raced away into the desert. 
 
Soon Pohatu came to the rocky remains of Onewa’s favorite arch. He shook his head. “What a 
wreck. I’m worse than the Tahnok,” he chuckled to himself. “And this is yet another job that 
would be easier with a Pakari. But I think I can do it myself.” 
 
He gathered some loose stone and began to build a long ramp up to one end of the arch. He 
covered the ramp with sand to make it smooth. Then he slowly pushed the first broken piece up 
the slope. Pohatu paused for breath, and then he maneuvered the chunk into its original place on 
top of the broken base. 
 
“Now for the miraculous part,” he smiled. Pohatu placed his hands on the joint and felt the 
molecular structure rearrange itself until the seam between the stones had vanished, and the two 
were one. 
 
“So far, so good.” He added to the ramp and placed more stones. But soon he stopped in 
confusion. “Now, where’s the piece that goes here?” He laid out the fragments on the ground 
next to the arch, moving them around until he solved the puzzle. Then he built a ramp to the 
other leg of the broken arch, and he began to position the pieces onto it. 
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“I’d better extend the ramp so that it supports these cantilevered pieces, or they will fall before I 
can place the keystone.” So he added to the already massive ramp, until it was a giant mound 
supporting the entire arch. After an afternoon of toiling under the hot sun, he was sliding the last 
segment up the ramp, setting it into place in the center of the span. When he had healed the last 
rift in the stone, he walked down the ramp and studied his work. “Now I could use an Akaku. 
But I’ll just have to rely on my stone sense.” He scanned every inch of the structure, looking for 
flaws. He went back up the ramp and touched up a few areas. Then he stepped back, satisfied. 
 
Pohatu gave the bottom stones of the ramp a gentle tap with his foot. They rolled away from the 
base, and the ramp settled into a gentle hill of rubble. He kicked the larger boulders away into the 
distance, until the ramp was reduced to a slight hump in the sand. 
 
“Ready for inspection,” he smiled. He ran back to the village and walked through the gate. Hafu 
waved as he passed. The repair work was well underway, and the new statue was already 
roughed out. 
 
Pohatu trotted over to Onewa’s hut. The Turaga looked up at the sound of his heavy footfalls. 
 
“Hello, Toa Pohatu. Watch your—oh!” winced the Turaga as Pohatu knocked a chunk of stone 
off the top of the doorway with his head. 
 
“I’m still not used to being this tall!” laughed Pohatu. “Well, I’ll fix that later, Onewa. Come 
with me, I want to show you something.” Onewa glanced at the doorway again and shrugged. He 
followed Pohatu out the gate past the carvers. 
 
“Ready?” asked the Toa. 
 
“Ready for what?” 
 
Pohatu activated his Kakama, accelerating himself and the Turaga into the desert. He stopped 
next to the repaired stone arch and glanced over at Onewa. 
 
“That was wonderful!” smiled the village elder. “Now you can take others with you at Kakama 
speed? That’s a big shock for an old fellow like me!” 
 
“Yes, that’s just one of the enhancements the protodermis gave me,” replied Pohatu. He gestured 
at the arch. “And this is another.” 
 
Onewa gasped. “Now I’m really amazed.” He studied the massive stone structure with his eyes 
and then his hands, searching unsuccessfully for seams. He put his hand on Pohatu’s arm. “You 
have more than fulfilled the prophecy, Toa Pohatu. Not only have you used your powers to 
defend us, but now you are healing our broken stone.” The Turaga sat with his back against one 
leg of the arch, in the shade of the great span. “And your faith is like your name, solid as stone. 
You are the bedrock, on which we can build our lives.” He closed his eyes. 
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“Just cleaning up my mess, Onewa,” grinned Pohatu. Still, he was pleased to hear the Turaga’s 
words. 
 
He left Onewa to enjoy the solitude of his favorite thinking spot, and then he ran back to the 
village. The Po-Koronans thronged excitedly around him. “Can you give us a ride, too?” they 
asked. He spent the rest of the evening accelerating the villagers back and forth across the desert 
with his new mask, dropping Huki, Hafu, and a few others off near Ga-Koro, where a party was 
starting. And when Mokali slowly climbed the stairs for the evening watch, Pohatu heard his 
“All’s well!” and smiled. 
 
“All is indeed well,” he thought. He stretched out on his favorite rock and closed his eyes. 
 
 

THE END 
 
 
 
Thanks to 
 
real small guy 
Creator of Lava, Lord of Vahi 
pohatu jr 
Israeli Toa 
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Lewa Defies Gravity 
 
Chapter 1: Lewa Crawls 
 
The tall green being held the mask at arm's length and studied its smooth curves. "I'm going to be 
wearing a big metal grin, all the time," he laughed. The echoes of his own laughter off the 
canopy of trees surprised him, and he looked around until the ringing had died down. He liked 
the sound. 
 
He fitted the mask to his face. He stretched his arms high above his head, then flexed his legs 
and jumped. But instead of falling back to the ground, he hovered above it. He removed the 
mask, and he dropped back onto the sand. Without it, he felt strange, incomplete, and vaguely 
dizzy. He quickly put it back on. By the force of his will, he realized, he was able to activate and 
de-activate it, so that he could hover and float in the air. As he levitated, he twisted around and 
looked at the empty canister from which his parts had just tumbled. He gazed out over the 
expanse of blue ocean, and then back at the jungle that crowded close to the water's edge. He 
dropped back to the ground and picked up the green axe that had been in the canister with him 
and apparently belonged to him. 
 
The creature walked to the water, leaned over, and put his hand in it. It was heavy and wet. He 
walked into the surf up to his knees, and then he dove in. Immediately he popped back up, 
spluttering. "Well, this choice is going to be easy," he coughed distastefully. He leaped out of the 
water, shaking himself off, and jumped across the narrow strip of beach into the jungle. 
 
He stood at the base of the trees and looked up. "That's where I belong," he smiled to himself. He 
hefted the axe in his hand and tried the blade on a branch. It sliced cleanly through the wood. 
"Yes, I'm built for this." He reached for a vine that hung next to him, and he swung himself up 
into the tree and sat, looking around. Birds were chirping and insects buzzing everywhere. He 
heard larger creatures rustling in the underbrush below. The sounds blended into a pleasant 
harmony of cheerful activity. The sunlight filtered down through the treetops, and beautiful, 
brightly colored flowers stood out against the rich green of the leaves. He sighed and smelled the 
scents of ripe fruit and moist earth. "Paradise." He listened to an orange and silver bird singing in 
the next tree, and he found himself mimicking its tune. The bird stopped and looked at him, then 
whistled back. He replied with a similar sound, and then laughed as the creature hopped up and 
down on the branch. "Maybe I offended it," he chuckled. 
 
But the green being wasn't still for long. He put his axe on his back and gripped another vine. 
Soon he had figured out how to use the vines to travel through the treetops. He found he was able 
to turn flips in the air before grabbing the next vine. Thrilled with his discovery, he tried more 
and more challenging acrobatic tricks-forward and back flips, double flips, even a triple flip after 
a few tries. Gaining in confidence, and reassured by the levitation power of his mask, he moved 
faster and faster inland. He came to a wide, shallow river, and he cut down several trees with his 
axe. He used the trunks to form bridges between the scattered boulders in the current. He walked 
across to the other side, balancing carefully so he wouldn't get wet. Soon he was swinging over a 
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swamp, its murky water bubbling with strange life forms. And then he was back in the dense 
forest again. 
 
After a while he stopped to rest and look around. A large bird shrieked as it flew overhead. He 
admired the way it rode on the wind currents, then flapped to accelerate and turn. "Ah," he 
sighed. "To have that power..." 
 
His daydream of flight was interrupted by a buzzing noise. He turned his head to see a huge 
insect swooping toward him. "Another way to fly," he smiled. "Not as pretty to watch, but--" 
Suddenly he realized the creature was not going to stop. He stood to leap onto a lower branch, 
but it was too late. The insect hit him squarely in the back, and he fell from his perch in the tree. 
Desperately, he grasped at the foliage, but it was his mask power that kept him from slamming 
into the ground. He landed gently on his feet. Breathless, he stood and looked up through the 
trees at the creature as its drone faded into the distance. 
 
Vague fragments of a dream began to come to the forefront of his consciousness. "There are evil 
things in this place," he frowned. "I think I'm supposed to fight them." He studied his axe. It 
looked like it would serve as a weapon as well as a tool. He swung it hard through the air, and 
was surprised to see how the plants in front of it were blown flat, as by a strong wind. He tried it 
again. "I AM creating a wind!" he grinned. He directed a blast of air at a melon hanging from a 
vine above, and it fell from the stem and split open on the forest floor. Then he used all his 
strength to send the air into a spin. The powerful vortex ripped trees from their roots and sent 
leaves and branches flying in all directions. He crouched behind a boulder to avoid the swirling 
debris. Animals scattered, and after the wreckage stopped falling, the jungle was silent for a 
moment. The green creature laughed with joy. "I control the wind!" he shouted, turning a back 
flip. 
 
A movement in the bushes startled him, and he spun to see a huge animal with large jaws 
lunging at him. He gripped his axe tightly and struck the side of the beast's head. It roared and 
backed up, then snapped at him again. He leaped backwards to dodge its teeth. Then he blew a 
blast of air at it. It shook its head, momentarily confused, but as the green being danced around 
it, it followed him with its gaze. He did a flip over the animal, not realizing how far it could 
extend its neck-and it caught him. 
 
He yelled with pain as the creature squeezed his ribs with its powerful jaws. Twisting around, he 
hit the animal's eye with his axe, and it dropped him. He immediately scrambled to the top of a 
tall tree. The beast stretched its claws up the trunk and shook the tree, but the green being clung 
tightly to the branches. He directed a gust of wind at it, and it winced and recoiled. Finally it 
growled and turned away, lumbering into the forest. "I think I'm safer up here," he said to 
himself. "I'll just have to watch out for those big bugs." 
 
In the distance, he saw a great white peak on the left, glittering with snow, and a massive rocky 
mountain on the right, with dark smoke rising from its summit. He planned to explore them both 
later, but for now he stayed in the trees, moving between the two peaks. When the vegetative 
cover thinned, he walked over the rocky pass, but soon he was relieved to be back in the trees on 
the other side. He heard the rushing sound of a river. He followed it downstream, sometimes 
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moving up the bank out of sight of the channel but staying within earshot of the flowing water, 
until he reached a wide delta, and the tree cover thinned out. And then he sat to rest for a 
moment. He looked out over the sea, remembering more of his dreams. "I think I'm on an island, 
and I've just crossed it." 
 
Something just under the surface of the bay caught his eye. It was a more intense shade of blue 
than the water, and it was swimming rapidly toward the shore. He could just make out a form 
like his own. "Another creature like me!" he smiled. "I wonder if it's friendly." He dropped to a 
lower branch and waited for it to come out of the water. 
 
It crawled out and stood up, and the green being caught his breath. Water ran down its dark and 
light blue body, shorter and slimmer than his. Its hands were shaped like hooks, and its mask 
covered its face entirely, but the part in front of the eyes was translucent. When it turned its face 
toward him, he saw its gold eyes scanning him. 
 
"Hello!" he called. The blue creature jumped at the sound. 
 
"Hello," it answered. "Who are you?" Its voice was high and melodious, as fluid as its 
movements. He decided the blue creature must be female. 
 
"Good question," he replied. "But you seem to be the same sort of thing as I am. Do you have a 
name?" He dropped lightly to the ground and slowly approached her. She seemed wary, standing 
her ground a dozen paces away with her knees bent and hooks forward. Then she smiled. 
 
"If I do, I don't know what it is. Do you like to swim?" 
 
"No way!" he laughed. "But I can tell you do." 
 
"I love it," she agreed. "What do you like to do?" 
 
"This!" He jumped and hovered in the air, then caught a vine with his hand. He swung himself 
back into the tree. 
 
"Why are you here?" she asked. 
 
"Again, a good question," he shrugged. "I think it has something to do with these vicious animals 
I keep running into. And I feel like I'm supposed to protect someone." Since she seemed more 
fragile than he was, he added, "Maybe it's you." 
 
"I know what you mean," she replied. "I've run into a really ferocious sea monster, too. But I 
think we are supposed to be protecting someone smaller and less powerful. Water people. I had a 
dream about some water people who were in trouble." 
 
"Really," he said, leaning forward as forgotten images flooded his mind. "I had dreams of little 
people living in trees, being dive-bombed by giant insects." He smiled as he realized she would 
probably be an ally in this fight against evil. He already liked being around her. Patting the 
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branch next to him, he suggested, "But why don't you come up here with me, so I can hear you 
better?" 
 
She looked up, flexed her legs, and jumped. She flew into the air and flipped backwards. He 
grabbed her hook as she passed the branch and pulled her onto it. 
 
"Thanks," she said cautiously, looking at his eyes. "So water is my element, and air must be 
yours." 
 
"She's agile, and she's smart," he grinned to himself. Aloud, he answered, "Yes. But you're pretty 
good in the air, too." 
 
"I didn't know I could do that," she laughed. "What else can you teach me?" 
 
"Follow me," he invited her, leaping down to a lower branch. "Hold onto this vine." 
 
He showed her how to use the jungle vines to travel high in the treetops. At first she was hesitant 
and careful, but she learned quickly. He used his axe to chop though brush and vines as he went, 
so her path was clear. His heart was light as he led the way through the beautiful forest with this 
lovely creature following him. He wondered what she was capable of doing with her element. 
Soon he was lost in a daydream, and they were standing together, fending off attacks from 
snarling beasts with blasts of air and water. 
 
He heard a little cry and snapped his head around to see her falling. "She must have slipped!" he 
thought with alarm. He swung under her, catching her by the waist, and carried her to a fork in a 
tree. For a moment she was sitting in his lap, her arms around his neck, looking at him. His eyes 
widened as he inhaled her breath, like a fresh breeze off the sea. He started to pull her closer, but 
she quickly let go and scrambled backwards to a branch higher in the tree. 
 
"I'm sorry," he said. "Are you all right?" 
 
"Sure," she replied. "Thanks for catching me. I just felt--funny for a moment." 
 
"Me, too." He added to himself, "But not in a bad way." He realized with disappointment that 
being so close to him had made her uncomfortable. But maybe she was just being cautious. After 
all, they had just met each other, and perhaps she didn't fully trust him yet. 
 
After a few minutes of uneasy silence, he spoke again. "So, in my dream there were more beings 
like us. Do you think we should try to find them?" 
 
She nodded. "We need to find someone to explain things to us. I don't like this not knowing." 
 
He gestured toward the snow-capped peak in the distance. "Let's go to that mountain. From there 
we may be able to see if there are others." 
 
"That sounds like a good idea. You lead the way." 
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He grinned as he stood up. "Be careful, now, or I'll have to catch you again." 
 
"I can think of worse things," she laughed. "Like falling!" 
 
He glanced back at her before he swung off the branch. "I hope the others are like her!" he 
thought. "Facing evil creatures won't be so bad with friends like this." They glided under the tree 
canopy in silence. "Did you come out of a big canister, too?" he asked after a while. 
 
"Yes, I did. Apparently it fell into the sea and washed up on shore. It burst open, and my parts 
flew out onto the beach." 
 
"Me, too. And then I put myself together. So, what kind of things can you do with your water 
powers?" 
 
"I can draw water from the air and shoot it at things," she replied, slightly out of breath behind 
him. "I can control waves, too. And I suspect I can summon rainstorms." 
 
"Really? I can call up the wind. I wonder what kind of weather we could make if we combined 
our powers!" 
 
"Let's try it," she suggested. 
 
He stopped on a high branch and waited for her to catch up. "I'll start a whirlwind, and you add 
some rain, all right?" 
 
She nodded and watched as he waved his axe. The forest creatures fell silent as a strong wind 
began to pick up. Leaves and dirt were swept up as the roar grew louder. She raised her hooks. 
Dark thunderclouds massed, and a bolt of lightning darted from the sky. Then sheets of rain fell, 
soaking the top layer of foliage. The heavy drops made their way through the canopy and fell to 
the forest floor. "Wow! That's amazing!" she exclaimed over the noise. 
 
"It is! But I'm getting wet," he protested. He held up his axe and the wind stopped. 
 
She looked at him sideways through the rain. "You don't like water?" 
 
"No! I think that's enough now!" 
 
A sly grin spread across her face as she shot a splash of water at him. Then she waved her hook, 
and the rain stopped. "Shall we go now?" she asked sweetly. 
 
"Let's go," he agreed. He launched into a flip and landed behind her, making her laugh. They set 
off for the white mountain again. Finally, they arrived in the foothills, and the landscape changed 
from jungle to conifers. They dropped to the ground and hiked up the side of the peak. Above the 
treeline, the air became thin and chilly. They sat down to rest on an icy bluff and looked around. 
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They could see the whole island--its golden deserts, frosty glaciers, lush jungles, glowing lava 
flows, rocky cliffs--and the sparkling sea all around. 
 
"Look," she said, pointing. "There's a red creature like us!" 
 
He squinted at the distant dot and made out a walking figure. "So that makes three. I seem to 
remember that there were supposed to be six of us," he remarked. Soon the red being had 
climbed up to the ledge, and they stood to meet him. He was holding a sword whose blade 
looked like twisted flames. He looked at the blue one and said, "You are Gali." 
 
"Ah, thank you," she replied simply. She smiled at the green creature. "So that's my name. Gali." 
But the red one continued to watch her. She glanced at him again and stepped back, away from 
the waves of heat rising from his body. "Your element must be fire." 
 
"Yes," he replied, lowering his temperature. "My name is Tahu." 
 
"Who am I?" asked the green being, slightly annoyed at being ignored. 
 
The ground began to shake. Chunks of soil burst from the ground next to him, and a hunched 
black creature with clawed hands emerged from the hole. The newcomer blew dust out of the 
holes in his mask and brushed the dirt off his bulky arms. 
 
The sound of footsteps made them all look up, and they saw a white individual standing on the 
crag above them. He was holding a sword and shield. "You are Lewa, Toa of Air," he answered. 
"My Turaga told me about all of you. The people here have been expecting us." He alighted on a 
rock next to the others. He was followed by a brown Toa with powerful-looking legs and feet, 
who landed with a thud that shook the mountain and sent masses of snow sliding downhill. 
 
The white Toa pointed his blade at the moving snow, and it froze in place. "I am Kopaka, Toa of 
Ice. This is Pohatu, Toa of Stone." Pointing at the black Toa, he continued, "And you must be 
Onua, Toa of Earth." 
 
"I am Tahu, Toa of Fire," added Tahu quickly. "And this is Gali, Toa of Water." 
 
"Pleased to meet you," said Pohatu. The other Toa nodded their greetings. Lewa repeated the 
names to himself. The elements were easy enough to remember, as they corresponded well to the 
Toa's colors. But what was a Turaga? And how did the people know to expect them? And why 
was Gali the only female? Lewa's head was full of questions. 
 
Tahu took a deep breath. "We are as yet strangers to one another. But we know that we share an 
important destiny, protecting this island and its people. I have had a glimpse of what our enemy 
can do, and it will be a challenging task. I see that we are well equipped for it." 
 
"Who is this enemy?" asked Lewa. 
 
"Our enemy is the powerful evil spirit Makuta," replied Tahu. "He has intimidated the people by 
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fitting infected masks to the wild beasts of the island, so that they will attack the villages." 
 
Suddenly Lewa understood the behavior of the huge insect, and the large creature that had treed 
him. He remembered seeing masks that seemed foul and pitted. "They must have been under 
Makuta's influence!" he thought. 
 
"Defeating him will not be easy," remarked Kopaka. "Like us, he controls the elements, as well 
as the infection that turns the animals against us. We must collect the Great Masks of Power 
before we can confront him." 
 
Tahu glanced at Kopaka and continued. "These Kanohi, which resemble those we all have, are 
scattered across Mata Nui. Each one gives the wearer a new power. The Turaga know many of 
their locations, but we will have to hunt for others." 
 
"When you find a mask, place it over your original one," explained Kopaka. "The masks will 
merge. And then you can switch at will from one to the other. Like this." Kopaka's mask changed 
shape, turning into a white version of Tahu's mask. Then Kopaka changed back to his first mask. 
 
"And when you find one, a replica of the new mask will appear on your Suva, in your village, 
where you will go to receive your Golden Kanohi when you have all six," finished Tahu. 
 
"The Turaga must be the leaders of the people," Lewa concluded. "But Great Masks of Power? 
Suva? Golden Kanohi?" His head was spinning with all this strange, though vaguely familiar, 
information. 
 
Apparently he wasn't the only one. Gali spoke hesitatingly. "And then… we will be ready to 
fight this Makuta?" 
 
Onua nodded. "And then we will fight Makuta. What are the powers of your masks? Mine, the 
Pakari, is the Great Mask of Strength." 
 
Finally Lewa knew the answer to something. "Mine lets me levitate," he said proudly, lifting 
himself about a bio off the ground. 
 
"It's called the Miru, Lewa," said Tahu. Lewa groaned to himself at Tahu's display of knowledge 
as the red Toa continued. "Mine is the Hau, the mask of Shielding. But you have to see the attack 
coming." 
 
"Perhaps you can use mine to help with that," said Kopaka. "The Akaku, which gives the power 
to see through solid objects." 
 
Pohatu pointed to his mask. "The Kakama is the Great Mask of Speed." 
 
"And mine?" Gali asked, looking around. Lewa wished he knew, but naturally Tahu did. "Yours 
is the Kaukau. It allows you to breathe underwater." 
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"Oh, that would explain--" Gali smiled shyly. "I see." 
 
Tahu finally took his eyes off her and summarized their mission. "So, we must find these masks, 
while defending our villagers and learning as much as we can to prepare for our battle with 
Makuta. There are also six Noble Masks, like the Turaga wear, which have useful powers as 
well. Shall we meet again after we have each found a few?" 
 
"I'd really rather work alone," said Kopaka. "I say we meet again after we find them all." Lewa 
nodded in agreement. 
 
Onua shook his head. "I have a feeling we'll need to work together sometimes, and keep an eye 
on each other. But I think we can start off by returning to our villages, and using the knowledge 
of our Turaga to find as many Kanohi as we can." 
 
Lewa put his hand on Gali's shoulder. "If you find any masks up high, I can get them for you, 
until you get your Miru," he offered. "And if I find any underwater, you know I'll call on you to--
" Lewa glanced at Tahu and stopped. Once again, the Toa of Fire was heating up. Lewa took his 
hand off Gali and backed up a step. "On second thought," he continued, looking warily at Tahu, 
"maybe I'll just learn to swim." 
 
Pohatu spoke, relieving the tension. "If we need to meet, I can act as a messenger," he 
volunteered. "I can cross the island in the time it takes a stone to hit the bottom of this canyon." 
He kicked a small rock off the edge of the cliff. 
 
"Then we'll get together again whenever we have something to communicate to the others," 
concluded Tahu. "Until then, may the Great Beings protect you all. And best of luck on your 
quest for the Kanohi." 
 
The others nodded, and the meeting broke up. Lewa was looking forward to getting back to the 
jungle, away from the others. "I won't mind working with Gali," he thought, "but I'm not sure I'll 
get to very much, with that fiery fellow acting the way he does." 
 
Onua walked up to Lewa as the others headed for their villages. "You haven't met your Turaga or 
villagers yet, have you?" 
 
"Well, no," replied the Toa of Air, looking down at the black Toa. 
 
"If you have any questions, I'd be happy to help," Onua went on. 
 
"Actually, I do," said Lewa. "Where is my village?" 
 
"In the treetops, near Lake Kanae. If you head straight south, you should run into it. You might 
also follow any Matorans you see riding birds. They will be returning there." 
 
"In the treetops? Riding birds? This village sounds interesting." 
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"Just like mine is to me, with its tunnels and mines," smiled Onua. 
 
Lewa imagined being underground and frowned. "I suppose it must be," he shrugged. "Well, 
thanks, and good luck." 
 
"You, too." Onua dove back into the hole from which he had emerged. 
 
"He's nice enough, I suppose," thought Lewa. "But that's all the help I'll need. It sounds like we 
each have our own territory to protect, anyway. I'm going to go meet these tree people." 
 
He watched Gali climb down the cliff face with her hooks. She was heading toward the sea, 
probably to swim to her village. As soon as he saw that Tahu had disappeared into the pine 
forest, Lewa decided to follow Gali and make sure she made it safely to the shore. He caught up 
with her as she swung through the last trees before the beach, smiling with pride that he had 
taught her well. 
 
But when she dropped from a vine into an estuary to swim to her new home, the waters began to 
bubble. Her eyes widened with alarm as she was pulled downward. Lewa swooped after her and 
grabbed her hooks, lifting her into a tree. 
 
"Now you see why I hate water. You should be more careful, Gali," he advised. "Next time, I 
might not be here to save you." 
 
"Thank you, Lewa, but I can look after myself. The waters are normally my ally. But these… 
these seem so… strange, so angry." 
 
Lewa laughed. "Water can't be angry. It can't be anything but wet. I'll stay in the treetops, well 
away from it." 
 
"Without water, there would be no trees," Gali retorted. "Where are you going?" 
 
"Up. So what do you think of the other Toa?" 
 
"They are very noble and powerful," she replied. "I regret that we will all be traveling our own 
paths, rather than working together." 
 
Lewa shook his head. "I don't. I'm going to find the six Kanohi masks of power, as the legends 
say, and free this island from Makuta. The last thing I want is someone else slowing me down." 
 
Gali smiled. "Your dreams are as grand as these trees, Lewa. I hope they do not come crashing 
down around you." But the Toa of Air had already sailed away into the green shadows. 
 
After traveling through the woods for a while, Lewa arrived at a large body of still water and 
stopped. "This must be the lake Onua was talking about," he thought. Then he saw a strange 
sight. A huge black and purple bird was gliding through the air, and mounted on its back was a 
small creature with a turquoise Miru. He watched the bird circle and land in a tree near the 
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lakeshore a few hundred bios away. He sprang up from his perch and followed. Soon he saw a 
wooden platform in a treetop, with a string of multicolored flags waving in the breeze and 
several huts woven of plant fibers. More birds were lined up, surrounded by other mask-wearing 
creatures like the first rider. "My village!" cried Lewa joyfully. He swung himself onto the 
platform, landing gently with the help of his Kanohi. 
 
The villagers swarmed around their Toa. They were about waist-high to him, and they were all 
various shades of green, many of them wearing masks that resembled those of the other Toa. 
"Toa Lewa is here!" they cried joyfully. He looked around and saw a ladder leading down to 
another, larger platform. More Matorans were scrambling from their huts, many carrying strange 
objects. They began to blow into or pound on these objects. The sweet melodies carried upward, 
and Lewa found himself smiling at the music. "Hello, everyone. I can tell this is going to be a 
great place to live!" he beamed. 
 
The excited villagers led him down the ladder, where he saw a different-looking creature. He 
was slightly taller than the others, with a rounded yellow-green mask that had a square mouth. 
He carried a staff that had a saw-like blade, and he seemed to have an air of authority about him. 
"That must be the Turaga," thought Lewa. Then a second, identical being stepped out from 
behind the first. 
 
Lewa was puzzled. "Am I the only Toa whose village has two Turaga?" he asked. He reached out 
to the first one, and his hand passed through him. The Turaga shimmered and vanished. The 
remaining Turaga tipped his head back and laughed. He was joined by the villagers. 
 
Lewa grinned and rolled his eyes. "Oh, that was funny." He was glad his people had a sense of 
humor. 
 
"Welcome to your highbranch home, Toa Lewa. I am Matau, Turaga of Le-Koro," said the 
illusionist warmly, taking Lewa's hand. "In this darktime, we have been eagerly awaiting your 
arrival." 
 
"Well, I'm glad to be here," replied Lewa, slightly amused at his strange speech. "I guess you are 
going to tell me all about these prophecies and so on?" 
 
"Of course. But perhaps you would like a walktour of our treebright village first. Kongu, would 
you please show Toa Lewa the ropes?" 
 
"With great pleasure, Turaga," said the Matoran with the Miru that Lewa had seen riding the 
bird. 
 
"Kongu stands at my right hand," explained the village elder. He pointed to a second Matoran in 
a yellow-green mask that had just jumped onto the platform from a pod-shaped elevator. "And 
Tamaru, who just came uptree, is at my left. When he's not deepwood pretending to make maps." 
He poked Tamaru in the ribs, and the villager squirmed away, laughing. 
 
Kongu stepped forward. "You've seen the birdlaunch pad," he said, gesturing at the upper 
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platform. "That's where we prepare for battleflight against the Nui-Rama." 
 
"Nui what?" asked Lewa. 
 
"Nui-Rama, the highflying Rahi that buzzbomb our village, and smash our huts." 
 
"Oh, I think I ran into one of those earlier today," remarked the Toa. "So, you fight those things 
on birdback?" 
 
"Yes, we windride on the tamed Kahu and Kewa. The second sits behind the pilot and throws 
discs at them to knock off their infected Kanohi." 
 
"That sounds really fun," remarked Lewa. 
 
"It would be, except that the foulslime beasts are trying to kill us," shrugged Matau, turning 
toward his hut. 
 
Lewa followed Kongu all over the various platforms that made up the village. A group of Le-
Koronans trailed behind them, chatting eagerly. All of the wooden platforms were anchored 
firmly to branches of the same giant tree. Different areas were reserved for cooking, wood 
carving, and music performance, and there were several clusters of huts for the villagers. Several 
huge huts housed the tamed birds. One platform held a large dome-shaped object. "That's your 
Suva," said Kongu, pointing. "Your Kanohi will be safestored there when you collect them." 
 
They returned to the main platform. The musicians stopped playing. Tamaru put down his 
mallets and stepped up to Lewa. Rapid words tumbled out of his mouth. "Would you like an 
instrument, Toa Lewa? We will carve anything you like. A flute, or a drum, or a xylophone, a 
lute... just name it!" 
 
"Well, thanks," replied Lewa slowly, "but I don't know how to play anything." 
 
"We'd be happy to show you," replied another musician. "Here's a flute. Just blow into one end, 
and cover the holes to make different notes." 
 
Lewa took the wooden tube the Matoran was extending to him and blew into it. A low, beautiful, 
haunting sound came out. He put his fingers over the holes and blew again, making a higher 
note. Then he tried a few combinations. Soon he was playing a simple tune. The flute player 
pulled out another flute and piped in harmony. Another band member started tapping his foot. He 
added a drumbeat. Tamaru echoed the theme on his xylophone, and another began to strum a 
stringed instrument. The forest rang with the sounds, and the rest of the village gathered around 
to listen and dance. 
 
Finally the musicians finished their song with a flourish, and the crowd clapped. Matau walked 
up to Lewa. "You are an everquick learner, Toa Lewa. That was fine fluteplaying indeed, even 
for a manyseason musician!" 
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Lewa laughed. "I don't know what I did. The music just seemed to be in there, waiting to come 
out. All I did was open a path for it." 
 
"That's how a trueheart musician does it," remarked Tamaru. 
 
Lewa handed the flute back to the villager who had given it to him. "Oh, no, please" replied the 
Le-Koronan, "I would be honored if you kept it! I hope we can play together again!" 
 
"Thank you--what was your name?" 
 
"Noli," replied the flute player. 
 
"Thanks, Noli, I hope so, too," smiled Lewa. 
 
Lewa spent the rest of the day learning about his new home. He visited the gardens, where the 
Le-Koronans gathered food and fiber for their daily needs. He learned of the plants, some 
bursting with healing juices and others with poison. He learned of the animals, some friendly and 
amusing, others vicious and deadly. He learned above all that to survive in Le-Wahi meant to be 
on one's toes, that even while laughing one had to be alert for danger. Tamaru took him for a 
vine-swinging tour, explaining how to navigate in the woods. And after an evening of 
storytelling around the village fire, where the Turaga recounted the legend of Mata Nui, Lewa 
was tired indeed. He welcomed the peaceful oblivion of sleep. 
 
 
 
Chapter 2: Lewa Walks 
 
The next morning, Lewa rose early. He was determined to be the first Toa to find all his Kanohi. 
"I'll go confront that evil spirit and free the island," he thought. "Then I can get back to exploring 
Mata Nui, and playing music with the villagers. It's really going to be great here when those 
infected animals are gone!" 
 
Before Lewa left the village, he stopped by the Turaga's hut to ask for directions to the masks. 
Matau spent a few minutes explaining the location of his Hau. "Why didn't you just bring it back 
here, since you know where it is?" asked Lewa. 
 
"Oh," smiled Matau, "I'm not sure it would be wise. The Great Masks are too powerladen for us 
to handle. And besides-well, you'll see when you huntfind them. They are in very hardreach 
locations." 
 
"I see," said Lewa. "Well, I'm off, then." He set out to seek his Kanohi, humming to himself as 
he swung into the jungle. "Down the broadriver…across the bogswamp…" He turned Matau's 
directions into a song to make them easier to remember. 
 
Soon he arrived at the Fau Swamp. "Matau said it was inside the 'hollowcore bigtrunk'," mused 
Lewa as he hovered. "Maybe he means that big hollow log down there." He dropped into the 
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muck. "Yecch!" He picked his way among the reeds toward the hollow log, his legs heavy with 
mud. "What's so hard to reach about this? Other than the fact that it's really slimy down here--" 
 
Lewa felt something hit him in the back, and he sprawled forward onto the log. He turned his 
head to see a tall blue creature with powerful fists, poised to strike again. He rolled to the right as 
the Tarakava pounded the log. The wood splintered apart under the force of the blow. Lewa saw 
the edge of a gray mask inside. He groped for the Kanohi with his left hand, but the creature 
locked its jaws around his hand and rose to its full height, picking him up by the arm. Lewa 
swung his axe at its face and the Rahi let go, dropping him into the mud. 
 
Spraying slime in all directions, the creature spun on its tracks. Lewa summoned all his strength 
to pull himself free of the mire and dive onto the log. He reached inside, grabbed the gray 
Kanohi, and slapped it over his Miru. "Tahu had better be right!" he thought grimly. Sitting up to 
face the enraged animal, he felt a strange vibration in his mask as the fist flew at him again. But 
it bounced away, blocked by the invisible shimmering shield formed by the Hau. 
 
Lewa cringed instinctively as the monstrous beast tried to strike him again, but the defensive 
shield protected him well. The Tarakava finally turned away in frustration. Lewa lay on the log, 
panting. "Good thing it was the Hau. If it had been an Akaku… or a Kaukau…" He slowly stood 
and looked down at himself. His back ached, and he was covered from head to toe with 
malodorous slime. He lifted one foot from the sucking mud and took a step. "I guess this mask 
quest is going to be harder than I thought." 
 
Lewa slogged toward the nearest tree and hauled himself wearily into the branches. The smell of 
the muck was really bothering him. As much as he hated to get wet, he realized the only way to 
be clean again was to immerse himself in water. He swung himself through the trees over the 
swamp, finally arriving at the wide, slow river. He took a deep breath and dropped in. The Toa of 
Air swam vigorously for a few minutes to loosen all the mud, and then he staggered out onto the 
bank. 
 
A brief rest in the sunshine in the upper branches of a tall tree, with the help of the breeze he 
summoned, left Lewa dry and happy again. He switched from the Hau to the Miru and back, 
enjoying the sensation of the changing power on his face. "These masks are fantastic! I can't wait 
to get the Kakama… that one is really going to be great." He sailed back to his village and 
landed lightly on the birdlaunch platform, where Kongu was feeding his Kahu. 
 
The Matoran ran over to Lewa. "Happy homereturn, Toa Lewa!" 
 
"Thanks, Kongu. Look at this!" Lewa changed his mask to the Hau. 
 
Kongu gasped. "You can facechange!" 
 
Lewa laughed. "And it works, too. I just repelled an attack by a Tarakava. The rotten beast got 
me all muddy, though." 
 



Toa Biographies  GaliGee 

 200

Matau climbed slowly up to the platform. "I saw the Hau appear on your Suva, Toa Lewa. Good 
searchfinding!" 
 
The Toa of Air smiled. "Only four more to go, and then I can go beat Makuta." 
 
"It may not be as quickeasy as that," chuckled the Turaga. 
 
"Yes, I see why you haven't been getting the masks yourselves," nodded Lewa. "So, Kongu, do 
you suppose this bird could carry me?" 
 
"Of course it can! My Kahu is the strongest windflyer in the jungle! Would you like a ride?" 
 
"I sure would," replied Lewa. "That is, if you don't mind." 
 
Kongu patted the bird's head, then jumped onto its back. He pointed to the spot behind him. 
"Come on up!" 
 
Lewa leaped up and floated down onto the Kahu's back. He grinned in anticipation of his first 
flight. "Ready." 
 
Kongu chirped a signal to his bird, and the great beast spread its wings. Green light appeared 
underneath as the creature powered up. Then it sprang off the platform and soared into the air. 
Lewa leaned his head back and laughed as he felt the wind against his face. 
 
Kongu's control of the creature was amazing. They functioned almost as one being, a blend of 
strength and agility that swerved, looped, and dove, now banking into steep turns, now leveling 
out to skim the treetops. Lewa looked down, breathless with exhilaration. He watched the terrain 
change to conifer forest and then to brilliant, sparkling white glaciers as they sailed over the 
great Mount Ihu, then to rocky foothills and desert with stark cliffs. They swung out over the 
string of stony islets at the very northern tip of Mata Nui, then glided over the sheltered bay 
where Gali's floating village was anchored to the sea floor. Then the Kahu was flapping 
anxiously over the hot, fuming crater of the Mangai volcano, and finally they reached the 
temperate humidity of the jungle again as Kongu finished the tour of the island. It seemed to be 
hours later when the exhausted bird flopped itself onto the platform again. 
 
Lewa jumped off and put his hand on Kongu's shoulder. "Thank you so much! That was 
outstanding!" Kongu nodded briefly to him, but he was focused on his animal. He brought it 
water and grain, and stroked the side of its neck, making strange warbling sounds. The Kahu 
nuzzled his mask, ate some feed, and then crawled into its hut for some rest. 
 
"Sorry, Toa Lewa, I had to give him some restcare to reward him for his hard flywork," 
apologized the Matoran. 
 
"No problem, I understand," smiled Lewa. "That was quite a long flight!" 
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"Yes, it was. And we were lucky we weren't divebombed by Rama." Kongu pointed to a tall 
earthen spire through the trees. "They have been less oftencoming lately. Sometimes they lay 
low for a while, but the buzzflying attacks always start up again." 
 
Lewa looked at the giant pillar of hardened mud in the distance, which Matau had shown him the 
day before. He remembered the huge insect that had attacked him, and he shuddered with 
revulsion at the thought of a whole hive of them. 
 
"But did you see that highbranch mask just as we were downlanding?" Kongu continued. "It was 
near the groundpath to the cavedark tunnelmouth." 
 
"What?" asked the Toa. "You mean you saw a Kanohi in a tree?" Lewa was elated that his 
enjoyable trip had led to the discovery of a new mask. He would soon have half of them! 
 
"Yes, but it's not for you. It's a Miru." 
 
"Oh," said Lewa. "Then I suppose we should go tell one of the other Toa." 
 
"I can windride on another bird, and go tell one of them," offered Kongu. 
 
"Well, thanks, that would be great. How about Pohatu? It would be fun to watch him float in the 
air!" Lewa laughed at the thought of Pohatu levitating. 
 
Kongu was already patting the beak of a Kewa as he untied it from the platform. "I'll be back in a 
wingbeat!" He jumped onto the bird and flew away. 
 
Lewa vaulted over the edge of the platform and landed in the center of the village. "I'll go get the 
next mask is while Kongu is gone. And then I'll help Pohatu. I imagine he'll need it." He laughed 
to himself as he stepped toward Matau's hut. 
 
Just as he approached the threshold, a piece of the platform fell out from under his feet. Lewa 
yelped as he felt himself falling. Scraping against the branches, he quickly activated his Miru. It 
stopped his fall about halfway down the giant tree. He reached for a vine, scrambled back up 
toward the village, and called out, "Turaga Matau, something's wrong with--" 
 
He stopped talking when he saw Matau leaning over the side of the platform, laughing. Lewa 
glanced at the underside of the wooden structure and saw a piece of it swinging by a large hinge. 
The Toa jumped up next to Matau and slapped him on the back. "You sure had me there," he 
laughed. "Good thing I have a Miru!" 
 
"Well, I would never have trapdropped someone who didn't have one. At least, not without a 
ropenet underneath." Matau winked at him. 
 
Lewa turned at the sound of the snickering villagers behind him. "Is it always like this around 
here?" he asked. 
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"Pretty much, Toa Lewa," giggled Noli. 
 
"You're lucky, Toa Lewa," added Tamaru. "Sometimes we lateknowing villagers find ourselves 
covered in swampwater!" 
 
Lewa winced at the memory of the foul-smelling mud. "I can sympathize!" He grinned as he 
watched Matau refasten the trap door and lay a piece of wood over the top of it. "Now that you're 
finished harassing me, Matau, can you tell me where the next mask is?" 
 
"Of course. Come on in." Matau gestured toward his hut. 
 
Lewa stepped cautiously inside. He sat down on a bench across from the Turaga's desk and 
looked carefully around the hut. "Maybe I can find a way to play a prank on HIM, for a change," 
he thought. 
 
Matau told Lewa where to find his Huna. "Even though it's a noble mask, and you don't need it 
to get your Golden Kanohi, invisibility is a useful battletool," he remarked. "And when you put it 
over your mask, it won't blendfuse with your old one. The powers will be patterncopied for your 
use, but the mask will remain separate. And then you can bring it to me. We Turaga can use the 
Noble masks, unlike the Great Masks." 
 
"All right, but you'd better not use it to play a trick on me!" laughed Lewa. 
 
"Agreed," replied the grinning Turaga. 
 
Again, Lewa followed Matau's singsong instructions. This time he found himself on a rocky cliff 
between his region and Ko-Wahi. As he hunted among the crevices in the boulders, he shivered 
from the cold wind blowing off the peak of nearby Mount Ihu. Then it occurred to him that he 
could reverse the wind, and bring it instead from Le-Wahi. So he searched in relative comfort 
until he saw the gray Huna in a crack in the rock. He reached in and tugged on the mask. But it 
was tightly wedged into the stone. 
 
The Toa of Air heard a growling sound behind him. "Oh, no, here we go again," he thought as he 
spun on his heels. A Muaka thrice his size was crouching on the ledge below him, ready to 
pounce. Lewa activated his Hau and pulled the axe off his back. He braced himself, remembering 
how far its neck could extend from his last encounter with one of these Rahi. 
 
The beast sprang at him, and the Hau performed its defensive function. But the creature began to 
paw at the ground in front of him. Lewa felt himself sliding down the slope toward it, and toward 
the cliff. He was determined not to let this Rahi keep him from his goal. He scrambled to his feet 
and swung his axe at it, knocking off one of its two infected masks. The Muaka reared back in 
confusion. 
 
"That's it!" cried Lewa. "I just have to knock off the other one!" He gripped his weapon with 
both hands and threw his weight into the blow. It sent the other mask tumbling into the canyon 
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below. The Muaka retreated back down the ledge. Lewa changed back to his Miru as he slid over 
the cliff. He hooked his axe under the edge of a boulder and pulled himself to safety. 
 
Lewa sat for a moment and caught his breath. With his axe, he hacked at the rock around the 
Huna until it was loose. Then he put the mask on, and he felt the power being transferred into his 
own mask. The Huna fell back into his hand. He shrugged and put it on his back along with his 
tool. Alternately walking and leaping with his Miru, he traveled toward home. 
 
As he descended through the foothills, he saw two Kane-Ra circling a clump of bushes. "Now, 
every time I've looked for a mask, there has been a Rahi nearby. I wonder if they are protecting 
one." He decided to try the Huna. As he crept cautiously toward the animals, they seemed not to 
notice him. "It must be working!" 
 
As quietly as he could, he slipped between them. There, in the bushes, was a Matatu! He picked 
it up. But the Kane-Ra saw the movement of the mask, and they roared into action. Lewa ran as 
fast as he could, the beasts close behind him. He led them to the top of a steep hill and leaped, 
changing to his Miru. The animals tried in vain to stop, but they tumbled end over end down the 
rocky slope. Lewa landed safely and ran again until he was sure they were a comfortable 
distance behind him. 
 
"So this Huna IS useful!" he smiled. "And now I think I'll use it to play a little trick on Matau." 
 
The Toa of Air used his new Huna to slip into the village unnoticed. He sat on a branch just 
outside the window of the Turaga’s hut. Then, motionless and camouflaged, he changed to his 
Matatu and waited patiently. 
 
Presently Matau walked into the hut and sat at his desk. He pulled some leaves with writing on 
them out of a box and set them on the work surface. Then he picked up a carved wooden pen, 
and, without looking up, he reached across the desk to dip it in a pot of ink. 
 
Lewa concentrated on the ink pot. It slid a few inches across the desk. Matau began to write, but 
the pen made no mark. He glanced up at the pot and shrugged. Again, he reached toward it, and 
again Lewa moved it across the desk. 
 
Matau set his pen down. He stared at the ink pot. With one quick motion, he grabbed it and 
examined it. Then he stepped out of the hut. “Lewa!” he yelled, looking around. 
 
Lewa was ready. He had changed to his Huna and grasped a vine. As Matau called to Tamaru, 
“Has anyone seen Toa Lewa?” the invisible Toa of Air swung towards him and scooped him up. 
He carried Matau up to another branch. 
 
“Aaaah!” shrieked Matau, grabbing at the tree. He looked at Lewa as he changed back to his 
Miru. The Turaga began to laugh heartily. The Le-Koronans, startled by his cry, had come out to 
see what was happening. As Tamaru explained Lewa’s prank, they joined his laughter. 
 
Matau gasped for air. “Well done, Toa Lewa. Once again, you’re an everquick learner!” 
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Lewa smiled. “And here’s a little reward for your suffering.” He handed the two noble masks to 
Matau. 
 
“Oh, thank you, Toa Lewa. Two of them? Great!” Matau put on each mask, and they blended 
with his Mahiki. He tried switching to them, and the villagers murmured in amazement as he 
disappeared and reappeared with the Huna. Then he changed to the Matatu and made a melon 
drop from an overhanging vine into his hand. He aimed it at Noli, then lowered his arm. 
 
Noli ducked instinctively. “We’re never going to be tricksafe again.” 
 
“Yes, this is a hardluck day for us villagers!” laughed Tamaru. 
 
The next morning, the Turaga’s left-hand Matoran woke Lewa. “Toa Lewa, I was running 
overrock by the groundpath to the Onu-Koro tunnel. That is, I was near the groundmark where it 
will make lightbreak when it is finished,” Tamaru began. “And I saw Toa Pohatu! He was 
moving uptree as if he was seeksearching for something.” 
 
“Oh, he’s looking for that Miru,” replied Lewa. “This is going to be good.” He jumped up and 
traveled through the treetops to the area where Kongu had seen the Kanohi. Sure enough, there 
was the Toa of Stone, halfway up a large tree. A wild Kewa was pecking at his mask, apparently 
in an attempt to protect its nearby nest. 
 
Lewa stifled a laugh as he swung past. "Hello, Pohatu! Fancy meeting you here." 
 
"Hi, Lewa!" called Pohatu as Lewa landed in a branch above his head. "I'm looking for a Miru 
up there." 
 
"Yes, I see it," replied Lewa, looking up. "Here, let me get it for you." 
 
"Oh, that would be wonderful. Would you, please?" 
 
Lewa swung himself to the highest branches and snagged the Kanohi out of the leaves. "Here, 
catch!" 
 
"Nooo!" moaned Pohatu, clinging more tightly to the tree as the Kewa jabbed at his face with its 
beak. "I can't move!" 
 
"Just kidding, big guy," laughed Lewa. "I'll bring it down to you." 
 
Pohatu smiled with relief. He looked up at Lewa, who was leaping to a lower branch. But then he 
yelled, "Look out, Lewa! Behind you!" 
 
Lewa turned to see a Nui-Rama buzzing menacingly around his head. He ducked its razor-like 
claws as it zoomed over. Holding onto the branch with one hand, he tried to strike it with his axe. 
Then he heard a loud thud echoing through the jungle. As the infected insect came back for 
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another attack, a boulder flew straight up from the ground and hit it. The Rahi plunged from the 
sky. Lewa heard the stone crash to the earth a short distance from the base of the tree. “Pohatu 
just kicked that huge rock all the way from the ground, and saved me from something that was 
flying in the air!” he realized. “That’s amazing!” 
 
Lewa landed on the ground next to the Toa of Stone and handed him the Miru. "Thanks, 
Pohatu!" 
 
"No, no, thank you," replied the Toa of Stone. "No offense, but tree-climbing is not my idea of a 
good time." 
 
"You did look a little awkward up there," chuckled Lewa. "Hey, look at the rock you kicked. It 
has writing on it." 
 
Pohatu leaned over the rock. Chiseled into the stone was a warning: "Wake one, you wake them 
all." 
 
"I hope I didn't just wake them up, whatever they are." Pohatu put the Miru on over his Kakama. 
"I wonder what that means. Maybe the Turaga know. So, how does this thing work?" 
 
"Just think light thoughts," replied Lewa, watching his friend rise off the ground. "And keep 
concentrating. If you fall, I have no intention of catching you." 
 
Pohatu laughed as he spun in the air. "This is great! I can fly!" 
 
"You're a natural," Lewa remarked with a wry smile. 
 
"But I think I still prefer to be on the ground," said the Toa of Stone as he landed gently on the 
lush green forest floor. 
 
"Have it your way. Well, I've got some masks to find myself. See you later!" Lewa flipped 
backwards into the tree again, grabbed a vine, and was off. 
 
He smiled as he sailed back to his village. “Pohatu is all right,” he thought. “He can take a joke. I 
think I’m going to get along with him pretty well.” 
 
Lewa landed on the birdlaunch platform and greeted Kongu, who was loading his saddle with 
flying discs. “The Rama are buzzflying again,” the Matoran commented quietly. “Just a few of 
them, but we must be alertready.” 
 
“Yes, I just saw one near the Onu-Koro tunnel site,” replied the Toa. 
 
"Toa Lewa!" shouted Matau from his hut. "Someone is here to see you." 
 
"On my way," Lewa called back. He nodded to Kongu and turned toward the ladder. He saw 
Gali waiting on the lower platform. "Hi, Gali!" He leaped down to her level and walked toward 
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her. 
 
She returned his smile. "Hello, Lewa."  
 
Suddenly he felt something catch against his lower legs. He lost his balance and fell forward--
right into Gali's arms. 
 
"Lewa! What are you doing?" she asked, startled. She pushed him back onto his feet. 
 
"I'm sorry!" he stammered. "I don't know what--oh, yes I do!" He glared at Matau, who was 
holding one end of a vine. The other end was tied to a pole on the opposite side of the platform. 
Matau was doubled over with laughter. 
 
"Matau, did Lewa put you up to this?" demanded Gali suspiciously. 
 
"Yes, actually, he did." Matau laughed even harder. 
 
"No, I didn't!" protested Lewa. "Don't believe him, Gali!" 
 
Gali gave Lewa a sideways look. "Lewa, would you please help me with something?" 
 
"Anything, Gali." 
 
"Follow me, please." She led the way to the trunk of the big tree and dropped down onto a big 
branch.  
 
"But I did kind of like it," Lewa confessed as he landed next to her. 
 
Gali punched his arm. "Race you to the bottom!" she challenged with a grin. 
 
"You're on!" replied Lewa, grabbing a vine and swinging down. He watched Gali scramble down 
the trunk with her hooks. When she was almost to the bottom, she leaped, turning a flip. The Toa 
of Air swung underneath her and grabbed her by the waist. He released the vine and landed 
gently using his Miru, setting her down in front of him. 
 
Gali backed up a step. "Lewa?" 
 
"Yes, Gali?" 
 
"Can we get back to work now?" 
 
"Of course," he replied. "I just thought, since Tahu wasn't here, we could play a little on the 
way." 
 
"Tahu?" asked Gali, looking puzzled. 
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"You know. Red and orange Toa, almost my height, wears a Hau, carries a fire sword?" 
 
Gali laughed. "What does he have to do with anything?" 
 
Lewa shrugged. "I just figured that if he were here, I'd end up bursting into flames somehow." 
 
"Well, I have no idea about that, but if you keep it up, you might get hit by a tidal wave." Gali 
smiled serenely. 
 
"So, what was it you wanted me to help you with?" asked Lewa nervously. 
 
"Some Rahi. I have a plan," she grinned. "This way." 
 
Lewa followed her though the treetops. “And just when are you going to explain this mystery 
plan?” he asked impatiently. 
 
“You remember the storm we made?” 
 
“Yes, why?” 
 
“Because I want you to help me do it again. There is a group of Tarakava living in a craggy rock. 
I’ve sent big waves against it, but this rock has been pounded by surf for eons, so they don’t have 
much effect.” Gali paused to catch her breath. “But if you and I create a cyclone, we can take out 
the whole rock. And then those beasts will stop tormenting my village.” 
 
She resumed her journey through the woods, Lewa close behind. “All right,” he agreed, happy to 
be able to help. 
 
As they emerged from the forest and dropped onto a sandy beach, Lewa moaned with dread. 
"You aren't going to make me swim, are you?" 
 
"Yes, we're going to that island over there," replied Gali, pointing at a peak rising from the sea a 
few hundred bios offshore. "It's only about--" 
 
"I should have known it! Why, you little--"  
 
"Lewa?" asked Gali. "Are you in, or not?" 
 
"Yes, Gali, I'm in," he answered, rolling his eyes. 
 
"All right, then, listen up. Do you have your Kaukau yet?" 
 
“No,” mumbled Lewa. “But can’t we just do it from here?” 
 
“No, because first we’re going to rip off their infected masks. Otherwise, they’ll just come right 
back. Besides, it’s not far, anyway,” said Gali cheerfully. “Let’s go!” 
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Lewa sighed deeply. He watched Gali’s graceful arc into the water. He waded out a little ways 
and dove in to follow her. 
 
The swim was agony for Lewa, who surfaced often to gasp for air, but soon he was climbing out 
onto the rock. “Look out!” yelled Gali. She jumped onto a Tarakava that was ready to strike him 
and wrestled it into the water. A moment later she emerged from the bubbling sea with an 
infected Ruru in her hook. 
 
“Wow, she can fight!” smiled Lewa to himself. He activated his Hau as a second creature lunged 
at him. Soon his axe had sent its mask flying into the waves. 
 
Three Tarakava later, the rock was quiet again. Gali and Lewa stood on the top of it and 
summoned a fierce storm. Then they jumped into the water as the vortex of their elements tore at 
the stone. Lewa stopped swimming and looked back. He quickly dove back underwater as 
chunks of jagged rock splashed around him. The next time he came up for air, the island was 
gone. In its place was only a patch of turbulent sea. Above it, the storm was subsiding. As they 
reached the shore, Lewa ran onto the beach. He did three handsprings to shake the water off 
himself. "Aaagh! Remind me never to touch that awful stuff again!" 
 
Gali laughed. "You may not like my element, but you know you need it. If it weren't for the 
water in Le-Wahi, it would look just like the Po-Wahi desert, and you would hate that!" 
 
"Oh, no, it's the tree lecture again," grumbled Lewa. 
 
Gali furrowed her brow, raised her hooks, and shot a spray of water at his mask. Then she did a 
back flip, landing on a branch of the tree behind her. She used her hooks to climb to the top. 
"Yes, the tree lecture again." 
 
Lewa shook his head, spluttering, and looked up at her. He pulled his axe off his back and hurled 
it toward the base of the branch on which she was sitting. As it sliced the branch cleanly off the 
tree, he jumped high and hovered in mid-air, catching the axe with one hand and Gali's hook 
with the other. She dangled from his hand as the branch crashed to the ground below them. "You 
may not like my Miru, but you know you need it," he grinned, floating them gently to the forest 
floor. 
 
"That reminds me… I need to go find my Miru," Gali laughed. "Lewa, you won this time. But 
come find me when you're ready to race me in the water." 
 
"It'll be a cold day in Ta-Wahi!" 
 
"Thanks for your help with the Rahi, Lewa. I couldn't have done it without you." 
 
"Any time, Gali," he smiled. 
 
"See you later!" She turned and dove into the water to swim for home. 
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Lewa shook his head as he turned back toward the trees. He grabbed a vine and sighed. "I think 
I've done enough swimming in the last few days to last me a lifetime!" 
 
 
 
Chapter 3: Lewa Runs 
 
"It's underwater," said Matau. 
 
"You have got to be kidding," Lewa groaned, burying his mask in his hands. 
 
"Sorry, I wish I were. But if you want your Kakama, you're going to have to swimdive for it." 
 
“Wait, how do you know it’s there? You’re not much of a swimmer, either,” said Lewa, looking 
suspiciously at his Turaga. 
 
“Sunsoaring Lau watched a Rama fly into a wetcave at the upper end of Lake Kanae, and drop it 
into the deepwater.” He explained the exact location. 
 
Lewa sighed and stood up. “It’s going to be worth it,” he reassured himself. He left Matau’s hut 
and traversed the treetops until he was at the northern tip of the lake, where the hot, acidic 
stormwater running off the Mangai hollowed great caves in the limestone. The area was home to 
a menagerie of peculiar life forms. Lewa watched the water bugs and bog snakes from his perch 
for a few minutes. With his axe he flicked away a Fikou that was creeping towards him. 
 
“Underwater,” Lewa repeated. “The Mask of Speed is underwater. How incredibly… annoying.” 
He looked below him and saw a Nui-Jaga waiting for him to come down from the tree. “But it’s 
not a problem. I can handle it. A walk in a cavern… a swim in the water… a fast swim… And a 
very, very large monster.” 
 
Lewa dropped to the ground. As the huge arachnid struck at him with its poisonous tail, he did a 
back flip. The stinger slammed harmlessly into the ground. “Ordinarily I’d love to stay and 
chat…” He chopped three large trees down at the base and used his air powers to blow them 
toward the Rahi. “But I can see you’re just buried.” The trees collapsed onto the scorpion with a 
loud crash.  
 
“Gali would probably find this funny,” he muttered as he crept into the cavern. “The Toa of Air, 
forced to go into water, which he hates. Then again, maybe she’s somewhere climbing trees right 
now. Whoever hid these masks had a nasty sense of humor.” He clenched his jaw and jumped 
into the water. 
 
He groped around in the dark, murky depths. “I’ll have to find the mask quickly, if I don’t want 
to run out of air, and--” Suddenly something caught his leg. “What--?” He tugged at the aquatic 
plants entangling his lower body. They seemed to grip tighter. He hacked at them with his axe. 
“I… will… be… free!” Finally he ripped himself loose and shot toward the surface. He bobbed 
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out of the water, gasping for breath. 
 
“Something doesn’t want me to find that mask,” he realized grimly. While his knowledge of 
water plants was scant, he suspected they didn’t ordinarily grab at passing swimmers. He 
plunged back into the greenish pool. “Well, ‘something’ is going to be disappointed.” 
 
He swam for a few moments, avoiding the plants. Then he saw it--a Kakama was nestled among 
the anemones on a rock. “There!” he thought triumphantly. “So let’s see what it can do.” He 
placed the mask over his Miru and felt the power in his face, then throughout his whole body. He 
moved his hands, and the motion was so rapid, even in the dense water, that all he saw was a 
green blur. Then he kicked, and he was propelled rapidly toward the surface. “Hmmm… maybe 
it’s time to challenge Gali to a race!” His momentum made him shoot several bios out of the 
water, almost hitting his head on the ceiling of the cave. 
 
Relieved to be out of the water, he scurried up a tree again and was soon on his way back to Le-
Koro with his customary Miru, lost in daydreams as he traveled. But as he let go of one vine and 
sailed through the air towards another, he heard the buzzing too late. A Nui-Rama rammed him 
in the middle of his back. His Kanohi was knocked loose, and he plummeted through the 
branches. 
 
The vertigo of falling helplessly, the confusion of losing his mask, and the pain in his head from 
hitting the ground were overwhelming. Lewa lay in shock on the forest floor, trying to focus his 
eyes. He saw a large shape rear up over him, and he instinctively rolled away as ferocious jaws 
snapped together just next to his head. 
 
Lewa was so dizzy that he wasn’t sure whether the ground was really moving or not. But the 
sound reverberating through the forest was unmistakable. The massive beast was suddenly pulled 
down into the earth, roaring with rage. Lewa pushed himself up onto his knees and crawled for 
his mask, which was a few bios away. He looked up to see Onua standing above him, claws on 
his hips. 
 
“Thanks,” said Lewa weakly as he replaced the Kanohi on his face. 
 
“No problem, friend,” replied Onua. “Everyone needs a little help sometimes.” He pulled Lewa 
to his feet. 
 
“I suppose so,” replied the Toa of Air, feeling his strength return. “I hope I can return the favor 
someday.” He jumped up into a tree. “Well, I’ve got some more masks to find. Thanks again, 
Onua.” 
 
He swung away, wondering why Onua had been in Le-Koro in the first place. “He should be on 
his own quest. Well, maybe one of his masks is in the jungle somewhere. But it was nice of him 
to save me. I would have been Muaka food if he hadn’t shown up when he did.” 
 
Soon thereafter, Onua did call on Lewa to help. The Toa of Earth had asked all the Toa to join 
him at his landing site. When all had arrived, Lewa noticed with satisfaction that Gali seemed to 
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be avoiding Tahu, who had given her a ride to the meeting. But presently his attention turned 
back to the conversation. 
 
Onua and Gali were trying to persuade the others to work together more often. Lewa was 
skeptical. “I don’t know. I’m still not much for teaming up.” But when a loud rumbling shook 
the forest, he turned to the others. “Then again, there’s nothing like a little togetherness.” 
 
Onua’s eyes looked distant for a moment as he considered the vibrations coming through the 
earth. “That lava flow could destroy the entire island. You have the mask of speed,” he said to 
Lewa. “Can you get me there?” 
 
“Sure, Onua,” replied Lewa. “But what are you going to do once we’re there?” 
 
“Watch and learn.” 
 
Lewa looked at Onua’s short, bulky form and then glanced at the boiling clouds of black smoke 
in the distance. “Climb on my back.” 
 
The Toa of Air staggered a bit under Onua’s weight, then activated his Kakama. The mask sped 
them both to a fissure in the side of the Mangai. Magma was gushing out and spreading, flowing 
down the hillside in a wide, fiery sheet. It was headed straight for Ga-Wahi. Unchecked, it would 
completely cover the coastal plain, incinerating everything in its path. 
 
“I thought Tahu was the expert of lava,” remarked Lewa, hovering above the ground to keep his 
feet cool. 
 
“He is. But my people live underground. Molten rock is nothing new to me.” The Toa of Earth 
dug into the rock just below the fissure, wincing as he shook the glowing liquid off his claws. 
“Can you push me as I dig? We’ll create a trench to catch the lava flow so it doesn’t harm the 
island.” 
 
Lewa stood behind Onua and put his hands on the dark Toa’s waist. He began to accelerate, 
watching in amazement as Onua dug faster and faster. He ducked his head to avoid the flying 
debris. They moved down the slope, outrunning the lava that rapidly filled the trench behind 
them. Finally they had cut a deep channel all the way to the beach between Ga-Koro and Ta-
Koro. The molten rock poured into the sea, hissing and crackling as it cooled and hardened into a 
jagged jetty. The Toa stood back to admire their work. 
 
“Wow!” exclaimed Lewa. “You can really dig!” 
 
“Well, yes, it happens to be my specialty,” smiled Onua. “But thanks for the push. I could never 
have dug fast enough without your help.” 
 
“Now all I need is a Pakari, so that I can pick you up without breaking my back,” grinned Lewa, 
crouching down to give Onua a ride again. 
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As Onua and Lewa rejoined the group, they saw Tahu falling from the grip of two Nui-Rama. 
Onua ran beneath him and waited with upturned claws. 
 
“Too bad I haven’t found the Mask of Levitation yet,” lamented Tahu as he fell, “because the 
ground is a long way down! But perhaps… if I heat the air below me… it will slow my fall 
enough…” 
 
“…that I can catch you with ease, Tahu,” finished Onua, as the Toa of Fire landed in his arms. 
“You should really seek out--” 
 
“The Mask of Levitation. I know, I know,” said Tahu, rolling his eyes. “Thanks, that would have 
hurt.” 
 
Onua smiled. “Makuta is proving my point for me.” They stood, ready to help if needed, as Gali 
summoned underground waters to blast two Nui-Jaga into the sea. Onua scraped up a huge ball 
of earth and threw it at several more Rama who were diving on the group. Then the scene was 
quiet again. 
 
“Perhaps Makuta is discouraged by the way we are helping each other,” remarked Pohatu. 
 
“For now, anyway,” replied Onua. “We have won our first battle… but there will be more.” 
 
“We must be prepared to fight them, separately and together,” added Gali. “I had a vision of 
what we will become after we find the masks. We will combine our bodies and minds into two 
giant beings that personify the spirits of Wisdom and Valor. When the time comes, we will 
understand what to do.” 
 
“That’s amazing,” marveled Pohatu. I almost feel sorry for Makuta, trying to take us all on.” 
 
“I have no use for teams,” said Kopaka. “But I will assist when I’m needed.” 
 
Lewa nodded. “Same here. The masks of power are as good as ours!” 
 
Tahu stepped forward, holding up his sword. “Then let Makuta tremble this day--we stand 
together until Mata Nui is free!” 
 
The other Toa raised their weapons in agreement. 
 
“Let’s watch out for one another as we keep looking for the Kanohi,” said Onua. “We can 
summon each other quickly, now that many of us have the Kakama.” 
 
Everyone nodded, and turned to continue his quest. Onua dug into the ground, and Pohatu 
vanished with a smile. Kopaka nodded to Gali and switched to his mask of speed, disappearing 
in a streak of light blue. Lewa grabbed a vine and swung away, changing to his Kakama to give 
himself some momentum. 
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He arrived to find a lively scene in his village. Kongu was playing discordant notes on a flute as 
Lau sang, “Treebound Tamaru! If you fall, we’ll catch you!” Tamaru was alternately grabbing at 
Kongu’s flute and trying to tackle Lau. Finally, he gave up and walked back to his hut in disgust. 
 
Lewa ducked into the doorway after him. “Say, Tamaru, I have an idea.” 
 
A few minutes later Kongu and Lau had tired of the song, with no victim to torment. “Let’s 
practice that formation we were working on,” suggested Lau. They climbed to the birdlaunch 
platform and mounted their two Kahu. On Kongu’s signal, they rose together into the air. 
 
But as the birds went into a banked turn away from each other, they pulled tightly against a rope 
that tied their legs together. The Kahu shrieked and lost control. Kongu and Lau rode them down 
into the treetops, yelling curses as they fell. 
 
The angry pilots flew back to the launch pad. Kongu hopped off his Kahu, pulling a leafy twig 
out of his Miru. His wingman had already dismounted and was looking around. “There he is!” 
He pointed to Tamaru, speechless with laughter on the lower platform. Lau nodded to Kongu. 
The grabbed Tamaru and hauled him up the ladder. 
 
Lewa watched anxiously as the they took off, Lau holding Tamaru by the leg. “Treebound 
Tamaru…” he sang. He dropped the hapless Matoran, and Kongu swooped under him and caught 
him.  
 
“…If you fall, we’ll catch you!” finished Kongu. He pushed Tamaru off his bird, and Lau flew 
underneath and seized him. 
 
Lewa grabbed a vine and followed them. Sure enough, Kongu missed his next catch, but the Toa 
of Air was there. He scooped up the shaking Tamaru and returned to the village. The pilots 
followed. 
 
Matau was standing on the main platform, arms crossed. One look at his frowning Mahiki told 
Lewa that the Turaga was not amused. 
 
“To your huts! Now!” said the village elder sternly to the three pranksters. “The rest of us will 
sing a joysong that you reckless troublemakers are still alive.” 
 
“It’s really my fault,” admitted Lewa. “I encouraged them.” 
 
Matau looked up at his Toa. “Well, I’m not going to ground you, Toa Lewa, but you probably 
have realized that sometimes a trick can go overedge.” 
 
“Yes, I can see that. I’m sorry.” 
 
Matau returned to his hut. The musicians on the music platform started composing a new song 
about the joke. But the party stopped abruptly at the watchman’s cry: “Rama swarm! Scramble!” 
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The entire village mobilized for the Rahi attack. Matau sent Noli to retrieve Kongu and Lau. 
They joined the other pilots and their seconds on the launch platform, preparing their birds and 
discs. The Le-Koronans who didn’t fly put away the instruments, tools, and supplies lying 
around the village and latched the doors of all the huts and storage bins. Then they locked 
themselves inside. Except for the commands Kongu barked to his squadron, the town was eerily 
quiet. 
 
Lewa glanced around. He decided he would be most useful defending the village from any Rama 
that made it past the Kahu-Force. He took a position in the highest branch of the big tree and 
waited. 
 
The horrid insects boiled out of the distant hive like a massing thunder cloud. The sky darkened 
as they spread in all directions. But soon they were grouped together and heading for Le-Koro. 
Kongu turned to his companions and waved his hand. “Stay in formation until the everquick 
Rama get to the end of the biglake,” he yelled. “Treelaunch, now!” 
 
The Kahu and Kewa zoomed into the sky. They were clearly far outnumbered by the huge horde 
of Nui-Rama. But individually, they were much more dangerous and agile than their adversaries, 
since each team had two intelligent minds, one instinctive mind, three pairs of eyes, and a 
copious supply of projectiles. Lewa watched with amazement as the determined little fighters 
downed one Rahi after another. One of Kongu’s battle groups went straight into the center of the 
swarm, furiously flinging disks in all directions. The other group picked off single Nui-Rama, 
lured them away from the throng, and knocked off their masks. The insects continued their 
relentless flight toward the village, but their numbers were dwindling. 
 
Finally the remnants of the host of Nui-Rama approached Le-Koro, the Kahu-Force in hot 
pursuit. The deafening buzz grew even louder as they dove toward the large tree. Lewa shouted 
to Kongu, “Get away! I’m sending a wind!” The Matoran signaled his wingmen with a wave of 
his hand, and they dropped away from the swarm into the treetops. Then the Toa of Air 
summoned a powerful gale and watched with delight as the Rahi spun out of control, crashing 
into the swamp all around the village. When the wind subsided, the villagers poured out of their 
huts, cheering. 
 
Matau and Lewa greeted the pilots as they landed. After a quick roll call by Kongu, four of the 
fighters flew their birds back into the forest to retrieve their fallen comrades. The launch 
platform was a swirl of activity, as the Le-Koronans cared for their animals and chattered 
excitedly about the battle. “Thanks, Lau, that highlifting green one almost had us,” one began. 
“Quicksoaring Rama found themselves in the slimewater from Toa Lewa’s windblast!” chuckled 
another. “That cloudsneaking orange Rahi buzzdove us while we were attacking another, but my 
second brought it downfalling fast!” There was a lot of laugher and back-slapping among the 
breathless fighters. 
 
Soon the rescue teams returned, followed by the missing Kahu and their riders. “All windriders 
accounted for, and no casualties,” announced Kongu. The crowd cheered loudly.  
 
“And this time there was no damage to the treebright village, thanks to Toa Lewa,” added Matau. 
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“Well done, all. The Great Beings blessed us with a very successful battleflight.” 
 
Lewa beamed, delighted he had been able to help. Apparently the Le-Koronans were used to 
doing a fair amount of repair work after a typical Rama attack. 
 
After Matau had returned to his hut, Lewa asked him about the next mask. “Yes, there is one 
more powermask I know about,” replied the Turaga. “It’s the Kaukau, and it’s on a cliffside at 
the edge of Ko-Wahi.” He sketched a quick map on a leaf for Lewa. 
 
“Thanks, Matau,” smiled Lewa. His spirits still high from the excitement of victory, he swung 
off into the jungle. 
 
Soon he was leaving his temperate region and entering the chilly foothills of Mount Ihu. He 
scanned the horizon for the landmarks on Matau’s map. Recognizing a round rock outcrop, he 
ran up the slope with his Kakama. He stopped on a ledge under the outcrop. The mask was in 
plain sight, embedded in the rock about halfway up, perhaps a dozen bios off the ground. And 
then Lewa heard growling behind him. He spun quickly and found himself facing three Muaka. 
 
Lewa yanked the axe off his back as the first Muaka lunged. He delivered a blow to its head, and 
it reeled backwards, but not fast enough to avoid his kick, which sent one of its masks flying off. 
The second Muaka was ready. While Lewa’s leg was still extended, it snapped at him, locking its 
jaws around his knee and lifting him upside down. He doubled himself up and struck its eye with 
his axe, and it shook its head, releasing him. He landed on his feet and sprang up, flipping over 
its head. As it turned, he knocked off one of its masks with his weapon. 
 
The third beast closed its mouth around Lewa’s foot, and he fell on his face. He twisted himself 
around to blow a gust of wind at it. Suddenly it stopped moving. As he pulled his foot loose, he 
realized that the Rahi was completely covered in ice. So was were the other two. 
 
Lewa sat up, puzzled. “Kopaka? Are you here somewhere?” 
 
“Hello, Lewa,” came a voice from above him. Kopaka was standing on an ice staircase, pulling 
the Kaukau off the cliff face. 
 
Lewa sighed with disappointment. “All that hard work, and he’s going to get the mask,” he 
grumbled to himself. 
 
But Kopaka turned and tossed the Kanohi to Lewa, who caught it with both hands. “You were 
here first,” explained the Toa of Ice. He walked down the stairs and helped Lewa to his feet. 
 
“Well, thanks,” replied Lewa. “And thanks for getting that last Muaka.” 
 
Kopaka nodded. “Have a nice swim.” He blazed away in a blur of blue. 
 
“That was nice of him,” thought Lewa. “But I’m not going to try this thing unless I absolutely 
have to.” He put the Kaukau on his face and leaned toward the smooth surface of the ice 
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stairway. He laughed at his reflection. “I look like a big green Gali!” Switching back to his Miru, 
he put his axe on his back and headed for home. 
 
 
 
Chapter 4: Lewa Stumbles 
 
Lewa’s smile disappeared as he landed on the birdlaunch platform. His thrill at finding his 
Akaku seemed trivial next to the devastation of Le-Koro. Branches and debris were everywhere, 
and huts were crushed or ripped open. Tools, food, and personal belongings were strewn all over 
the main platform, as if a tornado had hit the village. The Kahu-Force pilots were solemnly 
grooming their birds after the grueling battleflight. 
 
Matau greeted him gravely. “As you can see, the Rama have wrecksmashed everything. You just 
missed them.” 
 
Lewa hung his head. “I saw them swarming, and I came as fast as I could,” he apologized. “I’m 
sorry I didn’t get here in time.” 
 
“It’s all right, Lewa, your searchquest to find the masks is the most important thing now, 
anyway. Otherwise, we will be doomed to suffer these buzzbomb attacks forever.” He turned to 
Kongu, who had just come down the ladder. “Are all your windriders accounted for?” 
 
“Yes, Turaga,” replied the Matoran. “My second, Kelu, has a slight cutwound, but he will be all 
right.” 
 
Matau began to check the huts one by one. When he was finished, he called out, “Has anyone 
seen Tamaru?” 
 
Everyone shook his head. Matau sighed and looked toward the hive. “He may be downtree... or 
maybe he has been grabcarried and dropped by a Rama. Kongu, please set up--” 
 
A Matoran with a green Hau stepped forward. “I’ll look for him, Turaga,” he volunteered. 
 
“Thank you, Huta,” replied Matau. 
 
“I’ll go with him,” said Lewa. He turned to the Matoran. “Let’s start at the base of the tree, in 
case he fell.” Huta’s face was grim at the thought, but he agreed that it was the logical place to 
start. 
 
Lewa used his new Akaku to scan the forest carefully. Huta, a skilled tracker, examined earth, 
leaves, and fallen branches for signs of recent disturbance. After several hours of searching, the 
two returned, dejected, to the village, reporting no signs of the missing Matoran. 
 
The campfire was quiet that night. Everyone was exhausted from the battle and the cleanup 
effort, and Tamaru’s disappearance weighed heavily on their minds. Kongu sat alone, lost in 
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silent thought. Noli composed a song for Tamaru, and Lau hummed along sadly, leaning his 
green Kakama on one hand. 
 
The next morning, Lewa left the subdued villagers to look for his last three masks, keeping an 
eye out for the lost Matoran as he hunted. As evening painted the sky with deep reds and purples, 
he stood on a crag at the edge of Ta-Wahi with his new Mahiki in hand. The Toa of Air looked 
up and saw the dark cloud boiling out of the hive. “I’m not going to let them down again!” he 
vowed, changing to his Kakama and racing home. 
 
Lewa arrived at the same time as the swarm. Clenching his jaw with rage, he blasted the insects 
with all his strength. As before, the gale-force wind caused them to lose control, and they 
plunged to the ground around the village. The fighters landed, their birds exhausted. But at least 
this time they didn’t have to face a calamity at home. 
 
Matau thanked Lewa. “Our highbranch village is not the only one to suffer lately. The other 
Turaga report that the everquick Rahi have been especially active in the last few days.” 
 
Suddenly Kongu shouted from the birdlaunch platform. “He’s back!” A cheer broke out as the 
elevator pod rose and Tamaru and Huta stepped out. The Le-Koronans thronged around them. 
Kongu embraced Tamaru tightly. Matau tossed a few logs onto the fire and summoned everyone. 
All gathered and sat quietly as Tamaru recounted his story.  
 
“A highflying Rama grabbed me right out of my hut,” he began. “It tore open the thatchroof. I 
tried to lowduck and avoid its claws, but it plucked me up, and soon I was sunsoaring over the 
forest.” 
 
Kongu winced. “That must have been frightening,” he said sympathetically. 
 
Tamaru nodded. “For a treebound fellow like me, it was.” He smiled at Kongu. “I almost fainted 
as we zoomdove into the top of the darkwet hive. Inside, they made me digwork for them, 
hollowing out more egg compartments. When I slowfaltered, they would send shockbugs to 
make me dig faster.” 
 
“So, how did you breakfree?” asked Noli. 
 
“I saw that the Rama were highlifting to attack the village again. I shadowsneaked into a 
darkquiet corner of the hive and used my pick to make a hole in the side. And I slipped out of 
that foulstench hive.” He turned to Lewa. “I saw a mask in there—a Komau.” 
 
Lewa sat up straight. “Can you tell me where you got out, so I can sneak back in there and get 
it?” 
 
“Sure, Toa Lewa,” Tamaru agreed.  
 
Lau offered Tamaru a blanket. “You must be tired.” 
 



Toa Biographies  GaliGee 

 218

“Like a Kuna that’s climbed the groundpath up Mount Ihu,” sighed the Matoran, stretching out 
next to the warm fire. “A Nui-Jaga struck me, and I lost my mask. But Huta found me, and he led 
me home.” 
 
All eyes turned to Huta. He nodded modestly. “I couldn’t sleeprest, knowing he was alone out 
there,” he replied. “As good a deepwood wayfinder as he is, and as long as he’s been lost, I knew 
he was in danger.” 
 
“You honor our village with your bravedeeds, Huta,” said Matau. “Even though you should have 
told me you were woodwandering to find him.” He patted the small hero on the back. 
 
Tamaru told Lewa where he broke out of the hive. Too impatient to wait until morning, the Toa 
traveled quickly through the treetops to the insects’ nest. He dropped to the ground, switched to 
his Ruru, and approached cautiously in the dark. Soon he located the hole Tamaru had made in 
the side of the tall earthen structure. The rank smell of the insects drifted toward him as he 
enlarged the hole with his axe until he could fit through it. He slipped quietly inside. 
 
The hive was one large open chamber, but Lewa found himself in a shadowy nook formed by a 
slight irregularity in the wall. The foul odor of the vermin and the infection was overwhelming, 
and their buzzing resonated ominously inside the structure. Lewa bent over and retched. He 
steadied himself against the hardened mud wall for a moment before he went on. Peering around 
the corner, he saw scores of Nui-Rama flying around. A few of the larger Nui-Kopen seemed to 
be watching over the activity of the others. The only light came from small glowing blue insects, 
probably the ones Tamaru had described as capable of giving an electric shock. Hexagonal egg 
chambers lined the room. And on the opposite side of the hive, he saw a Komau embedded in the 
mud wall. 
 
Lewa smiled. He would use his Kakama to run over and grab it. Before the Rahi were aware of 
him, he would be out of this repugnant place. He switched to his mask of speed, but without his 
Ruru, he was barely able to see the mask. So he changed briefly back to the mask of night vision 
and memorized the location of the Komau so that he could run without looking.  
 
Blazing past the Rahi, Lewa skidded to a stop below the Komau. He changed to his Miru and 
jumped to reach it. But the mask was stuck fast to the wall. “I sure wish I had a Pakari,” he 
grumbled, bracing his feet against the wall as he tugged unsuccessfully at the dark shape. “It 
figures, the only Kanohi I don’t have yet!” The Nui-Rama swarmed around him. “Oh, no,” he 
thought with alarm. “Should I drop it and run? But I’ve come this far...” Finally the mask came 
free, and he slapped it over his Miru and dropped to the floor. 
 
Claws tore at his back and legs. “I think I just made a big mistake,” thought Lewa regretfully. He 
spun and shot a jet of high-pressure air at the insects. In the dark, he watched their glowing eyes 
recede and heard the impact as they were hurtled against the opposite wall. But more approached 
while he was regaining the energy for another blast. Several of them gripped his legs, throwing 
him down. And then they were all over him. Flat on his back, he groaned with pain and horror as 
he felt his mask being torn off and his axe pulled out of his hand. 
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“Well done, my dark servants,” a low voice echoed. “What a prize... a Toa, a so-called hero of 
Mata Nui!” 
 
Lewa fought the fog of confusion from losing his mask and looked around for the source of the 
voice. He became aware of a huge, dark shape looming above him. It was a Nui-Kopen, but it 
was different from the others. It was completely black except for its red claws and blue eyes, 
which blazed brighter as it spoke. 
 
“A talking Nui-Kopen,” moaned Lewa. “I must be crazy to have gotten myself into this.” He 
tried to kick at the insects, but they pinned him down harder. He felt his strength fading. 
 
The black insect tossed Lewa’s now colorless Kanohi from one claw to the other. “Bring the 
mask,” it commanded. A second Nui-Kopen flew over with a gray Miru. In the dim light, Lewa 
could see blotchy patches. He gagged as he smelled the stench of infection. The black Rahi took 
the mask and fitted it to Lewa’s face. 
 
A wave of nausea coursed through Lewa’s body. The revolting mask began to restore his energy, 
but at a terrible price. The Toa of Air felt his thoughts shift from escape to hatred. His head filled 
with visions of the islanders—the Le-Koronans, Matau, and the other Toa. “I must make them 
suffer,” he declared out loud. The Rahi released his arms and legs. One of them handed him his 
axe, and he stood up and took it. 
 
“Now you will sleep, Toa of Air, until I have work for you to do,” continued the black Nui-
Kopen. Lewa was suddenly overwhelmed by heaviness. He crumpled to the ground as blackness 
closed around him. 
 
When Lewa woke, he could see a circle of daylight through the distant opening at the top of the 
hive, but inside the structure it was still dark and humid. The black Nui-Kopen was gone, and the 
other Rahi flew busily around, ignoring Lewa. As he sat up, several Matoran and Matau and 
crowded around him. He recognized Huta, Lau, and Kelu, Kongu’s discthrower, among them, 
along with an Onu-Koronan in a black Pakari. The Toa of Air stood up, and the Matorans 
cheered excitedly. But then he raised his axe and let the blade fall menacingly into the dirt at 
their feet. They recoiled in fear, scrambling back to their work as the blue electric bugs buzzed 
toward them. 
 
Lewa threw back his head and laughed. “Look at them scurry. Pathetic little creatures.” He saw 
Lau sneaking toward the hole in the hive, and he walked over to the Matoran. Lewa shoved the 
cowering Matoran face-down onto the ground and kicked some dirt onto him. The others, who 
had been furtively watching, quickly turned back to their digging. Lewa chopped a large chunk 
honeycomb off the wall and blocked the hole with it. 
 
Lewa approached the Onu-Koronan, malice on his mind. But then he noticed his face was itchy. 
He reached up to remove the mask, but then he stopped. He turned and saw Matau wearing the 
Komau, which had fallen to the floor during Lewa’s struggle with the Rahi. “Nice try, ,” growled 
Lewa, glaring at Matau and raising his axe. He circled the Turaga, who watched him nervously. 
As he brought down his weapon, Matau changed to his Huna and vanished. The blade struck the 
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ground. “That little--I’ll get you!” Lewa snarled. He created a fierce whirlwind that picked up the 
Matorans--along with their tools, several Nui-Rama, and a lot of loose soil--and swirled them in 
the air. Lewa stood in the eye of the vortex, laughing maniacally at their fright. 
 
Then he lowered his axe, and they all fell to the ground. Matau, visible again, jumped to his feet. 
Lewa lunged at him and picked him up. He saw the look of sheer terror in the Turaga’s eyes and 
smiled. He dropped Matau on the ground, put his foot on his chest, and raised his axe. 
 
“No!” yelled Kelu. He ran toward Lewa, jumped, and grabbed the handle of the axe. Lewa 
lowered the weapon and kicked Kelu loose. The Matoran flew across the hive, his turquoise 
Kakama tumbling off as he struck the honeycomb egg chambers on the other side. Huta ran to 
help him. Matau rolled to the side, but Lewa soon pinned him again with his foot. 
 
“On the other hand,” thought Lewa, “maybe I should let him live, so Makuta can infect him, too. 
Then he could help me.” He released the Turaga, who ran to the other side of the hive with Huta 
and Kelu. 
 
Lewa saw the Matorans looking up, and he followed their gaze. A Kahu was flying down into 
the hive. The bird skidded to a stop, and Kongu and a multicolored Matoran jumped off. They 
ran to Matau and began to speak to him. Lewa ambled over to the stranger and dropped the head 
of his axe in the dirt. “Who is this little oddball?” he wondered. He leaned in for a closer look. 
 
A loud rumbling sound echoed through the hive, and the ground began to shake. Earth and stones 
flew up as a dark shape emerged from the floor. Lewa watched Onua blow dust out of the holes 
in his Pakari. 
 
“Ah, Onua the do-gooder,” scoffed Lewa. “Perfect timing, as usual, showing up and trying to 
help. Well, this time he’s going to be in for a surprise.” He sized up his fellow Toa. “So what if 
he’s strong. He’s short and slow-moving. I can take him, no problem.” 
 
The Toa of Air leaped high, activating his infected Miru. But Onua switched to his Hau, and 
Lewa bounced off the invisible shield, skidding backwards into the honeycomb. He felt the mask 
disconnect slightly from his face. “What is happening to me?” asked Lewa, astonished to find 
himself facing his friend in anger. “My body… not my own! My mind! Get out of my mind!” 
 
“Lewa! Take off the mask!” called Onua. But a surge of hostility flooded Lewa’s mind again as 
the link with the infected Kanohi was reestablished, and he attacked Onua with his axe. Onua 
blocked the blow, catching the handle with his claw, twisting it, and flipping Lewa over the 
weapon. But the agile Lewa landed on his feet and swung again. Onua jumped to the side, and 
the blade dented his shoulder. 
 
Onua’s claws twitched. He feinted left, then lunged at Lewa’s head. “He’s after the mask,” 
thought Lewa with a wicked smile. “But there will be one for him in due time.” Lewa’s lightning 
reflex blocked the attack, and he gave Onua a roundhouse kick to the ribs. Onua staggered 
backwards, gasping. Lewa relished the sight of his suffering. 
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Onua and Lewa circled each other. Onua switched to his Miru and rose, and Lewa did likewise. 
But Lewa’s control of the mask was far superior to Onua’s, and he maneuvered around behind 
the dark Toa. Onua immediately switched back to the Hau and dropped. The axe bounced off, 
and again Lewa flipped and landed, ready for more. “All I have to do is wait, because he is 
wearing himself out.” 
 
Changing to the Pakari, Onua took a claw full of earth and flung it at Lewa, who blew it in the 
other direction with gale force. It scattered all over the hive, raining in clods on the fearful 
Matorans huddled around Matau. 
 
Onua held his claws together, focusing on the glowing green ball between them. “He must be 
trying some earth thing,” snickered Lewa. “But he’s not going to have time.” Onua groaned as 
the axe struck his back with full force. The ball dissipated in a green blur, and the entire hive 
rumbled and shook. Onua fell onto his face in the dirt. Lewa kicked him in the back of the head, 
and Onua stopped moving. “Ha! Now you’re mine…” Lewa loomed over Onua and raised his 
axe. 
 
Onua rolled over, switched to his Hau, and slowly stood up. He kept his face turned toward the 
Toa of Air, who was pacing around him. Lewa was annoyed. “Again with the Hau. I’m getting 
tired of this game. It’s time to finish him off,” he frowned. He leaped high into the air and landed 
behind Onua, who spun on his heels and dropped. Onua switched to the Pakari and muttered, 
“Great Beings, give me strength!” He grabbed Lewa’s legs as the axe blade struck the dirt behind 
him, and Onua flung him backwards onto the ground. Incredibly, the Miru was still on Lewa’s 
face. Onua lunged with his claws, but Lewa brought up his legs and kicked. The Toa of Earth 
slid backwards against the honeycomb. Clods of dirt bounced onto him, and a blue electric bug 
buzzed onto his shoulder. He switched to his Matatu, and the bug flew across to Lewa and struck 
his mask with a blaze of blue and green light. The infected Miru tumbled to the floor. Lewa 
reeled backwards, dazed, as the horrible realization of what he had done filled his mind. “Did I—
oh, no! I just tried to kill my friend!” he gasped. “Onua!” 
 
“His mask! Get his mask!” It was Matau, yelling from the other side of the hive. Onua looked up 
and directed the power of the Matatu at the Nui-Kopen above Lewa, which was holding Lewa’s 
Miru in its claws. The mask dropped into Lewa’s hand. The Toa replaced the mask, which 
flooded with green color as the hive was lit with a brilliant green light. Lewa stood up straight as 
the power returned to his body. He shook his head, suppressing the feelings of shame and regret 
which were was beginning to be overwhelm him. 
 
He looked up at the Nui-Kopen which had been holding his mask. “I wonder if the Komau...” He 
leaped onto the insect’s broad back. It thrashed and tried to throw him off, but he changed to his 
mask of mind control and focused on the beast. It became calm, hovering lower so that Matau 
could jump on. Kelu and a Matoran in a green Ruru climbed into the Rahi’s claws. 
 
Kongu was loading his Kahu with Onua and the others. “Come on, Taipu,” called the 
multicolored Matoran. The Onu-Koronan climbed onto Onua’s shoulders, and the stranger sat 
behind them. Lau and Huta rode in the Kahu’s claws. They flew up out of the hive, which was 
half demolished from the fight. 
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During the flight, Lewa considered all the times Onua had sought him out. “He’s answered my 
questions, rescued me from a Muaka, teamed up with me to save the island, and now this,” he 
thought. “And I’ve pushed him away. Or tried to kill him. He has every right to resent my 
ingratitude. But he keeps coming back. What an incredible friend. I don’t deserve him at all.” 
 
They landed on the platform, and the Le-Koronans thronged around them. Matau related the 
events in the hive to them. Lewa turned to Onua, but his voice caught in his throat. Finally he 
swallowed and spoke. “I can’t thank you enough, Onua You really put your life on the line for 
me in there.” Lewa hesitated, then he hugged Onua tightly. 
 
“Aaaaaaaah!” cried Onua. 
 
“Oh, I’m sorry,” said Lewa, releasing him. 
 
“It’s OK, it’s just--well, you busted me up pretty bad. You’re one incredible fighter.” 
 
“Thanks. You slammed me hard a couple times, too. But how did you know to come find me?” 
 
Onua rubbed his back. “Your villagers told me Matau had been taken by a Nui-Rama, and no 
one had seen you in days. So I went to find Matau, hoping he could tell me where you were. I 
brought you this.” He pulled off a tattered backpack and removed a Pakari. 
 
Lewa stumbled backwards. “I can’t believe it! You came to do me a favor, and I wanted to KILL 
you!” 
 
“Don’t keep berating yourself, Lewa,” smiled Onua. “I’m sure you put up quite a fight when 
they came to infect you, and I want to hear all about it. But first, put on the Pakari. It’s your last 
mask, right?” 
 
Lewa stared at his friend. “How did you know?” 
 
“Lucky guess,” groaned Onua.  
 
Matau led the way to the Suva. Several villagers picked up palm leaves as a formation of Kewa 
flew overhead, forming the sign of Le-Koro with trails of smoke. As Lewa stepped onto the 
center platform, it descended, and the villagers lowered the leaves over the top. Lewa felt strange 
vibrations starting at his mask and then moving throughout his body. He felt as if the positive 
energy from the mask was cleansing his entire being of the residue of evil from the infected 
Kanohi. The warm humming of the mask finally became a flash of brilliant light, and the 
platform ascended again. The Le-Koronans parted the palm leaves, and Lewa emerged from the 
Suva with his radiant gold Miru. “Mission accomplished,” thought Lewa with relief. 
 
The villagers hastened to their huts and returned with musical instruments. Soon the treetops 
were ringing with melodious rhythm. As Onua waved to the departing traveler, Lewa had an 
idea. “He should have the golden Kanohi, not me.” He stepped off the Suva, removed his mask, 
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and handed it to Onua. “Take this,” he said. “You deserve it. I’ll find whatever masks you are 
missing.” 
 
“Uh, well, thanks, but no. You’ve earned it. I only have one more to go anyway, the Kakama, 
and I’m sure I’ll find it soon. But thanks, anyway.” 
 
Lewa put the Kanohi back on his face. “OK. Then I’ll help you find your Kakama.” 
 
“I would appreciate that. So, how DID you get infected?” 
 
Lewa sighed. “My own stupidity. There was a Matoran named Tamaru who was captured by the 
Rama and escaped. He found a crack in the wall, and slipped out during one of their raids when 
the hive was almost empty. He came and told me there was a Komau in the hive.” 
 
“Tamaru? He was the one who told me Matau had been taken! Poor guy, he’s been through a 
lot.” 
 
“Yeah, he’s a brave one. Anyway, I sneaked into the hive through the same crack and got the 
Komau. But it seems Makuta had been expecting me. I was ambushed immediately, and the foul 
creatures just kept pounding me until they knocked off my mask. Then they put on that infected 
Miru.” Lewa winced at the memory. 
 
“I’m sure that was awful,” Onua frowned. 
 
“You wouldn’t believe how awful,” replied Lewa. “The stench. The slimy feel of it. And the 
worst part is, I could feel my whole being shift its purpose to killing, and destroying, and 
corrupting. When they brought the Matorans in and put them to work, I smiled at their suffering 
and fear. And when you showed up, well, I just wanted to hack you up. Or better yet, to rip off 
your mask and watch you scream as they put on an infected one.” 
 
Lewa was shaking. Onua put his claw on his arm. “It’s OK, Lewa. You’re yourself again.” 
 
“Well, Onua, that’s just it. Obviously it was my own arrogance that got me into trouble in the 
first place. I should have gotten some help before I went in there, I knew there were scores of 
those Rama inside. I mean, look at you. You always seem to know when to team up, and when to 
work solo. I’ve seen you do it, over and over. How do I get wise like you? You must be the 
smartest creature on this island.” 
 
“I hope for Mata Nui’s sake you’re wrong!” Onua laughed. “Lewa, I have no idea what I’m 
doing most of the time. Unless I’m in the ground, digging. Then I’m pretty confident. I’m just 
lucky the Great Beings have put me into a position to do some good once in a while.” 
 
“Then being wise must have something to do with being humble,” Lewa smiled. 
 
“It’s easy to be humble. Just attack a friend who is a better fighter than you!” 
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“Yeah, but you won, though.” 
 
“That’s because Makuta gave you only one mask. If you had had any of the others, I would be a 
goner.” Onua ran his claw along the dent in his shoulder. 
 
“Speaking of masks, do you know how everyone else’s quest is going?” asked Lewa. 
 
“Gali needs a Kakama, too, last I heard. Tahu and Pohatu, and now you, have the golden Kanohi. 
I haven’t seen Kopaka yet, but I have a Pakari for him, too.” 
 
“Well, hopefully he’ll be nicer to you than I was. You’ve had a pretty rough day.” sighed Lewa, 
patting his friend gently on the back. “But first, come on over and join the party. It looks like 
Taipu’s having a good time already!” 
 
“Yeah, he is. And it looks like a great party. Thanks, but I’d better be going.” 
 
“Well, Onua, I’m in awe of you. I’ll never forget what you did for me. You are a true hero.” 
 
“Just doing my job, Lewa. Next time you’re outnumbered, call me. But I think it’s great that 
Makuta’s hatred has turned us into good friends. We get the last laugh, after all.” 
 
“Let’s hope we’re still laughing after we fight Makuta!” Lewa watched Onua switch to his Miru 
and lower himself slowly to the tree trunk. “Try shifting the weight of your legs as you steer, you 
get a lot more control that way,” he called. 
 
Onua tried this trick and found it helpful. “Thanks! See you later!” He disappeared into the 
underbrush. 
 
Lewa watched him go. Then he turned back to his villagers. He apologized to each of the 
Matorans who had been in the hive, regretting that he had not spoken to the traveler before he 
left. They were all very forgiving, smiling at him and admiring his new mask. Then he sighed 
deeply and walked up to Matau. 
 
“Matau…” he began. 
 
“Toa Lewa, you don’t have to sorryspeak to me. You were in the hardgrip of strong evil. Your 
will was completely overtaken, and it’s not your fault.” 
 
“I know, Matau, but it’s my fault I was infected in the first place. If I hadn’t been so arrogant, 
trying to get a mask out of a hive full of Rama in the dark by myself, none of it would have 
happened.” 
 
Matau smiled. “Just sing a song of joythanks that Onua came along. And don’t let it get you 
down. That would be letting Makuta be the winvictor over your heart.” The Turaga turned back 
to the villagers. 
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Lewa sat on the edge of the platform. It was still hard for him to believe he had tried to hurt and 
kill those closest to him. But the stark truth burned in his mind. “It really was my own pride. 
Makuta set me up. He let me have some easy victories, and then he got me. He just magnified the 
vice that was already inside me. Ever since I came to this island, all I’ve done is chase after a few 
masks and get rescued by others. I’m not worthy to mingle with these good villagers, much less 
to be called a Toa.” 
 
The music had died down, and Lewa became aware that the Le-Koronans were watching him. 
He stood and climbed up into the tree, out of sight. 
 
“What’s the matter with Toa Lewa?” he heard Kongu ask. 
 
“He wants to be alone for a bit,” replied Matau. “Throw some firewood in the stonepit, and let’s 
tell some songstories to remind us of what the Toa are doing for us.” 
 
Lewa knew the Turaga had said this to cheer him up, but in his dark mood, it only made him feel 
like more of a fraud. He sat alone in the tree as the villagers prepared the fire for an evening of 
quiet storytelling. 
 
A snapping sound above Lewa’s head made him look up. In a smooth reflex motion, he caught 
the melon which had just come loose from its vine and was falling toward his head. Lewa 
frowned at the fruit, then looked at the gathering around the fire. Matau was changing from his 
Matatu back to his Mahiki. He continued his story for the Le-Koronans. 
 
A sly smile spread across Lewa’s face. He tossed the melon in the air and caught it. Then he 
gazed at Matau again. “He’s right,” thought the Toa. “Brooding alone is just giving in to 
Makuta’s evil. I’m going to join the party.” Lewa changed to his Komau. 
 
The Turaga was telling the legend of Mata Nui, which the villagers knew well. But this time his 
version was slightly different. “Fortunately, the Great Beings heard the fearcry of the people. 
And to fight the evil, they sent six mighty melons down from the heavens, wielding awesome 
nutritional powers.” 
 
The Le-Koronans glanced at each other. “Mighty melons?” whispered Kongu to Lau. 
 
“Nutritional powers?” muttered Kelu. 
 
Matau’s stern look silenced the Matoran. “These supreme gourds were assigned the task of 
searchfinding the Great Masks of Flowers. These masks were scattered across the island, some in 
locations no Matoran could reach, others guarded by fearsome Mukau.” 
 
“Supreme gourds?” snickered Lau. 
 
“Fearsome Mukau?” Tamaru suppressed a laugh. “What’s wrong with Turaga Matau?” 
 
Matau stood up and declared, “But Makuta underestimated the power of Matoran unity. We 
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stand together, until Mata Nui is fruity!” He jumped and turned a back flip. He landed, looking 
slightly confused. Then he did another flip, and another. He staggered a bit, then shouted, 
“LEWA!” 
 
The Le-Koronans stood up and looked around. Lewa dropped from the tree above them, laughing 
as he changed back to his Miru. Matau steadied himself against Lewa’s leg, smiled broadly, and 
proclaimed, “Toa Lewa is back!” 
 
The Matorans cheered. The instruments were pulled out again and the party revived. The music 
rang through the woods until late into the night. Kongu gave Taipu a ride back to the end of the 
tunnel to Onu-Koro. The Ghekula and night birds softly continued the song as the exhausted 
villagers stumbled into bed. 
 
 
 
Chapter 5: Lewa Sprints 
 
Lewa woke up the next morning humming the one of the tunes he had composed the night 
before. He looked at his new instrument, which was nestled in a fork of the tree in which he was 
sleeping. The large wooden tube had a double row of holes and a flared end. He had carved it 
from a hollow branch during the party, using a Matoran instrument as a pattern, and, minutes 
later, he was playing complex melodies on it. His horn was much larger and lower in tone than 
the ones played by the villagers, who were unable to get more than a breathy whisper out of it. 
But Lewa, with his elemental power, could coax amazing sounds out of the polished tube. It gave 
the music of the Le-Koronan band a rich bass tone that it lacked before his arrival, and the 
villagers were thrilled at the new sound. 
 
Lewa stretched and climbed to the very top of the tree. He watched the sun rise, filling the sky 
with delicate peach and rose colors. “It’s a new day,” he said to himself. “And I’m not going to 
waste what I’ve been given. I’m going to make my village proud.” 
 
His gaze traversed the horizon, stopping on the Nui-Rama hive. He gagged at the mere sight of it 
as the memory of infection came back. A few of the winged Rahi were buzzing around the 
structure. “I bet they’re trying to repair all the damage Onua did,” he thought. “Then they’re 
going to start their buzzbomb attacks again. The first thing I’m going to do today is take out that 
hive.” 
 
The Toa of Air descended from the treetop, putting the horn in a storage hut. Then he poked his 
head into Matau’s hut. “I’m going to go take down the foulslime Rama hive,” he said to his 
sleepy Turaga. “Please prepare the village, because they may be burningmad when they swarm 
out of there.” Matau nodded, and Lewa swung away into the woods. “Hmm… I’m starting to 
talk like my villagers!” he realized with amusement. 
 
As he approached the mud structure, Lewa fought back another wave of nausea. He stopped in a 
tree close to the base, changed to his Huna, and crept closer to study the damage. Much of the 
back side of the hive was caved in. “Maybe I should take a lesson from Gali, and get their masks 
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off first, so they won’t just go build a new hive and harass us again. But how am I going to do 
that to scores of Rama?” He scratched his head. “I have to think of a way to uninfect them all at 
once. Perhaps... fire?” He envisioned the wood-fiber linings of the egg chambers going up in 
flames. “Yes! That’s it! I’ll go get Tahu to help me.” 
 
Lewa had never been to Ta-Koro, and he found it uncomfortably hot inside the great volcano. 
But he was impressed by the stark towers, and he watched with amusement as the villagers lava-
surfed in the river of molten rock around their fortress home. “That looks like a fun sport, if you 
don’t mind the heat,” he smiled. 
 
He was greeted by the guards. “Welcome, Toa Lewa,” they said, lowering their staffs. Lewa 
nodded to them and walked through the guard station. He stood across the moat from the village, 
wondering what to do, when stones rose up out of the lava, forming a bridge. “I suppose I’ve 
been invited in,” he thought. He stepped delicately across the stones, prepared to activate his 
Miru if he slipped, but he made it across without incident and walked into the compound. 
 
Vakama met him at the entrance. “Hello, Lewa, Toa of Air,” he said with a low bow. “I am 
Vakama, Turaga of the Village of Fire. To what do we owe the honor of your visit?” 
 
“Nice to meet you, Vakama. I’m looking for Tahu. I need his help with something. By the way, 
your village is very beautiful. Is it always this blazehot?” 
 
“It gets hotter, when the great Mangai erupts,” smiled Vakama. “But we usually have plenty of 
warning. Toa Tahu isn’t here, but I think he will be back soon. You are welcome to wait for 
him.” He turned to a red Matoran in a Ruru. “Kapura, will you get some refreshments for our 
esteemed guest?” 
 
“Thanks,” said Lewa, “but I don’t need anything.” 
 
Just then he heard laughing, and Tahu walked distractedly through the gate, almost bumping into 
Lewa. “Oh, hello, Lewa. What brings you here?” 
 
“I wonder what made Tahu laugh. He’s always so serious,” Lewa mused to himself. Aloud, he 
said, “Hello, Tahu. I have a favor to ask. I’d like your help with something.” 
 
“All right,” replied the Toa of Fire. “How can I help?” 
 
“Well, first I have to tell you what happened. I was looking for my Komau in a giant earthen 
Rama hive. And when I crept inside to get it, I was ambushed by Rahi. They put an infected 
Miru on me.” 
 
Tahu gasped. “On YOU?” 
 
“Yes, on me. And I became evil. A minion of Makuta. Luckily, Onua showed up to bring me a 
Pakari, and he fought me. We beat each other up pretty bad. Well, mostly I beat him up. But he 
won, because he fought smarter. He knocked off the infected mask with his Matatu, and made a 
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Nui-Kopen drop mine into my hand. We escaped by air, and we took Matau and all the captured 
Matorans with us.” 
 
“That’s abominable!” said Tahu. “Makuta has really gone over the top. Forcing Toa to fight each 
other.” 
 
“Well, if you ask me, we have it in us to fight each other, with or without Makuta. He just pushes 
creatures over the edge of what their good judgment would prohibit.” 
 
“It’s a good thing Onua showed up when he did,” said Tahu, shaking his head. 
 
“Definitely,” Lewa agreed. “I owe him my life. And he really took a pounding to save me. The 
infected mask makes you crazy, desperate, vicious. I can’t believe what I did to him. He’s a real 
hero.” 
 
“Yeah, he brought me a Pakari, too. That’s how I got my golden Kanohi.” 
 
“Me, too!” exclaimed Lewa. “And he still doesn’t even have his own. He’s missing the 
Kakama.” 
 
“I know. I’ve been looking for it.” 
 
“I will, too, as soon as I take care of one thing, the thing for which I came to ask your help. That 
Rama hive is still full of infected bugs. Onua demolished part of the hive when we were fighting. 
And when we left, they were in disarray, so they stopped attacking for a while. But my village is 
still in danger. I want you to help me take that thing down.” 
 
“It would be my pleasure,” Tahu smiled. “But why do you need me?” 
 
“I could knock it down with a tornado, but then the Rama might make a new hive elsewhere. I 
think fire might be more effective, because it will burn away the infection,” Lewa explained. 
 
“I see. Let’s go.” The two Toa changed to their Kakamas and ran to Le-Koro. When they stopped 
in a clearing in the jungle, Tahu pointed at the compacted mud spire in the distance. “That must 
be it?” 
 
“Yes. Now, my plan is this. On the near side there’s a big hole at the base. I will cut down some 
trees and put the ends in the hole. You will set them ablaze. Then I’ll blow air into the fire, to 
direct the smoke into the hive and to make it burn hotter.” 
 
“That’s brilliant,” said Tahu admiringly. “But aren’t the Rama going to fly out and attack Le-
Koro?” 
 
“The Le-Koronans are all hiding in safety.” 
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“Then start chopping!” suggested Tahu. Lewa felled three large trees with his axe, and the Toa, 
wearing their Pakaris, dragged them to the hive. Once again, Lewa felt sick to his stomach, but 
he kept working, and the feeling passed. As they approached, several Rama spotted them and 
began to dive on them. 
 
“Keep working!” called Tahu. “I’ll cover you.” He fired blast after blast of flames at the 
creatures until Lewa had finished his task. Then the green Toa stepped back, and Tahu directed 
his elemental force at the trees. They ignited immediately. With his axe, Lewa aimed a powerful 
wind at the blaze. The ample oxygen caused the fire to burn fiercely, creating a strong draft. 
Smoke began to billow out of the top of the hive. The Nui-Rama swarmed out of the opening, 
confused and weakened. Waves of heat began to reach the Toa. 
 
“It’s getting too hot for me!” yelled Lewa over the roar of the fire. He turned and ran from the 
hive. Tahu followed him. They crouched behind a boulder to avoid the Rahi and watch the 
spectacle. 
 
The hive turned into a raging furnace. Air was rushing into the hole at the bottom with such force 
that branches, leaves, stones, and earth were being sucked in with it. And the black fumes 
pouring out of the spire became thick and oily. The overpowering stench of infection joined the 
acrid smell of burning green trees and wood-pulp honeycomb. 
 
“That’s a thing of beauty,” smiled Lewa. 
 
“Oh, it certainly is,” Tahu agreed. “Especially now, with the flames shooting out of the top.” 
 
They stood and watched as the inferno blazed. The dazed insects had scattered in the forest, the 
infection burned off of their masks. Now the weakened structure began to lean. And with a 
mighty crash, the entire hive collapsed. A huge cloud of dust, flying mud clods, and hot coals 
rolled toward them. They ducked behind the rock again as it passed over. The remains of the 
hive smoldered still, but the fire was running out of fuel. 
 
Lewa was overwhelmed by a feeling of relief. He stood, coughing. “Thanks, Tahu! That was 
fun!” 
 
“Fun?” asked Tahu. “Why, yes, it was. I’m glad I got to see that.” 
 
The Toa of Air laughed. “Without you, it wouldn’t have happened for anyone to see,” he 
grinned. “And now my village is safe again. I’ve got such great friends.” 
 
“Me, too,” Tahu smiled. “I’m glad you like to work together once in a while, after all.” 
 
Lewa turned toward his village. “Well, I’d better check on things back home. Thanks again, 
Tahu.” 
 
“No problem, Lewa.” Tahu raised his sword in a salute. “Let’s help everyone else find their 
masks, so we can do the same to Makuta!” The Toa of Fire raced back toward Ta-Koro.  
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“Maybe I misjudged Tahu,” thought Lewa as he sailed through the tree canopy. “He’s pretty 
serious, but I suppose we all should be. After all, evil is a very serious thing.” He sighed. “Every 
one of the other Toa has been kind to me lately. I was wrong to think I could go it alone, and face 
such a powerful enemy by myself. And I was foolish to ignore such goodfriend allies. I’m going 
to find Onua’s Kakama. I owe it to him… and then some!” After checking in with Matau and 
finding the village safe, he traveled to an unexplored part of the jungle and switched to his mask 
of X-ray vision.  
 
Lewa’s enthusiasm of that morning was beginning to wane after hours of unsuccessful searching. 
He headed back to the village. As he passed the gardens, he saw Noli and Tamaru frantically 
gathering fruits and vegetables. 
 
“What’s the hurry?” he asked. 
 
Noli looked up. “Kongu and Lau have seen many deepwood Rahi moving toward Le-Koro,” he 
said solemnly.  
 
“Turaga Matau thinks they are preparing for attacks all over the island,” added Tamaru. “He told 
us to quickgather all the food we can, because we may be in for a siege. Makuta may know that 
the quest for the powermasks is nearfinished.” 
 
Lewa nodded. He picked up a woven sack full of food. “I’ll carry it up to the village,” he 
volunteered. He shouldered the sack and jumped into a tree. As he climbed, he saw more 
Matorans coming to help with the emergency harvest. 
 
Soon the food was safely stored in the large huts around the cooking platform. Lewa fastened the 
last door securely and called out to Matau. “I think we’ve got it all!” 
 
Matau smiled. “Thank you, Toa Lewa. Your helpwork is always appreciated.” 
 
Lewa started to walk across the wooden bridges that led to the Matoran huts and from there to 
the village square, when he noticed a new bridge that was suspended directly across the gap to 
the main platform. “How long has this been here?” he wondered. He stepped onto the structure 
and immediately felt himself falling. He activated his Kanohi and hung in the air, looking up. 
The bridge vanished with a shimmer. 
 
“MATAU!” yelled Lewa as he dropped onto a lower branch. “You rascal!” 
 
Matau grinned at Lewa. “I would never use a mask you gave me to slytrick you,” he smiled. 
“But I’ve had this one for many leafdawns before you showed up.” 
 
“Very funny,” groaned the Toa of Air, lifting himself back onto the main platform. “I guess I 
should always watch my step. You never know what might not be real around here!” He laughed 
as he slapped the Turaga on the back. “Just checking if you’re really there.” 
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“Oh, I’m real, my friend. Now, everyone, let’s get organized. Tamaru, you go downtree to guard 
the village from--” 
 
The cheerful noise of Le-Koronan activity ceased as an elevator pod ascended. Two Ta-
Koronans, clearly members of the Guard, stepped out. Everyone gathered around them to hear 
the news. 
 
“Greetings, Le-Koronans,” one guardsman began, bowing to Matau. “We come to bring 
wonderful news. The Toa have all earned their golden Kanohi, and it is time for them to face 
Makuta.” 
 
The second turned to Lewa. “Great Toa Lewa, you Toa have our destiny in your hands. Go to the 
Kini-Nui to meet the others. May the Great Beings protect you all, so that you can deliver our 
island from this abominable darkness!” 
 
Lewa smiled at the strangers, then turned to his villagers and Matau. He glanced from one 
Matoran mask to the next, and he saw the anxiety in their eyes. “I am going to do all in my 
power to blow that demon away,” he vowed. He put his hand on Matau’s shoulder. “I’ll see you 
soon, my friend.” Then he swung away into the jungle, his heart racing.  
 
Lewa reached the clearing around the great temple and paused to admire its beautiful sculpted 
stone pillars. When he was in the jungle he called home, it was easy to shrug off Matau’s 
mysterious talk of prophecy and destiny. But whenever he was near the Kini-Nui, he was 
captivated by its silent majesty. He always had the feeling that whoever had carved it probably 
knew more about his fate than he did himself. And now he was about to face that destiny, the 
reason for which he had been created. He slowed his rapid breathing and dropped to the ground. 
He walked slowly to the magnificent structure and climbed the steps. Tahu and Pohatu were 
standing there, talking quietly. They stopped talking and smiled at him as he approached. 
 
Soon the pale blue blur of Kopaka appeared out of the woods. Onua and Gali were the last to 
arrive, and the Toa of Earth was given a hero’s welcome for the help he had given the others. 
Lewa was glad to see that Onua no longer seemed to be in pain. 
 
Just as Lewa was objecting that the Rahi might ambush the Toa from behind, the multicolored 
traveler arrived with a party of Matorans from every village. Lewa smiled knowingly at Tamaru. 
“I bet he jumped at the chance for adventure!” thought the Toa of Air. It was decided that the 
Matorans would guard the Kini-Nui from Rahi as the Toa descended to fight Makuta. 
 
The heroes of Mata Nui took their positions on the platform. Lewa anxiously watched the other 
Toa descend into the center of the temple until it was his turn. He used his Miru to slow his fall, 
so that although he was not the last to drop, he was the last to land, touching down silently in the 
gloom. As the echoes of moving stone died down, he felt a wave of nausea from the proximity of 
infection and evil. He remembered the horrible black Nui-Kopen and shuddered at the thought of 
facing it again. But he swallowed hard and looked at Tahu. The Toa of Fire had ignited his sword 
and was pointing toward a narrow circular crack in the wall that was shining red. 
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“This must be the entrance to Makuta’s lair,” said Tahu. They could see the image of a 
monolithic creature carved on the door. 
 
“We must form the Toa Kaita now!” urged Gali. “Kopaka, Lewa, you are with me.” Lewa 
stepped toward Gali, relieved that she seemed to know what to do. 
 
Kopaka and Gali began to pull parts off themselves. Lewa’s momentary astonishment gave way 
to confident knowledge from some recess of his mind he had never known existed. He sat down 
and pulled off his legs and feet. Quietly, they took themselves apart, first with their hands, and 
then when their arms were removed, with their Matatus. Then, taking turns, they clicked their 
pieces together into a new and puzzling configuration, in a strange dance of moving parts. As the 
great creature neared completion, the powerful design became apparent. Lewa willed his head to 
be lifted high onto mighty shoulders, and as it slid onto the neck, he felt his neural connections 
link with those of the combined body. The Toa of Air felt a presence inside his own mind, as if 
suddenly the Toa of Ice was joining him there. Then the mind of the Toa of Water appeared 
inside the shared mind as well. 
 
The three identities were separate, dwelling inside one head together. Lewa heard Gali’s voice as 
if it were inside his brain. “Lewa? Kopaka? I can feel you…Are you there?” 
 
Lewa answered her, “Yes, Gali, here I am.” 
 
Kopaka’s quiet response came next: “And I am here also.” 
 
Lewa felt his mind opening up like an orchid, long-silent thoughts and memories finding a voice 
again. They mingled with Gali’s, and he saw through her eyes for a few moments, admiring the 
beauty of the enigmatic creatures in the depths of the ocean. He felt the surge of adrenaline as 
she tackled a Tarakava and wrested off its mask, a flush of gratitude toward Onua, who was 
handing her a mud-covered Matatu, and terror followed by relief as the Nui-Jaga before her burst 
into flames and Tahu appeared amidst the smoke. Then he heard her voice again, gently coaxing. 
“Kopaka… open up… we need you!” Suddenly his head was flooded with visions of Muaka 
tumbling off snowy cliffs, flickering lightstones inside a tunnel of carved ice with row upon row 
of arcane inscriptions, the thrill of skiing down a nearly vertical slope as the leading edge of a 
rumbling avalanche ticked his heels, and then the deafening silence as the mass of snow froze 
instantly at the command of his ice blade. 
 
And then Lewa heard Kopaka say, “Gali! Did he hurt you?” as he saw Gali break free of Tahu’s 
embrace and run, panicked, into the woods. Gali spoke again. “No, Kopaka, he’s more than 
made it up to me. Let it go. We share one destiny, and we must not dwell on our differences.” 
Kopaka’s tension subsided into peace like ripples expanding on the surface of a pond. 
 
From the depths of quiet strength came Kopaka’s voice. “Let us fulfill that destiny and destroy 
this destroyer! He cannot hold together against our unity.” 
 
Lewa suddenly saw Makuta for what really was. “He’s not just a big, nasty monster to challenge 
our fighting skills. He threatens the very thing that drives us to work together and care for one 
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another on this island—our brotherlove for each other. He wants to divide us so he can tear us 
apart!” 
 
Gali’s voice was clear and melodious. “But our strength lies in knowing the truth, and we will 
prevail.” Lewa felt his mind melting into the others’, until there was only one mind, that of 
Wairuha, Toa Kaita of Wisdom. “Spirit of Wisdom--hear me!” he heard his own triple voice call 
out, in perfect unison. 
 
Wairuha turned to his companion, Akamai, Toa Kaita of Valor, who looked fearsome indeed. He 
could see his own shining silver Miru reflected in Akamai’s gold Hau. “So, Wairuha, you are 
joined,” said Akamai. “Let us now choose a path and go into the darkness to face our destiny, be 
it good or ill.” 
 
“Our way lies not together, Akamai. We must face whatever evils are before us alone. I choose 
this road. You take the other. With luck, we will come together again, at the gates of Mangaia!” 
 
Wairuha strode into the blackness. He was surrounded by glowing yellow eyes. The huge, 
menacing crab-like Manas inched closer. Suddenly they lunged at him, and he spun, beating 
them back with the axe and ice blade in his right hand. Sparks flew in all directions. But then one 
of the creatures hit him in the back, and he stumbled. Another hit his chest, and Wairuha 
collapsed in pain. He staggered to his feet again. 
 
But Akamai had turned around and come back. As one of the beasts jumped for Wairuha’s head, 
Akamai lunged in front of him and struck it away with his sword. It flew into one of the 
cylindrical towers lined up near the doorway, and its eyes dimmed. Akamai stood, his face 
solemn, and looked at the Manas, massing for another attack. “This then, is how it ends, 
Wairuha,” he said grimly. 
 
“For these monsters also, Akamai,” replied Wairuha, remembering the truth of their destiny. 
“We will not go down without a price!” Then he noticed something. After Akamai had slammed 
one of the Manas into the tower, several of the creatures appeared disabled, not just the one who 
had been thrown. 
 
“Wait, Wairuha. These strange towers… maybe…” 
 
Wairuha was already swinging his weapons, cleaving the tower in half in a blaze of light and 
flying metal debris. Several of the Manas lurched to a halt, their yellow eyes extinguished. 
Akamai slashed another tower with his fire sword and watched more of the Rahi stop. Wairuha 
covered his back, whacking away the attacking creatures as Akamai destroyed the last of the 
towers. In the sudden silence they surveyed the damage. 
 
“We have survived,” panted Akamai. 
 
“For now. We were lucky,” smiled Wairuha. 
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“Wisdom provides only when valor is in its service,” remarked Akamai. “And vice versa.” 
Wairuha nodded, grateful to his brave friend for rescuing him. 
 
The two combined Toa watched the circular door rise and stepped through the doorway. But they 
immediately felt the tug of bizarre forces on their bodies. 
 
“I feel… strange,” said Akamai. 
 
“Feels like—being torn apart!” Wairuha stumbled and fell to his knees. 
 
The Kaita watched in amazement as their parts were pulled off and fell to the ground. Wairuha 
felt his mind disintegrate into three individuals, and then Lewa was aware of being alone in his 
own head again. He quickly willed his parts to recombine, snapping the last of them together 
with his hands.  
 
“What has happened?” asked Tahu. 
 
“The spirit of Makuta… is the spirit of destruction,” said Gali slowly. “This is his inner realm. 
The Toa Kaita cannot exist here.” 
 
Pohatu’s usually serene face looked anxious. “The Manas nearly destroyed the Toa Kaita. And 
Makuta is ten times greater than they. What hope do we have?” 
 
Gali spoke reassuringly. “The Toa Kaita merely gave physical form to the force of our unity. We 
still possess it, in our hearts.” 
 
“But the Toa Kaita’s wisdom and valor were unmatched,” objected Lewa, shaking his head. He 
couldn’t imagine anything more powerful than the creatures of which he had been a part 
moments before. But his pessimistic thoughts were interrupted by Tahu. 
 
“Where wisdom and valor fail,” said the Toa of Fire, “all that remains is faith. And it can 
overcome all. Gali is right. We must go on.” 
 
The others nodded. Side by side, they strode into the lair. Overhead, they saw a powerful vortex 
of swirling parts. The strange wind that animated them made an eerie moaning noise. Tahu 
stepped forward. “Makuta!” he called in a loud, clear voice. “We have come!” 
 
Lewa clenched his jaw, expecting the horrible Nui-Rama to swoop down from the ceiling. Or 
perhaps Makuta would take the shape of a different Rahi—maybe even one they had never 
encountered before. But from the dark recesses of the den, a strange, small figure emerged. It 
was a Matoran, wearing a Hau and covered with mottled patches of corrosion and infection.  
 
Tahu recoiled. “What?!” 
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“I have been waiting for you,” said Makuta in a gravelly voice. Lewa flinched. It was the voice 
from the hive. He felt overwhelmed by a wave of fear. But he stood his ground, determined to 
put an end to the horrible curse this spirit had put on his beloved island. 
 
“But you - you are—“ stammered Tahu. 
 
“I am that which you have sworn to protect,” replied the Matoran. 
 
Kopaka glanced at the Toa of Fire. “Tahu, it’s a trick! We must destroy him!” Lewa nodded 
vigorously. 
 
“Destroy me?” laughed Makuta. “You cannot destroy me. No more than you can destroy the sea. 
Or the wind. Or the void.” 
 
Gali glared at him angrily. “You are like the sea? The sea bears life! The sea bore us!” 
 
“I bore you,” sneered Makuta. “For I am Nothing. And out of Nothing, you came. And it is into 
Nothing that you will go.” 
 
“Nothing?” thought Lewa. He considered the creatures on Mata Nui, and the complex, beautiful 
systems that made them live, breathe, move, and love. “That’s nonsense! Something can’t come 
from nothing. There is life on this island, and it was put there on purpose. And our purpose is to 
defeat him.” 
 
“I stand by Mata Nui, side by side. I am his brother,” continued the Spirit of Evil. “The people of 
the world are builders. But look into their hearts… and you will find that they have also the 
power to destroy. I am that power. I am destruction. And I WILL destroy you.” At this, his eyes 
narrowed to sinister slits. 
 
Tahu was still confused. “But… you are but a Tohunga!” 
 
“You expected something else?” snarled Makuta. “Something like THIS?” A massive cluster of 
dark tentacles emerged from the floor and lifted his head high into the air. Then the long, 
powerful tentacles began to lunge at the Toa. Kopaka quickly switched to his Kakama and ran. 
But the enemy was faster, slamming the Toa of Ice to the ground. Onua’s Hau deflected the thick 
rope-like strands, but then they circled behind him and struck him. Pohatu and Gali tried to 
dodge the assault and were swept away. Lewa levitated above the tentacles, but they reached up 
for him and entwined around his legs, dragging him down. Tahu hacked at them with his sword, 
but like Onua, he was overcome by an attack from behind, and was thrown to the floor. The 
massive beast regrouped himself, his ominous laughter resonating against the dank walls of the 
lair. 
 
The Toa jumped up and approached Makuta again. When they were all standing in a circle 
around the monster, Tahu called to the others above the roar. “Our only hope is to work 
together!” And he directed his fiercest flame straight at the heart of the creature. Next to him, 
Kopaka powered up and shot a blast of extreme cold. Gali discharged a powerful jet of water. 
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Lewa fired a gale-force wind. Onua formed a glowing green ball between his claws and slammed 
it into the floor. Pohatu smashed his foot onto the ground. The Toa watched as four streams of 
elemental energy caused the strange head to bob and thrash. Then the two slower powers made 
their impact. Huge chunks of earth and stone erupted from the ground, battering the vicious 
monster. He uttered one more threat as his head spun from its body. “You cannot destroy me… 
for I am Nothing.” Disembodied parts rained down on the Toa. The echoes of the battle fell 
silent, and they stood looking at one another.  
 
Lewa breathed at last. “Mission accomplished,” he whispered. 
 
Then he saw Tahu’s body vibrate and turn white. One by one, the Toa began to disappear. He 
was lifted off the floor and transported away. He stumbled as his feet landed on something hard. 
Blinking in the bright daylight, he realized he was in the middle of the temple at Kini-Nui. The 
other Toa were standing around him, similarly dazed. A crowd of Matorans—the Chronicler’s 
party (except for Takua himself), along with most of the Ta-Koronan Guard, the Onu-Koronan 
Ussalry, and the Le-Koronan Kahu-Force, cheered and shouted and flung their discs into the air.  
 
“We did it!” shouted Tahu, raising his sword. “We defeated Makuta! Mata Nui is safe again!” 
 
“Hooray!” cheered Lewa as he launched into a back flip. At last the island was free, and he felt 
like celebrating.  
 
“Praise the Great Beings!” yelled Pohatu, clasping Onua’s raised claw with his hand. 
 
The Matorans ran over to the Toa and embraced their legs. The Toa sat amidst them and told 
them about the battle. 
 
“Makuta thought he had us,” smiled Kopaka. “He thought we would fall for his lies. But now he 
is fallen.” 
 
Lewa turned to Kopaka. “Thanks for seeing through his ruse. And thank you, Tahu, for leading 
us so bravely against him.” He nodded at the Toa of Fire, who smiled back. 
 
The Toa were silent for a while, basking in the gentle sunlight and the peace that came with 
victory. Gali sat in the grass and put her arm around Maku. “I feel like it’s been a hundred years 
since the day my parts fell out of that canister.” 
 
“Do you remember,” Lewa grinned, patting Tamaru’s head, “how much we learned that day?” 
 
Pohatu smiled at Gali. “You have grown so much since then, in wisdom as well as skill. All of us 
have.” 
 
“Sometimes,” said Tahu, “it was a trial by fire.”  
 
Lewa smiled in agreement. “Don’t I know it.” He leaned back onto his elbows in the grass, 
suddenly realizing how tired he was. But he was content, because finally he felt as if he had 
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really done his part. Just as the prophecies had said, the Toa had fulfilled their destiny. He 
wondered if it had really been his destiny to be infected. “It must have been,” he shrugged to 
himself. “As ashamed as I am of what I did, it’s over, and I learned something from it. Never 
again will I take my friends for granted.” And now there would be peace at last, to enjoy their 
company. He lay his head down, imagining the party they would have in Le-Koro. “There will 
be food, and music, and dancing, and playgames. I’ll invite Onua to come, and I’ll teach him a 
few acrobatic tricks!” he laughed. “And Gali, too--I’ll play my new song for her… Oh, I’ll invite 
all of them, for that matter.” He closed his eyes, and his daydreams turned into dreams under the 
rosy evening sky. 
 
 
 
Chapter 6: Lewa Staggers 
 
The treetop was rocking. Lewa set down his horn for a moment and paused to soak in the 
resonant, wonderful sound from the best band ever assembled in Le-Koro. Along with the usual 
performers, the Toa had joined the celebration, along with several Matorans from the other 
villages. Onua was hunched over a set of drums, his claws moving almost too fast to see. Pohatu 
had rigged a larger drum with a foot pedal, and he was tapping a large metal plate and two bells 
with drumsticks at the same time. Kopaka was playing a xylophone, echoing his own elaborate 
melodies in a complicated, beautiful fugue. Tahu’s fingers moved rapidly over the frets of a lute, 
and the strings rang out with rich harmony. Gali was singing. Her clear voice reverberated off the 
tree canopy, and the birds stopped their own songs to listen in jealous awe. The Matorans played 
flutes and percussion, danced, and sang back-up to Gali’s fluid soprano vocals. 
 
The Toa of Air picked up his other horn, a smaller instrument capable of a wide range of sounds, 
and began to harmonize with Kopaka’s theme, adding mordants and trills. But then he stopped 
playing. The platform was beginning to vibrate up and down ominously, resonating with the 
rhythm of the drummers. He tapped on Onua’s shoulder. “You and Pohatu need to tone it down. 
You’re starting to shake the whole bigtree.” 
 
Onua looked up. “It’s not us.” 
 
Lewa glanced at Tahu. Smoke was drifting out of his instrument, and the sky was darkening. 
“Tahu! You’re getting out of control,” warned Lewa. “Take it easy, you guys… if we keep it up, 
we’re going to wrecksmash the village!” 
 
Tahu shrugged and kept playing. Lewa ran back to Onua. “If it’s not you… then what’s going 
on?” 
 
“I don’t know,” replied the Toa of Earth. “Why don’t you wake up and help me figure that out?” 
 
Lewa felt someone shaking him. His eyes snapped open to see Onua’s Pakari. The Toa of Air sat 
up, groggy, in the grass next to the Kini-Nui. The earth under him shuddered from time to time, 
distant trees crashed to the ground, and dark smoke rose on the horizon. Pohatu stood rubbing his 
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eyes as he looked toward Ta-Wahi. Kopaka helped Gali up, and they walked over to the Toa of 
Stone. Onua and Lewa joined the others, and Tahu stumbled to his feet and stood behind them. 
 
“What is happening?” Lewa muttered “I thought we had finished our quest!” 
 
Kopaka shook his head. “Victory might have been an illusion, Lewa.” The green Toa’s heart 
sank. It had been such a pleasant illusion. 
 
“Look!” called Pohatu. “It’s one of Tahu’s villagers!” 
 
Tahu leaned over toward the Matoran who had just emerged, breathless, from the underbrush. 
“Speak,” he urged gently. “What brings you so far from Ta-Koro?” 
 
The frightened villager whispered, “Bohrok… Bohrok… Bohrok… Bohrok…” 
 
“What’s he saying, Tahu?” asked Gali. 
 
“One word—over and over. ‘Bohrok’,” answered the Toa of Fire grimly. “I will return to Ta-
Koro immediately.” 
 
Gali put her hand on Tahu’s arm. “We shall all go, Tahu.” 
 
“If there is a threat to your village, it is a threat to all our people,” added Onua. The Toa wasted 
no time. They switched to their Kakamas and raced toward Ta-Koro. 
 
“I have just one question,” yelled Pohatu over the pounding of their footsteps. 
 
“What’s that, Pohatu?” said Onua. 
 
“What’s a Bohrok?” 
 
They decelerated just outside the village. The sounds of destruction were deafening. Huge 
chunks of stone cascaded from the cliffs into the lava, and steam hissed as it rose from massive 
formations of ice. Acrid smoke floated above the village. Strange bug-like creatures of various 
colors were chipping at the rock all around. A crowd of white ones moved toward the Toa, 
making rhythmic clicking noises. 
 
Lewa clenched his jaw. “I fear we have just found out.” 
 
“Stay here,” Tahu warned the Ta-Koronan guardsmen who ran to greet the Toa. “We shall deal 
with this.” 
 
“They don’t look like any Rahi I’ve ever seen,” remarked Lewa “Let’s see how they stand up to 
a cyclone.” He jumped, activating his Miru, and raised his axe. He sent the smoky air swirling 
into a vortex. But then he felt a cold sensation and began to drop. He looked down at himself and 
realized his lower body was completely encased in an immense block of ice. 



Toa Biographies  GaliGee 

 239

 
“What? Ice! Making me too heavy to stay in the air... I’m--falling!” He abandoned his attempt to 
create a tornado and put as much energy as he could into his Kanohi, but the weight was too 
much. He crashed to the ground with a groan. 
 
“Away from him, creatures!” shouted Tahu, brandishing his fire sword. The Bohrok retreated. 
Lewa winced as the wave of flame washed over him, but he felt the ice melting away. He 
changed to his Pakari and broke free of the remaining chunks. 
 
Pohatu looked confused. “This is crazy. They aren’t harming the villagers. They even ignore us, 
until we get right in their way!” 
 
“Then why all this chaos?” wondered Onua. “What can they hope to gain from it?” The Toa of 
Earth glanced up and saw a group of black creatures. “Pohatu! Their powers are causing an 
avalanche! MOVE!” He sprang toward Pohatu, slamming him out of the path of a giant mass of 
earth and rock. 
 
Over the roar, Lewa heard Tahu’s voice. “Their strength lies in their numbers. Lewa! Gali! 
Combine your powers! The rest of us will hold them off.” 
 
Lewa glanced at Gali, glad they had practiced this trick before. They invoked a mighty blast of 
their elements and watched them mingle and amplify each other’s force. “Together we can 
summon the might of the storm!” yelled the Toa of Water. Lightning flashed all around, and 
storm clouds boiled up, seemingly out of nowhere. Out of the corner of his eye, Lewa saw 
Kopaka freezing several brown Bohrok into an icy prison. Pohatu was kicking rocks into the 
middle of a swarm of black ones, and Onua hurled stones at some white creatures. Tahu sprayed 
a wall of flames around Gali and Lewa to protect them as they concentrated on their 
thunderstorm. 
 
“They’re fleeing, Gali. It worked!” cheered Lewa. The noise finally died down, and the Toa 
surveyed the damage. 
 
“They’re gone for now,” sighed Pohatu. He looked at a fallen brown being that lay at his feet, its 
head open. “They left us a prisoner, too. But what’s that in its head?” He leaned over, studying 
the small yellow-green object inside. 
 
A voice spoke behind him. “I know the answers you seek, Toa of Stone, though I wish I did not.” 
 
Pohatu turned, startled. “Turaga Vakama!” 
 
The Turaga of the village of fire continued. “We have known the legends of the Bohrok for 
centuries, and we prayed they were only that: legends. But the Bohrok are real, all too real.” 
 
The Toa gathered around Vakama. Lewa frowned as he listened. “The Turaga always have bad 
news for us,” he groaned to himself. 
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“It is said the Bohrok sleep an eternal sleep, waiting to hatch,” explained the Turaga. “Once 
awakened, the swarms are unstoppable... a force so powerful, they can reduce mountains to 
rubble... and turn life-giving rivers as dry as the desert sands!” 
 
Lewa gasped. “The inscription on that rock Pohatu kicked... that’s what it meant!” He glanced at 
the Toa of Stone, who nodded knowingly. 
 
“Worse,” Vakama went on, “these creatures do not work alone. Each Bohrok carries within it a 
krana, their greatest strength. Also their greatest weakness. Even the mightiest of the Bohrok can 
be humbled, if parted from their krana.” He described each of the six breeds of Bohrok, which 
wielded elemental powers just like those of the Toa. “Now that the swarms have awakened, only 
one hope remains. You must collect the eight breeds of krana from each Bohrok swarm. They 
will unlock the secret of their defeat.” 
 
“Oh, great, another treasure hunt,” grumbled Lewa. “Except instead of being guarded by 
enemies, this time the treasures are INSIDE the enemies!” 
 
Tahu was looking suspiciously at Vakama. “How do you know so much about these creatures, 
Turaga?” He picked up the green krana and looked at it intently. 
 
“There will be time later to reveal all, Toa of Fire. But beware: when worn, the krana can steal 
the mind... and even the Toa might not be able to resist its power,” Vakama finished ominously. 
 
Lewa shuddered. He remembered when the horrible black Nui-Kopen fitted the infected mask to 
his face, and the panic he felt at losing all control of his own thoughts. And he recalled his 
overwhelming remorse the moment Onua knocked the Kanohi off his face, when he realized the 
terrible treachery he had committed against his own people and the friend who had come to save 
him. He looked nervously at Onua. Onua put his claw on Lewa’s shoulder and squeezed gently. 
 
Tahu, as usual, was taking control of the situation. “Return to your villages. If gathering these 
krana will save Mata Nui, then gather them we shall.” 
 
“Let us hope they do not gather us first,” commented Kopaka solemnly. “Farewell.” 
 
The Toa of Air ran until he reached the jungle. He scrambled up a trunk and began to travel 
through the trees. “Turaga Matau and the villagers are brave and resourceful... but still I pray the 
Bohrok haven’t reached Le-Koro.” He swung onto the main platform, into the midst of a 
gathering of villagers. 
 
“Greetings, Lewa--Toa of Air.” “We have been waiting for you.” 
 
It was Matau’s voice. But it wasn’t Matau’s face. In the place of his Mahiki, the Turaga wore a 
red krana. Lewa inhaled sharply as he looked around. All the villagers wore red krana. And they 
were surrounded by green Bohrok, and smaller creatures that resembled the Bohrok. 
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“Matau, if this is your idea of a joke,” Lewa began, backing away, “you’d better think again. Do 
you have any idea how dangerous those mind thieves are?” While he was talking, his mind was 
racing. “Those are Lehvak, the ones Vakama said were the most deadly kind. How can I free the 
villagers and Matau without falling prey to their acid?” 
 
In a single rapid movement, he grabbed Matau with one arm and a vine with the other and swung 
off the platform. Landing in the fork of a tree, he yanked the krana off the struggling Turaga. 
“Where’s your mask, Matau?” he asked. 
 
“I… I don’t know, but we don’t have time--” 
 
Lewa looked up and saw the Lehvak jumping from branch to branch through the treetops. The 
villagers were swinging toward them on vines as well. “If I use my air powers, I’ll endanger the 
villagers,” he reasoned. “I’d better just get out of here.” He shifted Matau onto his back and 
reached for a vine. Suddenly he felt the limb beneath him give way, and he activated his Miru to 
keep from falling. He looked at the tree and saw strange green fumes rising from a fresh scar. 
“The acid! It ate through that branch--instantly!” He used his axe to push himself away from the 
trunk until he was able to grab another vine and sail into the jungle. But now he heard ominous 
creaking sounds, and the entire tree was falling. He sprang free of the branches as it crashed to 
the ground. Now he was on the ground, running. More Lehvak appeared in front of him. He 
switched to his Hau to deflect their acid streams, praying that his body would shield Matau. He 
wanted to use his Kakama, but abandoning the Hau seemed too risky. Suddenly several branches 
fell all around him, forming a cage. He changed to his Pakari and hacked through one of them 
with his axe. As he squirmed through the gap, he looked back at Matau to make sure he was still 
there. Then he turned his head, and he felt the impact of an object on his face. His mask tumbled 
off. In its place he felt a strange, cool, slimy object. 
 
A terrible sensation, like needles penetrating his face, brought Lewa to his knees. First a roaring 
sound, then strange voices, echoed inside his head. “Now you belong to us, Lewa, Toa of Air,” 
they hissed. “You will serve the swarm.” He felt nauseous and weak. 
 
Matau jumped off his back and ran in front of him. The Turaga grabbed at the krana, but Lewa 
watched in horror as his own hand struck the Turaga away. “They control my movements!” he 
realized. “I must override their--AAAH” Agonizing pain racked his entire body. “And they 
control what I feel, too…” 
 
Lewa stumbled to his feet. “Capture the Turaga,” the voices commanded. He looked around and 
saw Matau, weak from losing his mask, disappearing into the woods. He easily overtook the 
village elder and scooped him up. “Hold him there,” whispered his captors. A Lehvak appeared 
and flipped its head case open. The krana flew at Matau’s face and stuck there. Lewa dropped 
him and staggered backwards. “I just betrayed my Turaga… again…” 
 
“Cease this disloyal thought!” ordered the voices. Lewa’s body writhed in pain. He cleared his 
mind and took a deep breath. 
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Soon the Bohrok had Lewa hard at work, hacking down huge swaths of his beloved jungle. He 
groaned as he complied with the evil instructions, but every time he resisted, he was tortured 
with unspeakable pain. He glanced at Matau, clearing underbrush with his saw-like staff. Every 
now and then they tried to speak, but they immediately found themselves rolling on the forest 
floor in agony again. They resorted to silent glances to reassure each other. “One day soon,” 
Matau ventured, “someone will come overrock and free us from this paingrip.” 
 
Lewa watched him squirm for a moment. Finally Matau added, “Kongu and Tamaru escaped by 
groundpath during the attack. Maybe they will find help.” 
 
The Matoran were completely overwhelmed by the krana. Their wills weren’t strong enough to 
incur the punishment to which Lewa and Matau were often subjected. The days began to blur 
together for Lewa. He numbed his mind to the anguish of watching huge areas of the forest fall 
from his own axe strokes. And he suppressed thoughts of escape. To do otherwise was to invite 
paralyzing pain. 
 
One day as Lewa worked at his destructive task by himself, he felt the earth move. Onua 
emerged from the ground, changed to his Akaku, and looked around. He reverted to his Pakari 
when he saw Lewa. 
 
“Oh, good. Onua can free me from this thing. He can--” The Toa of Air doubled over in pain. He 
cleared his mind of dangerous thoughts and straightened his back. As Onua cautiously 
approached, Lewa felt his body tense and lunge at his fellow Toa. He watched his flying kick 
send Onua sailing backwards into a tree. “Onua, get away from here... please!” implored Lewa. 
“Flee, before I am forced to harm you!” He flinched as was tormented again for thoughts that 
were disloyal to the swarm. 
 
“I believe I have a better idea.” Onua leaped to his feet and slammed his claws into the ground in 
front of him. “Now, let’s try this again.” 
 
Lewa groaned. He didn’t want to fight Onua, but he knew that the swarm would force him to 
attack his friend. The voices in his head were increasing in volume. “Leave, while there’s still 
time!” he warned. “I can feel the power building. Even your strength won’t--” 
 
“I know the krana controls your body, Lewa, but not your will. And I know you are stronger than 
this parasite.” 
 
Lewa shuddered. Onua was right. But how could his mind prevail against something that 
controlled his every movement? He was both hoping and fearing that Onua would try to grab 
him and rip the creature off his face. 
 
“If it is so strong that it can make you harm a friend, then go ahead,” Onua said quietly, his arms 
at his sides. “I will not defend myself. But I know you, Lewa. I have fought beside you.” He put 
his claw on Lewa’s axe. “You are a Toa. Prove yourself worthy of the name. My energies are 
yours, Toa of Air. Be free!” 
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Lewa’s axe shook. The voices were screaming for him to use it on Onua. But he focused his 
energy on his right arm and kept it from moving. Then he felt a new strength, one that was not 
subject to the effects of the krana. He quickly raised his left hand to his face and gripped the 
krana. “Yes,” mumbled Lewa. “Toa... my people... my friends! I will not harm Onua, creature!” 
 
“You will,” replied one of the voices, deeper and more resonant than the others. “It is an 
obstacle. It is interfering with the mission.” 
 
“I WILL NOT!” yelled Lewa. He ripped the krana off. It felt as if he had torn off his own face. 
Stabbing pains wracked his body, and he staggered to his knees. Finally the voices were silent. 
He swallowed and tried to focus his eyes. 
 
“Easy. Here... you will need this.” Onua handed Lewa his Kanohi. “I took it away from a party 
of Lehvak Va. That is how I knew you were in danger.” 
 
“More than danger,” panted Lewa, putting the mask back on his face. “I know now, Onua. I 
know why the Bohrok are here!” 
 
“Perhaps for the same reason the Lehvak are charging us,” commented Onua. Lewa jumped to 
his feet, alarmed. “But not to worry,” continued the Toa of Earth. “I brought friends.” 
 
Lewa gasped as he watched several strange machines emerge from the underbrush. They 
resembled oversized Bohrok, but they were piloted by Onu-Koronans. “What ARE those 
things?” The machines jabbed at the approaching Lehvak with hooked arms. The Bohrok backed 
up as they were surrounded. 
 
“The Matoran have learned that the Bohrok do not truly live,” explained Onua. “They are 
artificial life... biomechanical creations. The villagers salvaged parts from fallen Bohrok to build 
the Boxor vehicles.” 
 
“They will need them. When I wore the krana, I could hear the voices of the swarm. We must act 
now, Onua—or nothing will be left of Mata Nui!” 
 
Onua nodded. “They are doing their best to level this place. And perhaps it was your destiny to 
wear a krana so that you can tell us why.” 
 
Lewa sighed, amazed at the wisdom of his fellow Toa. “Leave it to you, Onua, to see a brightside 
to all this. I can’t believe what a wonderful friend you are. For the second time, you risked your 
own life to save me from myself.” He hung his head, overwhelmed by shame and horror. “I can’t 
believe I let myself be overtaken by evil, again.” 
 
Onua smiled. “You did what we all did. We each went home to our village. But in your case, it 
looks like they were waiting for you. It’s not your fault.” 
 
“Well, thanks for trying to make me feel better, but...” 
 



Toa Biographies  GaliGee 

 244

Onua put his arm around Lewa’s shoulders. The Toa of Air lifted his head and looked into his 
emerald eyes. He embraced his dark friend and held him tightly. 
 
“At least you didn’t break any of my ribs this time,” grinned Onua, releasing him. “Not that I 
minded Gali fussing over me. Come on, we’d better go find the other Toa. And bring that krana. 
You’ve paid dearly for it--we might as well use it to bring these monsters down!” 
 
“We need to go to the Kini-Nui,” urged Lewa. “I heard the voices of the swarm talking about 
destroying it! But Matau and my villagers are all wearing krana, too…”  
 
“The Boxor squad will free them,” replied Onua. “We Toa need to go to the root of the matter, 
and get rid of the Bohrok at the source.” He changed to his Kakama and began to run toward the 
Kini-Nui. 
 
“Well, I agree with that,” nodded Lewa, falling into step beside him. “The krana are linked 
telepathically with two intelligent creatures. They call themselves the ‘Bahrag’—Cahdok and 
Gahdok. They are like the queens of an insect colony. I heard them instructing the Bohrok.” 
 
“How creepy,” remarked Onua. 
 
“Very. They live deep underground somewhere. I might be able to find it from the directions 
they’ve been giving the swarm.” 
 
“So, Lewa, why ARE they trying to destroy Mata Nui?” 
 
“Well, they keep talking about restoring the island to the Before-Time. Whatever that babbletalk 
means.” 
 
“And they use the krana to control anyone who might want to stop them?” 
 
“Yeah. It’s a really primitive sort of control, though. Not like the infected mask. The mask 
completely took over my will, and made me WANT to wrecksmash things and hurt others. But 
the krana just ran my body, like a machine. So my body was working for them, but I could still 
think my own thoughts. The only catch is, when you think thoughts against the swarm, they can 
hear those, and they make you feel torturepain.” 
 
“Maybe that’s because the krana were designed to run Bohrok, which are more like machines 
than living creatures, and have no will of their own,” remarked Onua. 
 
“I think you’re right. Is that why you decided to talk me into removing the krana myself?” 
 
“I had no idea if it would work, Lewa. I just knew that last time I fought you, I got clobbered. 
And I thought that perhaps after the experience of being infected, you would have a stronger will 
than last time. It was a gamble.” 
 
Lewa glanced at Onua as they ran. “Thanks for taking the chance on me.” 
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“You’re welcome. I had a feeling you would rise to the occasion.” They slowed down as the 
approached the great temple. 
 
Lewa hopped up onto the central platform of the magnificent stone structure and looked around. 
“No one’s here. But I have a strange feeling. The entrance to the Bahrag’s lair is very close, I 
think.” 
 
Onua put his claw on the ground and felt for vibrations. “And something else is, too.” He stood 
and changed to his Akaku. “A swarm of Pahrak.” 
 
Pahrak began streaming out of the woods on all sides. “Take the far side,” suggested Onua. “I’ll 
get these over here. And be careful—it would be a tragedy if we damaged it ourselves, trying to 
defend it!” 
 
Lewa jumped onto the grass on the opposite side of the temple. He focused a high-pressure jet of 
air at the first of the Bohrok. It rolled backwards into the three behind it. “I’ve got to turn them 
away from the temple,” he thought. He leaped over the first row of creatures into the middle of 
the swarm. They spun around and started to charge him. Then he did a back flip over the second 
row. As they crashed into each other in confusion, Lewa summoned a tornado, and very carefully 
directed it around the periphery of the swarm, picking them up in the swirling vortex. He brought 
it into the forest, and the wind churned up trees and soil until he stilled the air with a wave of his 
axe. The Bohrok fell to the ground, stunned. Lewa switched to his Hau and hacked open the head 
cases with his axe. After scanning for more enemies with his Akaku, he ran over to Onua’s side 
of the Kini-Nui, his arms full of dark green krana. 
 
Onua was standing in the field, a pile of krana at his feet. Bohrok lay scattered all around amidst 
clumps of earth and uprooted trees. The Toa of Air laughed heartily. “You made as big a 
battlemess as I did!” 
 
“Yes, the temple is still standing, but we sure trashed the landscaping around it!” Onua grinned. 
He pulled a vine off one of the trees. The creatures writhed slowly as he threaded the vine 
through their eyeholes. 
 
Lewa frowned with distaste. “I can’t wait to use these things against their mistresses. However 
that’s going to work.” 
 
Onua nodded. “Well, now we just have to find the others. I think we are nearing the end of the 
krana hunt. And with your knowledge of the Bahrag, we will have a better idea what to do next!” 
 
A blue blur appeared at the edge of the field, and Kopaka emerged. “Hello, Kopaka!” called 
Onua. 
 
Kopaka raised his sword in a salute. “It’s good to see you’re safe, Lewa.” He walked over to 
Onua and looked carefully at the krana on the vine slung over his shoulder. “Excellent. A Ja. 
Now we have all the Pahrak.” 
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Lewa smiled. “What’s left, Kopaka?” 
 
“A Tahnok Xa, and four Lehvak. Tahu said he would get the Tahnok.” 
 
“Well, we know where some Lehvak are,” said Onua, looking at Lewa. “They’re all over Le-
Wahi.” 
 
“And this mindthief was on my face, when Onua came and saved me,” added Lewa, holding up 
the red Za. 
 
Kopaka looked intently at Lewa, and then at the krana. “Make that three Lehvak. You sure have 
a knack for getting into trouble, Toa of Air,” he said, shaking his head. “Good thing Onua’s 
keeping an eye on you.” 
 
Lewa frowned. Did the others really consider him so irresponsible? But Onua was laughing. 
“Someone’s got to do it. Otherwise, how could Lewa keep risking his neck to learn so much 
about the enemy?” 
 
Kopaka smiled. “Well, I’m going to go check on my village. Be careful.” He changed to his 
Kakama and vanished. 
 
“Let’s get back to Le-Wahi,” suggested Onua. 
 
“We should get those Lehvak krana off the faces of my villagers,” said Lewa. “I hate to leave 
them like that, anyway.” They returned to the jungle. As they approached the base of the great 
tree, Lewa motioned for Onua to be quiet. He changed to his Huna and silently climbed the huge 
trunk. 
 
Lewa’s heart skipped a beat as he peered over the edge of the platform. The village was almost 
completely destroyed. And the villagers were all gone. As he clung to the tree, horrified, he 
heard a loud whisper. 
 
“Lewa! Get down here! Fast!” 
 
Lewa wasted no time, dropping as fast as was safe with his Miru. Onua, in his Akaku, grabbed 
Lewa’s arm and pulled him into the forest. “They’re coming!” 
 
From behind a clump of bushes, the Toa watched the swarm of Lehvak approach the tree. They 
began to fire acid at the base of the trunk. 
 
“NO!” yelled Lewa, charging forward. Onua groaned and followed him. They stood back to back 
in their Haus, throwing each Bohrok to the ground and bashing it open. 
 
When the swarm was immobilized, Onua turned to Lewa. “You realize how rash that was, don’t 
you?” 
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“Um, yes, I suppose it was,” replied Lewa sheepishly. “But we got them.” 
 
“All right, let’s go look for the others again,” said Onua. 
 
Lewa sighed. “We sure are getting a lot of exercise today.” They ran back to the Kini-Nui. No 
one was there, but they decided to rest for a few moments before trying the villages. Then 
Kopaka showed up again. 
 
“Pohatu has gone to help Tahu with the last krana,” said the Toa of Ice. “We’re all going to 
gather in Ta-Wahi. I’ll go get Gali and meet you there.” He turned and blazed away again. 
 

“What a relief,” sighed Onua. “Let’s go.” They changed to their Kakamas and ran toward the 
volcano. When they got to the village, they greeted the guards, who gestured for them to go 
inside. They saw Kopaka and Gali arriving at the gate behind them and paused to wave at them. 
Then Onua and Lewa went into the village and walked over to Vakama’s hut.  
 
Onua knocked on the wall next to the door. “Tahu? I found Lewa. And the others joined us on 
the way. Have you gotten that Tahnok Xa yet?” He walked into the hut. 
 
“Yes, I have,” replied Tahu. “It’s right here.” 
 
“Then we have all the krana,” smiled Lewa as he stepped inside. “One of them is the Lehvak Za 
I was wearing until Onua saved me.” 
 
Tahu held up the Tahnok Xa as he looked into Lewa’s eyes. For a moment they shared a memory 
of pain and horror. 
 
“You, too?” asked the Toa of Air. 
 
“Yes, for a few minutes,” replied Tahu. “I will never forget it.” 
 
“Then let’s go rid Mata Nui of those villains forever,” said Onua. “The others are outside the 
gate.” 
 
“Let’s go,” said Tahu. He nodded to Vakama. “May the Great Beings protect you.” 
 
Vakama bowed. “And you also.” 
 
Tahu led the way out of the village. Kopaka, Pohatu, and Gali were waiting outside, each holding 
a rope of krana. Kopaka said, “Follow me.” 
 
“You know where the nest is?” asked Lewa. 
 
“Yes, I’ve seen it. It’s near the Kini-Nui.” 
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“I thought so. We’ll follow you.” 
 
Kopaka rolled his eyes. “Like I said…” He changed to his Kakama. The others did likewise, and 
they all ran toward the temple. 
 
“This feels awfully familiar,” Lewa remarked to Onua. “Last time we all ran together, we were 
going to see what was causing all the destruction in the distance.” 
 
Onua nodded. “This time we’re prepared, though.” 
 
“I don’t know if we are or not,” warned Lewa. “There may be more going on underground than 
any of us realize.” 
 
“There always is,” agreed Onua. “I should know!” 
 
Lewa laughed. He found it ironic that the apparent source of all the evil on Mata Nui was also 
the home of his closest friend. 
 
 
 
Chapter 7: Lewa Flies 
 
Kopaka led the other Toa to the entrance to the Bohrok lair. The giant hole in the ground seemed 
to extend forever into the blackness. Onua switched to his Miru and led the way with his superior 
night vision. The Toa soon landed in a wide, flat area. 
 
“The Le-Matoran are free and safe... for now,” remarked Lewa. While they were running 
through the jungle to the lair, he had spotted a few of his villagers on birdback and breathed a 
sigh of relief. “But the Bohrok cannot be allowed to endanger our people any longer.” 
 
“Then it’s decided,” replied Pohatu. “We will challenge the Bohrok in their nest.” 
 
“No, the Bohrok are not the true enemy. It is the krana we must defeat,” Lewa argued. “They 
have a purpose, a mission—it’s why they exist!” 
 
“Then they can tell us all about it... on their way off the island,” smiled Pohatu.  
 
Lewa heard Tahu whispering to Onua. He caught a few words: “Keep an eye on Lewa.”  
 
The Toa of Air crossed his arms. “They must think I’m some kind of riskthreat, since I wore the 
krana,” he muttered to himself. “But my loyalties were never affected by that thing—just my 
body. And why is Tahu questioning that? He wore a krana, too! But I suppose it wasn’t on him 
very long.” He glanced at Onua. He couldn’t hear what was being said, but he smiled as he 
realized, from Onua’s tone of voice, that the Toa of Earth was once again defending his green 
friend. 
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They changed to their Rurus to explore the darkness. Pohatu touched the walls of the cavern. 
“Have you noticed? This tunnel wall... it’s smooth. No Matoran dug this... or any Bohrok, for 
that matter.” 
 
“Are you sure?” came Gali’s voice. 
 
“Gali, if there’s one thing I know about, it’s stone. I think something is very wrong here.” 
 
Lewa suddenly felt panic. “Maybe Tahu’s right to be wary of me,” he thought. “Maybe it’s 
BECAUSE he wore a krana, and he knows what they can do!” He turned to Kopaka. “I’m 
worried, Kopaka. What if the krana still controls me somehow? What if I try to stop you?” 
 
Kopaka smiled grimly. “Don’t worry. You may try. You won’t succeed.” 
 
This was reassuring, in a strange way. The five of them could obviously prevent him from 
sabotaging the mission. But wanted to be a full participant in the upcoming fight. The battle with 
Makuta had taught him that every one of the Toa needed to work together to defeat a strong 
enemy, just as the prophecies foretold. 
 
Distracted by his thoughts, the Toa of Air stumbled, and Pohatu caught his arm. “Look,” said 
Lewa, gazing into the darkness below. “This is another shaft.” 
 
Onua stepped next to him. “Bohrok pods! As far as I can see!” 
 
The Toa of Fire dropped into the cavern to investigate. A hidden stone door suddenly began to 
move, closing off the chamber with Tahu inside it. 
 
“We may be trapped up here!” shouted Pohatu over the rumble. 
 
Lewa felt faraway vibrations as something else resonated with the moving stone. He groaned as 
he steadied himself, remembering that the krana voices had spoken of mighty, archaic machines. 
“We’re close now... close to the power... Armor, but more than armor. Power greater than we 
have ever known.” 
 
Onua and Pohatu were clawing and kicking at the stone walls to no avail. The strange, smooth 
rock refused to yield. “If we can ever get to it, Lewa,” said Onua through clenched jaws. “With 
all our strength, we cannot produce even a crack in this slab!” 
 
“It’s impossible,” Pohatu grumbled with frustration. “No stone is this strong!” As Kopaka froze a 
shield over their heads to protect them from falling lava, Pohatu continued to struggle. “What 
kind of stone is this? It takes our strongest blows and does not shatter!” 
 
Lewa watched the two dark Toa pound at the wall. “Doesn’t shatter... doesn’t shatter...” he 
mumbled. “How can this be? Pohatu and Onua can break any stone! It must not be real stone.” 
The memory of a voice flashed into his mind. “Those fools are easily deceived, my sister...” And 
then he remembered Matau’s imaginary bridge. “Because... it isn’t there!” he cried suddenly. 
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“What?” demanded Pohatu incredulously. 
 
The Toa of Air explained. “There’s nothing you and Onua can’t bring down. So if this wall is 
still standing, it cannot be real. Stop believing in it, and it disappears!” He swung his axe at the 
wall, and the blade passed through. 
 
“How is that possible...” Gali began, but Kopaka pointed to the dripping ice shield. “Ask 
questions later, the lava IS real!” 
 
Pohatu touched the wall with his hand, and it passed right through the illusion that he had 
pounded against with all his strength moments before. “Come on, Gali!” 
 
As the Toa wondered what how they could free Tahu, the ground began to feel hot. “Everyone 
down—NOW!” yelled Kopaka. Pohatu dove for the floor. The walls of the cavern burst with a 
loud explosion, and Tahu shot through the partition separating him from the other Toa. Shards of 
stone and Bohrok pods flew everywhere. Tahu rolled and landed on his feet and looked around 
through the smoke and dust. The other Toa were getting up from the ground. 
 
“Tahu! Are you all right?” asked Lewa. 
 
“Used my sword... to heat the air... until the pressure blew the nest apart,” panted Tahu. “I went 
one way... the Bohrok the other. But they will be back.” 
 
As the stone crumbled underneath their feet, the Toa used their Mirus to slowed their fall, and 
they landed on a round platform at the bottom of a stone well. “Where are we?” asked Tahu. 
 
“Still in the realm of the Bohrok,” answered Kopaka. “These carvings in the floor match the 
krana we carry, and I think... yes, this is where the krana are meant to go.” 
 
The stone floor with its krana-shaped niches triggered another memory for Lewa. The voices had 
said that the great machinery was hidden behind doors. “If they find a way to gather all the keys, 
we must keep them away from the locks,” they had said anxiously. Lewa put his krana in the 
indentations and listened to the shifting stone. “It’s begun! The end of the Bohrok!” cried Lewa. 
 
“What are you talking about, Lewa?” asked Onua. “What do you know? It seems we’ve been 
invited in.” Huge stone doors groaned as they opened. 
 
“Six doorways. Six of us,” remarked Tahu. “Everyone take a tunnel... and stay alert.” Lewa 
moved inside his tunnel and saw a hatch opening ahead of him. 
 
More memories unfolded as Lewa swung himself up into the mighty suit of armor that waited 
inside. “These things have been waiting for us for eons,” he smiled. “Now the queens will know 
fear, for the first time!” The front panels closed around him, and he gripped the controls and 
strode down the passageway toward the light.  
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He was the first to run into a huge red creature, shaped somewhat like a flightless bird. She 
lunged at him. He stepped to the side as the massive teeth snapped together next to his head. 
Pivoting slightly, he leveled a blow at her head with the claw arm of his armor, sending her 
flying sideways. “Ha! I got you, you overgrown toothy fowl!” 
 
A familiar voice resonated in his head. “Go ahead and gloat, Toa of Air. We are not so easily 
defeated as you think.” She sprang to her feet, moving faster than Lewa expected with her 
awkward-looking body.  
 
The other Toa arrived, clad in their Exo-armor. Kopaka and Tahu drove the two enemies 
together. The Toa soon had them surrounded. But most of their blows were glancing off the 
Bahrag without harm. 
 
“Fools!” taunted the queens of the swarms. “By bringing us together, you increase our power! 
Now Mata Nui will be as it was in the Before-Time!” 
 
Lewa clenched his jaw. “The Before-Time,” he growled. “They want to turn the island into a 
bare rock, incapable of supporting life!” Lewa levitated slightly off the ground and raised his axe 
to blow a fierce wind at the creatures, but soon he fell, laden with ice. He tried to turn his head to 
see what the others were doing, but his neck was frozen. He changed to his Pakari and strained 
against his icy bonds. He finally broke one arm free. 
 
Out of the noise, he heard Gali’s voice. “Onua! Pohatu! You are fighting shadows—and Tahu 
needs you!”  
 
Lewa frowned. Illusions again! These foes were treacherous, indeed. But Gali’s warning must 
have worked, because soon he felt the ice melt away. Kopaka and Onua helped him to his feet. 
Then all three spun to face their attackers again. 
 
Tahu yelled to the others. “All of you! Shed your armor! It hinders our elemental powers—and 
they are our only hope!” 
 
“You dared challenge the Bohrok swarms?” hissed Cahdok. “You have no hope! The mission 
will proceed!” 
 
Gahdok added, “You dared oppose your brothers! Therefore you must fall! Mata Nui will be 
cleansed!” 
 
Lewa shook his head as he stepped out of his suit. “They think of us as we think of Makuta’s 
infection, something to be cleaned away,” he marveled. “They are wrong. All they want is 
destruction—the Bahrag are just like Makuta. But we want life! And we will survive!” 
 
Tahu was shouting again. “Toa! Surround them! We must combine our powers!” 
 
A premonition told Lewa that something strange would happen if they did. “But, the danger--”  
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“The safety of our people is worth any risk,” replied Gali. “If power is all these creatures 
understand, then we will show them power!”  
 
The Toa took positions around their enemies and fired elemental energy at them. Instead of 
blasting the enemy to pieces, as they had done to Makuta, the combined beams of energy began 
to form a web of luminous fibers, imprisoning the Bahrag. The vicious queens shrieked and 
gnashed their horrible teeth. “Fools!” one scoffed, as the protodermis cage tightened around 
them. “You think you have won… but you cannot imagine what you have unleashed!” 
 
The earth began to shake violently. Platforms supporting the Toa moved downward into the 
floor. Lewa slid into a tube, and it was filling with a strange, cool liquid. Horrified at the 
prospect of drowning, he tried to levitate, but his Miru was no longer working. There was no 
escaping the silvery fluid. He took a deep breath as his head went under and he was unable to 
see. Suspended in the liquid, dizzy and disoriented, he felt a sensation of warmth, beginning on 
his mask, his hands, and his chest, and then flowing through his whole body. Then the descent 
stopped, and he felt the floor under him begin to rise again. His head emerged and he gasped for 
air. The platform reached the floor level and halted. 
 
Lewa looked the other Toa. They were wearing silver chest and shoulder armor, and their legs 
were longer and stronger. And their masks were changed, stretched into smooth, streamlined 
shapes. They had reverted from gold to the Toa’s elemental colors. But most notable was the 
change in their tools. Lewa looked down at the strange silver blades in his hands. “Katanas,” he 
said softly to himself. 
 
“It is over,” said Tahu. His voice was the same, but it had a new, deeper resonance. 
 
Onua tapped his chest armor. “Those chambers were filled with protodermis! It changed us--
increased our power…” 
 
Tahu felt the ground move again. “Let us worry about why it happened later,” he warned. “There 
are more important questions to answer.” 
 
“Questions like these,” added Lewa. He no longer heard the taunting of the Bahrag, and he 
wondered if they had been crushed, or if they were still a threat somehow. “What happened to 
Cahdok and Gahdok? And how are we going to get out of here?” 
 
Pohatu turned his face up. “Look out! That stone is falling right for us!” 
 
“It’s no use,” Lewa groaned. “It’s too big, and there’s nowhere to run to!” 
 
Lewa tried to switch to his Hau. But his mask no longer had the power of shielding. He saw 
Tahu’s shimmering protective field extend upward as the Toa of Fire pulled Gali close to him. 
The stones began to pound against the shield. And somehow they ricocheted away from all the 
Toa. “The Mask of Shielding protected us all!” cried Tahu. The last of the rocks tumbled 
harmlessly to the floor as he released Gali. “It could never do that before…!” 
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“And it never will again,” warned Kopaka, “if we do not escape! Lewa, Pohatu--combine the 
powers of your masks!” 
 
“Sure, I see! The mask of speed gets us off the ground...” began Pohatu. 
 
“And the mask of levitation keeps us in the air!” finished Lewa. “Why didn’t I think of that?” 
 
“You would have, Lewa... eventually,” replied Kopaka. “If we had had the time to wait. But 
patience is no virtue when the ground begins to shake!” 
 
Lewa rolled his eyes. He wished he could think of a witty comeback. But instead he focused on 
his Kanohi. Together, they levitated and ran through the collapsing tunnels, dodging confused 
Bohrok as they went. Finally the heroes of Mata Nui shot out of the ground as the last of the 
tremors shook the island. 
 
“We did it!” rejoiced Kopaka. “The threat of Cahdok, Gahdok, and the swarms is ended! But at 
what price?” 
 
The Toa tumbled to the ground and slowly stood up as the dust settled. “Nothing has been lost,” 
retorted Tahu. “The protodermis has given us the power to protect our people from any danger… 
and to heal this shattered land! Once we were Toa, but now we are far, far more… Now and 
forevermore, we are Toa Nuva!” 
 
The Toa of Stone studied his new claws. “Just look at these new tools!” He kicked a rock and 
watched it fly far away until it fell with a distant thud. “What a difference!” 
 
Lewa nodded. He levitated far above their heads. Then he extended his Miru power to Pohatu, 
lifting him as well. “Hey!” yelled Pohatu, snapping his claws at the laughing Lewa, who spun 
out of reach. 
 
“Wow,” gasped the Toa of Air as they dropped to the ground. “When I send a wind against these 
brushblades...” He experimented with the wind on his swords and realized they could catch an air 
current and lift him up. “Does this mean...” Lewa was almost afraid to hope. But he scrambled to 
the top of a cliff with the help of his Miru, following Pohatu, who was using his new claws to 
grip the rock. Lewa put the tips of his katanas against his hips, took a deep breath, and jumped. 
He summoned a gust of wind, and it lifted him high into the sky. He was flying! 
 
Lewa tilted his blades and found he could steer. He banked into a wide turn, as he had watched 
the birds do many times from his perch in the treetops. “I can fly!” he yelled, swerving to miss a 
rock outcrop. Then he lost his balance and tumbled from the sky. He caught himself with his 
Miru and floated to the ground, his heart pounding with excitement. 
 
He looked at the other Toa, eager to share his new discovery. But Tahu and Kopaka were 
standing toe to toe, with Gali glancing nervously from one to the other. 
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“I propose a contest,” suggested Kopaka. “After we check in with our villages, why don’t we 
meet again and test our new powers against each other? It would be a good way to see how we 
have been enhanced.” 
 
Tahu’s eyes narrowed. “Gladly.” The Toa all nodded and turned toward their villages. 
 
Lewa sighed. “They look awfully serious. Oh, it’s just as well. I really want to see Matau and the 
villagers. They’re going to love this!” 
 
Lewa soared over the forest, trying out his new wings. He learned how to roll, dive, and loop. He 
chased a flock of wild Kewa and laughed as they parted to let him through. He looped around a 
Rama until it bumbled dizzily into a treetop. But as he approached the village, he descended into 
the trees and traveled the last kio by vine-swinging. He landed on the birdlaunch platform. The 
villagers all left their repair tasks and ran up the ladder to greet him. There was much loud 
rejoicing. 
 
“Toa Lewa! What sweetjoy to see you!” said Matau, flinging his arms around the Toa. After 
their horrible captivity together, Lewa was immensely relieved to see him with his mask again. 
He embraced the Turaga tightly. The Le-Matorans flocked around them both, cautiously 
touching Lewa’s new katanas and armor. “Go ahead, look me over!” he grinned. “We fell into 
the protodermis as we defeated the queens of the swarm. We all look strange now! But we have 
this great new armor and tools to defend you with.” 
 
“Your powermask looks like a big leaf, Toa Lewa,” remarked Tamaru. 
 
“Is this stuff strong?” asked Lau, pounding on Lewa’s chest. Lewa laughed. 
 
“There’s going to be a fine storytelling tonight,” said Matau proudly. 
 
“But first,” announced Lewa, motioning for them to step back, “allow me to present Lewa, Toa 
Nuva of Air!” He leaped off the platform and sailed into the sky, ascending slowly in an upward 
spiral. He could hear the Matorans gasping in amazement below. Then he dove toward the 
platform, screaming through the air, and watched them scatter for shelter. Just as he was about to 
hit the wood, he changed direction, swooping upwards. Then he leveled out and reversed the 
wind, bringing himself to a complete stop. He floated down and landed on the platform with his 
Miru. The villagers emerged from the branches, cheering. 
 
“And today’s just the first day! I’m sure I’ll learn to do even more, after I practice a bit.” 
 
“I bet you will,” said Matau. Then he reminded Lewa of the work to be done. “We’ve been 
training those deathbugs to clear their debris,” he explained. “And ours,” he added with a 
knowing look. 
 
“Yes, I imagine they—and we—left the place a big battlemess,” said Lewa regretfully. “But... 
how do you train something like that?” 
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“Well, first we removed all the krana. And you know Kongu. He can tametrain anything!” 
laughed the Turaga. They watched as Kongu led a procession of Lehvak into the woods.  
 
“As long as the krana are gone,” sighed Lewa. “Those things bring living death.” 
 
The Turaga shook his head. “I couldn’t agree more.” 
 
“Well, I’ll help for a bit. Then I’m going to meet the other Toa. We’re going to testprove our 
new powers on each other.” 
 
Lewa helped Kongu and his unusual work crew for a few hours. Lewa and the Lehvak chopped 
the trunks of fallen trees into smaller pieces. His new blades sliced easily through the wood. He 
winced as he watched the Bohrok use their acid to do the same task, remembering how they had 
tried to bring down the great tree that supported Le-Koro. “But now they are working for us,” he 
reminded himself. The Bohrok carried the trunks and branches into a clearing, where Kongu set 
them on fire. Then Kongu harnessed the Lehvak together with ropes, and they pulled up the 
stumps. Soon a team of villagers would plant new seedlings here. Lewa smiled as he glanced at 
Kongu, who sang happily as he worked. Other teams were toiling all over the jungle, and Lewa 
watched the smoke rise from their fires. “Finally, smoke on the horizon means useful work is 
being done, instead of Tahnok destroying the landscape. And the Matorans are free from fear,” 
he thought. Lewa waved goodbye to Kongu and set off for the Kini-Nui again to meet the other 
Toa. 
 
When everyone had arrived, Tahu suggested, “Let’s divide up into two teams. Gali, Pohatu, you 
come with me.” 
 
Kopaka turned to Onua and Lewa. “Fine. We will go plan our attack.” They conferred briefly. 
 
Lewa raised his blades, but before he could hit Gali with a gust of wind as planned, she shot a 
potent blast of water at him. He leaped to safety with his Miru Nuva. “Think what you like, 
Gali,” he laughed, “but you’ll have to be faster than that to stop me!” 
 
“Did you say ‘faster’?” grinned Pohatu. “Let’s see you glide out of a tornado on those air katana 
‘wings,’ Lewa!” He used his Kakama to speed around Lewa in a tight circle, entraining the air 
with him until it swirled into a powerful vortex. Lewa spun out of control, tumbling end over end 
until he landed in a clump of bushes. The Toa of Air untangled himself. “Oh, the indignity!” he 
moaned sarcastically. 
 
“Now, Pohatu, my brother,” said Onua with a sly smile, “didn’t Turaga Onewa ever tell you? 
You always have to watch where you’re running—especially when Onua Nuva is near!” Pohatu 
was sent flying off the side of the hill. As he sailed through the air, grabbing at nothing, he 
yelled, “Whoa! Whoa! Whoa!” He landed with a thud in the brush. 
 
“Is he all right?” wondered Lewa. 
 
Tahu shrugged. “He’s pretty tough.” 
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“That leaves only you and I, Tahu Nuva,” remarked Kopaka. 
 
“No. That leaves only me,” taunted Tahu. He raised his double sword and sent a ring of fierce 
flames to surround his challenger.  
 
“A fire cage?” laughed Kopaka. “How amusing. That’s enough to imprison a mindless Rahi, 
perhaps… but not Kopaka Nuva.” The Toa of Ice countered by forming a sphere of ice around 
himself, which exploded into chunks that flew in all directions. He rested his gaze on Gali for a 
second, then turned back to the Toa of Fire. “You always were a little too confident, Tahu.” 
 
Pohatu was chasing Onua back toward the others. The ground shook under their heavy footsteps. 
“Yeah, well, next time, it’s going to be YOUR turn to fly!” Pohatu snapped his protodermis 
claws menacingly behind Onua’s back. 
 
“Oh, but you looked so stylish up there!” laughed Onua, jumping away. 
 
Pohatu activated his Kakama just long enough to tackle his friend and throw him into the dirt. 
Then they stood, panting and laughing, and looked around. Their smiles disappeared as they saw 
the intense faces of their friends. 
 
Lewa glanced at Gali, whose eyes were fixed on Tahu and Kopaka. He turned to Onua. “This is 
getting really personal.”  
 
Onua shook his head. “Yeah. I have a bad feeling about this, Lewa.” 
 
Tahu clenched his jaw, the tension evident in his voice. “Beware, brother. When I turn up the 
heat, even the Toa of Ice will melt.” 
 
“Enough!” said Gali sharply, stepping between Tahu and Kopaka. “We have learned what we set 
out to learn. As Toa Nuva, we have greater power—and greater control over that power—than 
ever before! It is a shame we cannot control our tempers as well.” 
 
Kopaka’s steely gaze was still locked onto Tahu’s fiery eyes. But the Toa of Ice lowered his 
blades and stepped back. The Toa of Fire looked at Gali, who was frowning at him. With a low 
growl he extinguished his magma swords. 
 
The other Toa were uneasy. They grasped at explanations for their friends’ lack of restraint. 
“Perhaps we are all on edge, Gali,” ventured Pohatu. “The struggle with Cahdok and Gahdok… 
our transformation into the Toa Nuva…” 
 
“Not to mention making sure the Bohrok swarms and Bohrok Va got put to work repairing the 
damage they did!” added Lewa. 
 
Pohatu continued. “Maybe Tahu and Kopaka did get a little carried away, but--” 
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“No, Gali is right,” interrupted Tahu. “Maybe it would be best for us to go our separate ways. 
Our villages need us—more than we need each other.” 
 
Kopaka nodded. “I agree. This alliance is no longer necessary.” 
 
“The Turaga have said all along that we are six who share one destiny,” objected Gali. “Is this 
how we honor their wisdom? By splitting apart?” 
 
Lewa sighed. “Now I remember why I wanted to work alone,” he thought. He leaped over a tree 
trunk. “Maybe the Turaga don’t know everything, Gali. If you want me, I’ll be helping to rebuild 
Le-Koro.” 
 
He landed in the center of the village, only to find it completely deserted. Then Matau walked 
out of his hut. He was wearing a red krana. 
 
“NO!” yelled Lewa. He lunged for the Turaga, grabbed the back of his head with one hand and 
the krana with the other, and yanked it off his face. Lewa looked at the object in his hand and 
immediately realized he had been had. The krana was carved of wood and painted. “Oh, Matau, 
you old rascal!” he groaned. 
 
The Le-Koronans poured out of their huts, laughing hysterically. Matau grinned and reached for 
his mask, which Kongu was holding out to him. “Just keeping you on your toes, highflying Toa.” 
 
But Lewa was too fast for him. Switching quickly to his Matatu, he moved the mask away from 
Matau. It hovered in the air a bio away. 
 
Matau glanced at Lewa, then walked toward the mask. Lewa moved it ahead of him until he was 
standing on the edge of the platform, the Kanohi suspended just out of reach. “That’s really 
funny, Toa Lewa. But can I have my mask back now?” The Turaga was looking a little woozy 
without his mask. 
 
“Sure, Matau,” replied Lewa. The Mahiki slammed into his face, knocking Matau flat onto his 
back. Lewa changed back to his Miru. 
 
“Thank you.” The Turaga stood and changed to his own Matatu. Lewa followed his eyes and 
spun around in time to be hit in the face with a large, very ripe melon. Juice and seeds dripped 
down his mask. He shook his head vigorously, slinging chunks of fruit onto Matau, who laughed 
as he jumped out of the way. 
 
“Ahh,” smiled Lewa, wiping off his mask with a leaf. “It’s good to be home.” 
 
The evening was perfectly splendid. Lewa told the whole story of the battle in the Bahrag lair in 
great detail. The Matorans asked many questions and made him repeat the most exciting parts. 
He listened to them tell their stories, especially Kongu and Tamaru, who had joined with Nuparu, 
Takua, and the Boxor squad to free the village. Despite the bedraggled appearance of the 
damaged huts, Le-Koro, under its hastily arranged decorations of flowers, vines, and lanterns, 
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had never looked more festive. Music filled the air until late into the night. 
 
The next morning Lewa woke and stretched. He listened to the birds and insects for a few 
moments. Then he rolled out of the tree and dropped to the platform below. 
 
“What a sunbright day we’ve been given,” he marveled. A few of the Matorans were awake, and 
they gave him cheerful, if somewhat sleepy, greetings. He took a deep breath and let it out, 
enjoying the scents of the morning. But then he thought of the strife between the Toa the day 
before, and his smile disappeared. “I suppose we’re better off spending some time apart, visiting 
with our villagers and getting used to our new forms. But I sure hated to see Gali so sad.” 
 
He sailed off the platform on his new wings, still astonished at how beautifully they worked. 
“Even though Gali doesn’t let me get too close to her, she still smiles a lot when we’re together. 
Maybe I can cheerlighten her up a little.” 
 
Lewa found Gali in Ga-Wahi, swimming in the shallow water just off the Hura-Mafa delta. He 
waited for her to surface. “Gali!” he called, waving, She dove back under. “Oh, blast it, she’s 
ignoring me,” he thought. But then she emerged from the water and walked toward him. 
 
“What is it, Lewa?” she asked quietly. 
 
“Hi, Gali. Will you follow me, please?” 
 
“Why?” she frowned. 
 
“Just follow me, you’ll see,” he smiled. She shrugged and followed him through the reeds. After 
a few minutes of walking, they came to a cove. A rocky crag was protruding from the water a 
couple hundred bios from shore. 
 
“We have a score to settle, Sister,” he grinned. 
 
She looked at him blankly for a moment. Then he saw the hint of a smile. “Oh, I remember,” she 
replied. “Now you’re ready to race me in the water?” 
 
“Well, you’ll be in the water. I’ll be in the air.” He flipped the handles of his katanas outward. 
 
“But my fluid is much denser than yours,” she objected. “Still...” She looked at the aqua axes and 
propellers in her hands. “All right. You’re on.” 
 
“If you win,” proposed Lewa, “we both swim back. If I win, we both highfly back.” 
 
“Lewa, I don’t know how to, er, highfly.” Gali frowned again. 
 
“Are you expecting to lose?” 
 
“Well, no…” 
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“Then let's go. Are you ready?” 
 
“Sure. On your mark...” 
 
“Get set...” 
 
“Go!” they said in unison. Gali dove into the water, sliding her axes onto her feet in the same 
smooth motion. Lewa jumped onto a boulder and leaped off, activating his Miru Nuva. He 
summoned a strong gust, and he felt himself being lifted up. He glided easily over the water, 
watching Gali’s dark shape move rapidly under the glittering surface. Every now and then the 
sunlight shining through the clear water reflected off her axes. 
 
“Oh, no, she’s actually pulling ahead!” he gasped in disbelief. He directed more energy into the 
wind and less into his Kanohi, so that he was flying fast and low over the waves. He overtook 
Gali and landed, stumbling, on the crag, dropping his katanas and catching himself with his 
hands to avoid falling face-first onto the rock. 
 
Gali tagged the rock and climbed out. Lewa was standing over her, hands on his hips. “Not bad, 
considering how dense your fluid is,” he chuckled. 
 
“So you’ve proven your point. Can we get out of here now?” she sighed. 
 
“Sure. And since you can’t highfly, I’ll give you a ride.” 
 
Gali crossed her arms. “What kind of nasty prank are you planning to pull, Lewa? Are you going 
to drop me or something?” 
 
“Don’t you trust me?” he asked, smiling sweetly. “Come on, I won’t drop you.” He climbed to 
the top of the rock and knelt down. 
 
“I just know I’m going to regret this,” grumbled the Toa of Water as she climbed onto his back. 
Lewa stood and positioned his blades. “Ready?” 
 
“I suppose.” She gripped his shoulders tensely, her legs wrapped around his waist. 
 
Lewa jumped, and the air currents picked them up. He extended the power of his Miru to Gali, 
making her weightless. She relaxed her hold as they soared over the bay toward the shore. 
 
“Ah, this is the high life,” thought Lewa. “Sunsoaring over a peaceful island paradise, with an 
angel on my back and the wind under my wings.” He glanced back at Gali and grinned. “Even if 
she is a grumpy angel.” 
 
He tilted his katanas and went into a barrel roll, half expecting a kick in the ribs. But instead, 
Gali laughed. And she laughed again when he gained altitude and dove into a loop. They reached 
the shore, but he kept flying along the coast until they arrived at the delta where he had found 
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her. 
 
“All right if I drop you off here?” he asked. 
 
Gali tightened her grip. “Hey, you promised not to drop me!” 
 
“I’m just kidding!” He rotated his blades forward to slow down, and they landed gently on the 
moss at the water’s edge. Gali jumped off. 
 
“Whew!” she smiled. “Thanks! That was great!” 
 
“My pleasure, Gali.” 
 
“Thanks for the laugh. I really needed that.” She put her hand on his arm. “Lewa, you defy 
gravity.” 
 
Lewa smiled contentedly as she dove back into the water. He watched her disappear into the blue 
depths. “I wouldn’t be surprised if we Toa end up working together again someday,” he mused. 
“And that will be all right.” Then he turned and walked toward the woods. For old times’ sake, 
he jumped up, grabbed a vine, and swung through a few trees, finally stopping in the top of a tall 
one. Then he launched himself into flight, remembering the day he first saw a bird do the same 
thing. “It seemed like such a foolcrazy dream back then.” 
 
But as he flew, his mind turned to more practical matters. “Now... what will I do to Matau next? 
I know! I’ll rig his hut with ropes and pulleys, and raise it really slowly, so that he doesn’t notice. 
No, wait! I’ll use the Miru Nuva on him so he won’t FEEL it rising, but when he looks out the 
window...” Lewa tipped back his head, and his laughter mingled with the song of the wind. 
 
 

THE END 
 
 
Thanks to: 
pohatu jr 
Tovnu 
Kikua 
King of the Toa 
Israeli Toa 
artemisfowl 
Xccj 
Galikat 
Gali Nuva 91 
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Kopaka: Icy Visionary 
 
Chapter 1: TEMP 0°C * RANGE 1000 BIO * SPEC GRAV 2.6 
 
The sun rose over the great white mountain, and the ice glittered like diamonds scattered over 
the slope. He focused his eyes and saw small gray shapes lying in the snow. He reached down 
and picked up the one at his feet. It was curved as if to fit onto a face. He positioned the two eye 
holes over his eyes and pushed it into place. Immediately he felt a sensation of power in his face 
and then through his entire body. 
 
He saw another mask, but this one was not smooth like the first. It was scarred and pitted, its 
color mottled and uneven. His vision zoomed out and he saw that the mask was attached to a 
huge, menacing creature with large teeth. Facing it was a small two-legged being, pale blue and 
white, clutching a pick axe. Snow swirled around them, driven by a bitter wind. The animal 
lunged at him, but suddenly the image faded to black. 
 
"Kopaka, Toa of Ice," said a voice, "you will use what you have learned to defeat the evil on this 
island. Farewell." 
 
"Wait!" he cried. "Who are you? Where am I? What--" 
 
Suddenly he was rocked by an explosion. The pressure of the blast stunned him for a moment, 
and then he was aware of being thrown through the air. He landed in the sand. He saw a large, 
open cylindrical canister with wisps of smoke rising from its edge. Parts were strewn across the 
ground. He could hear the sound of surf pounding on rocks nearby. 
 
"I have a mission, apparently," he said. "And these parts seem to belong to me. I'd better get 
myself together." 
 
As he assembled the components around him into one creature-himself-he considered his dream. 
And then fragments of previous dreams drifted into his mind. They were full of struggle and 
conflict, pain and desperation. "I have slept for so long," he mused. "My dreams have been dark 
ones. But now I am awakened." He stood and fitted a mask to his face. "Now the scattered 
elements of my being are rejoined. Now I am whole." 
 
His right eye was behind a set of three lenses on the mask. He closed his left eye and focused his 
right, studying the strange image that presented itself. Instead of the white ice, tan rocks, and 
blue sea, he saw a range of other colors. The snow and ice appeared blue, very restful to his eye. 
The sea was green. He glanced up at the sun, which was blazing red. He quickly turned away 
from it, as it was painful to look at. He felt the heat on his back from the glowing orb and 
realized that the mask must be detecting the temperature of the objects around him. With both 
eyes open, the normal image was superimposed on the temperature image, giving him a lot of 
visual information. 
 
He reached for a sword and shield that had landed on a nearby rock. He felt the weight of the 



Toa Biographies  GaliGee 

 262

sword in his hand. It looked like a useful tool-or weapon. He remembered the words of the voice. 
"So I am Kopaka, Toa of Ice," he thought. "And the darkness cannot stand before me," he said to 
himself. "The evil on this island is about to learn that justice can be very... cold." 
 
As Kopaka walked up into the snow-capped foothills, he saw something odd. Superimposed on 
an ice-covered rock was a yellow shape. As he walked, the image of the rock moved more than 
the image of the warmer object. From the changing perspective, he inferred that the yellow thing 
was actually behind the boulder. He closed his right eye and confirmed this observation. "My 
mask lets me see pathways not seen before. Patterns of heat-even through the rock.," he 
marveled. He recognized the shape of a two-legged creature like the one in his dream "And I see 
I have a visitor." 
 
He called to the creature. "Come out, little one, before you catch a chill." 
 
The stranger turned and ran up the hill. "My new friend is trying to flee," thought Kopaka, 
pointing his sword at the ground. A flash of cold energy coursed through his body and out the tip 
of the weapon. He watched a layer of ice form, starting next to his feet and moving rapidly up 
the slope. "But a coating of ice beneath his feet will bring him sliding back to me." And it did. 
With a yell, the blue and white being lost his balance and slipped downhill toward Kopaka. 
 
"Interesting," thought the Toa of Ice, looking at his blade. "The power is in me. The sword is but 
the focus." 
 
As the creature tumbled to a stop at his feet, Kopaka leaned over him. "We have things to 
discuss. Who are you? And why were you watching me?" 
 
The smaller creature sat up. He was wearing a light blue mask with three lenses, much like 
Kopaka's. "I… I am Matoro, a Tohunga. I saw you come ashore. I've been waiting for you. All of 
us here on Mata Nui have been waiting for you. You and the others. Now, if only you can find 
the masks of power--" 
 
"What others? What masks?" 
 
"The other Toa. Heroes, promised by the legend. Six of you, to free this island from the dark grip 
of Makuta." 
 
The sound of the name sent a shiver up Kopaka's spine. "The source of the evil," he nodded 
grimly. 
 
"Yes. He has put infected masks on the wild animals, to turn them against us. They destroy and 
rampage, on his command." 
 
Kopaka remembered the beast in his dream that was wearing the pitted mask. "So that's why it 
was attacking the little creature." The tale Matoro was telling, while broken and incomplete, was 
fitting into Kopaka's dream like the pieces of a puzzle. His mission was becoming clearer. 
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"What?" asked Matoro. 
 
"Nothing. Just a dream. So, what are these masks?" 
 
"The Great Masks of Power. They will give you things like speed and strength." 
 
"Tell me where to find these masks," said Kopaka. 
 
"They are lost. Scattered. Hidden all over Mata Nui. Some are guarded by nightmare creatures… 
others hidden where no Tohunga could reach. Turaga Nuju, the villager elder, spoke of a mask of 
shielding, hidden in the place of far-seeing." 
 
"'Place of far-seeing'? Your Turaga speaks in riddles," replied Kopaka. He started to walk inland. 
"I hate riddles." 
 
The Matoran fell into step beside him, his small legs moving rapidly to keep up with the Toa's 
long strides. As they walked up into the foothills, the glaciers became deeper and the atmosphere 
cold and thin. Kopaka breathed deeply, enjoying the sensation of the crisp, pure air. He looked at 
his sword and wondered if there was some way to store it instead of carrying it all the time. He 
put it on his back and found that it clicked securely into place. "Well, that's convenient," he 
thought. He studied the shield and noticed fine, almost invisible seams radiating from the center. 
On a hunch, he put his hands on the perimeter and pushed. The shield folded into a long conical 
shape, its panels overlapping like the petals of a closing flower. He put it on his back as well. "I 
suppose I should thank whoever designed my weapons. They did a good job." 
 
As they approached the edge of an icy cliff, Matoro gestured at the huge crevasse in front of 
them. "My people are planning an ice bridge to span this chasm--in your honor." 
 
Kopaka looked across the canyon. He leaned over and realized that by going several kios uphill, 
they could walk around it, but this would add a lot of time to the journey. "Until then, I will 
make my own. I--" He stopped and looked around when he heard a loud buzzing noise. A huge 
flying insect was zooming down toward them. "NO!" 
 
Matoro spun on his heels and yelled, "Kopaka! Watch out!" He slipped on the ice and fell over 
the edge of the cliff. Without a moment of hesitation, Kopaka dove after him. He extended his 
hand and caught Matoro's. As he drew the thrashing Matoran toward him, he said, "Don't 
struggle! You're safe now!" He pulled his sword off his back and directed a blast of cold below 
them. The water vapor in the air froze into a jagged mass of ice, and he landed on top of it with a 
thud. 
 
"Now I know," gasped Matoro. "You are the Toa--the one who will save us!" 
 
"There were easier ways for you to find out," quipped Kopaka. He climbed down from the ice 
and set Matoro onto the snow below. "What was that creature?" 
 
"We call them Nui-Rama," replied the Matoran. 



Toa Biographies  GaliGee 

 264

 
Another being, slightly taller than Matoro, emerged from the snow-covered conifers. He wore a 
square, light gray mask and carried a white ice pick. Kopaka stepped back in surprise as the 
newcomer started waving his hands and making clicking and whistling sounds. 
 
Matoro spoke, apparently interpreting this strange language. "'When they wear infected masks, 
they are servants of Makuta… and only one of the dangers you will face.'" Then the villager 
spoke for himself. "Turaga! He's come! This is--" 
 
"So this is Turaga Nuju," thought Kopaka. "The one who speaks in riddles. And squeaks." He 
frowned at the village elder. "How does he lead his people when he can't even talk?" 
 
Matoro was once again translating. "'I know who he is, Matoro. You are Kopaka, who wields the 
power of winter itself. You saved one of your people, with no thought to your own safety. You 
are the one we have waited for.'" 
 
"And do you have the answers I seek?" asked Kopaka. 
 
"'This island, Mata Nui--and these mountains--are your home. You can ride the ice and snow… 
unleash the avalanche… freeze with just a touch…'" 
 
"But that is not enough… is it?" 
 
"'No.'" Nuju's whistle was emphatically loud. "'Our world… our people were once as pure and 
strong as the ice. Then…'" The Turaga crushed a rock between his fists. "'Makuta came, bringing 
evil to this land.'"  
 
"And we six Toa have arrived to defeat him. Matoro told me about that." 
 
Kopaka listened impatiently as Nuju made his odd sounds and Matoro interpreted, naming the 
other five Toa, their elements, masks, and weapons. Then he warned Kopaka that like the Toa, 
Makuta could also control the elements. "How will we defeat Makuta, if he is a spirit and we are 
not?" asked Kopaka. 
 
"'To defeat Makuta, and restore our land, you will need the Great Masks of Power. You'll find 
the first at--'" 
 
"'I know--the place of far-seeing,'" replied Kopaka. 
 
Nuju nodded. Kopaka gave him a half-smile and turned to look at the massive peak. "Mount 
Ihu," he thought suddenly. "I remember that name from a dream. Well, at least it's an easy 
riddle." He put his sword on his back and walked toward the base of the mountain. 
 
As he made his way up Mount Ihu, using his ice powers from time to time to bridge cracks in the 
glaciers, he studied the landscape through his mask. More words were coming back to him from 
his dreams. "The Kanohi Akaku," he said to himself. "The mask of vision." The snowy peaks 
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were all about the same temperature, so the scenery was almost uniformly blue through his right 
eye. But as he scanned, something unexpectedly happened. His view shifted, and a black, white, 
and gray image appeared. The snow was light gray, the rock dark gray, and the sky white. 
 
"Now what could this mean?" wondered Kopaka, tapping the side of his Kanohi. "Did some 
connection just come loose in my mask?" But he bent down and felt the different materials at his 
feet, and soon he came up with a theory. "The denser substances show up darker, and the lighter 
ones look, well, lighter in shade." He squeezed a handful of snow, compressing it into a chunk of 
ice, and watched it become darker. "Seems to work," he smiled. Like the first lens, the second 
allowed him to change focal length at will and thereby to see through solid objects. 
 
With his new view of things, he once again scrutinized the landscape. "This will enable me to see 
whether the ice is thick enough to walk on, or whether I will have to freeze more of it to support 
my weight." He hiked more confidently, practicing the switch between the heat and density 
modes of his Kanohi. Then he stumbled onto one last mode. The Akaku also had a ranging lens, 
in which distant objects were light blue and closer ones dark blue. He threw a rock and watched 
it turn pale. The ranging lens could also zoom in on an object like a telescope. Kopaka grinned as 
he imagined uses for his mask. "Three lenses, three functions. The images look really different, 
so I can tell right away which mode I'm using. The other masks will be very helpful in combat, 
but this one will warn me of what's approaching beforehand, so I can prepare for it."  
 
The climb became more difficult. Kopaka found his body responding to the challenge with 
strength and agility, however, and he made his way steadily toward the top. He paused to catch 
his breath on the side of the peak next to the summit. "Hmm. The sky has darkened. If I could 
feel the cold, the wind would chill me to the core. And though I sense no storm rising, I hear the 
rumble of thunder." 
 
The rumble grew suddenly louder, and he heard a shout. "Look out!" Kopaka groaned as he was 
struck in the back and fell forward. He felt a landslide sweep him along for a few bios. Then the 
stones were still, and the echoes were replaced by silence. He twisted around in his rocky trap 
and pushed the stones off his face. "I guess if I'm too foolish to look for a threat, my Akaku can't 
warn me about it," he chided himself. 
 
A brown creature with a somewhat triangular mask was leaning over him. "Sorry about that," he 
apologized. "I was practicing. Are you all right?" 
 
"I would be, if you weren't standing on me." From the stranger's coloring, Kopaka realized this 
must be Pohatu, Toa of Stone. 
 
Pohatu stepped back. "Let me help you out." 
 
"Thank you. I don't need help." He pulled his arm out of the rubble. He waved his blade, which 
began to glow light blue. Ice crystals suddenly formed all around him and burst outward, sending 
the rocks flying. But one foot was still stuck under a boulder. 
 
"Let me do it," offered Pohatu. "It'll be faster." 
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"I said, I can do it myself," snapped Kopaka, no longer inclined to hide his annoyance. 
 
"Yeah, well, you missed one." Pohatu kicked away the massive rock, freeing the other Toa. 
"Listen, I have a feeling we're both here for the same reason. Why not team up? It might make 
things easier." 
 
Kopaka frowned. He didn't relish the thought of working with someone else, particularly in light 
of what had just happened. Others were too unpredictable. "I work alone." 
 
The Toa of Stone grinned. "By choice, or just 'cause no one can stand you?" 
 
"All right," Kopaka relented, "come along. After all, I might need a mountain moved... or the 
island lifted." He put his sword on his back. A quick assessment with his Akaku lenses revealed 
that Pohatu was of moderate temperature and very dense. For the first time, he looked at himself 
carefully. Compared to Pohatu, he was somewhat lighter and a lot colder. He had been too 
involved in the conversation to remember exactly how Matoro and Nuju had looked, but he 
recalled their temperature being somewhere between Pohatu’s and his own. 
 
"Nuju told me the mask would be in a place of far-seeing," Kopaka muttered, mostly to himself. 
He vaulted over the next ridge and stopped at the top of the icy peak. "The mask of shielding." 
He pointed to a gray shape in the snow. 
 
Pohatu gazed past the icy valleys at a verdant jungle, and past it to the sea. "It's a place of far-
seeing, all right!" 
 
"You can see the whole island from up here," agreed Kopaka as he lifted the Kanohi from the 
ice. He put it over his Akaku and felt a strange vibration as the masks merged together. "I can 
feel the power of this mask protecting me... yet the powers of the mask of vision are still mine to 
use." 
 
As he changed back to the Akaku, Kopaka saw a cluster of strange shapes through the rock with 
his density lens. "We have to go, now," he said abruptly. 
 
"Why?" 
 
"No questions. Just follow me." 
 
"What did you see?" Pohatu insisted. 
 
"Strangers," replied Kopaka, realizing that Pohatu would be a much more effective colleague if 
Kopaka shared his knowledge. "Beings of great power. But are they allies... or enemies?" 
 
As they looked over the ridge, Kopaka changed to the heat lens and immediately recoiled in 
shock. One of the figures below him was radiating so intensely that the halo of his blazing red 
image filled Kopaka’s entire view. He closed his eyes reflexively, then switched back to the 
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density lens and opened them again. He saw a Toa much like himself in stature and composition. 
He was wearing a Hau like the one Kopaka had just discovered, and his sword looked as if it 
were formed of twisted flames. “Tahu,” said the Toa of Ice to himself. “Obviously the Toa of 
Fire.” 
 
A less dense, green creature holding an axe was surrounded by swirling shapes as the air moved 
restlessly around him. “That’s Lewa,” he thought. “Toa of Air.” 
 
A third Toa was heavy and solid, like Pohatu. His hunched black form and large claws looked 
well suited to manipulate the earth, his element. “Onua, Toa of Earth.” 
 
The density of the fourth being was very hard to define. It kept changing, as if fluid were moving 
around inside her body. Kopaka changed back to the heat lens, shading his mask with his hand to 
avoid seeing Tahu, and saw that this slender Toa was very cool. The image in the Akaku and the 
one with his naked eye were almost the same tranquil shade of blue. “And Gali, Toa of Water. 
She must change her buoyancy to help her swim.” He switched back to the density lens and 
watched the mesmerizing patterns of fluid motion. “She’s beautiful.” 
 
"Those must be the other Toa," said Pohatu. "They are allies." 
 
Kopaka snapped back to reality. "I think you are right. Let's go introduce ourselves. And then we 
can continue with our quests." He walked to the edge of the cliff. Apparently the others were just 
meeting each other. 
 
"Who am I?" asked the green being. 
 
"You are Lewa, Toa of Air," answered Kopaka. "My Turaga told me about all of you. The 
people here have been expecting us." He alighted on a rock beside the others. Pohatu jumped 
down next to him, landing with a thud that shook the mountain and sent masses of snow sliding 
downhill. Kopaka pointed his blade at the moving snow, and it froze in place. "I am Kopaka, Toa 
of Ice. This is Pohatu, Toa of Stone, and you must be Onua, Toa of Earth.” 
 
"I am Tahu, Toa of Fire," added Tahu quickly, gesturing toward Gali. "And this is Gali, Toa of 
Water." 
 
"Pleased to meet you," said Pohatu. The other Toa nodded their greetings. 
 
Tahu took a deep breath. "We are as yet strangers to one another. But we know that we share an 
important destiny, protecting this island and its people. I have had a glimpse of what our enemy 
can do, and it will be a challenging task. I see that we are well equipped for it." 
 
"Who is this enemy?" asked Lewa. 
 
"Our enemy is the powerful evil spirit Makuta," replied Tahu. "He has intimidated the people by 
fitting infected masks to the wild beasts of the island, so that they will attack the villages." 
 



Toa Biographies  GaliGee 

 268

“Tahu seems to have appointed himself the leader,” thought Kopaka. “Well, so be it. I don’t want 
to do it--I’d rather be by myself, anyway. But I’ll share any information I have, since some of the 
others seem not to know, and knowledge is going to be crucial to our task.” Aloud, he added to 
Tahu’s explanation. "Defeating him will not be easy. Like us, he controls the elements, as well as 
the infection that turns the animals against us. We must collect the Great Masks of Power before 
we can confront him." 
 
Tahu glanced at Kopaka and continued. "These Kanohi, which resemble those we all have, are 
scattered across Mata Nui. Each one gives the wearer a new power. The Turaga know many of 
their locations, but we will have to hunt for others." 
 
"When you find a mask, place it over your original one," explained Kopaka. "The masks will 
merge. And then you can switch at will from one to the other. Like this." Kopaka's mask 
morphed into his new one and then changed back. 
 
"And when you find one, a replica of the new mask will appear on your Suva, in your village, 
where you will go to receive your Golden Kanohi when you have all six," finished Tahu. 
 
Gali spoke hesitatingly. "And then… we will be ready to fight this Makuta?" 
 
Gali’s voice was as lovely as she was. Kopaka watched her fluid patterns again as Onua 
answered, "And then we will fight Makuta. What are the powers of your masks? Mine, the 
Pakari, is the Great Mask of Strength." 
 
"Mine lets me levitate," added Lewa, lifting himself about a bio off the ground. 
 
"It's called the Miru, Lewa," said Tahu. "Mine is the Hau, the mask of Shielding. But you have to 
see the attack coming." 
 
"Perhaps you can use mine to help with that," said Kopaka. "The Akaku, which gives the power 
to see through solid objects." 
 
Pohatu pointed to his mask. "The Kakama is the Great Mask of Speed." 
 
"And mine?" Gali asked, looking around. 
 
"Yours is the Kaukau," answered Tahu. "It allows you to breathe underwater." 
 
"Oh, that would explain--" Gali smiled shyly. "I see." 
 
Kopaka looked at Tahu, who was staring at Gali, and frowned. Tahu took his intense gaze off 
Gali and turned to the others. "So, we must find these masks, while defending our villagers and 
learning as much as we can to prepare for our battle with Makuta. There are also six Noble 
Masks, like the Turaga wear, which have useful powers as well. Shall we meet again after we 
have each found a few?" 
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"I'd really rather work alone," said Kopaka. "I say we meet again after we find them all." 
 
Onua disagreed. "I have a feeling we'll need to work together sometimes, and keep an eye on 
each other. But I think we can start off by returning to our villages, and using the knowledge of 
our Turaga to find as many Kanohi as we can." 
 
Lewa put his hand on Gali's shoulder. "If you find any masks up high, I can get them for you, 
until you get your Miru," he offered. "And if I find any underwater, you know I'll call on you to--
" Lewa glanced at Tahu and stopped. He took his hand off Gali and backed up a step. Waves of 
heat had been rising from Tahu as he watched the Toa of Air. "On second thought," continued 
Lewa, looking warily at the Toa of Fire, "maybe I'll just learn to swim." 
 
Kopaka was beginning to get irritated at both Lewa and Tahu. “I can’t believe they’re vying for 
her attention. How foolish! That kind of thing could really endanger our mission. Of course she’s 
exquisite... but she’s a warrior. And so are we.” 
 
Pohatu spoke to relieve the tension. "If we need to meet, I can act as a messenger," he 
volunteered. "I can cross the island in the time it takes a stone to hit the bottom of this canyon." 
He kicked a small rock off the edge of the cliff. 
 
"Then we'll get together again whenever we have something to communicate to the others," 
concluded Tahu. "Until then, may the Great Beings protect you all. And best of luck on your 
quest for the Kanohi." 
 
The others nodded, and the meeting broke up. Kopaka turned toward the west. “Nuju said the 
village was this way,” he thought. “Actually, he made some squeaking noises, and Matoro told 
me that’s what he said. I suppose I should go meet the villagers now.” 
 
He walked down the slope a short distance and cut across the broad expanse of a sparkling 
glacier. He began to walk up the other side of the mountain. As he climbed, he slipped and lost 
his footing. He threw out his arms for balance, and he slid backwards on his feet for a few bios, 
stopping against a rock. “Say, I think I could slide in a controlled way, and travel like that!” He 
stepped around the rock and tried again, forwards this time. He found he could ski easily down 
the snowy hillside on his feet, using his ice powers to compress the surface ahead of him to 
support his weight. He practiced over and over, jamming his feet into the snow pack as he ran up 
the slope, then skiing down. After a while he was able to ski without looking down, relying on 
his instinctive feel for his element. He went faster and faster, swerving around obstacles and 
stopping at will. Then he climbed up a long slope with a small hill in the middle of it and used it 
to launch himself into a flip. He landed on his feet and kept going, smiling at his new discovery. 
 
He reached a flat icy patch, where he explored ways to propel himself forward by pushing off 
with his feet. Where the ground was already frozen, he needed his elemental power only to 
smooth the bumps and cracks in the ice. “So I can ski, or I can skate, depending on the surface 
conditions.” Finally, he found one more method of travel. He put his shield down on the snow, 
sat in it, and pushed off with his hands. He leaned to steer himself, sending himself into a spin as 
he sped down the hill. “Well,” he laughed, “all this is certainly entertaining, but I hopefully I can 
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use it to out-maneuver a foe sometime.” 
 
The snow began to turn a deeper and deeper shade of blue as the sun sank below the horizon. “I 
guess I’ve put this off long enough,” Kopaka sighed to himself. He set off for Ko-Koro again. 
 
Kopaka skated around the base of a foothill and stopped. Paths were carved deeply into the 
glacier. There was a tunnel opening, lined on the inside with ice blocks. “This was obviously 
carved by hands, not by nature,” he thought. “It must be the way to the village.” He followed the 
tunnel for a long ways, emerging into a clearing. Before him was a closed gate, and on each side 
were nine niches hollowed out of the ice. There were blocks of ice with carved images of masks 
lying on the ground. Six blocks, with symbols on them, were lodged in the bottom row of niches. 
“Oh, wonderful, a puzzle,” Kopaka groaned. He glanced at the sheer ice cliff above. “I suppose I 
could try to go around it, but that would be a lot of work. I might as well figure this out. Let’s 
see. The snowflake… could that represent the region of ice? And here’s a block with my mask, 
and one that looks like Nuju.” He placed the blocks in the puzzle above the snowflake symbol. 
 
“This thing looks like a flame.” He put the block with the engraved Hau over it. “And this… 
water.” He slid the Kaukau block carefully into its niche. He continued until all the Toa masks 
were in place. “I don’t know the other Turaga yet. But there are only five. I guess I’ll just try 
them.” He put a block with a rounded mask into the slot above the fire symbol. It fell back out.  
 
Kopaka laughed. “Well, at least it’s an easy puzzle, because it won’t let me do it wrong,” he 
thought. He tried the block in the air column, but it fell out again. After a couple more tries, it 
stayed in the niche above the water symbol. “So that’s Gali’s Turaga,” he surmised, picking up 
another cube of ice. “Now, which village does this one go to? I’m getting rather tired of this.” 
 
The sound of soft footsteps behind him made Kopaka spin around. A Matoran had crept up 
behind him. He bowed to his Toa. Kopaka looked at him and then picked up the block that 
matched his mask. “Which Turaga looks like you?” he asked. 
 
The Matoran pointed to the opening above the stone symbol. “Turaga Onewa,” he said. He 
picked up another block and placed it for Kopaka. 
 
“So, what’s your name?” Kopaka asked. 
 
“Kopeke.” The gate slid open as the Ko-Koronan slid the last block into place in the puzzle. 
 
“Thank you. Am I headed the right way, to get to Ko-Koro?” 
 
“Yes, Toa. This gate is here to keep out the Rahi. Or at least slow them down.” He led the way 
down a long tunnel in the ice. As they came out, Kopaka heard the lonely howling of the wind. 
They were at the edge of a cliff, looking at a long, winding staircase chiseled into the stark icy 
bluff. Kopaka saw a strikingly beautiful arch of ice that spanned the canyon. “Did you villagers 
make all these tunnels and stairs and bridges?” he asked his small guide. 
 
“Yes, we did,” answered Kopeke. “That bridge is my work. Bridges are my specialty.” 
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“Very nice,” commented the Toa. He followed Kopeke along the narrow stairs, marveling at the 
elaborate measures the villagers had taken to protect themselves. Finally, as the twilight began to 
yield to darkness, they emerged in a wide area with snow-topped conifers. Two guards saluted 
them, making the snow fall off their shoulders. Kopaka smiled as he passed. “The Ko-Koronans 
must be patient people,” he thought. 
 
Kopeke gestured toward a large structure, built of blocks of ice, standing on a wide platform of 
packed snow in the center of the clearing. Four towers surrounded a dome of ice with carvings 
around the roof. “That is the Sanctum. There, any Matoran who wishes to join in the Seeking is 
welcome. We Ko-Koronans dedicate much of our time to meditation and the pursuit of 
knowledge.” 
 
“That sounds like a worthwhile activity,” thought Kopaka. “I hope I can learn something there, 
too. Being ignorant is very unsettling.” He followed Kopeke up the stairs and into the building. 
 
Kopaka looked around in the dim light of flickering yellow stones mounted on the walls all 
around. A cluster of hot stones lay in a stone pit in the center of the spacious hall. Several white 
and light gray Matorans were standing and reading the walls, which were covered with 
inscriptions. A giant stone replica of an Akaku dominated the room, the dancing shadows from 
the fire giving it an eerie look. Faint music drifted in from elsewhere in the building, ethereal and 
mysterious. Kopaka followed the curved walls upward with his gaze. They converged around a 
small opening, through which he could see stars in a black sky. 
 
Nuju was standing on the far side of the room. The Matorans turned and bowed to Kopaka, who 
nodded as he passed them. “Nuju,” said the Toa. 
 
The Turaga turned and emitted a series of clicks and buzzing sounds. Matoro stepped out of the 
shadows to interpret. “‘Welcome to the Sanctum, Toa Kopaka,’” he said. “‘Here the prophecies 
of ages past are etched for us to study and contemplate.’” 
 
Kopaka squinted at the characters on the wall. He found he was somehow able to read them. He 
traced one line with his finger. The discerning heart seeks knowledge, but the mouth of a fool 
feeds on folly. He smiled to himself. “Well, that makes sense.” 
 
The music stopped. He turned and saw that the villagers in the temple were exchanging words 
and leaving one by one. “‘The Ko-Koronans are retiring for the night. It is wise to seek shelter 
and warmth after sunset, for the great Mount Ihu blankets all with bitter cold. You are welcome 
to stay in the temple for the night, Toa Kopaka.’” 
 
Kopaka suddenly realized that he was very tired. “Thank you, I will,” he replied. As the last of 
the Matorans left, Matoro covered each lightstone with a metal cone, leaving only the light of the 
fire. He and Nuju bowed and walked out the door. 
 
Kopaka stretched out on the floor against the wall, away from the heatstones. He closed his eyes, 
welcoming the rest his body craved. Soon he was asleep. 
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A huge, menacing creature with large teeth and two infected masks stood in the snow. Facing it 
was a small two-legged being, pale blue and white, clutching a pick axe. Snow swirled around 
them, driven by a bitter wind. Kopaka recognized the villager as Matoro. The animal lunged at 
the Matoran, striking him with its bared teeth, and he flew into a snowdrift. The image faded to 
black.  
 
Kopeke lay face-down on an ice bridge. He was leaning over the edge, chipping at the side of the 
structure. Another Matoran in a light blue Miru stood beside him, smoothing the walkway with a 
flat bladed tool. Kopeke stopped working and stood up, smiling as he admired his finished work. 
But then a Nui-Rama flew over with a large rock in its claws. As it approached the bridge, it 
released the stone, which crashed through the ice. Kopeke and his companion grasped in vain at 
the falling chunks of ice. Kopaka heard their screams receding as they disappeared down the 
canyon. The image faded to black. 
 
Kopaka sat up with a start. He was breathing hard. Looking around, he realized he was in the 
Sanctum, and it was still night. He shook his head and reminded himself that it was only a 
dream. But he couldn’t rid his mind of the unpleasant scenes. “What if I can’t protect my 
villagers? What if I fail?” he thought, panicked. He stood and paced around the inside of the 
great hall. “I won’t be able to live with myself.” He stepped out into the blackness and tried his 
lenses. None of them helped much in the dark. He went back inside. “I hope the darkness affects 
the Rahi’s eyes as it does mine,” he muttered to himself. 
 
Unwilling to sleep again and risk having more nightmares, he decided to read the walls. He 
removed the covers from the lightstones and started with the inscriptions to the right of the 
doorway. The text varied in content. Some of it was historical records or legends. Other passages 
relayed proverbial wisdom, and still more sections were devoted to prophecy. Kopaka was 
fascinated by what he read. Often he stopped, baffled by seeming contradictions or frustrating 
riddles. But as he made his way slowly around the room, he found himself understanding more 
and more about the world into which he had arrived. 
 
Hours later, the hole in the roof began to glow dimly with pink light. He looked up and realized 
that the hole was actually covered by a thin layer of transparent ice. “They must have to replace 
that often, due to the weather,” he mused. The first rays of sunlight would not strike it for several 
hours, but the indirect light made the walls shine with a bluish color that contrasted with the 
yellow glow of the artificial light. 
 
At the sound of footsteps, Kopaka turned and saw Nuju enter the temple. Nuju began to gesture 
and whistle. The Toa looked around for Matoro, but the Turaga was alone. “Nuju, I can’t 
understand you.” 
 
Nuju folded his hands under his inclined head and pointed to Kopaka. “He must be wondering 
how I slept,” he inferred. “I slept a little,” he answered aloud. “But I woke with nightmares, so I 
spent much of the night reading.” 
 
The Turaga nodded. He pointed to the walls and began to click and hum. Kopaka rolled his eyes. 
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“Perhaps we can have a more meaningful conversation when Matoro wakes up,” he replied with 
exasperation.  
 
Nuju shrugged and walked to the opposite side of the room. Soon he was lost in thought. Kopaka 
frowned. “By now, he should have read all this stuff,” he thought. “Is he reading it again? I 
suppose some of it takes time to fully understand.” 
 
Much to Kopaka’s relief, Matoro walked into the Sanctum. He spoke briefly to Nuju, who 
replied in his usual way. Then Matoro approached Kopaka. “Turaga Nuju says, ‘You can’t avoid 
nightmares by not sleeping. You need rest to defend our village.’” 
 
“Maybe so, but I sure learned a lot last night,” remarked Kopaka. “I’ve almost finished the whole 
room!” 
 
Matoro smiled. He motioned for Kopaka to follow him through a passageway behind a statue 
that Kopaka hadn’t noticed before. They descended a spiral staircase of ice into a long, dark, 
narrow vault far beneath the snow pack. Matoro pulled a lightstone out of a sack on a strap 
around his neck and illuminated the room. Kopaka gasped as he saw the walls, covered with 
writing as far as he could see down the dim hallway. “There is always more to read,” said the 
Matoran. “And we are always writing more, from the prophesies of the astrologer in Ga-Koro, 
from the sacred fire in Ta-Koro, and other sources. Behold the Wall of Destiny.” 
 
 
*Proverbs 15:14 
 
 
 
Chapter 2: TEMP 15°C * RANGE 100 BIO * SPEC GRAV 1.5 
 
Kopaka squinted in the green glow and switched to the heat lens of his Akaku. The other Toa 
stood around him, as if waiting for something. He saw the dim outline of a relatively cold 
Matoran against the frigid stone walls. The Matoran approached, slowly, and emerged from the 
shadows. He wore a Hau and was dark gray, but he was completely covered with patches of a 
strange greenish substance. The Toa glanced at each other.  The image faded to black. 
 
“Kopaka? Are you all right?” asked a voice at his elbow. 
 
Kopaka snapped back to reality. He was standing next to Kopeke on the edge of a cliff. The 
Matoran was looking anxiously at his face. 
 
“Uh, yes, I’m all right,” he replied. “So, you were going to show me how you construct an ice 
bridge?” His ranging lens showed him that the opposite side of the crevasse was about ten bios 
away. 
 
“Yes. First we set up the safety equipment. Anchors secure, Kikua?” 
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A Matoran in a light blue Miru nodded. He had just driven several large stakes into the ice with 
the back of his pick, and he was tying ropes to them. He dragged the ropes toward Kopeke, who 
looped one around his waist. Kikua tied another around himself, and one around each of several 
tools and sturdy woven bags. 
 
Kopaka shook his head. “Where have I seen Kikua before?” he wondered to himself. “He looks 
somehow familiar.” 
 
Kopeke put ropes around one of the blocks of ice nearby. He and his companion dragged it to the 
edge of the cliff, where they had chiseled out a deep notch. Kikua lay down with his arms and 
head hanging over the precipice and opened a metal canister. The heatstone inside glowed 
brightly. He held it next to the side of the cliff and moved it back and forth until the ice began to 
melt and drip down the canyon. The drops froze as they fell, and Kopaka could hear them hitting 
the bottom of the crevasse far below. Kopeke opened another heatstone canister and did the same 
to the ice block. Then both Matorans pushed the block slowly over the cliff. As it tipped over the 
edge, they leaned back against the ropes, holding the block in place in the notch. They remained 
in that position for several minutes. Kopeke said, “That’s enough,” and they both let go of the 
ropes. The block was frozen in place, cantilevered over the canyon. 
 
“Impressive,” remarked Kopaka. “The ambient temperature here is low enough to freeze the 
block onto the cliff. And you have obviously perfected the technique. Too large a block, and you 
couldn’t hold it. Too small, and the bridge would take too long.” 
 
“That’s pretty much it,” agreed Kopeke. “We do that over and over until the bridge is complete. 
Sometimes we lose a block down the canyon, though. And then once the keystone block is in 
place, the weight of the bridge itself makes it more stable. Then we smooth it out with our tools.” 
The two Matorans applied heat to the next block and held it until it froze. The Toa of Ice 
watched them continue their work in silence. About half an hour later, the bridge reached about 
halfway across the crevasse. Its graceful arched shape glinted in the cold sunlight. Suddenly 
Kopaka realized where he had seen Kikua. It was in his dream from the night before. He 
shivered at the memory. 
 
The workers had stopped to rest, and they were sitting in the snow at Kopaka’s feet. “So, how do 
you build with ice, Toa Kopaka?” asked Kikua. 
 
“I point my blade, and channel the cold energy into the air. The water in the air freezes where I 
aim it. I go back over the area, adding layers, until it’s thick enough.” He waved his ice blade, 
and in less than a minute he had created a span across the canyon. The Ko-Koronans gasped in 
awe. 
 
“Yeah, I’m fast, but that one isn’t very good. Yours is much more elegant. Mine is too jagged 
and irregular.” He aimed his sword at it, and it began to melt, crumbling into the canyon below. 
To himself, he added, “I’ve got to practice this. I’m just not good enough.” 
 
Kopeke’s impassive face watched the ice chunks fall. But Kopaka thought he detected a hit of a 
smile at the compliment.  
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The villagers stood again and resumed their work. Soon the bridge was finished, and they were 
taking off their ropes. “That’s excellent,” Kopaka smiled. “Now, I’d better go check with Nuju, 
and see if he knows about any more masks.” The Matorans waved, then walked out onto the new 
bridge with their tools to fix a few last imperfections. Kopaka turned to go. He walked a few 
hundred bios, then stopped. He had an uneasy feeling. He glanced back over his shoulder at the 
Ko-Koronans. 
 
Kopeke lay face-down and leaned over the edge, chipping at the side of the structure. Kikua 
stood beside him, smoothing the walkway with a flat bladed tool. Kopeke stopped working and 
stood up, smiling as he admired his finished work.  
 
Kopaka suddenly heard a buzzing noise. He spun to see a Nui-Rama approaching in the sky with 
a large rock in its claws. “The dream!” he gasped. As it approached the bridge, it released the 
stone, which crashed through the ice. Kopeke and Kikua grasped in vain at the falling chunks of 
ice. Kopaka heard their screams receding as they disappeared down the canyon. He stood at the 
edge and shot a beam at the bottom of the canyon, rapidly building a slide under them. They 
tumbled down it to the bottom of the ravine. Kopaka jumped and landed on the slide, reaching 
the bottom a few seconds later. 
 
The Toa of Ice stood slowly and walked over to Kopeke. The Matoran groaned and rolled over. 
He sat up and rubbed his head. Kopaka helped him up, then pulled Kikua to his feet. They were 
dazed but unharmed. “Thank you, Toa Kopaka,” they murmured gratefully. 
 
“You’re welcome,” replied Kopaka. He looked up at the slide. By melting footholds in it, half a 
bio apart, he turned it into a staircase. The three climbed it slowly, and the Ko-Koronans returned 
to the village.  
 
Kopaka sat alone on the edge of the cliff for a few minutes. “Well, I’ve learned two things. First, 
Nuju was right. That last vision came to me in the daytime, when I wasn’t even asleep. So not 
sleeping to avoid them is futile.” Then he considered the more amazing discovery. “And the 
nightmare I had last night, which was a continuation of my dream in the canister, came true. 
Exactly. I wonder if all my dreams will.” 
 
He stood up and looked around him. The jagged fragments of the broken bridge marred the 
otherwise ethereal landscape of majestic snow-capped mountains and sparkling ice formations 
against a luminous blue sky. “Just like the island I’ve fallen onto,” he mused. “Stunning beauty, 
defiled by evil. I’ve got to get to work.” 
 
A cold wind began to whip around him, and snow started falling. He leaned forward as he 
walked toward the village. Then he came to a slope, and he skied down to the cluster of huts 
made of ice blocks, using his Akaku to navigate through the increasingly dense swirling 
whiteness. As he reached the outskirts of Ko-Koro, a large creature loomed out of the blizzard. 
Kopaka quickly assessed it with his Kanohi, noting the strange heat signature of the infected 
masks. He drew his blade and considered how to attack it. “Perhaps I could just freeze it,” he 
shrugged. He pointed his sword, and as the Muaka lunged at him with its long neck, it was 
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suddenly encased in solid ice. 
 
“That worked well,” smiled Kopaka. He chipped off the creature’s masks and touched it with his 
blade. The ice melted, and the subdued animal stumbled away into the storm. 
 
Kopaka shook off the loose snow as he walked into the Sanctum. He found Nuju there, still 
studying the same passage of text he was scrutinizing when the Toa had left. “Twenty-seven 
little words, and he’s still trying to figure them out?” he wondered. But he kept his thought to 
himself. “Greetings, Turaga. The Matorans just gave me a wonderful demonstration of how they 
construct a bridge. But now I need to get back to work. Can you tell me where the next mask is?” 
 
Nuju looked up, responding with his usual hums and clicks. Matoro stepped over and translated. 
“Nuju says, ‘The Mask of Levitation is where the snow melt follows the land down to its 
source.’” By the time Matoro had finished speaking, the Turaga had turned back to the wall, as if 
to indicate that the conversation was over. 
 
Kopaka sighed. “Another riddle,” he muttered. “Why couldn’t I have gotten a more talkative 
Turaga?” He walked over to a place on the wall where a map of Mata Nui was carved. “The 
source of the snow? That’s got to be the sky. But he said ‘down to its source.’ So that can’t be 
right.” Kopaka thought for a moment. “The sea! That’s the source of the snow, since the water 
evaporating from the sea rises up the mountain and falls as snow.” Studying the map, he saw a 
large river at the southern edge of Ko-Wahi. “Perhaps he means the place where the river, 
carrying the ‘snow melt,’ meets the sea.” He strode out of the temple and headed southeast. 
 
The snow was still swirling furiously, but Kopaka was able to use his mask to alternately walk, 
climb, or ski unhindered, depending on the terrain. He finally emerged from the weather and 
found himself standing on a rocky crag, overlooking a wide canyon. Sparkling blue water flowed 
below him, flowing deep and smooth in some places and foaming over rocky rapids in others. He 
scanned the area for a mask, but, seeing nothing, he decided to follow the river toward the sea. 
The Toa of Ice used his blade to create a long slide down to the river. Then he sat in his shield 
and pushed off, riding down the ice into the water. The shield floated downstream, spinning 
slowly. Kopaka used his sword to straighten himself out and steer around the rapids, scanning 
constantly for the Kanohi. When he saw a cluster of strange beasts at the edge of the water in the 
distance, he froze a jetty of ice on top of the water ahead of him. The shield floated up against it. 
He stepped onto the ice and folded and stored his shield. Walking across to the bank, he 
continued his journey on foot. From time to time he used his blade to hack through the 
underbrush. 
 
“Guarded by nightmare creatures,” Kopaka repeated to himself as he approached. Soon he 
spotted the Miru with his density lens. “Now... how do I get past those Tarakava?” 
 
Kopaka crept around behind a stand of tall trees. He counted three of the Rahi. “I can certainly 
freeze one or two of them right away,” he thought. “But the last one might get me before I get it. 
Maybe if they can’t reach me...” Kopaka looked up the tree closest to him. He gripped the lower 
branches and pulled himself up into its canopy. 
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The Tarakava spotted him and surrounded the base of the tree. Unable to hit Kopaka, who had 
scrambled out of reach, they resorted to pounding on the trunk. Kopaka flinched as he watched 
the wood splinter under their powerful fists. He braced himself and shot a beam of ice at each of 
the creatures until they stopped moving. Breathing a sigh of relief, he dropped out of the tree, 
landing on a Tarakava, which fell over. He tumbled to the ground, knocking off his mask. He 
stood up, replaced it on his face, and reached into the underbrush for the new one. 
 
He looked at the gray Miru carefully. He could see strange circuitry under the surface with his 
density lens. “Interesting,” he marveled, then placed it over his Akaku. He jumped up and 
enjoyed the sensation of hovering in the air. “This would have helped me land without looking 
like a clumsy fool!” he laughed. 
 
Kopaka removed the infected masks from the Tarakava and kicked them into the water. Then he 
thawed the creatures and watched them slowly begin to move again, confused by the loss of their 
masks. They jumped into the water. The Toa began the hike toward home, using his new Miru 
whenever he reached a steep slope. “It’s faster than paving everything with ice,” he concluded, 
“and it uses less energy, too.” 
 
On his way back to the village, he encountered a group of Kane-Ra on the edge of a snowy cliff. 
“Now, that looks like... a Kakama!” he thought excitedly as he focused his Akaku on a shape in 
their midst. “Perhaps I can jump down between them and then leap off the cliff with it.” He 
climbed above them and studied the jump he would have to make. “No, that’s too risky,” he 
concluded. “I know! Rather than freezing the Rahi...” Kopaka drew his sword and pointed it at 
the Kanohi, freezing it into a thin column of ice. Then he grabbed the ice with both hands and 
lifted it up onto the rock where he was standing. The Kakama was embedded in the bottom of the 
column. He melted the ice with his blade, and the mask dropped into his left hand. 
 
But the Kane-Ra had found a way up the slope, and they were closing in. Kopaka jammed the 
Kanohi onto his face, then switched to the Miru and leaped. “I think I’m about to find out how 
high it’s safe to jump...” he thought nervously. But he landed unharmed. Above him the Kane-Ra 
were making their way down toward him again. He changed to his new Kakama and ran. 
 
The sensation of speed was exhilarating. Kopaka felt the wind racing past his head and looked 
down at his legs, which ran tirelessly across the rugged terrain. He was back in Ko-Koro before 
he had even finished berating himself for his sloppy handling of the Rahi. “They could have 
gotten me, if the masks had worked differently than I expected. And I let them go in their 
infected state.” He spun on his heels and ran back to where he had left the Kane-Ra. 
 
The animals were still in the area, wandering toward the village. Kopaka looked above them at a 
small snow-capped peak. “Nuju said I could start and stop avalanches. I think it’s time to try it.” 
He held his sword up and concentrated on the snow at the summit. Immediately a huge wave of 
icy chunks was rumbling down the side of the mountain. The Kane-Ra were buried before they 
had time to react. 
 
The Toa of Ice walked over to the spot where the Rahi were buried. He waved his sword again, 
and the snow slid away from them. He kicked off the masks and knocked them into a crevasse, 
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which he sealed with ice. As the animals staggered away, Kopaka changed back to his Kakama 
and headed home. 
 
Kopeke was walking out of the Sanctum. Kopaka’s arrival seemed to startle him. “Oh, Toa 
Kopaka, it’s you,” he gasped. “You have a visitor. It’s Toa Pohatu. He’s inside.” 
 
“Thanks,” replied Kopaka, wondering what he must have looked like for Kopeke to have been so 
alarmed. Then he saw a strange red blur in front of him, and he brandished his sword and shield. 
The bulky shape of Pohatu emerged. “Well, that answers my question,” he grinned, lowering his 
weapons. “Hello, Pohatu.” 
 
“Hi, Kopaka. Good to see you. And I’m glad you have your Kakama now! Isn’t it great?” 
 
“Well, yes, it’s going to be very useful,” replied Kopaka. “And it is actually rather exciting to 
use,” he added with a smile. In spite of himself, Kopaka found he was catching a bit of Pohatu’s 
contagious enthusiasm. 
 
Pohatu smiled back. “I couldn’t agree more. So, I came here to tell you that Onua wants us all to 
come to his landing site for a brief meeting.” 
 
Kopaka rolled his eyes. “Already? Do we really need this? We have so much work to do.” 
 
“I don’t know what Onua wants to talk about, but he doesn’t seem to be the kind to make idle 
chit-chat,” replied the Toa of Stone. 
 
“I suppose not,” sighed Kopaka.  
 
“All right, I’ll see you there. I’m going to go get the others.” Pohatu nodded and turned to go. 
His body glowed red for a moment and then disappeared, at least to the naked eye. Kopaka used 
the ranging lens to watch him go, marveling at the amazing distance he covered in a fraction of a 
second. 
 
Reluctantly, the Toa of Ice set off for Onu-Wahi. He arrived before the others and found Onua in 
the forest near the sea. Onua was sitting quietly on the ground without moving, and Kopaka had 
to use the density lens to see him in the shadows. 
 
“Hello, Kopaka,” smiled Onua. “How is your quest going?” 
 
“Hello, Onua. All right, I suppose.” Kopaka climbed up on a nearby boulder and sat down. 
 
“Are your villagers all right?” 
 
“Yeah. Barely.” 
 
“Mine are well, but I’m constantly worried they’ll be attacked while I’m looking for Kanohi,” 
said Onua. 
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“They’ll just have to take care of themselves,” shrugged Kopaka, “like they were doing before 
we came.” 
 
Onua fell silent, apparently sensing that Kopaka didn’t feel like having a conversation. Kopaka 
dropped back onto the ground and began pacing around. 
 
“Kopaka, perhaps you should relax, since it may be a while until everyone gets here,” suggested 
Onua. “Not all of us are lucky enough to have a Kakama already.” 
 
“Relax?” scoffed the Toa of Ice. “I just want this meeting to be over, so I can get back to work.” 
 
“I think you are underestimating how much we can learn from each other,” ventured the Toa of 
Earth. 
 
Kopaka stopped walking and looked at him. “Maybe so,” he agreed. “So, have you discovered 
anything of interest?” 
 
“Well, I’ve noticed that the Rahi tend to cluster around the masks. So, it’s rather convenient to 
dispatch a few of them every time I find a Kanohi.” 
 
“Yes, I’ve noticed that, too. Can our enemy really be that stupid?” 
 
“Stupid? I doubt it,” laughed Onua. “He might be setting us up by making them easy to find, 
actually. Meanwhile, he’s preparing something worse.” 
 
“Well, that’s a disturbing thought.” Kopaka leaned against the boulder. “Do you think he 
controls the Rahi directly? Or does he just make them unnaturally aggressive?” 
 
“Good question. I don’t know. But I’ve been wondering about something. Makuta is a spirit, and 
we are physical beings. Turaga Whenua says he can take on many different forms. If we destroy 
one, who’s to say he won’t come back as another?” 
 
Kopaka shook his head. “That’s occurred to me, too. I guess we should just try to be ready for 
anything.” 
 
A green blur appeared in front of Onua, and Lewa emerged. Pohatu showed up right behind him. 
 
“Hello, everyone,” smiled Pohatu. He sat down on the boulder that Kopaka was leaning against. 
 
Lewa looked around distractedly. “So, Onua, what’s the occasion? Is something big going on?” 
 
“No, Lewa, I just wanted to talk about strategy and teamwork a bit,” replied Onua. “I’d like to 
wait until we’re all here to get started. But go ahead and tell us what’s on your mind, if you have 
something to say.” 
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“Nothing, really, except that I’d like to get back to searching for the masks. Who’s still missing? 
Tahu and Gali? Oh, great.” 
 
Kopaka stood up straight. “I hope nothing’s wrong.” 
 
“I’m sure they’re doing just fine,” replied Lewa with a sarcastic smile. “That’s probably why 
they’re late.” 
 
The Toa of Ice looked off into the distance. He hoped Lewa was just being flippant. 
 
A red blur appeared suddenly, and Tahu emerged, with Gali on his shoulders. She jumped down 
hastily and stood between Onua and Lewa. Kopaka studied her with the density lens and noticed 
that the fluid inside her was very turbulent, as if she were really upset about something. He 
glared suspiciously at Tahu. 
 
“There they are,” Pohatu smiled. “Now we can get started.” 
 
“Sorry we took so long. We had some Rahi trouble on the way,” explained Tahu. “And then Gali 
put out the forest fire I started.” 
 
Gali just looked at the ground. Tahu glanced at the others. 
 
“He’s hiding something,” thought Kopaka angrily. “Whatever happened, Gali is obviously 
agitated, and it is almost certainly Tahu’s fault. Did he endanger her somehow in a Rahi fight? 
Or could he actually be foolish enough to sabotage our work by making an improper advance 
toward her?” 
 
“Right. Well, it’s interesting that you said that, because that’s why Onua asked us to come here,” 
said the Toa of Stone, once again diffusing the tension. “Go ahead, Onua.” 
 
“I felt it was time we met again,” began the Toa of Earth. “This place holds dangers we never 
dreamed of… maybe even more than any of us can handle alone.” 
 
Gali looked up. “We need to learn to work together. Our future depends on it.” 
 
Lewa sounded skeptical. “I don’t know. I’m still not much for teaming up.” But when a loud 
rumbling shook the forest, he turned to the others. “Then again, there’s nothing like a little 
togetherness.” 
 
Onua’s eyes looked distant for a moment as he considered the vibrations coming through the 
earth. “That lava flow could destroy the entire island. You have the mask of speed,” he said to 
Lewa. “Can you get me there?” 
 
“Sure, Onua,” replied Lewa. “But what are you going to do once we’re there?” 
 
“Watch and learn.” 
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Lewa looked at Onua’s short, bulky form and then glanced at the boiling clouds of black smoke 
in the distance. “Climb on my back.” 
 
The Toa of Air staggered a bit under Onua’s weight, then activated his Kakama. They sped away 
toward the Mangai.  
 
“Why isn’t Tahu taking care of that?” wondered Kopaka.  
 
Tahu looked rather subdued. He glanced at Gali, but she looked away. His temperature seemed 
lower than Kopaka remembered.  
 
“Well, at least it looks like she was sensible enough to tell him ‘no’,” concluded the Toa of Ice. 
 
Gali was bracing herself as a Muaka charged out of the underbrush. She rolled onto her back as it 
lunged, using its own huge bulk to flip it overhead toward Kopaka with her feet. “Here is a gift 
for you, Kopaka,” she quipped. 
 
Kopaka smiled as he blasted the beast with a beam of ice. “I hope you won’t mind if I keep it 
chilled for later,” he joked. The animal crashed harmlessly to the ground. He kicked off its 
infected masks and thawed it. He looked up at Gali, who was standing over him and watching 
admiringly. “It’s really marvelous what kind of powers we have been given,” she remarked. 
 
Kopaka started to reply, but in such close proximity to this amazing creature, he forgot what he 
was going to say. “It is,” he finally managed to answer. As she turned to watch Pohatu kick a 
boulder at the Tarakava who were massing to attack Tahu, Kopaka scolded himself for his self-
consciousness. “I should be able to talk to her about our mission without getting distracted by her 
beauty. After all, she’s a warrior. And so am I.” 
 
Tahu seemed to have snapped out of his melancholy mood. “Thank you, friend,” he said 
gratefully to Pohatu. 
 
“No problem, Tahu,” replied Pohatu. “But that’s not the end of it. Look behind you!” 
 
Kopaka watched as Tahu melted an avalanche of sand into a wall of glass, but two Nui-Rama 
shattered it and lifted him high into the air. Onua caught the Toa of Fire in his claws as the 
insects dropped him. Kopaka laughed to himself at the sight of Onua holding the proud leader of 
the Toa in his arms like a lost pet. 
 
Onua smiled as he set Tahu down. “Makuta is proving my point for me.”  
 
Kopaka heard the bushes rusting behind them and spun around. He changed to his Hau just in 
time. The poison hurled by the tail of a Nui-Jaga splattered against the invisible shield. More 
creatures massed at the edge of the clearing. He gestured to Gali, still in her Kaukau, to step 
back. “I have the power of the mask of shielding, but you have no protection from their attack, 
Gali,” he warned. 
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“As long as the underground waters obey my commands,” replied the Toa of Water calmly as a 
jet of high-pressure fluid burst from the earth under the monsters, “it is Makuta and his creatures 
that need protection.” The scorpions were carried high into the air and plunged into the sea. 
 
Onua scraped up a huge ball of earth. “More Rahi nightmares on the wing,” he groaned. “I 
believe I have had enough of this!” He hurled it at several more Rama who were diving on the 
group. Then the scene was quiet again. 
 
“Perhaps Makuta is discouraged by the way we are helping each other,” remarked Pohatu. 
 
“For now, anyway,” replied Onua. “We have won our first battle… but there will be more.” 
 
“We must be prepared to fight them, separately and together,” added Gali. “I had a vision of 
what we will become after we find the masks. We will combine our bodies and minds into two 
giant beings that personify the spirits of Wisdom and Valor. When the time comes, we will 
understand what to do.” 
 
“That’s amazing,” marveled Pohatu. “I almost feel sorry for Makuta, trying to take us all on.” 
 
“I have no use for teams,” said Kopaka. “But I will assist when I’m needed.” 
 
Lewa nodded. “Same here. The masks of power are as good as ours!” 
 
Tahu stepped forward, holding up his sword. “Then let Makuta tremble this day--we stand 
together until Mata Nui is free!” 
 
The other Toa raised their weapons in agreement. Kopaka joined the cheer, but he was growing 
weary of the company of the others.  
 
 “Let’s watch out for one another as we keep looking for the Kanohi,” said Onua. “We can 
summon each other quickly, now that many of us have the Kakama.” 
 
“I suppose we may have to work together sometimes, but I’d like to get back to Ko-Wahi,” 
thought Kopaka. He looked around. “Onua seems quite wise, but he and I definitely have a 
different way of working.” 
 
Everyone nodded and turned to continue his quest. Onua dug into the ground, and Pohatu 
vanished with a smile. Kopaka nodded to Gali and switched to his mask of speed. As he 
decelerated in front of the Sanctum, he breathed in the cold, pure air and sighed with relief. 
 
Kopaka was surprised to see Kopeke and Kikua standing with two other Matorans in front of the 
structure. “I’ve never seen more than two Ko-Koronans in one place at one time,” thought 
Kopaka. “I wonder what they are doing.” He walked up to the group and saw that they were 
looking at a hand-held device.  
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“Hello, Toa Kopaka,” said Kopeke. “Look at this thing Zolo brought back from Onu-Koro. It’s 
some kind of seismic recorder.” He handed the object to Kopaka. It had a square display screen, 
several buttons, a knob, and a long cable attached to a larger device that was lying in the snow. 
Kopaka turned it over in his hands. 
 
Zolo, in a light gray Ruru, explained some more. “Nelo and I went down there to get some repair 
parts for the cable car, and Nuparu gave this to us. He says they use it to test the soundness of the 
rock before they excavate. They put this probe into the ground, and then they try it with different 
settings of this knob. And when they read the display, it tells them something about the solidity 
of the earth.” 
 
Nelo continued, “Nuparu said we might be able to use it to test the ice, in the same way. But 
we’re not sure what we the readout on the display really means. Nuparu was in kind of a hurry. 
They had a Rahi attack while we were there.” He shook his white Kakama. 
 
Kopaka switched on the device and turned the knob. He punched a few buttons. A green light 
blinked on the device as the probe on the ground began to vibrate. He pulled his sword off his 
back and pried open the case. The Matorans’ eyes widened with alarm, but they watched in 
silence. 
 
Kopaka adjusted the knob again and watched the parts move inside the small machine. After a 
few minutes he spoke. “It’s really rather simple. The crystal, here, emits a regular pulsed signal 
through the cable, and the probe sends a vibration into the ground. Then this assembly, with a 
weight on a spring, resonates with the reflected waves from the ground. If you turn the knob, the 
length of the spring changes, and that changes the frequency. So the readout, which is just a 
magnet passing below these metal particles, shows you the amplitude of the vibrations at that 
frequency.” 
 
The Ko-Koronans stared blankly at Kopaka, then at the device. Kopaka smiled as he snapped the 
case back together. “What really matters is that if you tune it to a low frequency, like this, and 
you measure a strong signal, the ice is probably hollow.” 
 
The villagers nodded. “That is going to be useful,” smiled Kopeke. 
 
“Thank you, Toa Kopaka,” added Kikua. 
 
“You should thank the Onu-Koronans. This thing is quite clever,” replied Kopaka. He handed 
the object to Kopeke and turned toward the Sanctum to go inside. He stopped when he saw Nuju 
watching from the steps. Nuju made a few clicks and hums and then went back inside the 
building. 
 
Kopaka looked at the Matorans. “Did any of you understand that?” he asked. 
 
Nolo shrugged. “We don’t really know what he says without Matoro.” 
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“I think he said you were smart,” ventured Kopeke. “Something like that. I understand a few of 
his sounds, but not many.” 
 
“Just not smart enough to be worth talking to,” thought Kopaka. Aloud, he asked, “Is he capable 
of speaking in words?” 
 
“I’ve heard that he can. He just doesn’t,” said Zolo. 
 
Kopaka looked at the villagers. “Well, you should go experiment with that thing. Then you can 
use it on ice of unknown properties.” He walked up the steps into the Sanctum. 
 
With some new directions from Nuju, Kopaka spent the remainder of the afternoon hunting 
masks. By evening, he had added two more to his collection. “I’ll get that Kaukau he told me 
about, and then I’ll go back to the sanctum for the night,” he thought as he watched the sun sink 
lower in the sky. “The cold doesn’t bother me, but the darkness makes me useless at night. I 
can’t wait to find my Ruru.” 
 
The Toa of Ice headed for the southern edge of Ko-Koro, where the foothills flattened out and 
became jungle. He soon found the round rock outcrop Nuju had mentioned and zeroed in on it 
with his ranging lens. And there, embedded in the rock about halfway up, perhaps a dozen bios 
off the ground, was a Kaukau. 
 
Then Kopaka saw something else. A small green form was climbing up to the mask. “Lewa,” 
muttered Kopaka. He watched a trio of Muaka emerge from a cave near the cliff. “And he’s 
about to get himself in trouble.” Kopaka, clad in his Kakama, raced toward them. 
 
Lewa hacked at the first Muaka with his axe and kicked off one of its masks. The second Muaka 
grabbed his extended leg and lifted him upside down. Kopaka jumped up onto the ledge with his 
Miru as Lewa delivered an axe blow to the Rahi’s eye, and it shook its head, releasing him. The 
Toa of Ice spun and froze the first Muaka, which was about to attack again. Lewa landed on his 
feet and sprang up, flipping over the second creature’s head and knocking off one of its masks 
with his weapon. Kopaka blasted it with ice as the third beast closed its mouth around Lewa’s 
foot, and he fell on his face. Kopaka aimed his blade and froze the creature in its tracks. Then he 
formed an ice staircase up to the Kaukau. Lewa pulled his foot loose and sat up. “Kopaka? Are 
you here somewhere?” 
 
“Hello, Lewa,” called Kopaka from above him. He pulled the Kaukau off the cliff face. Then he 
turned and tossed the Kanohi to Lewa, who caught it with both hands. “You were here first,” 
explained the Toa of Ice. He walked down the stairs and helped Lewa to his feet. 
 
“Well, thanks,” replied Lewa. “And thanks for getting that last Muaka.” 
 
Kopaka nodded. “Have a nice swim.” He blazed away toward his village. “Lewa is quite a 
fighter,” he thought admiringly. “But he’s not big on planning ahead, it would seem. I’m sure I 
can find another Kaukau somewhere.” 
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As he ran, he found himself wishing he had been able to keep the Kaukau himself, though. “I 
shouldn’t be so selfish,” he chided himself. “Lewa worked harder than I did for it, and he was 
there first. Besides, I should be happy I helped someone. Lewa obviously needed it.” Suddenly, 
the scenery ahead of him disappeared. Kopaka stumbled and fell head-first into the snow as his 
vision went black. 
 
Kopaka saw the dim outline of a relatively cold Matoran against the frigid stone walls. The 
Matoran approached, slowly, and emerged from the shadows. He wore a Hau and was dark 
gray, but he was completely covered with patches of a strange greenish substance. The Toa 
glanced at each other.  The Matoran stopped. “I have been waiting for you.” 
 
“But you--you are--” stammered Tahu. 
 
The Matoran sneered ominously. “You expected something else?” he snarled. “Something like 
THIS?” A massive cluster of dark tentacles emerged from the void and lifted his head high into 
the air. Then the long, powerful tentacles began to lunge at the Toa. The image faded to black. 
 
Kopaka pushed himself up on his hands and shook the snow off his mask. He sat up and rubbed 
his head, which had struck a hard object as he fell. “What was that?” he wondered. “I’m not 
looking forward to that dream coming true…” He felt in the snow for the object. As he focused 
his Akaku on it, he gasped. It was a Kaukau! 
 
Kopaka stared at the mask, astounded at his good fortune. “Or was it just fortune?” he asked 
himself. “Perhaps someone sent me the vision here, so I would find the same mask I just helped 
someone else to get.” He looked around, knowing full well that the powers at work to determine 
his destiny were no doubt invisible, even to his amazing vision. He put the Kaukau on over his 
own mask, but there was no way to test it. “I’ll go to the sea tomorrow and see how it works,” he 
thought, glancing at the water to his left. “Maybe I should pay Gali a visit.” He started to 
imagine how he might be able to help his delicate-looking teammate. Then he remembered how 
she had flipped the huge Muaka and blasted the menacing Nui-Jaga earlier that day. He laughed 
to himself. “Of course she doesn’t need my help.” 
 
Kopaka looked toward the distant sea again, this time with his ranging lens. There was a group 
of Nui-Jaga near the shore. He decided to investigate before he went home. He approached 
slowly, peering through his density lens, and realized that they were clustered around the mouth 
of a cave. With a wave of his ice blade, he brought a small avalanche down off a nearby foothill 
and buried the Rahi. Then he melted the snow over the cave and slowly crept inside. 
 
Soon he discovered what they were hiding. To Kopaka’s delight, it was a Rau. “Now I’ll be able 
to understand my Turaga,” he thought with relief. He placed it over his mask to merge the 
powers and then put it on his back with his shield. Then he left the cave to dig out the Nui-Jaga 
and unmask them. But they had already emerged from the shallow snow, and soon he was 
surrounded by seven of them. “Too many to freeze,” he realized. “And I’ve already dumped all 
the available snow on them…” With growing panic, he switched to his Kakama and bolted for 
the water as they raised their tails. He vanished just as the venom began to fly.  
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Kopaka held his breath as he plunged into the water, then changed to his new Kaukau. He fought 
his instinct and drew the water into his lungs. To his amazement, he felt the oxygen from the 
heavy fluid revitalizing his body. He stayed underwater for a moment just to experience the 
strange feeling of it, then surfaced. The Jaga were waiting for him. But from the safety of the 
water he was able to freeze them one by one. Finally he threw the last of their infected masks 
into the sea and headed home again. 
 
As Kopaka neared his village, he suddenly had a frightening thought. “Matoro!” he cried. “If my 
visions really come true, he could be in danger!” He accelerated and raced through the snow as 
the shadows grew long and darker blue. Leaping up the long staircase that wound around the 
mountain, three steps at a time, he imagined the worst. Finally he burst into the Sanctum. 
 
The Matorans studying there turned to look at him in surprise. His haste was out of place in this 
refuge of contemplation. He glanced quickly around and saw Matoro standing next to Nuju. 
Kopaka breathed a sigh of relief. He walked slowly over to the villager and took him aside. 
“Matoro,” he said in a low voice, “I had a vision you were in danger. Please be very careful.” 
 
Nuju buzzed and clicked in reply. Kopaka changed to his Rau and smiled as he understood the 
strange sounds for the first time. “Matoro, the Great Beings may have blessed him with the gift 
of vision. Pay attention to what he is saying.” 
 
Matoro opened his mouth to translate, but Kopaka spoke first. "I'm not sure I'd call it a blessing, 
exactly, but one of my visions has already come true." 
 
Nuju's emotionless face betrayed no surprise, but Matoro's showed astonishment. "It's the Noble 
Mask of Translation," clicked the Turaga as Kopaka handed it to him. "You may be dismissed 
for the night." Matoro nodded and took his leave. 
 
Kopaka got straight to the point. "Why do you talk like that, Nuju?" 
 
"It is my way," replied the village elder enigmatically. "Tell me more about these visions." 
 
Kopaka had been hoping for a more thorough explanation, but he complied. "I've had several. 
Actually, they’ve come in pairs. The first sets up the scene, and the second continues the story. 
And the second part of the first set has come to pass. I saw a Nui-Rama drop a rock on Kopeke 
and Kikua's bridge, making them fall." 
 
"Ah, yes, they told me about that. What were the others about?" 
 
"Matoro being attacked by a Muaka. And an infected Matoran transforming into a huge tentacled 
creature. What do you think that means? Could that be Makuta?" 
 
"Hard to say." Nuju shook his head. 
 
"Well, you Turaga are supposed to know all the prophecies," snapped Kopaka. He was beginning 
to get impatient. He had had high hopes for the Rau, but so far Nuju had told him nothing. "What 
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are they? I can't fight effectively in the dark!" 
 
"I will tell you what you need to know before you need to know it." The sounds of the Turaga's 
reply were unusually sharp. Nuju spun abruptly on his heels and left the building. 
 
Kopaka groaned. "A lot of help he's turned out to be!" His voice echoed off the walls of the 
empty Sanctum. "I guess I'll have to go read the answers for myself." He took a lightstone from 
one of the sconces on the wall, walked behind the statue, and descended the stairs to the Wall of 
Destiny. Kopaka spent most of the night reading. He found that his Rau enabled him to decipher 
even the oldest and most mysterious passages. Finally sleep overtook him, and he lay down on 
the floor and closed his tired blue eyes. 
 
 
 
Chapter 3: TEMP -273°C * RANGE 5 BIO * SPEC GRAV 0.0 
 
The Toa, using their Kakamas, slowed to a stop just outside Ta-Koro and looked around at the 
strange sight. There were piles of broken rock and jagged ice everywhere, and the earth 
shuddered under heavy blows. Columns of smoke rose on the horizon. 
 
Kopaka saw a quick movement to his left. He used his heat lens to see through a large stone 
outcrop. There were half a dozen creatures almost his size with large, rounded heads. Kopaka 
was surprised to see that their temperature was as low as his own. As they came around the rock, 
he saw them more clearly. Their hands were shaped like round shields, and their heads were 
covered with translucent plates. Inside each one was a small light blue object.  
 
Kopaka sat up with a start. “What were those things?” he asked himself. He realized he had 
fallen asleep inside the great hall under the Sanctum once again. As was his custom at night, he 
had been reading the Wall of Destiny. 
 
Nuju walked in, swinging a lightstone in his hand. He set the stone in a sconce before he noticed 
Kopaka, sitting motionless with his back against the wall. He nodded his greeting to the Toa, 
who nodded back. The Turaga found a passage on the wall to study and was soon lost in 
contemplation. 
 
Kopaka stood up. Since his harsh words with the Turaga many days ago, he had spoken with 
Nuju only a few times. Now that he had only one mask left to find, their communication had all 
but ceased. “Whatever those dream creatures were, I’m sure Nuju won’t tell me, if he even 
knows,” thought the Toa with resignation. “Besides, only one of my dreams has come true. 
Maybe the rest are just ordinary nightmares.” 
 
Kopaka looked at the section he had been reading the night before. “I’m almost to the end of this 
thing. It’s certainly cost me a lot of sleep. But I’ve got to finish reading it before I face Makuta. 
Something in here might make all the difference.” He turned to go. He wanted to keep reading, 
but he didn’t particularly want to be around Nuju. 
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As he approached the stairway, Kopaka turned back toward the Turaga. “Do you know where I 
might find my Pakari?” he asked. 
 
Nuju clicked and hummed without looking up. “The legend says that all the Pakaris will be 
found at great depth.” 
 
“Here we go again,” thought Kopaka, climbing the stairs. “That must mean it’s in the ocean. 
Good thing I already have my Kaukau.” 
 
Kopaka skied and ran until he reached the seashore near Ko-Koro. But the vast sea seemed to 
defy him as he gazed over the ever-changing, restless surface. “This is really hopeless,” he 
sighed. “The ocean is so huge.” He sat on a rock and considered what to do. “I’ll just hunt for 
Rahi in Ga-Wahi, and if I find my Pakari, so be it. If not, at least Ga-Koro will be a little bit 
safer.” He set out for the opposite side of the island. 
 
By the time he reached the Hura-Mafa river delta, Kopaka had scanned the edge of Lake Naho 
and spotted a Tarakava. He changed to his Kaukau and plunged into the water. The coolness of 
the fluid was a welcome feeling, and he enjoyed the sensation of being suspended in it. He did a 
somersault in the water before watching the Rahi swim back to a rock outcrop in the deepest part 
of the bay, where it and a few others seemed to be living—or perhaps guarding something. 
 
Kopaka approached the Tarakava slowly, drifting on the current and making as few movements 
as possible to avoid attracting attention. He wasn’t sure exactly how his ice powers would work 
underwater. “I think it will take less energy,” he speculated, “since I won’t have to condense the 
water from the air first. But I’d better succeed with the first shot, because there are five of them, 
and they are much better swimmers than I am.” He pulled his blade slowly off his back and 
aimed at the closest beast. 
 
Kopaka braced himself against a rock on the sea floor so he wouldn’t be pushed backwards. He 
shot a blast of cold energy. As he had guessed, the water froze quickly around the Tarakava--
and, unexpectedly, around two more next to it. The others immediately spun and lunged for him 
from both sides. He blocked the fists of the first with his shield as he froze the second, but the 
blow sent him tumbling end over end. He stuck his blade in the sand to stop himself, then pulled 
it out just as the last Rahi attacked again. Ice spread instantly over the jaws that had been ready 
to crush his head. 
 
Kopaka sighed with relief as the ice-encased Tarakava floated to the top of the water. He put his 
shield on his back and flexed his knees, pushing off the ocean floor toward the surface. He 
turned over the frozen block, looking for infected masks to remove before he thawed the animals 
inside. Then he looked up to see a small boat. A Matoran in a blue Kaukau was rowing toward 
him. 
 
When she got closer, the Ga-Koronan dropped her oars and stared at him. “Are you--” she 
stammered. 
 
“I’m Kopaka, Toa of Ice,” he smiled, suddenly aware that he must look very strange to her in his 
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clear and white Kaukau, hanging onto a huge raft of frozen Rahi. “You must be one of Gali’s 
villagers.” 
 
“Yes, I’m Hahli,” she replied in a quiet voice. “I was fishing out here, when I saw those frozen 
Tarakava float up.” 
 
Kopaka patted the ice block. “Well, these won’t bother you any more.” He chipped off one of the 
masks, changed back to his Akaku, and watched the infected Kanohi sink slowly to the bottom. 
But near the spot where it landed, something else caught his eye. He caught his breath. There 
was a Pakari, half-buried in the sand! 
 
“Thank you, Toa Kopaka,” Hahli smiled shyly and gripped her oars. She spun her boat around 
and began to paddle away. 
 
“Wait, Hahli,” said Kopaka. “Do you know if Gali has her Pakari yet?” 
 
“No, she doesn’t, unless she’s found it in the last half hour or so,” Hahli called back. “She just 
helped me pull in a big net full of fish, and she was joking with me about that.” 
 
“Then please tell her there’s one down here on the sea floor. Can you see it?” 
 
Hahli turned her canoe around again, paddled closer, and leaned over the edge of the boat. 
“Where? It’s too deep for me to see.” 
 
“Come on, I’ll show you,” offered Kopaka. He changed to his Kaukau as Hahli strapped on a 
swim bladder and put the tube in her mouth. She jumped into the water and swam down after 
him. Kopaka pointed at the Kanohi, and Hahli nodded. She swam back up, and Kopaka lifted her 
into her craft. 
 
“Toa Gali will be really pleased,” she grinned, pulling off her diving equipment and setting it 
next to her nets. 
 
Suddenly Kopaka had second thoughts. What if Gali questioned his motives in helping her? “But 
don’t tell her you saw me,” added Kopaka. 
 
“All right, I won’t,” Hahli laughed as she rowed away. 
 
Kopaka unmasked the other Rahi and released them all from their ice prison with a touch of his 
blade. He watched them swim slowly to the rock outcrop. Then he swam for the shore, got out of 
the water, and headed for home. This time he didn’t really mind walking away without the 
Kanohi. But his mind was full of doubts. “That wasn’t very efficient. I traveled all the way there 
and back, and Gali still has to go find the mask,” he thought. “I should have just taken it. Or led 
her to it. But then she might be insulted that I thought she needed help.” 
 
Nuju didn’t look up when Kopaka entered the Sanctum and stood next to him. “You didn’t find 
your Pakari?” he whistled. 
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“I found it, but I didn’t take it,” replied the Toa of Ice, who had switched to his Rau just in time 
to understand. 
 
Nuju turned his head and gazed intently at Kopaka. “Why not?” 
 
Kopaka hesitated. For some reason he felt like he needed to hear some wisdom. And despite his 
misgivings about his Turaga, Nuju was the logical source. “I left it on the ocean floor for Gali,” 
he confessed. “I shouldn’t have, I suppose. I think I’m going soft.” He almost regretted his words 
as soon as he spoke them. “I must be desperate,” he thought, “seeking advice from this weird 
little guy with a square head who squeaks instead of talks!” 
 
“Not at all,” replied the Turaga. “After all, love of our fellow creatures is why we are fighting in 
the first place.” 
 
Now it was Kopaka’s turn to stare. “Nuju, I’m just doing my duty. Love has nothing to do with 
it.” 
 
“Ah, but it does,” argued Nuju. He pointed to a passage of text on the wall. “As it says right 
there, Greater love has no one than this, that he lay down his life for his friends.*” 
 
“Yes, I saw that.” Kopaka recalled the night when his bleary eyes had passed over those glyphs 
and wondered at their meaning. “But love just makes us vulnerable to pain, if the ones we care 
about are lost. A warrior doesn’t have the luxury of loving anyone.” 
 
“Love does not cause weakness,” clicked Nuju softly. “It is a source of strength.” 
 
“I need to finish reading these walls,” remarked the confused Toa. 
 
“That’s not really the problem, Toa Kopaka. I’m very impressed by how much knowledge you 
have accumulated since you arrived. But only time and experience can help you convert that into 
wisdom.” The village elder ran his hand reverently over the carved characters. “Of course, it’s 
important to read the writings, too. I read them over and over, and each time I learn something 
new.” 
 
The Toa of Ice looked at Nuju with new respect. He thought about the hours of patient study the 
Turaga had devoted to understanding the truth. Kopaka realized that the calm, quiet leadership 
Nuju offered his villagers was his way of showing love. “Thank you, Nuju.” He turned to go. 
 
“Kopaka,” added Nuju, “the ocean is not the only thing on Mata Nui that is deep.” 
 
“Is he bragging about his own wisdom?” thought Kopaka, rolling his eyes. “No--wait! 
Underground!” He gasped. “That must be where another Pakari is!” He ran up the stairs two at a 
time. But as he hurried through the Sanctum, he paused to smile at Kopeke. The surprised 
Matoran smiled back. 
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Kopaka stepped outside into a raging blizzard. He focused his Akaku so that he could navigate 
through the opaque whiteness, and then he ran toward Onu-Koro. “That’ll get me underground. 
Then I’ll look for Rahi with my mask, and maybe I’ll find that Pakari. Too bad I can’t use my 
Kakama in this stuff.” 
 
Soon Kopaka was skiing down the icy slope on the north side of Mount Ihu. But then his vision 
went black, and he tumbled forward. 
 
As the creatures came around the rock, Kopaka saw them more clearly. Their hands were 
shaped like round shields, and their heads were covered with translucent plates. Inside each one 
was a small light blue object.  
 
Lewa jumped up and swung his axe, sending a strong wind toward the mysterious invaders. But 
all at once, as if on a signal, they raised their shields and blasted him with a pale blue beam of 
energy. Kopaka watched, stunned, as the lower half of Lewa’s body was instantly covered with a 
thick layer of ice. Yelling loudly, Lewa crashed to the ground.  
 
Kopaka sat up, stunned, and groped for his mask. He had rolled perhaps a hundred bios down the 
mountain, although it was hard to judge in these weather conditions. He felt a wave of relief as 
his hand closed on the smooth curves of his Kanohi, and he replaced it on his face. But out of the 
swirling snow emerged a huge form in front of him. He was facing a Kane-Ra. 
 
The Toa of Ice reached back for his sword, but it wasn’t there. He changed to his Hau as the 
giant beast lunged at him, and it bounced away. Then, with his Akaku, he scanned the area and 
spotted his weapon just before the great horns dug into the snow beneath him and heaved him 
into the air. He landed on his face. Snow began to slide down the mountain, shaken loose by the 
fighting. He could see it with his Akaku through the wind-driven whiteness. Kopaka jumped up 
and changed to his Matatu. The creature charged again as Kopaka focused on his sword. The grip 
flew into his hand, and he jumped out of the way just as the mighty head slammed into the 
ground.  
 
The avalanche was growing in magnitude, now rumbling loudly down the mountain. Kopaka 
glanced between the approaching Rahi and the jagged chunks of ice bouncing toward him. “The 
Kane-Ra will kill me first,” he thought, and aimed his blade at the beast. It froze in place as the 
massive glacier cascaded down onto them. He was swept along by the powerful current of ice 
until he pointed his blade uphill, and the icy chunks stopped, instantly frozen in place. 
 
Kopaka melted himself free. Breathing heavily, he approached to unmask the infected creature. 
But Kopaka was too exhausted to be very precise. He melted too much of the ice covering it, and 
it sprang out and slammed into him, knocking him onto his back and crushing his chest under its 
large hoof. Then the creature tumbled backwards, struck by a huge flying rock. Kopaka stood 
slowly and looked around. Through the blizzard he saw Pohatu, who was kicking the masks off 
the prostrate Kane-Ra. The Toa of Ice waved his sword to stop the storm. 
 
“Thanks, Kopaka,” grinned Pohatu. “That weather was a real nuisance. Are you all right?” 
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“Yeah. Thanks for getting that Rahi, Pohatu.” Kopaka suddenly realized that he hurt all over. 
 
Pohatu ambled over to his fellow Toa. “I don’t know how you get around in these blizzards. I 
kept having to switch back and forth between my Kakama and my Akaku. What a nightmare!” 
 
Kopaka rubbed his back. He was angry with himself for failing to defeat the Kane-Ra. “That’s 
it,” he muttered to himself. “I should have used my Kakama and just run. Then only the Rahi 
would have been wiped out by the avalanche.” 
 
“But anyway, I just stopped by to see how your quest was going,” continued Pohatu cheerfully. 
 
“That’s nice of you, Pohatu, but at the moment I just want to be alone,” replied the Toa of Ice, 
staring at the ground. He thought back to the end of the fight. “I should have been more careful 
when I thawed that thing. Never underestimate your enemy.” 
 
“I’ll see you later, then,” called Pohatu, turning to go. “Be careful.” 
 
Kopaka looked up. “Pohatu, wait. Please don’t be offended. I just need to think through a few 
things.” 
 
Pohatu smiled sympathetically. “No offense taken. I understand. Just call on me anytime you 
need help.” He vanished in a red blur. 
 
Kopaka sighed. Pohatu had saved his life, and yet he felt more embarrassed than grateful. 
“That’s wrong,” he chided himself. “He went way out of his way to check on me.” Then he 
returned to his analysis of the fight. “I could have worn my Hau as I unfroze it, once I located it 
with the Akaku.” 
 
Mindful of his recent mistakes, Kopaka was especially alert as he made his way toward Onu-
Wahi. He skied down to the foothills, peaceful under their blanket of glistening snow, and began 
to run toward the abandoned mines between Onua’s region and his own. “There won’t be any 
undiscovered masks in Onu-Koro itself, because the Matorans have probably explored every 
inch of it. But over in this area, there could be anything underground.” 
 
Soon Kopaka had used his density lens to find the tunnel opening and descended into the cool 
dampness of a network of tunnels. He alternated between his Ruru and his Akaku to navigate 
around the maze of passageways. Hour passed, and he found nothing. Periodically he retraced 
his steps to make sure his mental map of the underground matrix was correct. He had a very 
strong dread of getting lost in this potential death trap. 
 
He thought more about Pohatu as he wandered. “He does very simple things—he breaks rocks, 
and he kicks them at things. And he makes landslides.” He smiled to himself as he remembered 
their first meeting. “He really seems to enjoy using his powers. And he’s obviously doing all 
right on his quest and the defense of his village, or he wouldn’t have had time to come see me. 
How does he keep doing his job so well, yet stay so happy?” Kopaka shook his head. “Stone is 
so stable. Maybe that’s why his personality is like that.” He looked at the rock more carefully. 
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Suddenly he realized that the wall in front of him was unusually dense—so dense, in fact, that 
his Akaku couldn’t see through it. He touched it with his fingers, and it felt like lumpy glass. 
“Strange,” he thought. A shiver went up his spine, but he wasn’t sure why. “Pohatu would 
probably have a theory about this.” He turned to search in another direction. 
 
Eventually the Toa of Ice found a large chamber. He lay his aching body down to rest for a little 
while. “These visions are nothing but trouble,” he thought. “That last one almost got me killed. 
Maybe Makuta has been sending them to me.” He considered the circumstances around the other 
visions. “One of them came true--the one about Kopeke and Kikua and their bridge. I wonder if 
Makuta sent me one real one so I would think I was clairvoyant. And then he could give me the 
others to distract me from my real mission.”  
 
Kopaka thought about the other time a vision had come while he was running and made him fall. 
“But one of the visions made me find a mask. A Kaukau. Then what did I do? Daydream about 
swimming with Gali.” He sighed, disgusted with himself. “So that’s what’s going on here. 
Makuta has been sidetracking me with fantasies about Gali. And he’s using that to drive a wedge 
between me and Tahu!” Kopaka sat up straight. “That demon… he even uses love against us.” 
He jumped to his feet, more determined than ever to find his last mask and confront this evil, 
which seemed to grow bigger and more sinister with every new thing he learned about it. 
 
As Kopaka walked toward one of the tunnels out of the cave to continue exploring, he saw 
movements through the wall. Suddenly small scorpions poured out of all the passageways, 
surrounding him. He spun in a circle, spreading a layer of ice onto the floor. The Kofo-Jaga 
slipped on the smooth surface, but soon they regained their footing and continued to crawl 
toward him at a slower pace. He started at one side of the room and froze them in clumps, but 
they were jabbing at his legs. “This is too slow, because they are so far apart,” he thought, 
kicking them away. He used his shield to shove several of them together, so he could encase 
them in ice more efficiently. Finally he had immobilized all the Rahi. 
 
Kopaka knelt and set about removing their masks. Patiently, he unfroze them one at a time and 
pulled off the infected Kanohi. Finally his task was complete, and after scanning unsuccessfully 
for a Pakari, he rose to go. “I’d better call it a day,” he decided. “It must be close to nighttime, 
and I need to check on my villagers. And I want to finish reading that wall, anyway.” 
 
Kopaka maneuvered out of the catacombs and returned home. The villagers were safe, much to 
his relief. That night he read the last sentences of the Wall of Destiny before collapsing with 
fatigue, his back against it. Therefore do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry 
about itself. Each day has enough trouble of its own.** To the one who reads all these words, 
may he experience the full blessings of the Great Spirit Mata Nui. As he lay down, he murmured 
to himself. “‘Do not worry?’ Who on this island is that intended for? Ever since I came here, life 
has been endless worry.” He closed his eyes and let the comfortable darkness of sleep fold 
around him. 
 
Two days later, Kopaka still had not found his Pakari. On his way back to check on the village 
during a blinding snowstorm, he stopped in his tracks. As he examined one of the red flags 
Matoro often planted in the snow so he could find his way home, Kopaka had a strange feeling. 
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“Something is wrong,” he thought. The image of Matoro being attacked by the Muaka flashed 
through his mind. “He’s in danger!” he yelled. He scanned ahead with his Akaku and saw the 
next flag. Running from one to the next, he found the Matoran, clutching a pick axe, standing 
across from a Muaka. Snow swirled around them, driven by a bitter wind. The animal lunged at 
the Matoran, striking him with its bared teeth, and he flew into a snowdrift.  
 
Kopaka waved his blade to dismiss the blizzard. He jumped forward to get the creature’s 
attention. Out of the corner of his eye he saw a strange multicolored Matoran leaning over to pull 
Matoro out of the snow. The Toa of Ice switched to his Huna. He struck the beast with his 
invisible blade. Dancing around the animal, he distracted it away from the villagers and toward 
the edge of a cliff of ice. Then he changed to his Mahiki, and projected two images of himself. 
As the confused creature lunged for the one in the center, the illusion wavered. Three ice blades 
sliced into the ground, the real one cutting off the ledge and sending the Muaka howling over the 
cliff. As Kopaka returned to his Akaku, he shook his head. “Well, one more dream came true. Is 
Makuta trying to confuse me?” 
 
“Nice job, Kopaka!” called Onua, running up to him. “I’m sorry I wasn’t here in time to help.” 
 
“Oh, hello, Onua,” greeted Kopaka. He noticed that Onua was wincing with every step, as if 
running caused him a lot of pain. “That’s OK. He wasn’t much trouble.” The Toa of Ice put his 
sword on his back and turned to the Matorans, who were obviously unharmed. “Matoro, who’s 
your friend?” 
 
“I haven’t met him yet. I’m Matoro,” said the Ko-Koronan, nodding to the other Matoran. 
 
The traveler hesitated. “I’m--I’m not sure who I am. A traveler.” 
 
“Take him back inside the temple and warm yourselves up. You’ve gotten into enough trouble 
today, Matoro! I’ll meet you in a little while,” instructed Kopaka. He watched the two walk 
away. “So, Onua, what can I do for you?” 
 
“I came to bring you this,” Onua replied, handing him the last Pakari from his pack. 
 
“Why, thank you! I didn’t know you could do this!” Kopaka took the mask and looked at Onua. 
“You’ve gone pretty far out of your way, haven’t you?” 
 
“I guess so. It seemed like the thing to do. I found four of them in Onu-Koro. I don’t need them, 
and the rest of you do.” 
 
“So Nuju was right. The other Pakaris were deep underground, after all,” thought Kopaka. “And 
that’s why I couldn’t find any of them--Onua was already hauling them all over Mata Nui!” He 
put the gray Kanohi over his own, and breathed deeply as the masks merged. He drew his sword 
again and sliced another chunk off the cliff. “That’s incredible,” he marveled. “I can really tell 
the difference. It took hardly any effort. Now for something a little more challenging.” 
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But as he looked around for a suitable test for the Pakari, an ominous rumbling began to fill the 
air. An avalanche was cascading down Mount Ihu, heading straight for the Toa. Kopaka calmly 
extended his blade, and instantly the ice stopped in place, completely silent. 
 
“I’ve always been amazed at the way you do that,” said Onua. 
 
“Thanks, but it’s just the way I was made.” 
 
The rumbling began again, and the same slope started to move. “What? That’s not supposed to 
happen,” frowned Kopaka. Again he stopped the flow of ice. But then it resumed its downward 
slide, louder than ever, as if to knock the Toa off the cliff. 
 
“What’s going on, Kopaka?” asked Onua. 
 
“This is no ordinary avalanche!” shouted Kopaka over the noise. “Makuta himself must be 
behind this one!” 
 
Onua nodded. As Kopaka tried in vain to control his element, the Toa of Earth dug through the 
snow and into the dirt until he had made a cave big enough for two Toa. “Make a ceiling for us!” 
he called, pulling Kopaka inside. “The earth is not going to hold against that much weight!” 
 
Kopaka formed a thick slab of ice above their heads. Onua pressed it up against the earthen 
ceiling with his claws. Kopaka, still wearing his new Pakari, dropped his weapons and stood 
beside Onua. Together the Toa supported the ice block as they heard thousands of tons of snow 
rumble over them. Finally the noise stopped. 
 
Kopaka spoke first. “Buried by my own element. How humiliating.” 
 
“Don’t worry, it’s happened to me before, too. But it looks like your Pakari works. Keep holding 
the slab up until I dig us out.” 
 
“Thanks for getting us to safety, Onua. That would have hurt.” 
 
Onua tunneled out through the deep snow. Kopaka switched to his Kakama, dropped the slab, 
and bolted for the opening. He reached the surface as the ice and snow caved in their temporary 
shelter. Looking toward the village, he said, “Well, the avalanche was obviously meant for us, 
because Ko-Koro is untouched.” 
 
“That’s a relief. Now, shall we go back there and get your golden Kanohi?” 
 
“Sure,” replied Kopaka, wondering how Onua knew the Pakari was his last mask. “Did Nuju tell 
you?” 
 
“No, I just knew. Somehow.” Onua rolled his eyes. “Everyone but me and Gali has one now. 
We’re both missing the Kakama.” 
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Kopaka looked at him sideways. “Follow me.” He turned and walked toward the village of ice. 
But when he didn’t hear Onua behind him, he spun around again to see Onua, wearing his Hau 
and facing another infected Muaka. Kopaka pointed his sword at it, and the animal stopped, 
frozen in place. 
 
“Thanks, Kopaka! Say, why didn’t you do that to the other one?” 
 
“Now where’s the fun in that?” asked Kopaka wryly, hacking the infected masks off the 
immobile creature with his blade. He unfroze it, and it growled and ran away into the snowdrifts. 
Kopaka kicked the infected Kanohi off the cliff. “Besides, I needed the practice with the masks.” 
 
“I did like the way you did that,” said Onua admiringly, as they began to walk back to the 
temple. “I should have tried that Mahiki trick on Lewa. Probably would have saved me getting 
my ribs busted.” 
 
“What? Why would Lewa be busting your ribs?” 
 
Onua explained what had happened in the hive. “Wow.” Kopaka shook his head. A quick scan of 
Onua with the density lens revealed that the Toa of Earth was not exaggerating. Two of his ribs 
were broken, and from the irregular temperature patterns, Kopaka surmised that he had sustained 
a head injury and a lot of internal bruising as well. He remembered what a good fighter Lewa 
was, and he furrowed his brow as he imagined how Onua must feel. “Makuta is a formidable 
enemy. Turning one Toa against another, that’s really sinister. I never thought about THAT 
happening. But you outsmarted that monster. Way to go.” 
 
“Thanks. So, do you think that Muaka was mad because you sent its friend over the cliff?” 
 
Kopaka shook his head. “No. The Matoran tell me that in their natural state, the Muaka travel in 
pairs. But the infected ones, they don’t care about anyone. They act alone.” 
 
“Oh. Hey! Look! It’s my Kakama!” Onua broke into a run. He stopped in front of a boulder and 
stared. Kopaka walked up behind him. The mask was actually a rock, shaped exactly like the 
mask of speed, down to the finest detail. 
 
“Now who would leave a rock here that looks just like a Kakama?” groaned Onua. “Don’t tell 
me, I think I know.” He looked around with apprehension. 
 
“That’s really creepy,” agreed the Toa of Ice. “He’s playing with your mind.”  
 
“Well, it’s going to backfire, because I’ve had enough of his tricks. Let’s go.” Onua said through 
clenched jaws.  
 
Kopaka thought about his own visions and scowled. “Makuta is trying to drive us mad. 
Unfortunately, the tricks are working, because Onua is acting very inattentive, and he keeps 
trailing behind. But that’s really my fault. I should slow down, because he’s been injured.” He 
stopped and turned, only to see yet another Muaka lunging at the Toa of Earth with its long neck. 
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Kopaka yelled, “Look out!” as the Rahi closed its massive jaws around Onua. The Toa of Earth 
gripped its head tightly with his claws, scratching at its eyes. The animal gave a muffled roar and 
thrashed its head around in pain. Kopaka attacked its flank with his sword, but the beast knocked 
him into the snow with its mighty claws. As the neck flexed toward its body, Onua managed to 
kick off one of the infected masks. The jaws closed tighter as Kopaka struck again. Finally he 
blasted it, and Onua, with a beam of cold energy from his sword. The Rahi stopped moving and 
stood still as a statue. Kopaka ran up to it and knocked off the other infected mask. Then he 
unfroze Onua and the creature. 
 
The Muaka dropped Onua in the snow and staggered off, rubbing its head with its claw. Onua 
was breathing with difficulty. “Sorry about that, Onua,” said Kopaka gently, leaning over the 
other Toa. “The more we beat on him, the meaner he got. I didn’t see any other way of getting 
you out of there.” 
 
“No problem,” gasped Onua. “You saved my life. Thanks. Again.” 
 
Kopaka grinned as he helped Onua stand up. “Ever since you got here, we’ve been bailing each 
other out. There’s been more trouble in Ko-Wahi in the past hour than in the previous three days. 
You must be pretty special, for Makuta to have it in for you this bad.” 
 
“What an honor,” Onua said sarcastically.  
 
“Don’t tell me, I know what you’re thinking,” said the Toa of Ice. “You think I’ve been acting 
like an infected Muaka, not wanting to work together and all. But today you’ve proven to me that 
we need to.” 
 
“Oh. I wasn’t thinking that, actually, but it’s true, we need to work together. I think Makuta was 
really the one that proved it, though!” 
 
“Yeah. I just hesitate, because I don’t much like working with Tahu. He seems to think his ideas 
are the best, and that we should all just go along. And I don’t always agree with his way of 
rushing into things. We need to think more first sometimes.” 
 
“I see what you mean,” replied Onua. “He is pretty headstrong. But I think he listens to other 
ideas. Someone just had to step forward and get us Toa organized, that’s all.” 
 
“Maybe. But also, I don’t trust him not to start something with Gali. You know. That would 
really throw everything out of balance.” 
 
“Don’t you think Gali knows that?” asked Onua. 
 
Kopaka walked silently for a few steps. “Yes, you’re right. She’s very wise. I trust her.” 
 
“Well, you should learn to trust Tahu, too. He’s worthy of it. We all make mistakes, but he’s 
doing his best, just like the rest of us. And we can’t afford not to trust each other.” 
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They walked in silence the rest of the way to Ko-Koro. Nuju walked up to them as they entered 
the Sanctum. He gestured wordlessly toward Kopaka’s Suva. Kopaka nodded. “Onua brought me 
my Pakari,” he explained. Nuju bowed low to Onua.  
 
Word spread quickly among the villagers, and they gathered quietly around the golden dome. 
Kopaka stepped onto the platform, which descended slowly into the ground. He felt a strange 
vibration in his mask and through his body and saw a brilliant flash. Then the center of the Suva 
ascended again, and Kopaka could see the glorious gold mask out of the corner of his eye. He 
removed it briefly to look at it, then replaced it. The villagers stood motionless, but he could see 
the excitement in their blue eyes as they admired their hero. 
 
“Thank you so much, Onua,” Kopaka smiled. “I hope you feel better soon.” He nodded toward 
the people who depended on him so heavily, and he was even more resolved not to let them 
down. That fiend was not going to get away with making them suffer for so long. Onua said 
goodbye and tunneled away. 
 
Soon Jala’s scouts came to report that all the Toa had their golden Kanohi. As Kopaka prepared 
to leave for the Kini-Nui for the final confrontation with Makuta, he looked at Nuju and the 
assembled Ko-Koronans. Nuju spoke through Matoro, saying, “Kopaka, Toa of Ice, may the 
Great Beings protect you and the other Toa, and give you great strength to defeat this evil.” 
 
Kopaka saluted Nuju with his sword. “Thank you for preparing me with your wisdom, Turaga 
Nuju. And as for you Ko-Koronans, your dedication to your values has given you more 
protection from evil than I ever could. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’m going to go deliver to 
Makuta the cold justice he deserves.” With this, he stowed his weapons, changed to his Kakama, 
and raced away. 
 
As he ran, he prepared himself to see the others again. “I must focus on the mission. I mustn’t get 
distracted by Gali. She’s a warrior, and so am I. And I will not get angry at Tahu. He, just like 
the rest of us, is essential to this team. And I will be patient with Lewa and his impulsiveness.” 
He didn’t have to remind himself to respect Onua and Pohatu. 
 
Kopaka joined Tahu, Lewa, and Pohatu in the field next to the great stone temple. And then 
Onua and Gali jumped from the mouth of the tunnel from Onu-Koro. The other Toa cheered and 
crowded around Onua. Pohatu slapped him on the back. “Here’s to the Toa who showed us the 
meaning of friendship,” he said.  
 
“And teamwork,” added Kopaka, raising his blade in a salute. He thought about the last few days 
of his quest. “Duty and destiny--those virtues are simple to live out. But unity is not so easy. 
Onua and Pohatu have shown me lessons that words alone could never have taught.”  
 
Lewa put his arm around Onua. “Thanks to you, we all have our golden Kanohi. Maybe we’ve 
had to learn the hard way at times, but we’ll show Makuta how well we can fight!” 
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“Thanks for the Kakama,” said Onua to Tahu. “And everything else.” He glanced at Gali, who 
was smiling serenely. 
 
Kopaka wondered what this was about. Then he noticed that Onua was moving freely again. 
Kopaka’s Akaku showed that the broken ribs were knit back together, and the turbulent heat 
patterns around the injuries were gone. “Perhaps Tahu sent Gali to heal Onua,” he speculated to 
himself. 
 
Tahu winked at Onua. “You’re welcome, friend. Now, let’s get ready. This is where we begin 
our final task. If any of you question our choice, or doubt our chances if we work together, speak 
now.” 
 
Kopaka spoke up. “I have doubted you in the past, Tahu, but no more. I think I speak for us all 
when I say that our only hope is to work together. So I cast my sword with yours, if you will 
have it.” 
 
“I will have it gladly, Kopaka,” replied Tahu with a solemn smile. “You are all in assent?” 
 
The Toa looked at one another and nodded. 
 
“Then it is decided,” Tahu continued. “Together, Makuta cannot resist us.” 
 
The discussion turned to protection of the Kini-Nui during the battle, and the problem was solved 
by the fortuitous appearance of the multicolored traveler and his party, one from each village. 
Kopaka smiled to see Kopeke among them. The Matoran nodded proudly to his Toa. 
 
As they approached the great temple, Kopaka pulled Onua aside. “Did Gali do something to heal 
you?” 
 
The Toa of Earth nodded. “She poured water over my head, and all the pain vanished.” 
 
“But then how can there be infected creatures in the sea?” 
 
“I don’t know,” Onua admitted. “I think perhaps it had something to do with her faith.” 
 
The heroes of Mata Nui took their positions on the platform and dropped, one by one, into the 
ground. As the echoes of moving stone died down, Kopaka looked around in the dim light with 
his Akaku and saw the same strange dense stone all around them that he had seen at the edge of 
the network of abandoned tunnels in Onu-Wahi. He noticed that Pohatu was studying the walls 
carefully. The Toa of Fire ignited his sword and was pointing toward a narrow circular crack in 
the wall that was shining red. 
 
“This must be the entrance to Makuta’s lair,” said Tahu. They could see the image of a 
monolithic creature carved on the door. 
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“We must form the Toa Kaita now!” urged Gali. “Kopaka, Lewa, you are with me.” Kopaka 
stepped toward Gali, his heart pounding. He was apprehensive about getting close to her, and he 
was distrustful of Lewa, despite his resolve to uphold the unity of the Toa in this fight. But Gali 
gave him a comforting smile, and he took a deep breath and cleared his mind of his fears. 
 
Kopaka and Gali began to pull parts off themselves. Lewa hesitated, then did the same. Quietly, 
they took themselves apart, first with their hands, and then when their arms were removed, with 
their Matatus. Then, taking turns, they clicked their pieces together into a great creature of 
powerful design. Lewa’s head was lifted high onto mighty shoulders. The Toa of Ice felt a his 
mind being transferred into Lewa’s head, and he was astonished to see his own head lying inert 
on the ground, eyes blank. Then the mind of the Toa of Water appeared inside the shared mind as 
well. 
 
The three identities were separate, dwelling inside one head together. Gali’s voice sounded as if 
it were resonating inside Kopaka’s brain. “Lewa? Kopaka? I can feel you…Are you there?” 
 
Lewa’s answer came: “Yes, Gali, here I am.” 
 
Kopaka responded quietly. “And I am here also.” 
 
The Toa of Ice was nervous. He had resigned himself to losing the individuality of his body to 
combine it with the others’. But he dreaded the idea of merging his mind with theirs. He 
suppressed his thoughts, leaving his mind blank. He felt Gali pushing, as if against a closed door. 
Then she let off the pressure and spoke. “Kopaka… open up… we need you!” 
 
Kopaka let go. He fought the sensation of vertigo and panic, reminding himself that this was his 
destiny. He felt his mind unfolding like his shield, long-silent thoughts and memories finding a 
voice again. They mingled with Gali’s, and he saw through her eyes for a few moments, 
admiring the beauty of the enigmatic creatures in the depths of the ocean. He felt the surge of 
adrenaline as she tackled a Tarakava and wrested off its mask, a flush of gratitude toward Onua, 
who was handing her a mud-covered Matatu, and terror followed by relief as the Nui-Jaga before 
her burst into flames and Tahu appeared amidst the smoke. He saw the dizzying blur of greenery 
as he flipped from one tree to the next, landing on an improbably thin branch. He felt the power 
of the wind leaving his axe and sending a half dozen Nui-Rama swirling into the treetops. As a 
Muaka lunged, Kopaka watched his green foot sail into its jaw with a flying kick and spin to 
safety. And he felt a rush of incredible remorse as an infected mask was knocked off his face, his 
mind cleared of the fog of rage, and he turned to look at the panting black friend who had risked 
his life to save him. His mind reeled with the amazing range of Gali’s and Lewa’s experiences. 
 
But just as he began to wonder how their minds would merge into one, he saw one more scene 

play out before him. Gali was breaking free of Tahu’s embrace and running, panicked, into the 

woods. Horrified, he remembered how they had arrived at the meeting late, Gali upset and Tahu 

subdued. “Gali! Did he hurt you?” he burst out. 
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Gali replied calmly, “No, Kopaka, he’s more than made it up to me. Let it go. We share one 
destiny, and we must not dwell on our differences.”  
 
Kopaka remembered his decision not to be angry at Tahu, and his tension subsided into peace 
like ripples expanding on the surface of a pond. He spoke with quiet strength. “Let us fulfill that 
destiny and destroy this destroyer! He cannot hold together against our unity.” 
 
“He’s not just a big, nasty monster to challenge our fighting skills,” said Lewa with 
uncharacteristic gravity. “He threatens the very thing that drives us to work together and care for 
one another on this island—our brotherlove for each other. He wants to divide us so he can tear 
us apart!” 
 
Gali’s voice was clear and melodious. “But our strength lies in knowing the truth, and we will 
prevail.” Kopaka felt his mind melting into the others’, until there was only one mind, that of 
Wairuha, Toa Kaita of Wisdom. “Spirit of Wisdom--hear me!” he heard his own triple voice call 
out, in perfect unison. 
 
Wairuha turned to his companion, Akamai, Toa Kaita of Valor, who looked fearsome indeed. 
They each took a path and strode into the blackness. There they were assaulted by huge crab-like 
Manas, powerful Rahi that had never been seen by Matoran eyes. The Kaita struck them away, 
but they returned fiercer than ever. The Kaita backed into one another, surrounded by their 
numerous foes, and considered their prospects. At this point they were grimly resolved to take 
out as many enemies as they could before meeting with certain doom.  
 
But as Akamai dashed one of the beasts against a metal tower, sparks flew and the creature fell, 
silent and still. Then they understood that the towers were providing power and control to the 
Rahi, and they smashed the structures to pieces. In the sudden silence, another door opened 
before them, and they stepped inside. Immediately bizarre forces pulled on their bodies. Wairuha 
felt his mind disintegrate into three individuals, and then Kopaka was aware of being alone in his 
own head again. He quickly willed his parts to recombine, snapping the last of them together 
with his hands.  
 
“What has happened?” asked Tahu. 
 
“The spirit of Makuta… is the spirit of destruction,” said Gali slowly. “This is his inner realm. 
The Toa Kaita cannot exist here.” 
 
Pohatu’s usually serene face looked anxious. “The Manas nearly destroyed the Toa Kaita. And 
Makuta is ten times greater than they. What hope do we have?” 
 
Gali spoke reassuringly. “The Toa Kaita merely gave physical form to the force of our unity. We 
still possess it, in our hearts.” 
 
“But the Toa Kaita’s wisdom and valor were unmatched,” objected Lewa, shaking his head. 
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“Where wisdom and valor fail,” said the Toa of Fire, “all that remains is faith. And it can 
overcome all. Gali is right. We must go on.” 
 
The others nodded. Side by side, they strode into the lair. Overhead, they saw a powerful vortex 
of swirling parts. The strange wind that animated them made an eerie moaning noise. Kopaka 
gasped as he switched between his lenses to better understand the enemy. The center of the 
vortex was colder than anything he had ever seen, and the density lens showed no matter existing 
there at all. 
 
Tahu stepped forward. “Makuta!” he called in a loud, clear voice. “We have come!” 
 
Kopaka braced himself for the monstrous creature who had threatened his villagers and 
destroyed their work, set him against his friends, and sent him visions that were misleading lies. 
But from the dark recesses of the den, a strange, small figure emerged. It was a Matoran, wearing 
a Hau and covered with mottled patches of corrosion and infection.  
 
Tahu recoiled. “What?!” 
 
“I have been waiting for you,” said Makuta in a gravelly voice. Kopaka’s heart skipped a beat as 
he recognized the Matoran from his vision. But would he turn into the horrifying tentacled 
creature that Kopaka had seen? 
 
“But you - you are—“ stammered Tahu. 
 
“I am that which you have sworn to protect,” replied the Matoran. 
 
Kopaka’s mind raced. If this was not Makuta, and the dream was a lie, then perhaps their real 
enemy was elsewhere, and this humble-looking creature was merely a distraction. But if the 
vision was true, and they dismissed this Matoran to kept searching for Makuta, he would surely 
attack them from behind. Nuju had told him that the Spirit of Evil was capable of assuming many 
different forms. Why wouldn’t such a powerful being choose one that was mighty and 
intimidating? But then again, Makuta was a deceiver. It would be just like him to pick a form 
that would delude his enemies into thinking he was small and vulnerable. The safest thing to do 
was to assume this was indeed Makuta. Kopaka glanced at the Toa of Fire. “Tahu, it’s a trick! 
We must destroy him!” 
 
“Destroy me?” laughed Makuta. “You cannot destroy me. No more than you can destroy the sea. 
Or the wind. Or the void.” 
 
Gali glared at him angrily. “You are like the sea? The sea bears life! The sea bore us!” 
 
“I bore you,” sneered Makuta. “For I am Nothing. And out of Nothing, you came. And it is into 
Nothing that you will go.” 
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Kopaka looked at the turbulent void behind the Matoran. “In a way, he’s right about himself,” 
thought the Toa of Ice. “But he’s wrong about us. We have a destiny. We came here to protect 
the weak. We represent all that is good, and growing, and alive. He is all that is cruel and 
twisted.” 
 
“I stand by Mata Nui, side by side. I am his brother,” continued the Spirit of Evil. “The people of 
the world are builders. But look into their hearts… and you will find that they have also the 
power to destroy. I am that power. I am destruction. And I WILL destroy you.” At this, his eyes 
narrowed to sinister slits. 
 
Tahu was still confused. “But… you are but a Tohunga!” 
 
Kopaka started to argue with Tahu, but words became unnecessary. “You expected something 
else?” snarled Makuta. “Something like THIS?” A massive cluster of dark tentacles emerged 
from the swirling vortex and lifted his head high into the air. Then the long, powerful tentacles 
began to lunge at the Toa.  
 
As the image of the dark, monstrous creature from his dream flashed through his mind again, 
Kopaka quickly switched to his Kakama and ran. “The vision was true,” he panted. But the 
enemy was faster, slamming the Toa of Ice to the ground. He sat up to watch the tentacles assault 
his friends, one after another. Then the massive beast regrouped himself, his ominous laughter 
resonating against the dank walls of the lair. 
 
The Toa jumped up and approached Makuta again. When they were all standing in a circle 
around the monster, Tahu called to the others above the roar. “Our only hope is to work 
together!” And he directed his fiercest flame straight at the heart of the creature. Next to him, 
Kopaka powered up and shot a blast of extreme cold. Gali discharged a powerful jet of water. 
Lewa fired a gale-force wind. Onua formed a glowing green ball between his claws and slammed 
it into the floor. Pohatu smashed his foot onto the ground. The Toa watched as four streams of 
elemental energy caused the strange head to bob and thrash. Then the two slower powers made 
their impact. Huge chunks of earth and stone erupted from the ground, battering the vicious 
monster. He uttered one more threat as his head spun from its body. “You cannot destroy me… 
for I am Nothing.” Disembodied parts rained down on the Toa. The echoes of the battle fell 
silent, and they stood looking at one another.  
 
Kopaka breathed a sigh of relief. “My gamble paid off,” he said to himself. “And now I know 
that the visions were sent by one who wants us to succeed against evil.” 
 
Then he saw Tahu’s body vibrate and turn white. One by one, the Toa began to disappear. He 
was lifted off the floor and transported away. He stumbled as his feet landed on something hard. 
Blinking in the bright daylight, he realized he was in the middle of the temple at Kini-Nui. The 
other Toa were standing around him, similarly dazed. A crowd of Matorans—the Chronicler’s 
party (except for Takua himself), along with most of the Ta-Koronan Guard, the Onu-Koronan 
Ussalry, and the Le-Koronan Kahu-Force, cheered and shouted and flung their discs into the air.  
 
“We did it!” shouted Tahu, raising his sword. “We defeated Makuta! Mata Nui is safe again!” 
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“Hooray!” cheered Lewa as he launched into a back flip.  
 
“Praise the Great Beings!” yelled Pohatu, clasping Onua’s raised claw with his hand. 
 
The Matorans ran over to the Toa and embraced their legs. The Toa sat amidst them and told 
them about the battle. Kopeke and Matoro stood quietly next to Kopaka and looked admiringly at 
their Toa while everyone chattered around them. Despite their silence, Kopaka could sense they 
were as thrilled about the victory as everyone else. 
 
“Makuta thought he had us,” smiled Kopaka as he looked at his villagers. “He thought we would 
fall for his lies. But now he is fallen.” 
 
Lewa turned to Kopaka. “Thanks for seeing through his ruse. And thank you, Tahu, for leading 
us so bravely against him.” Kopaka nodded to Lewa. 
 
The Toa of Ice left the others and walked up the stairs to the great temple. He began to pace 
around the periphery. He watched Tahu race away toward the Mangai. The other Toa lay down 
in the grass one by one, and all the Matorans left to celebrate in their villages except for Jala, 
who sat on a nearby rock to keep watch over the sleeping heroes.  
 
Suddenly Kopaka felt someone touch his shoulder, and he spun around, startled. It was Gali. 
“Kopaka,” she said gently, “why don’t you get some rest?” 
 
“How do we know Makuta is really dead, Gali?” asked Kopaka. “He's a spirit. Maybe we just 
defeated his physical form. What if he comes back?” 
 
“Well, if he does, I’m sure the Turaga will warn us about it.” Gali smiled reassuringly. 
 
“That’s just it,” groaned the white Toa. “My Turaga never tells me much of anything. I feel like 
I’m fighting in the dark.” 
 
“I think the Turaga tell us only what we need to know, because otherwise we would be 
overwhelmed. We need to trust their wisdom.” 
 
“I know they are wise,” sighed Kopaka. He sat down on the edge of the platform. “But I just hate 
not knowing. And I’ve had some strange dreams and visions. Several of them have come true--
just enough for me to worry that the others will, too.” 
 
“What kind of dreams?” asked Gali, sitting next to him. 
 
“A vast army of bug-like creatures was attacking Ta-Koro. They had ice powers.” 
 
“Really? Nokama warned me about some new enemies, too, but she didn’t give me any details.” 
 
“Your Turaga told you? Why didn’t mine?” Kopaka crossed his arms in disgust. 
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“Perhaps she didn’t want me to misuse my newfound freedom.” 
 
“Oh,” replied Kopaka. He rested his elbows on his knees and looked at the ground. “Gali, I’m 
really sorry about... about the way Tahu frightened you.” 
 
“It’s all right,” Gali smiled. “I overreacted. Of course he would never hurt me. He’s done a lot to 
help me.” 
 
“Well, that’s good.” 
 
“And so have you,” she continued. “Thanks for the Pakari.” 
 
Kopaka felt his face turn hot. “Um, you’re welcome,” he stammered, realizing that just as he had 
learned some of her secrets in forming Wairuha, she must have discovered a few of his. 
 
“Listen, Kopaka, you need to stop worrying so much. The Great Beings have blessed us with 
incredible powers to handle anything that threatens our people, and the Turaga will guide us 
when the time comes. Until then, you must learn to be at peace.” 
 
Kopaka turned to look at her. “Peace? That just seems... impossible. As long as there is any 
danger to our island--” 
 
“Shh,” said Gali. “Rest until we are needed again.” Kneeling, she put her cool hooks on his 
shoulders. Kopaka let her lay him down on the platform of the Kini-Nui. He sensed the 
comforting strength of the ancient stone underneath him and closed his eyes. In an instant he was 
asleep. 
 
 
* John 15:13 
** Matthew 6:34 
 
 
 
Chapter 4: TEMP 0°C * RANGE 500 BIO * SPEC GRAV 2.0 
 
Kopaka looked at Gali, who was cradled in his arms. She whispered, “Kopaka...” He knelt down 
slowly and lay her gently in the snow. 
 
Kopaka sat up with a start. His heart was beating fast, and his mask was covered with cold 
condensation. He looked around and realized that he had been asleep on the platform of the Kini-
Nui. “Oh, I remember,” he sighed as he blinked his eyes and refocused. “We just defeated 
Makuta. But why did I dream about holding Gali?” 
 
The other Toa were scattered about in the field, still sleeping. His eyes rested on the Toa of 
Water. “I shouldn’t be thinking about her like that. We still have work ahead of us.” 
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He stood up and stretched. The dawning day was beautiful, and radiant blue chased away the 
pink and orange tones in the cloudless sky as the sun began to filter through the treetops around 
the clearing. The birds, often silent during the terrible reign of the infected Rahi, seemed to be 
proclaiming the joy of the Toa’s victory with their songs. The events of the previous day filed 
through Kopaka’s mind for him to evaluate. “So Makuta is gone. Maybe forever. The visions 
I’ve been having are real, and they are from someone benevolent. And I actually managed to 
work with the others. It wasn’t so bad after all.” He smiled to himself. Then he looked at Gali 
again. “But that means... this latest dream will come true?” He walked slowly down the steps of 
the massive stone temple and stood in the grass next to Gali. “Maybe someday when we have 
peace... No! I can’t allow myself to think about that! She’s a warrior, and so am I.” 
 
A rumbling sound jolted Kopaka out of his thoughts. He looked up and saw a plume of smoke on 
the horizon. “There will be no peace anytime soon, anyway.” The ground shuddered. Onua 
leaped up and glanced around. His eyes met Kopaka’s for a moment before he turned to look at 
the source of the noise. Then the Toa of Earth leaned over to shake Lewa, who was mumbling in 
his sleep. 
 
Pohatu rose slowly. “Good morning, brothers,” he smiled. “Or is it?” 
 
Gali’s eyes snapped open. Kopaka reached out his hand to help her up. “They’re here,” he said 
quietly. She nodded, and they walked over to stand with Pohatu. Tahu stumbled to his feet 
behind them. 
 
The Toa were silent as they watched the devastation in the distance. More dark smoke boiled up 
from the direction of Ta-Koro. And the tremors became more frequent. They could hear trees 
falling and stones crashing. 
 
“What is happening?” Lewa muttered “I thought we had finished our quest!” 
 
Kopaka shook his head. “Victory might have been an illusion, Lewa.” 
 
“Look!” called Pohatu. “It’s one of Tahu’s villagers!” 
 
Tahu leaned over toward the Matoran who had just emerged, breathless, from the underbrush. 
“Speak,” he urged gently. “What brings you so far from Ta-Koro?” 
 
The frightened villager whispered, “Bohrok… Bohrok… Bohrok… Bohrok…” 
 
Kopaka knew. The Bohrok would be those bug-like creatures from his dream, with the strange 
glowing objects inside their big rounded heads. He wished the dream had continued long enough 
for him to have discovered how to fight them. 
 
“What’s he saying, Tahu?” asked Gali. 
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“One word—over and over. ‘Bohrok’,” answered the Toa of Fire grimly. “I will return to Ta-
Koro immediately.” 
 
Gali put her hand on Tahu’s arm. “We shall all go, Tahu.” 
 
“If there is a threat to your village, it is a threat to all our people,” added Onua. The Toa wasted 
no time. They switched to their Kakamas and raced toward Ta-Koro. 
 
The Toa slowed to a stop just outside Ta-Koro and looked around at the strange sight. There 
were piles of broken rock and jagged ice everywhere, and the earth shuddered under heavy 
blows. Columns of smoke rose on the horizon. 
 
Kopaka saw a quick movement to his left. He used his heat lens to see through a large stone 
outcrop. There were half a dozen creatures almost his size with large, rounded heads. Like he 
had in his dream, Kopaka noticed that their temperature was as low as his own. As they came 
around the rock, he saw them more clearly. Their hands were shaped like round shields, and their 
heads were covered with translucent plates. Inside each one was a small light blue object.  
 
“Stay here,” Tahu warned the Ta-Koronan guardsmen who ran to greet the Toa. “We shall deal 
with this.” 
 
“They don’t look like any Rahi I’ve ever seen,” remarked Lewa He jumped up and swung his 
axe, sending a strong wind toward the mysterious invaders. But all at once, as if on a signal, they 
raised their shields and blasted him with a pale blue beam of energy. The lower half of Lewa’s 
body was instantly covered with a thick layer of ice. Yelling loudly, Lewa crashed to the ground. 
 
Kopaka was ready with his blade, but he held back, because Tahu had already jumped in front of 
Lewa. “Away from him, creatures!” shouted the Toa of Fire, brandishing his sword. The Bohrok 
retreated. Lewa winced as the wave of flame washed over him. He changed to his Pakari and 
broke free of the remaining chunks. 
 
Pohatu looked confused. “This is crazy. They aren’t harming the villagers. They even ignore us, 
until we get right in their way!” 
 
“Then why all this chaos?” wondered Onua. “What can they hope to gain from it?” The Toa of 
Earth glanced up and saw a group of black creatures. “Pohatu! Their powers are causing an 
avalanche! MOVE!” He sprang toward Pohatu, slamming him out of the path of a giant mass of 
earth and rock. 
 
Over the roar came Tahu’s voice. “Their strength lies in their numbers. Lewa! Gali! Combine 
your powers! The rest of us will hold them off.” 
 
As Lewa and Gali summoned a mighty thunderstorm, Kopaka froze a group of brown Bohrok 
into an icy prison. Then he carefully thawed one, and, as it tried to stand up, he cautiously kicked 
open its head. The yellow-green object inside it was dislodged to the side, and it immediately 
stopped moving. 
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“They’re fleeing, Gali. It worked!” cheered Lewa. The noise finally died down, and the Toa 
surveyed the damage. 
 
“They’re gone for now,” sighed Pohatu. He looked at a fallen brown being that Kopaka had 
opened. “They left us a prisoner, too. But what’s that in its head?” 
 
A voice spoke behind him. “I know the answers you seek, Toa of Stone, though I wish I did not.” 
 
Pohatu turned, startled. “Turaga Vakama!” 
 
The Turaga of the village of fire continued. “We have known the legends of the Bohrok for 
centuries, and we prayed they were only that: legends. But the Bohrok are real, all too real.” 
 
As the Toa gathered around Vakama, Kopaka groaned to himself. “Once again the Turaga wait 
until the last minute to tell us things they’ve known for ages.” He listened to Vakama’s 
description of the creatures who had apparently been designed for pure destruction. As he 
suspected, there was one kind of Bohrok that corresponded to each of the Toa’s elements, and 
the objects inside--krana--would prove to be important.  
 
“You must collect the eight breeds of krana from each Bohrok swarm. They will unlock the 
secret of their defeat.” 
 
Tahu was looking suspiciously at Vakama. “How do you know so much about these creatures, 
Turaga?” He picked up the green krana and looked at it intently. For once Kopaka found himself 
sympathizing with the Toa of Fire, in his impatience with the village elder. 
 
“There will be time later to reveal all, Toa of Fire. But beware: when worn, the krana can steal 
the mind... and even the Toa might not be able to resist its power,” Vakama finished ominously. 
 
Tahu, as usual, was taking control of the situation. “Return to your villages. If gathering these 
krana will save Mata Nui, then gather them we shall.” 
 
“Let us hope they do not gather us first,” commented Kopaka solemnly. “Farewell.” He set off 
for his icy home. But as he ran, he had a sudden frightening thought. “There’s always a second 
part to these dreams. And it’s always the bad part. Is something terrible going to happen to 
Gali?” He thought about the implications of a prophetic dream. “And it will be in my region, too. 
Maybe I should keep her away from there. Or is it vain to assume I can change the future?” 
Descending from the rocky slopes of the Mangai, he ran through the valley that lay before the 
looming peaks of Ko-Wahi. “I should stay away from her, anyway. Besides, anything I do is 
going to show up in the Kaita some day. I need to think about her as little as possible.” He 
imagined Lewa’s sarcastic laugh and resolved to suppress any fond feelings for Gali. 
 
He ran up into the icy foothills and felt the refreshing coolness of the mountain air. He had 
looked forward to coming home after the battle with Makuta, but now he was filled with dread at 
what he might find there.  
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Indeed, before he even got to Ko-Koro, Kopaka saw ominous signs. As he reached the icy 
passageway that led toward the well-hidden village, he gasped. The tunnel was collapsed, and 
the glacier through which it used to pass had been melted into a slow-moving river of slush. 
Steam was rising from the remaining ice chunks floating in the slurry. 
 
Kopaka paused briefly to assess the damage. The pattern of temperatures around him showed 
that the destruction had been caused by concentrated blasts of heat. “Tahnok, perhaps?” he 
wondered. He froze a path across the remains of the glacier and skated to the other side. 
 
The ice staircase around the side of Mount Ihu—the main path to the village—was halfway 
destroyed. And the culprits were still at work. Kopaka turned his head away as the blazing image 
of the Tahnok through the heat lens overwhelmed his right eye. Then he changed to the density 
lens and observed them. They were standing on a ledge they had created by melting away the ice 
above the staircase. Several of the swarm were directing their fire downwards, collapsing the 
glacier below the ledge. Others were shooting ahead of them, turning the staircase to water, 
which cascaded into the canyon in a waterfall that would have been beautiful under any other 
circumstances. Steam boiled up all around them. Kopaka smelled the unpleasant smell of heat so 
intense it seemed to be burning the air. 
 
“I wonder how their powers stack up against mine,” thought the Toa of Ice. “But I’ll have to 
have a backup plan, in case they can resist me. After all, there are eight of them.” He changed to 
his Huna and moved toward them. Bracing himself against a lumpy ledge left by the Bohrok, he 
fired at the closest creature. 
 
The Tahnok spun halfway around before it was frozen solid. The other creatures seemed to have 
noticed him in the same instant, for they turned around as well. By the time Kopaka had iced a 
second one, the first had thawed itself partially free and burst out of its bondage. “Clearly this is 
not going to work,” Kopaka muttered. “I hate to contribute to the destruction they’re causing, but 
it’s time to use something bigger—like gravity.” He directed his sword at the glacier above the 
Tahnok and brought down a massive avalanche. The invaders were swept into the ravine. 
 
Kopaka shot enough ice ahead of him to build a steep slide and skied down after them. He found 
them stuck in the snow. But as he melted one free to take its krana, another had liberated itself—
or perhaps its elevated body temperature alone had melted it clear of the snow. Kopaka found 
himself re-freezing them as fast as he could. They were escaping too rapidly for him to gather the 
krana. One of the Tahnok jumped into the air and soared toward him before he blasted it with 
ice, and it fell again. 
 
The Toa of Ice clenched his jaw, his mind racing. He changed to his Matatu and used it to fling 
one of the Bohrok toward another. The first one’s head fell open. The second was stunned long 
enough for Kopaka to kick it open before spinning to freeze a third who had just emerged 
steaming from the snow. 
 
“That’s better,” he said to himself. He was able to gather two krana. But the next pair of Bohrok 
seemed to have learned from his victory. The intended victim anticipated its flying comrade and 
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dodged it. The Toa of Ice jumped to the side as it fired a blast of flames at him. He changed to 
his Huna, did a back flip over it, and hacked it open from behind with his sword. 
 
“Five more to go,” he panted. But the remaining Bohrok had fled into a tunnel they had melted 
into the ice. He pursued them for a few seconds, following their heat signatures. Then he 
changed his mind. “I’d better stop wasting time on these few and check to see if more have 
gotten to my village,” Kopaka thought grimly. Reluctantly, he gave up the chase and added some 
ice to his slide, forming a rough staircase back up to the remains of the beautiful one the Tahnok 
had all but destroyed. Then he melted his temporary ramp to prevent the Tahnok from using it to 
come back. He ran up the steps, finally emerging at the clearing. Much to his relief, the Sanctum 
stood unharmed. 
 
Kopaka burst into the temple, panting heavily. Everyone turned around to see what was 
disrupting the reverent silence. When they recognized Kopaka, the Matorans gathered around 
him and gave him a hero’s welcome. “Hooray for Toa Kopaka!” announced Matoro. “Makuta is 
dead!” Everyone cheered. 
 
The Toa of Ice gave them a half-smile. “Thank you very much,” he replied. “But I’m afraid I 
bring bad news. Makuta may be defeated, but there’s a new threat to Mata Nui now.” 
 
Nuju emerged from the stairwell, clicking and whistling. Matoro translated: “Welcome home, 
Toa Kopaka. Well done. Now, tell us about this new threat.” 
 
Kopaka was tempted to say, “Why don’t you tell me, instead?” But he remembered that his 
disrespect had only made the Turaga more taciturn before, so he set aside his pride and 
explained. “The Bohrok have awakened. The Pahrak, Kohrak, and Nuhvok attacked Ta-Koro, 
and we Toa went there to fend them off. And on the way to the village, I encountered a swarm of 
Tahnok. They were melting the staircase around the side of the mountain.” He held up the three 
krana he had captured. 
 
Nuju turned to his villagers, who were wide-eyed at the strange appearance of the krana. “‘It is a 
grave error that the enemies have gotten so close without anyone detecting them,’” Matoro 
interpreted. “‘This kind of complacency could very well cost us our village. The Bohrok are 
hordes of destructive creatures with elemental powers, foretold in a grim prophecy we never 
expected to come to pass. They will not harm you unless you get in their way, but if you do, you 
may end up a slave to the swarm. Kopeke, dispatch pairs of scouts immediately. They must 
remain unseen and report back to me.’” 
 
Kopeke nodded and turned to the others. They looked at each other nervously and exchanged 
whispers. Soon several were heading out into the snow. 
 
Nuju gestured for Kopaka to follow him downstairs, and the Toa of Ice complied, changing to 
his Rau. When they were alone, Nuju said, “I’m sorry you had so little time to rest after your 
victory. It seems to me that you were already quite short on sleep before the battle with Makuta.” 
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Kopaka grinned. “Sleep is less important than information. And being blessed with all this 
knowledge so close at hand, I figured I should take advantage of it!” 
 
“Well spoken, Toa Kopaka.” 
 
“But Nuju, why didn’t I read about the Bohrok down here? Shouldn’t they have been described, 
since you Turaga seem to have heard of them?” 
 
“You have read the entire Wall of Destiny, my friend, but there is yet more. In Ga-Koro, the 
astrologer and Nokama have worked tirelessly to read and interpret the prophecies in the stars. 
We call the celestial firmament the Wall of Prophecy.” 
 
“The entire sky is a set of prophecies?” asked Kopaka, incredulous. “So there’s even more to 
read?” 
 
“And in Ta-Koro you will find the Wall of History,” added Nuju. 
 
Kopaka sighed. There seemed to be no end to all the information about this crazy island. And he 
had little desire to spend time reading in the village of fire. 
 
“But at any rate, I will let you know what I have learned from the prophecies about the Bohrok, 
to save you some time and sleep,” smiled Nuju. 
 
“That’s a welcome change,” thought Kopaka. He leaned closer to the Turaga. “Tell me all you 
can.” 
 
“You already know something about the Bohrok, no doubt from Vakama,” began the Turaga. 
“But you must know more. They can communicate through telepathy. Each type of krana 
bestows special powers on the Bohrok that carries it. For example, some are swarm commanders, 
and others can fly short distances.” Nuju pulled out a sharpened stylus of stone. “Please make me 
a tablet of ice.” 
 
Kopaka pulled his blade off his back and formed a flat piece of ice. As Nuju began to scratch 
pictures of krana and descriptions into its surface, the Toa began to understand some of the 
behavior of the Tahnok he had just encountered. Nuju also explained the role of the Va, scouts 
who brought new krana to fallen Bohrok. 
 
After Nuju’s lesson, Kopaka felt very much enlightened about his new foe. “I see, Nuju. But I 
still have one question. Why are the Bohrok doing this?” 
 
Nuju set down the stylus. “That I cannot tell you at this time,” he replied. 
 
Kopaka clenched his fists and released them. “All right, Nuju. Well, thank you for your time.” 
He nodded to the Turaga and started up the stairs. “Again, he withholds his secrets. But at least 
this time he gave me some information of tactical value.” 
 



Toa Biographies  GaliGee 

 312

Nuju spoke again. “And I’m not sure if I completely understand it myself, anyway.” 
 
Kopaka shook his head and smiled. “This island is a mystery even to them sometimes, I 
suppose,” he marveled. 
 
The Toa of Ice returned to the Tahnok he had defeated earlier, but they were gone. He realized 
with a sinking heart that they had probably been given new krana by the Tahnok Va, and he 
might have to face them again. As he climbed back up toward the village, he saw something very 
strange in the distance. A cliff in the southern part of Po-Wahi, barely visible in the distance, 
suddenly collapsed into the ground. “Could that be the work of the Nuhvok?” wondered Kopaka. 
“Maybe it’s time to repay Pohatu a favor.” He was off in a flash. 
 
As he changed from his Kakama to his Akaku, he rapidly assessed the situation. The density lens 
revealed feverish activity below ground. He spotted the familiar shapes of Bohrok along with 
those of Onua and Pohatu. He found his way into the tunnel system and found Pohatu facing a 
group of Nuhvok. Clad in his Hau, the Toa of Stone was surrounded by Nuhvok. He was firing 
rocks into the swarm. Kopaka  aimed his blade at the ones behind Pohatu until they were 
imprisoned in jagged crystals of ice. 
 
"Kopaka!" Pohatu called gratefully. 
 
Kopaka pushed an ice-covered Bohrok out of his way with his foot. "Let's go help Onua," he 
suggested. Pohatu followed him further down the tunnel, where Onua was taking krana out of 
several of the creatures he had buried with a cave-in. "Ah, hello, Kopaka! It's good to see you!" 
 
Kopaka nodded at Onua. "You, too. Are there any more, do you think? I don't see any." 
 
Onua closed his eyes and leaned his head against the earthen wall. "I don't hear any. But wait…" 
His eyes snapped open in alarm. "The cliff is collapsing." 
 
"I feel it, too!" gasped Pohatu. "We've got to move, fast!" 
 
Onua spun, changed to his Kakama, and ran back down the tunnel, Kopaka and Pohatu close 
behind. The Toa shot out of the ground a few dozen bios away from the cliff and kept running. 
The mighty mass of rock fell behind them, shaking the ground as it crashed down into the earth. 
When they were a safe distance away, the three stopped and looked at the damage. Onua patted 
Pohatu’s shoulder. "I'm sorry. It looks like anything beautiful is a potential target for these 
monsters." 
 
Pohatu shook his head. "Well, thanks for coming and saving me, both of you. At least we're all 
alive to defend their next target." He looked at Kopaka. 
 
"I heard the racket and knew something was going on," said Kopaka in response to his unspoken 
question. "You would have done the same for me, I'm sure." He turned and headed back to his 
region. 
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Kopaka spent the rest of the day and all of the next repairing the staircase to the village and 
creating traps for any Bohrok that might approach his village while he was away searching for 
krana. It seemed to him that while the Rahi were fearsome and savage, their attacks were isolated 
and random. The new invaders, on the other hand, were very systematic in their damage. And 
although they were not targeting the inhabitants of Mata Nui, they were far more dangerous 
simply because of their powerful nature. He built tall white walls around the approaches to the 
village, formed thin layers of ice over gaping holes lined with spikes of ice, and created tunnels 
through the glaciers that led in circles, knowing full well that these defenses would be penetrated 
fairly quickly. But at least they would slow the enemies down and cause them to make enough of 
a commotion to be noticed by the guards. 
 
As Kopaka finished a booby-trapped staircase, he was startled by a rumbling sound. “Nuhvok?” 
he wondered, brandishing his blade and scanning the ground. But he was pleasantly surprised to 
see a familiar shape with his density lens. Onua emerged from the ground and smiled at Kopaka. 
 
“Welcome, Onua,” greeted the Toa of Ice. 
 
“Hello, Kopaka. How are you faring against these Bohrok?” 
 
“Just bracing myself, up to now. But now that the village is somewhat better protected, I’m about 
ready to go hunting.” 
 
“Great! Well, now we’ve heard good news from everyone except for Lewa.” 
 
Kopaka rolled his eyes. “Wouldn’t you know it. I hope he’s not in trouble again.” 
 
“Me, too. I’m going to check on him soon. But first, I could use your help. Po-Koro is being 
threatened by Tahnok in force. They were attacking some shallow mines at the outskirts of my 
Wahi, and now they are heading for the desert. I think we should come up with a plan to capture 
them. They are numerous, but we are smarter.” 
 
“Well, the landscape there offers some interesting possibilities,” remarked Kopaka. “I’ve been 
making traps in the ice. Maybe we could do the same thing in Po-Koro.” 
 
“Good idea. Since they are fire creatures…” began Onua. 
 
“…they will hate water,” finished Kopaka. “Let’s build a tunnel from the sea to one of those 
low-lying canyons to flood them. We can plug it with ice until we lure them there.” 
 
“Brilliant!” grinned Onua. “Pohatu can bring them there and then smash the ice with a stone, and 
Gali can retrieve the krana while they are underwater.” 
 
Kopaka hesitated. He didn’t like the idea of making Gali the one who had to wrestle the Tahnok, 
but she was the sensible choice. “All right. Let’s go.” The two Toa raced toward the desert. Soon 
Kopaka had plugged the canyon entrance to the tunnel as Onua continued to dig toward the 
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ocean. He swam to meet Onua as he came out of the opening underwater. Then they set off for 
Po-Koro to find Pohatu. 
 
Huki led them to the Toa of Stone. "We have a plan," said the black Toa to Pohatu. 
 
"Go on," smiled Pohatu. 
 
"There's a big Tahnok swarm that has been terrorizing our Wahi," explained Kopaka. "First they 
were ravaging Ko-Koro, and then they wrecked some of the outlying shallow mines of Onu-
Koro. It looks like they're heading for your village now." 
 
Pohatu flinched. "Thanks for the warning." 
 
"We're not just warning you. We need your help," replied Onua. "I dug a tunnel from the Komo-
Lai canyon to the sea, and Kopaka froze an ice plug at the canyon end to hold back the water. 
We need for you to kick a rock and shatter the ice when the Tahnok show up. The canyon is 
below sea level, so the water will flow through the tunnel and flood the Bohrok." 
 
"And then Gali can swim into the water after them, and collect some krana, while you watch out 
for her," finished Kopaka. 
 
Pohatu grinned. "Glad you don't have me signed up for the swimming part." 
 
"We don't need an anchor, Pohatu!" laughed Onua. 
 
Kopaka was reluctant to see Gali, but he was getting impatient with the chatter of the other two. 
"Onua, why don't you go show him where it is, while I go find Gali? I'll tell her to meet you in 
Po-Koro." Onua nodded, and Kopaka blazed away. 
 
The Toa of Ice ran to the beach in Ga-Wahi and swam to the floating village with his Kaukau. 
When they saw him crawl out onto one of the lily pads, the Ga-Koronans greeted him warmly, 
Hahli among them with her shy smile. He smiled back and asked to see Gali. He was slightly 
relieved when they told him she was away from the village. “Then I would like to see Nokama,” 
he said. 
 
“Certainly,” replied a villager in a dark blue Huna. She led him to the largest hut. 
 
Kopaka looked around at the village. He admired the green huts, graced with garlands of flowers, 
arranged on a series of floating pads on the sparkling blue water. He had seen the anchorages that 
tied the pads securely to the sea floor as he approached underwater, but it was still a little 
unsettling to walk on something that seemingly had so little structural support. “They must really 
trust the sea, and the one who controls it,” he thought.  
 
Nokama bowed politely to Kopaka. “How can I help you, Toa of Ice?” she asked quietly. 
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Kopaka explained the Tahnok trap to the blue Turaga. Unlike Nuju, she was very expressive, the 
movements of her light blue Rau and glittering eyes constantly signaling that she had 
understood. She thanked Kopaka and promised to send Gali to Po-Koro as soon as she returned. 
 
As the sun rose high in the sky, Kopaka ran back toward his home. He glanced up at the brilliant 
orb, wondering what secrets the unseen stars around it were keeping. Then his vision went black. 
 
Kopaka looked at Gali, who was cradled in his arms. She whispered, “Kopaka...” He knelt down 
slowly and lay her gently in the snow. 
 
He leaned over her to see the extent of her injury. Fluid was leaking out of the wound in her neck 
and spreading into the snow. Her gold eyes fluttered open, then closed again. 
 
Kopaka fell to his knees onto the soft ground of the river delta. “Oh, no,” he moaned. “No! It 
can’t be. She’s going to die, and it’s going to be my fault!” He felt his chest constrict with panic 
and saw spots float before his eyes. The Toa of Ice had never felt emotion so strongly he 
couldn’t control it. But now he was paralyzed with horror. He sat there in the moss for a few 
minutes, gasping for air. 
 
Finally he took a deep breath. “I must get a grip on myself,” he thought. “The vision showed that 
she will be injured. But maybe she will live. And even if she doesn’t... I must be prepared for 
anything.” He stood and looked around, but fortunately he was alone. “And if I react like this 
when something bad really happens, I don’t deserve to be called a Toa.” 
 
Kopaka ran toward home, his eyes on Mount Ihu above him. “If only I could be more like that 
mountain,” he said regretfully to himself. “Strong... cold... unmoved by the petty struggles going 
on at its feet. The one who braves its dangers is rewarded with the awesome majesty of a view 
from the top.” 
 
But Kopaka’s noble vision was marred by crashing sounds. From the top of the next foothill he 
saw an exposed cliff on the side of the great peak, too steep to hold any snow. Huge chunks of 
stone were crumbling off it and collapsing to the ground. “Must be the Pahrak,” he muttered. 
“Even the great mountain is not immune.” He raced to the scene. Switching to his Hau to protect 
himself from the falling rock, Kopaka arrived on a narrow ledge in the midst of the intruders. 
One of them turned to hurl stones at him, but they bounced off the shield created by his Kanohi. 
 
Kopaka fired back, encasing the Bohrok in ice. But the ground started to shift under his feet. He 
sprang away, diving into a deep cave in the cliff face as the ledge disappeared from under him 
and a landslide swept past from above. When the rumbling stopped, he was trapped in the 
cavern. 
 
“Curse these creatures!” spat Kopaka. He changed to his Pakari and pushed against the rubble. A 
few boulders rolled out of the way, and he was able to peer out of the hole. The Bohrok were 
creeping toward it as well. Kopaka jumped back and waited. As a Pahrak put its large head 
through the opening, Kopaka pulled it inside and froze it immediately. He thawed its head and 
removed the krana. 
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Apparently the Bohrok had sent a last-minute signal to its comrades, for they soon swarmed in 
through the hole. Meanwhile, Kopaka had pushed his way out of the other side of the rock pile 
and was ready in his Huna. He sealed the entrance shut with ice. 
 
“That’s better,” he sighed. He looked up at the ravaged mountain and shook his fist. “Systematic, 
pointless destruction. Why does this remind me of Makuta?” Then he turned to the imprisoned 
Bohrok and waited for them to burst free. As they did, he was able to freeze one and retrieve its 
krana. The others massed together as he grabbed the soft object out of the creature’s head, 
however, and they rushed Kopaka all at once, pushing him off the cliff. 
 
Kopaka switched to his Miru as he fell, and, using his sword to pull himself toward the cliff, he 
landed on a ledge below. He sat for a moment, protected by an overhang,  to catch his breath and 
watch the Bohrok above him. They continued their demolition work, seemingly oblivious to his 
presence. A quick movement below him caught his eye, and he noticed a Pahrak Va scurrying 
nimbly up the slope, presumably to resupply the defeated Bohrok with krana. 
 
“Now, why couldn’t we just take the krana from the Va?” wondered Kopaka. “That would be a 
lot less dangerous. Although we would still have to fight the Bohrok just to defend our villages.” 
He watched the small creature approach, and as it reached the ledge where he was sitting, he 
froze it with a quick burst of cold energy. He took the krana out of the pan behind its head and 
thawed the Va. It squeaked and hopped up and down, swinging its hammer, which Kopaka 
blocked with his shield. Then it turned and scrambled back down the winding path by which it 
had come. “I wonder where it’s getting the krana from,” he thought. 
 
Kopaka stood carefully, changed to his Huna again, and followed it. He marveled at the Va’s 
agility over the rocks as he picked his way through the rubble left by the Pahrak. Another Va was 
running in the opposite direction, toward the mountain, but Kopaka left the second one alone so 
as to remain hidden. He didn’t like to leave the Bohrok destroying the mountain, but he had a 
hunch he might learn something useful by following the Va. 
 
The little beast led him into the valley between the regions of ice and fire and headed straight for 
the Kini-Nui. Kopaka grimaced as he thought about the mighty temple falling prey to the 
devastating blasts of the Pahrak. He sped up until he was right behind the Va. It scrambled over 
some loose boulders and ducked into a clump of brush. Kopaka crept after it and found himself 
at the edge of a huge, seemingly bottomless hole in the ground. He stepped back, momentarily 
overcome with vertigo. Then he crawled toward the opening again on his knees and looked 
inside. 
 
The Toa of Ice was dumbfounded. The hole was immense, perhaps ten bios in diameter, and the 
cool, damp smell of earth suggested great depth. Kopaka switched to the Ruru to peer into the 
blackness, but he was still unable to see the bottom of the hole. His ranging lens revealed that the 
nearest solid object was at least a hundred bios away, but since he could see nothing, he could 
have been measuring the distance to an irregularity the side of the tunnel rather than the bottom. 
 
But the heat lens revealed more. Bohrok and Va were coming up in droves out of the darkness, 
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using the stones jutting out of the earthen sides of the hole to climb out. As they approached the 
light, he heard the familiar sounds of their movements and watched them swarm out of the 
opening. Kopaka felt sick at the thought that each one was on its way to wreck something of 
beauty or value, or possibly even endanger a villager. It was all he could do to refrain from 
attacking them with his most intense icy blast, but alone, he realized he had no hope of doing any 
good. It would be far better strategy to remain concealed and report this information to the 
others. 
 
“I can’t believe it,” he whispered to himself. “The Bohrok are coming from inside the island 
itself! This must be some sort of nest. There must be a huge supply of extra krana down there, 
too.” 
 
Shaking his head, Kopaka headed for home. He found Nuju in the Sanctum, as usual. “You 
won’t believe what I saw today,” he began. “The Bohrok nest! Right near the Kini-Nui.” 
 
Nuju stopped reading and stared at Kopaka. “Indeed,” he clicked. 
 
“Yes. They are coming from inside Mata Nui. But you probably already knew that.” 
 
Nuju nodded. “I did.” 
 
Kopaka sighed. “So, when we collect all the types of krana, is that where we’re supposed to go 
fight them?” 
 
“It seems logical,” replied the Turaga. 
 
Kopaka asked the question he was sure would cause Nuju to stop talking and return to his 
studies. “Are we going to find Makuta down there, too? Because this whole destroy-the-island 
plan sounds a lot like something he would come up with.” 
 
To Kopaka’s surprise, the Turaga answered him. “No. The Bohrok are not Makuta’s creations. 
But one thing I can tell you,” he added, “is that their awakening was almost certainly triggered 
by Makuta, just before you Toa defeated him.” 
 
Kopaka gasped. “Then… then… is he still alive?” 
 
Nuju smiled enigmatically. “Deal with one threat at a time, young one. You are doing very well. 
Continue your work, and show the other Toa your discovery. Your quest will transform you in 
ways you have never dreamed. And then you will be ready for whatever lies ahead.” The Turaga 
turned back to the wall in silence. 
 
 
 
Chapter 5: TEMP 20°C * RANGE 0.5 BIO * SPEC GRAV 1.5 
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Kopaka took a hesitant step forward. The massive suit of armor responded to and amplified his 
movements. He smiled grimly as he gripped the controls and scanned the darkness before him. 
 
Soon his heat lens revealed an enormous creature in the shadows. It was moving slowly toward 
him. Just as it emerged into the light so he could see it with both eyes, it lunged at his head. He 
brought up his arm to block the blow. Huge teeth snapped together, striking the metal of the claw 
arm of his suit with a deafening clang. 
 
“So that’s what’s behind the swarms,” muttered Kopaka. “And it looks like we’ll get some help.” 
 
“Excuse me, sir?” asked Kopeke. 
 
“Oh, nothing. You were telling me how you form the lens of the skylight.” 
 
“Yes, Toa Kopaka. I melt some ice with the heatstone and let it drip into this mold,” he 
explained, gesturing at a shallow metal pan full of water. “I keep the water liquid by setting it 
over another heatstone until the pan is full. Then I freeze it all at once by sliding it into a slot I’ve 
made in this block of ice.” 
 
“And the sudden coldness freezes it into a nice, thin, clear sheet,” finished Kopaka. He watched 
the Matoran pop a transparent slab of ice out of the mold. “It’s funny how the smartest Matorans 
are often the ones who speak the least.” 
 
Kopeke grinned. “I figure if someone really wants to know something, he’ll ask.” 
 
“You sound like Nuju,” remarked Kopaka. “So then you take it to the top of the Sanctum and 
install it?” 
 
Kopeke pointed to some ropes and a climbing harness. “Yes, if I’m lucky enough not to break it 
as I climb up there. I melt its edges with a heatstone and let it freeze onto the roof.” 
 
“How long does it usually last?” asked the Toa. 
 
“Oh, two to three days, depending on the weather. Usually it gets covered with snow, making it 
opaque. When the light inside the temple gets dim, I replace it. And a few times it’s been broken, 
like the time a Nui-Rama smashed through it.” 
 
Kopaka touched the panel gently. “Beautiful work, as usual, Kopeke.” 
 
“Thank you, sir,” replied the small craftsman modestly. “But it’s nothing compared to what you 
do.” 
 
“I’ve been blessed with a bit of natural talent,” Kopaka smiled, standing up. “Well, I suppose I’d 
better get back to work. Thanks for showing me that.” He stretched and turned toward a tunnel 
leading out of Ko-Koro, adding to himself, “I’ve put this off long enough.” 
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A few minutes later, Kopaka was running up the side of the Mangai. “I know it makes sense for 
Tahu to have stepped forward, but sometimes I wish someone else had volunteered to be our 
leader,” he thought. “Someone I could actually stand to look at through my Akaku.” He used the 
density lens as he ran, since the landscape, like its Toa, was unpleasantly bright with the heat 
lens, but occasionally he switched back and forth to get as much information as possible. The 
heat lens warned him that something behind the next rock outcrop was unusually cold for Ta-
Wahi. “Kohrak,” groaned Kopaka as he slowed to a stop. “This should be interesting.” 
 
He peered around the crag and saw that the Kohrak had made a huge chunk of ice in the middle 
of the lava stream, blocking the flow. The magma under the ice had hardened into a dam of solid 
stone and formed a deep pool. Molten rock was flowing over the side of the channel toward Le-
Koro. Kopaka could see smoke rising from the burning forest in the distance. “I’ve got to stop 
the lava,” he thought. He aimed his sword and created another dam along the side of the channel, 
trapping all the lava in the pool. As the fluid level rose, the Bohrok stepped back away from the 
edge. One of them spotted Kopaka and aimed a blast of cold energy at him. He laughed as he 
shot back. “A lot of good that’s going to do either one of us.” He shook off the ice chunks at the 
same time as the Kohrak. 
 
“Now, how am I going to break their dam?” wondered the Toa of Ice. “If only Pohatu or Onua 
were here. But since they have other commitments at the moment, I guess I’m the local stone 
expert now.” He ran behind the dam. Remembering the erosive effects of ice on stone he had 
seen in his Wahi, he repeatedly froze and thawed a small section of stone, then changed to his 
Pakari and smashed the weakened rock with another stone. “I see why this takes eons to happen 
in nature,” grumbled Kopaka. 
 
But first, he had more immediate problems. The Kohrak had come back and surrounded him. 
One dropped to its knees and leaned forward, flipping open its head plate. “That thing wants to 
throw its krana at me!” thought Kopaka. This gave him an idea. He sprang over their heads, 
ducked behind a large rock, and changed to his Mahiki. “Concentrate,” he muttered, focusing all 
his energy into the mask. Eight shimmering images of himself appeared in a semi-circle, facing 
the Bohrok. 
 
“Come on, fall for it!” he whispered. The Kohrak crouched and flung their krana at the illusions. 
Then they lurched to a stop. 
 
Kopaka breathed a sigh of relief. “I imagine that trick will only work once, given the way they 
communicate,” he thought as he picked up the scattered krana. “This place will be crawling with 
Va soon. But they’ll have wasted the trip.” He pushed the defeated Bohrok into the lava. He 
finally managed to break loose enough rock to restore the lava flow through the Bohrok’s dam, 
and then he continued on his way to Ta-Koro. 
 
Kopaka walked up to the guard station and nodded to the guards. The Ta-Koronans saluted him 
with their staffs. “Is Tahu here?” he asked. 
 
“Toa Kopaka, he went to find you in Ko-Koro some time ago. Won’t you come in?” The stones 
that formed the bridge to the village rose slowly from the lava. 



Toa Biographies  GaliGee 

 320

 
“Thank you,” he replied. He looked down into the glowing red flow that split around the fortress 
village and thought, “The Ko-Koronans will tell him I’m here. I suppose I’d better wait, or we’ll 
end up crossing each other’s path. If he’s been gone a while, he should be here soon.” He crossed 
the bridge and began to walk back and forth in front of the gate. “I hope he hurries, because it’s 
intolerably hot here.” He stopped pacing and with great effort he froze a wall of ice around 
himself from the hot, dry air. The wall melted in minutes and dripped, sizzling, into the magma 
below. 
 
Soon Tahu arrived and walked across the stones. Kopaka was too overheated to waste time on 
small talk. “I’ve found the Bohrok lair. It’s a hole deep in the ground, near the temple at Kini-
Nui.” 
 
“The lair?” asked Tahu skeptically. “Do you have proof that’s really it? How do we know they 
even have a lair?” 
 
“How much proof do you need?” retorted Kopaka. “Your own villager saw them hatching 
underground.” 
 
Tahu crossed his arms and frowned. “Yes, but how do we know that’s their main hideout? 
Maybe a few of them are staying there, but--” 
 
“There was such a multitude of them swarming out of that pit. It has to be where they’re coming 
from.” The Toa of Ice shifted his weight from one foot to the other. “Do you think I’m lying?” 
 
“Of course not,” grumbled Tahu. “But it’s possible you could be wrong.” 
 
“Then come see for yourself,” said Kopaka crossly. “Besides, I’d love an excuse to get away 
from this inferno.” He waved his sword at the fortress of Ta-Koro looming behind them. 
 
“All right,” Tahu agreed. They changed to their Kakamas and crossed the bridge. Then they 
turned toward the Kini-Nui and ran. Kopaka slowed down as they entered a grassy area with 
scattered trees. He signaled to Tahu to be quiet. Then he crept toward a clump of brush and 
stones. He hid behind a bush and waved for Tahu to join him. They leaned over the rocks. Tahu 
gasped at what he saw. 
 
“Look, Tahu!” said Kopaka, pointing down into the pit. “There is the proof you demanded!” 
From deep in the earth, they saw hordes of Tahnok Va climbing up the stone walls. They were 
too numerous to count. And each krana they carried would give new life to a fallen Bohrok. 
 
“No wonder Vakama knew so much about the Bohrok. They are not creatures from some other 
land--they come from Mata Nui itself!” Kopaka felt Tahu’s temperature increasing and moved 
away. “The time has come to end this, Kopaka! With our combined powers--” 
 
“Have you learned nothing?” snapped the Toa of Ice, exasperated with his grumpy, and now 
reckless, comrade. “Charging in there now will not save this island. The krana are the key!” 
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“Every moment we delay, the Bohrok and Bohrok Va are free to overrun this land,” replied Tahu 
grimly. He sighed and stepped back from the opening of the cavern. “Still, you are right. As long 
as our people are threatened, we don’t have the luxury of being merely warriors. So I will heed 
your advice… this time.” 
 
“Besides,” remarked Kopaka, “how do you propose that we combine our powers? Without the 
other Toa’s elements, fire and ice would just cancel each other out. We would be working 
against each other.” 
 
“I’m sure there’s some way we could use them together,” Tahu growled. “You could freeze one 
side of something, and I could burn the other. That would certainly destroy an enemy.” 
 
“Well, yes,” replied the Toa of Ice. He was getting tired of arguing. “In a way, we wield the 
same element. Heat. You create the abundance of it, whereas I produce the absence of it.” 
 
“True. And I’ve learned to remove heat from things, to extinguish a fire. Just as you can add heat 
to melt ice.” 
 
“So we just work at opposite ends of the same spectrum,” reasoned the white Toa. 
 
Tahu shrugged. “But I still prefer my element, because it is more powerful. With fire, I can do a 
lot to ice.” 
 
“No more than I can do to fire,” retorted Kopaka. In spite of himself, he was getting caught up in 
the argument again. “I’d better watch my temper,” he thought. “My pride could definitely get me 
in trouble with this guy. And even though he’s infuriating, he is on my team.” 
 
“I propose a contest,” challenged Tahu. “See that peak over there? You make an ice staircase up 
one side using your ice powers. On the other side, I will carve a staircase into the ice with my 
fire powers. And we will see who gets to the top first.” 
 
“All right,” Kopaka agreed. “When we’re finished building, we will race to the top without our 
Kakamas.” He smiled to himself. “What a fool. He’s so confident he’ll win a contest with my 
element. Maybe this will finally shut him up.” 
 
“You’re on,” grinned Tahu. 
 
The two Toa took their positions on opposite sides of the crag. They counted down together and 
began. Kopaka began a methodical sweep up the slope with his blade, forming the rough 
structure and then adding ice to smooth the steps. He peered through the mountain at his 
opponent and saw that Tahu had melted too much ice with his first pass and was starting over. 
“I’ve got time to make this pretty,” he chuckled, sculpting an elaborate railing around the landing 
at the top. Then he ran up the stairs and waited for Tahu. 
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Kopaka watched Tahu bolt up the stairs until he was face to face with his competitor. “Nice 
work, for an amateur,” nodded the Toa of Ice. 
 
Waves of heat rose off Tahu. “If I hadn’t--” 
 
Kopaka rolled his eyes. “I meant it as a genuine compliment, Tahu,” he interrupted quietly. “This 
isn’t even your element, and you did it really fast. Even with your initial error.” 
 
Tahu stood, silently fuming. Kopaka lowered his temperature to compensate for Tahu’s extra 
heat. “I don’t know why you feel compelled to beat me at my own game,” he continued. “You 
would certainly win a similar contest in Ta-Wahi. But we could spend all day up here wasting 
energy, and it won’t get us any closer to defeating the Bohrok.” 
 
The Toa of Fire sighed. “You’re right, Kopaka. Let’s go blast some enemies instead.” 
 
Kopaka shook his head. “You mean collect some krana.” 
 
“Right,” said Tahu grudgingly. 
 
“Try my stairs,” suggested Kopaka. He stepped onto Tahu’s, admiring their sinuous contours. 
They looked like pale blue tongues of flame, frozen in time and stacked on top of each other. 
“These are really beautiful. The turbulence of the flame must be what formed these curved 
shapes.” 
 
“Yours are really smooth and straight. They look like they’re made of glass.” 
 
“Well, I’ve had a bit of practice. I should be good at this by now!” laughed Kopaka. They 
reached the bottom and started walking together again. “But you know,” continued the Toa of 
Ice, “I have actually been overwhelmed by my own element before.” 
 
“Really? I used to think I was fireproof, but then I fell in the lava, and it was really painful.” 
 
“I can imagine!” grimaced Kopaka, glad that Tahu had accepted his effort to make peace. “With 
me, it was an avalanche that Makuta started. I stopped it twice, and it kept coming. Onua pulled 
me into a cave, or I would have been crushed.” 
 
“Onua? He keeps showing up out of nowhere and saving everyone. He’s amazing.” 
 
“What we call ‘nowhere’ is ‘everywhere’ to him,” smiled Kopaka. But then his smile 
disappeared. “Gali is with Pohatu, so both should be safe. But Onua left to search for the missing 
Lewa and has not been heard from.” 
 
“I would not worry about Onua-the Toa of Earth can take care of himself.” 
 
“I suppose so,” replied Kopaka. “Why were you looking for me, anyway?” 
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“Oh, nothing,” replied Tahu. “I was having some trouble with a swarm of Tahnok. It turns out 
that they are rather resistant to fire.” 
 
Kopaka laughed. “As the Kohrak are to ice. I found that out the hard way, too.” 
 
“Well, now that we know where the nest is, we need to find the other Toa, and see which krana 
we still lack,” said Tahu. 
 
“I’m pretty sure we still need some Pahrak krana,” remarked Kopaka. “And there are some right 
now, behind that ridge.” 
 
Tahu switched to his Akaku. “Yes, I see them. A good-sized swarm. Let’s go!” 
 
“Go do what, Tahu? Perhaps we should come up with a plan first.” 
 
Tahu’s half-smile barely concealed his irritation. “How about this? I’ll go up the hill and shoot 
some fire at them, and drive them toward you, and you can freeze them.” 
 
“That sounds good,” agreed Kopaka. “Try to keep them in a group if you can. Let’s go.” 
 
Tahu sped up the hill, flanking the Pahrak and spraying fire at them. The creatures shot sharp 
fragments of stone back at him, but they bounced harmlessly off his Hau. Finally the Bohrok 
turned and ran. Tahu followed them, running around them and herding them together. Then 
Kopaka blasted a huge mass of ice at the Pahrak, imprisoning them in a large crystal block. 
 
“Great! Now, I’ll free them two at a time and we can collect the krana while they are still 
stunned,” said Kopaka. “Be careful, they may still be communicating with each other, you 
know.” 
 
“Yes, I know,” replied the Toa of Fire, rolling his eyes. He watched Kopaka wave his sword at 
the ice, which melted away from two of the dazed creatures. Kopaka and Tahu, both in their 
Haus, opened the head cases to remove the krana. Then Tahu brandished his sword and melted 
the ice off two more Bohrok. 
 
“Careful, if you get them too hot—look! You melted its krana!” groaned Kopaka. “Now we can’t 
use that one! Whatever it was.” He looked at the twisted lump inside the Bohrok’s head. As 
much danger as the island was in with these creatures everywhere, he had little inclination to 
tolerate sloppiness. 
 
Kopaka saw a yellow flash out of the corner of his eye as Tahu blasted the other Pahrak. He spun 
and saw that it had flipped open its head case to launch a krana at him. But Tahu had fired first. 
The smoldering Bohrok collapsed on the ground. 
 
Tahu shrugged. “Well, you’re right, a krana is useless if it is burned beyond recognition. But we 
Toa are probably useless if we are wearing one, too.” 
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The Toa of Ice stared at Tahu with remorse and embarrassment. “I’m sorry. You just saved me, 
while I was busy yelling at you.” 
 
“Well, I’ll be the last to criticize you for being quick to anger,” laughed Tahu. 
 
They finished collecting the krana, and Kopaka strung them on a rope. He smiled as he slung the 
rope over his shoulder. “Now I suppose we should get back to Kini-Nui and see if the other Toa 
are there yet.” 
 
“I know we’re finished with the Nuhvok,” said Tahu. “Gali and I helped Onua steam a whole 
swarm of them out of some tunnels a couple of days ago.” 
 
“That’s great,” said Kopaka. Against his better judgment, he added, “Because we are definitely 
missing some Pahrak, thanks to you melting two of them.” 
 
“Look, I’m sorry! Besides, you seem to have forgotten that one of them would have ended up on 
your face.” 
 
“If you had just waited for me to thaw them--” Kopaka was interrupted by a rumbling sound. 
 
Suddenly Kopaka felt a heavy object slam into his chest, and he was knocked off his feet and 
thrown into a bush. He sat up slowly and looked around. Pohatu was lying halfway on top of 
him, with his other arm around Tahu. And a giant landslide was sweeping past them down the 
slope on which they had been standing. 
 
“Pohatu, what was that all about?” asked Tahu. 
 
“Hello, Tahu and Kopaka. Sorry about that. It’s just that there was a swarm of Gahlok about to 
wash you down the hill, so I took them out with a landslide. And I had to get you out of the way 
first.” 
 
Kopaka laughed. “Once again we were too busy arguing to protect ourselves. When will we ever 
learn, Tahu?” 
 
Tahu grinned. “With friends like Pohatu, we could stay stupid. But let’s not.” 
 
The Toa of Stone rolled his eyes. “What is it that makes you two want to squabble all the time? 
The fact that you are so different, or the fact that you are so alike?” 
 
Tahu and Kopaka looked at each other. “Alike?” wondered Tahu. 
 
“I think I see what you mean,” replied Kopaka. He thought about how much pride he had shown 
toward Tahu--the very thing he resented in the Toa of Fire. “As much as I hate to admit it, Tahu 
is a lot like me.” 
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Tahu frowned at Kopaka. “Yeah, I guess so,” he said grudgingly. “We both want to be king of 
the mountain.” 
 
Pohatu laughed. “Well, let’s go pick up some Gahlok krana before they wake up and dethrone us 
all.” 
 
The three Toa finished untangling themselves from the branches and went to work. Soon they 
had strung several orange krana onto the rope. Kopaka smiled as he admired the strange, 
writhing creatures. “Well, that’s all the Gahlok krana we need.” 
 
“Now how many do we have left to collect?” asked Pohatu. 
 
“Five. Three Lehvak, one Pahrak, and one Tahnok,” replied Kopaka. For some reason the others 
seemed to be relying on him to have an updated count in his head. 
 
“I’ll get the last Tahnok,” volunteered Tahu. “Which one is missing?” 
 
“It’s the Xa. But didn’t you just tell me that you had trouble with those?” asked Kopaka. “You 
came to ask for my help with them.” 
 
“It’s just one Xa,” frowned Tahu. “I’ll do it myself.”  
 
“All right, there’s no need to prove anything,” laughed Pohatu. “I’ll look for some Lehvak. I 
don’t really pick and choose, I just get whatever krana I can. If we have a few left over, at least 
it’s more work for the Va.” 
 
The three parted ways. Kopaka decided to go to the Kini-Nui just in case Onua had news of 
Lewa. He found them standing in the field next to the great temple, a pile of dark green krana at 
their feet. Pahrak lay scattered all around amidst clumps of earth and uprooted trees. Kopaka 
breathed a sigh of relief as he realized that they must have just thwarted an attack on the Kini-
Nui. 
 
“Hello, Kopaka!” called Onua. 
 
Kopaka raised his sword in a salute. “It’s good to see you’re safe, Lewa.” He walked over to 
Onua and looked carefully at the krana on the vine slung over his shoulder. “Excellent. A Ja. 
Now we have all the Pahrak.” 
 
Lewa smiled. “What’s left, Kopaka?” 
 
“A Tahnok Xa, and four Lehvak. Tahu said he would get the Tahnok.” 
 
“Well, we know where some Lehvak are,” said Onua, looking at Lewa. “They’re all over Le-
Wahi.” 
 
“And this mindthief was on my face, when Onua came and saved me,” added Lewa, holding up 
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the red Za. 
 
Kopaka looked intently at Lewa, and then at the krana. “Make that three Lehvak. You sure have 
a knack for getting into trouble, Toa of Air,” he said, shaking his head. “Good thing Onua’s 
keeping an eye on you.” 
 
Lewa frowned, but Onua laughed. “Someone’s got to do it. Otherwise, how could Lewa keep 
risking his neck to learn so much about the enemy?” 
 
Kopaka thought about this. “Now, why would the Great Beings reward incompetence?” he 
wondered. “Still, I suppose Onua’s right. We should learn from every experience, good or bad.” 
He smiled and replied, “Well, I’m going to go check on my village. Be careful.” He changed to 
his Kakama and ran for home. 
 
The Lehvak krana would prove costly. Kopaka slowed as he approached his village, sensing that 
something was amiss. He spotted a swarm of the green intruders etching away a stone cliff near 
Ko-Wahi. “I’ve got to get the villagers to safety before I risk stirring them up. They could easily 
kill someone with that acid,” he said to himself. He dashed into the Sanctum and spoke 
breathlessly to the Turaga. 
 
“Nuju, there’s a Lehvak swarm not far from the village, heading this way. Can you and the 
villagers hide somewhere safe?” 
 
“Yes,” replied Nuju calmly. “We made provisions for such a situation long ago. Parallel to the 
Wall of Destiny is another, similar chamber. The entrance is about twenty bios south of the door 
of the Sanctum. You’ll be able to find it with your Akaku after the danger is past.”  
 
Kopaka nodded, and as the village elder whistled instructions to Matoro, he ran back outside to 
confront the Lehvak. As he had feared, they had reached Ko-Koro. Matorans were streaming 
past him toward the Sanctum. “Nuju will lead you to safety,” he called to them as he scanned the 
dwellings to make sure they were all vacant. His heart beat faster as he realized how much more 
was at stake in this battle than any other he had fought since the one with Makuta. 
 
Ice chunks flew as the Lehvak rhythmically rammed the ice block buildings with their heads. 
Kopaka changed to his Hau, jumped in front of a Bohrok, and froze it. But he quickly realized 
they were too numerous, and too scattered, to hunt down one at a time. “I’ve got to distract them, 
and lure them away so I can bury them all at once.” He raised his blade above his head and spun 
it in a circle, spraying ice chunks in all directions. One Lehvak alerted the rest of the swarm, and 
soon the entire group had surrounded him. Blobs of yellow-green venom bounced off the 
invisible shield of his Hau and dropped, hissing, into the snow. Keeping his head turning to 
prevent ambush, he danced past the one farthest from the village and kept backing up. They 
followed him away from Ko-Koro, over a large snow bank, and into a large open area under a 
towering crag covered with ice. “Perfect,” he thought, quickly assessing the snow pack with each 
lens of his Akaku. “I’ll crush those horrid beasts with half the snow on Mount Ihu.” 
 



Toa Biographies  GaliGee 

 327

Suddenly his ranging lens picked up the form of a Toa using a Kakama, racing towards him. And 
before she was visible to his left eye, the cool color in the heat lens showed it to be Gali. She 
glanced at him and the Lehvak, changed to her Hau, and stood with her back to him. Raising her 
hooks, she blasted the Bohrok with a jet of high-pressure water. Kopaka looked ahead and 
focused his elemental power on the enemies in front of him. But his momentary relief at having 
an ally to cover his back was eclipsed by the rush of panic he felt as he remembered his dream. 
“I should just tell her to go away, because I don’t need help,” he thought. “No, I should tell her 
the truth, that I saw a vision of her injured in the snow. But she’ll just think I’m a lunatic.” He 
greeted her without looking away from the creatures. “Oh, hello, Gali,” he nodded. He clenched 
his jaw as he decided what to do. “I’ll just have to make sure she stays safe. Maybe this isn’t the 
time, anyway. Destiny or no, I won’t give in to fear. I refuse to be a slave to some hallucination!”  
 
Gradually the two Toa beat down the crowd of Lehvak. “Change to your Huna, and follow my 
footprints!” yelled Kopaka. She followed the marks his invisible feet left in the snow. They ran a 
safe distance away from the fallen Bohrok, who were beginning to stir again, and Kopaka 
switched back to his Akaku. He briefly scanned the ice-clad peaks around them again and then 
turned toward one of them. Waving his blade, he invoked a massive avalanche. As tons of snow 
rolled down onto the Bohrok, he grabbed Gali’s arm and pulled her behind a boulder. 
 
“We’ll get their krana later,” he said. “Let’s make sure the village is all right.” They ran to Ko-
Koro, a few hundred bios away. Kopaka soon found the door of the shelter. He pried it open with 
his blade. “Nuju, it’s me,” he called. “Is everyone all right in there?” 
 
Matoro’s voice answered after a brief pause. “Yes, Turaga Nuju says we’re all accounted for. 
Thank the Great Beings for your bravery, Toa Kopaka, in luring the intruders away while we 
sought safety.” 
 
 “I’m impressed, Kopaka,” said Gali admiringly. “That was very quick thinking.” 
 
Kopaka was surprised by her compliment. “Just doing my job,” he replied quietly.  
 
“Turaga Nuju asks if it is safe to come out,” called Matoro’s voice. 
 
“Not yet. Let us check it out,” replied the cautious white Toa. “Gali, you take the west side. I’ll 
take the east.” 
 
Gali changed to her Akaku and disappeared behind the huts. Kopaka found two more Bohrok 
and rapidly froze them. As he deprived them of their krana, he prayed that Gali had not come to 
harm. But he was resolved not to betray any worry. When she returned, he was leaning on a hut 
waiting for her, sliding two red krana onto a rope. Gali looked at them, then at his face. “Good 
thing you checked,” she smiled. 
 
“It would have been foolish not to. All clear, Nuju! Well, Gali, let’s get the krana out of those 
buried ones.” He led the way toward the avalanche debris. With a wave of his sword, the mass of 
snow slid downhill, exposing some of the motionless Lehvak. He changed to his Hau and leaned 
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over the first one. “Be careful, Gali. They are only stunned. They could spring to life any 
minute.” 
 
 “I know,” she replied. “They are tricky creatures. They may be communicating by telepathy 
even as we speak.” Clad in her own Hau, she popped open a head case and lifted out the krana. 
“But you’ve done all the work here, and all the thinking, too. I’m sorry I haven’t been more 
useful.” 
 
“Nonsense,” he scoffed, kicking open another Bohrok. “I’m glad you’re here.” 
 
Gali looked up from a Lehvak to glance at him. At that moment the creature raised its hand 
shields and shot a stream of acid, hitting Gali in the neck. She collapsed in the snow. Kopaka 
jumped over and dispatched the creature with a savage blow of his sword. He slung Gali over his 
shoulder, and, backing up, he brought another heap of ice crashing down on the Bohrok, burying 
them twice as deep as before. 
 
Kopaka looked at Gali, who was cradled in his arms. She whispered, “Kopaka...” He knelt down 
slowly and lay her gently in the snow. 
 
“Oh, no, Gali!” he moaned. “Gali! Speak to me!” He leaned over her to see the extent of her 
injury. Fluid was leaking out of the wound in her neck and spreading into the snow. Her gold 
eyes fluttered open, then closed again. 
 
“My foolish pride knows no bounds,” lamented the Toa of Ice to himself. “I could have 
prevented this! Oh, why didn’t I just send her away?” He took his blade and very carefully froze 
a patch onto her neck to stop the bleeding.  
 
“Stay calm,” he told himself. He stared at her with his Akaku, watching through the heat lens and 
then the density lens. Then he took off his mask and lay his head on her chest. “No heartbeat! 
Oh, Gali! But she’s breathing…” He sat and thought for a moment as he put his mask back on. 
“How can I restore her pulse? His mind raced for a moment as he studied the structures inside 
her chest cavity, and then he had a flash of inspiration. “A pulse! Like a pulsed signal! Maybe a 
heart can use an electronic signal, like that device makes!” Then he stood and shouted, 
“Kopeke!” His own voice rang out louder than he had ever heard it, echoing off the stark 
mountains. 
 
When the Ko-Koronan appeared around the snow drift, Kopaka spoke quickly. “Get me that 
Onu-Koronan recording device. And a cable. Hurry!” The Matoran scurried off toward the 
village. 
 
Kopaka knelt by Gali. “Gali, please don’t die,” he implored her, holding her hook in his hands. 
“Help is on the way.” He looked at his own chest to see the rate at which his own heart was 
beating. He forced his own pulse to decrease. He counted a few seconds and did the calculation 
in his head. 
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Kopeke returned, handed the equipment to Kopaka and stood silently to one side. “Please let this 
work,” Kopaka whispered. “I’m so sorry, Gali, this might hurt a little.” He pulled off her blue 
chest piece and connected one end of the wire to the hand-held computer and the other end to the 
plus-rod on Gali’s chest. He punched a sequence of keystrokes and watched the display. “No, 
that’s too fast… here we go…” Then he pressed a button to send the signal. 
 
Breathlessly, he stared at her chest with the density lens. “Please… start beating… please…” He 
saw the organ twitch, then shudder. Then it began to beat with the perfectly steady rhythm of the 
machine. He closed his eyes and whispered, “Thank you.”  
 
He lay the device in the snow next to her arm. “Gali, your heart is beating again. Can you hear 
me?” 
 
Gali made a gasping sound. Kopaka squeezed her hook and spoke softly. “Come on, Gali… you 
mean so much to me…” 
 
She gurgled again. “Kopaka… I’m… I can see you… ” 
 
“Oh, Gali!” he whispered. He leaned back and shouted into the sky. “She’s alive! Praise the 
Great Beings!” He put his hands on either side of her face and looked into her eyes again. 
 
Kopeke ventured closer. “Toa Kopaka, you saved her!” 
 
“Well, I revived her,” he corrected the Matoran. “Now I have to figure out how to heal her. The 
signal for her heart to beat has been interrupted by the injury to her neck. And as soon as she 
leaves Ko-Wahi, that patch will melt, and she’ll start bleeding again.” 
 
“Could you…. weld her neck?” asked Kopeke hesitatingly. 
 
“Maybe so,” replied Kopaka. “That’s a good idea. But it would be a delicate operation. Only one 
very skilled in the use of fire could succeed.” The Toa of Ice sighed. It was obvious who he 
needed to call. “Kopeke, go find Tahu and send him here.” 
 
Kopeke nodded and started to walk down the path to the cable car. Then he turned back toward 
the Toa of Ice. “You did say Toa Tahu?” he asked doubtfully. 
 
“Go!” yelled Kopaka. 
 
The Ko-Koronan ran. Soon Kopaka could hear the groaning of the massive gears of the tramway 
machinery. He looked at Gali and took her hook in his hands. “Oh, how I’ve failed you,” he 
thought. “Why couldn’t I have been the one to be hit? It was my mistake… You bring so much 
beauty and joy to this island… please, don’t die, Gali.” 
 
He watched her close her eyes and realized that she was fading again. “The loss of so much fluid 
must have caused her to go into shock,” he thought. “I’d better keep her alert.” He stroked her 
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mask with his hand. “Keep talking to me,” he urged her. “I have to know you’re still alive.” She 
mumbled and fell silent, unable to concentrate. “All right, then, sing me a song.” 
 
The words of a song began to flow out of her as if by their own will. “Pour over me… water to 
clean all my intentions…” 
 
“Yes, go on,” Kopaka whispered. “That’s beautiful.” 
 
“Baptizing streams… I swim in the freedom of redemption…” 
 
He listened, fascinated, as she continued. He remembered the sensation of swimming he had first 
experienced after he had found his Kaukau. “Floating on the sea of purity… knowing I can dive 
in the love that rescues me…” 
 
Kopaka snapped out of his reverie when he noticed the Toa of Fire standing over them, his sword 
and eyes blazing. “Kopaka, what have you done to her?” Tahu raged. 
 
“Oh, this is really not the time for us to be at each other’s throat,” thought Kopaka. He dropped 
Gali’s hook and stood, weaponless. “Either kill me or help me, but decide quickly,” he replied 
solemnly. “And yes, it was my fault. She was hit in the neck with Lehvak acid. Her heart wasn’t 
beating, but I restarted it.” He pointed to the recording device. 
 
Tahu extinguished his sword. “Sorry, brother,” he said grimly. “How can I help?” 
 
Gali opened her eyes. She glanced up at Tahu and smiled weakly. 
 
Tahu knelt next to Gali and patted her shoulder. “Gali, it’s me, Tahu. You’re going to be all 
right. Just stay with us.” 
 
Kopaka showed Tahu the ice patch. “This has kept her from bleeding to death, but she needs a 
permanent repair. Can you weld her neck?” 
 
Tahu gasped. “I—well, I think so,” he said slowly. Was that fear Kopaka saw in his eyes? 
 
“I’ll freeze the area around it, so you won’t damage anything else.” 
 
Tahu ignited his fire sword. “All right. Go ahead, Kopaka.” 
 
Kopaka leaned over her and melted the patch. Yellow fluid began to drip into the snow. Then he 
delicately froze a ring around the injury. Tahu took a deep breath and brought his blade next to 
Gali’s neck. He hesitated for a moment. “Great Beings, please give me the skill to save her,” he 
whispered. He applied some heat, pulling the sword away with alarm when the fluid began to 
bubble and hiss. But he tried again, more cautiously, and then he carefully ran his finger along 
her neck to push some of the softened metal over the wound. Finally, he passed his fire sword 
lightly over the whole area to smooth it out. He leaned back and breathed deeply. 
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“Look, Tahu! I think it worked. She’s not bleeding anymore,” smiled Kopaka. He touched the 
fresh scar on her neck, which was still warm. 
 
“Kopaka, I only hope I haven’t further damaged the nerves. Gali, can you hear me?” 
 
She opened her eyes again. “Huh?” 
 
“Start singing again,” said Kopaka. “Tahu, how can we restore those nerve connections?” 
 
Gali continued her song in a feeble voice as they talked. “Healing waters…” 
 
“Maybe we can rig a parallel cable from her head,” suggested Tahu. 
 
“Are you crazy? How are we going to find the right connection in something as complex as a 
brain?” 
 
“Well, do you have a better idea? You’re the one who caused all this!” retorted the Toa of Fire 
angrily. 
 
“Healing waters… solace flows from the river of forgiveness to my soul… I need you… healing 
waters… “ Gali’s voice trailed off. 
 
“Healing… healing…” Kopaka mumbled to himself. Suddenly he remembered Onua’s account 
of how Gali had healed him before the battle with Makuta. Despite his injuries and fatigue, Onua 
had shown up at Kini-Nui completely rested and ready. “How did she do that again? Oh—with 
water! Like her song! And Onua said it was her faith… well, it’s easy to have faith in something 
that’s been proven to work…” He turned to Tahu and shouted, “That’s it! Tahu, melt some 
snow! Remember what Onua said? Gali healed him with water. Let’s try it!” 
 
Tahu picked up a piece of ice with his left hand and melted it with his sword. Kopaka caught the 
drips with his cupped hands. When they were full, Kopaka leaned over Gali. “Spirit of the 
waters, heal your daughter!” He poured the water slowly on her wound. The two Toa waited, 
breathless. 
 
With his Kanohi, Kopaka saw Gali’s heart start beating twice as fast, responding two different 
rhythms at once. “Look, Tahu! Look at this! A second rhythm!” Kopaka pointed at the display, 
and typed quickly on the keyboard to cancel the artificial signal. “It worked!” He pulled off the 
cable and snapped her chest piece back on.  
 
Kopaka felt a wave of sweet relief wash over him. He stood facing Tahu and smiled broadly. 
“Thank you, brother,” he said gratefully, putting his hand on Tahu’s shoulder. 
 
“No, thank you,” replied Tahu. He placed his arm around Kopaka. “And I don’t even need to 
know how it happened. Mata Nui is a dangerous place.” 
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 “It wasn’t his fault, Tahu,” Gali said quietly, sitting up. Both her companions dropped to their 
knees to help her. “Thank you so much, both of you. I owe you my life.” 
 
“Don’t forget Kopeke,” smiled Kopaka. 
 
“And Kopeke, thank you, too.” Kopeke did a modest little bow. 
 
“Turaga Nuju says that even in her weakness, Gali’s intuition is strong. She is very wise for one 
so young,” said Matoro. The Toa turned to look in the direction of his voice. The entire village of 
Ko-Koro was watching from the snowdrift. “And Kopaka and Tahu, you have performed a 
miracle. The healing required both pure water and strong faith. The prophecy is truly fulfilled.” 
 
“Prophecy?” wondered Kopaka, with growing anger toward his Turaga. “Did Nuju know this 
was going to happen? Why didn’t he tell me?” But then he sighed. “I shouldn’t blame him. It’s 
still my fault, not his. I knew, and I could have kept it from happening.” 
 
“Gali,” said Tahu, “I’m so glad you’re alive. I don’t know how I would go on without you here.” 
 
“She’s not here for you, Tahu,” said Kopaka icily. “She’s for all of Mata Nui.” As grateful as he 
was for Tahu’s help, Kopaka still resented the way the Toa of Fire seemed to claim Gali as his 
own, ever since the day they had first arrived on the island. 
 
Tahu gave Kopaka a fierce look and stood up. “Well, I’d better be going. I’ve got one more 
Tahnok krana to capture. A Xa. Take good care of her, Kopaka.” 
 
They watched him change to his Kakama and vanish. Relieved that Tahu was gone, Kopaka 
helped Gali up. “Can I take you home?” he offered. 
 
“Yes, that would be nice,” replied Gali. She switched to her own mask of speed. 
 
“I meant, can I carry you?” he said, changing to his Kakama, too. 
 
“Sure,” she replied, smiling. She climbed slowly onto Kopaka’s shoulders. Kopaka was amazed 
as he felt her weight shift downward into her legs to lower her center of gravity and make him 
more stable. He took a step forward and noticed that her loose hold, light weight, and natural 
sense of balance made her easy to carry.  
 
They said goodbye to the Ko-Koronans. The Toa of Ice gave Nuju instructions to keep the 
Lehvak buried until his return, and he sped toward Ga-Koro. “Where do you want me to take 
you?” he asked as he ran. 
 
“To the beach in Ga-Wahi, please,” she replied. “I need to rest in the water for a little while.” 
 
“Of course,” he nodded. “Thank you for the song. That made all the difference.” 
 
“No, thank you, Kopaka.” 
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Kopaka's feet were moving fast, but his mind was moving faster. "Who am I kidding?" he 
thought. "Certainly not myself. I almost lost her today. And I could lose her tomorrow. I should 
tell her how I feel."  
 
Kopaka slowed to a stop on a beach in Ga-Wahi, lifted Gali off his shoulders, and carefully set 
her on her feet in the sand. She turned to face him. 
 
"I'm sorry I was so careless," she began.  
 
"No, I was to blame," said Kopaka, shaking his head. "If I had--" 
 
Gali interrupted him. "It was my fault. And I'm thankful you were there." She smiled at him. "No 
one else on this island would ever have thought to try what you did, Kopaka. That was brilliant." 
 
Kopaka met her eyes with his steady gaze, but inside he was trembling. "Just doing my job, 
Gali." 
 
"I don't know how I can ever repay you," she continued softly. 
 
Kopaka smiled back at her. "Seeing you alive is reward enough." 
 
"You're too modest," she laughed. But then she turned serious again. "You were so... so sweet to 
me." 
 
Words were screaming to get out of Kopaka's head. He wanted to say, "That's because I've loved 
you ever since the moment I first saw you." But instead, he heard himself say coolly, "You were 
gravely injured. It seemed to be what you needed." 
 
Gali studied his face. Then she wrapped her arms around his neck, pulled herself gently toward 
him, and lay her head on his shoulder. Kopaka was so startled that he froze for a moment before 
returning her embrace. The three seconds he spent enfolded in her long, slender arms seemed to 
last an eternity. He sensed the calm beating of the heart he had restarted, and it felt as if his own 
would explode out of his chest. 
 
"Thanks again," she said as she released him. "I hope to see you soon, when we get all the krana 
and free this island from the horrible bondage of the Bohrok."  
 
Kopaka waved. "Goodbye, Gali. Get some rest." He watched her dive into the water, seeking the 
tranquility of the waters below. 
 
The Toa of Ice turned to go. "Curse my cowardice!" he muttered. "She was practically asking me 
if I cared about her. And I told her 'no'." He activated his Kakama and ran, his jaw locked grimly 
and his fists clenched. "I may never have a chance like that again." 
 
But as he streaked over the rolling terrain of the Hura-Mafa river valley, he relented a little. "On 
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the other hand, if I had told her, she might have backed away instead of embracing me." He 
lingered briefly on the memory of holding her in his arms before his smile turned to a frown 
again. "What am I thinking? She is a warrior. And so am I." He forced his thoughts back to his 
mission. “I’d better get back home quickly and take care of those buried Lehvak.” 
 
After he had harvested the red krana from the horrible creatures, he buried them again with 
snow. “That should confuse the Va for a little while,” he thought grimly. Then he considered the 
krana count. “We’ve only got that one Tahnok Xa left. Tahu was struggling with those before. 
But if I show up, he may refuse my help." He pivoted in his tracks and headed instead for Po-
Koro. "Pohatu would be the perfect one to offer assistance." 
 
He streaked toward the desert, but as he descended into the foothills, he felt the familiar 
sensation of an impending vision. For the first time, he was able to stop and sit down instead of 
falling on his face. 
 
Kopaka took a hesitant step forward. The massive suit of armor responded to and amplified his 
movements. He smiled grimly as he gripped the controls and scanned the darkness before him. 
 
Soon his heat lens revealed an enormous creature in the shadows. It was moving slowly toward 
him. Just as it emerged into the light so he could see it with both eyes, it lunged at his head. He 
brought up his arm to block the blow. Huge teeth snapped together, striking the metal of the claw 
arm of his suit with a deafening clang. 
 
Kopaka recoiled, and the suit helped him keep his balance. He aimed a his rocket at the beast 
and fired, but the projectile bounced off harmlessly. His foe countered his attack with a 
smothering landslide, seemingly out of nowhere. Kopaka fell and was quickly  buried. He gasped 
for air under the thick layer of earth. 
 
“I’d better stay close to Onua when we go down there,” shrugged Kopaka as he stood again. 
“But, first we have to get to that point.” He spotted Pohatu on a nearby slope and ran toward him. 
The Toa of Stone was ambling toward a giant pile of loose rock and ice chunks. Kopaka’s Akaku 
revealed a swarm of Lehvak under the mound. “He must have just buried them,” Kopaka 
grinned. But then he saw more creatures on the hill above, heading for Pohatu. He aimed his 
blade at the ice cap on the foothill and brought down an avalanche. 
 
Pohatu’s Kakama enabled him to escape the bulk of the torrent of ice, but not all of it. He was 
churned under the snow at the edge of the avalanche. Pohatu’s hand emerged from the white 
mass. Kopaka ran to grab it and pull him free. 
 
“Hello, Kopaka,” blinked Pohatu. “Now it’s my turn to ask you what’s going on!” 
 
“A second swarm of Lehvak was waiting for you to let down your guard. Sorry I buried you.” 
 
“No problem. I owed you one,” said Pohatu. “So, it looks like we’ll have plenty of Lehvak krana 
now!” 
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“We don’t need them,” replied Kopaka solemnly, “because Gali and I just collected some in Ko-
Koro.” 
 
“Oh,” replied Pohatu. “So we only have that Pahrak krana, and the Tahnok Xa left, which Tahu 
said he would get?” 
 
“Just the Tahnok Xa,” said the white Toa. 
 
“Excellent!” But Pohatu’s smile disappeared. “Is something wrong, Kopaka?” 
 
Kopaka suddenly pulled his blade off his back and raced to a lump in the snow, which had 
moved slightly. He raised his sword and struck it, over and over, until it was still. 
 
“Why didn’t you just freeze it?” 
 
“Monsters like this deserve to suffer,” remarked Kopaka, his jaw tight with quiet fury. Pohatu 
was silent. He seemed to be waiting for an explanation. “One of these vile things just hit Gali in 
the neck with its acid. Tahu and I were able to save her. But she was very close to death.” 
 
The Toa of Stone nodded soberly. “I see. So, is she all right now?” 
 
“She’s resting back in her Wahi, somewhere underwater. She’ll be fine, I think.” 
 
“Well, that’s a relief. Have you heard from Onua or Lewa yet?” 
 
“Yes, they’ve just come back from Le-Wahi. Lewa was wearing a krana when Onua found him, 
but Onua convinced him to tear it off,” replied Kopaka. “And then they got the last Pahrak 
Krana. While I go find them, why don’t you go to Ta-Wahi and help Tahu? He was having 
trouble with the Tahnok before, but I’m sure he won’t accept any help from me.” 
 
Pohatu smiled. “No doubt.” 
 
Kopaka continued, “We’ll get Gali last, to give her more time to rest, and then we’ll meet you in 
Ta-Koro.” 
 
“You’re going to swim after her?” asked Pohatu incredulously. Kopaka simply smiled. “Well, if 
you like that sort of thing. I’ll see you soon, Kopaka.” Before Pohatu’s sentence was finished, 
Kopaka ran for the center of the island. Although he was criss-crossing Mata Nui seemingly 
without end that day, the vestiges of his adrenaline rush from Gali’s rescue, as well as the 
determination to exterminate these foul monsters for good, kept him from feeling fatigued. 
 
The Toa of Ice found Lewa and Onua at the Kini-Nui again. “Pohatu has gone to help Tahu with 
the last krana,” he said. “We’re all going to gather in Ta-Wahi. I’ll go get Gali and meet you 
there.” He turned and blazed away again, this time for Ga-Wahi. 
 
Kopaka returned to the beach where he had left Gali and scanned the waves. When he saw her 
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several hundred bios offshore, he changed to his Kaukau. He dove into the cool water and swam 
toward her. “What will I say to her?” he wondered. She was floating at mid-depth, her arms and 
legs folded and her eyes closed. She opened them as he slowly approached.  
 
“Hello, Kopaka,” she said, her voice distorted by the density of the water, yet still unmistakably 
her own. “Is it time already?” 
 
“Yes.” Kopaka paused, fascinated by the strange effect of the water on sounds. “We have all the 
krana except the Tahnok Xa, but Pohatu has gone to help Tahu with  it. We’re to meet them in 
Ta-Koro.” 
 
“He has it already,” replied Gali. She began to swim back to the beach, and Kopaka followed 
her, watching the incredible way she moved with the fluid. 
 
“How do you know?” he asked, puzzled. 
 
“The sea told me.” Gali stepped out of the water. Kopaka changed back to his Akaku. 
 
“Are you still having visions, Kopaka?” she asked. 
 
“Yes, why?” 
 
“Because I had another one, too. It was the sea speaking to me. I saw Tahu wearing a blue Xa, 
and he was in a lot of pain. I commanded the sea to help him.” 
 
Kopaka closed his eyes. “I could have told her. She’s had visions before, like the one about the 
Kaita. She wouldn’t have thought I was crazy. I could have saved her all that pain and fear.” 
 
“So, I think we have all the krana,” she finished. “Kopaka, are you all right?” 
 
Kopaka opened his eyes again. “Yes, Gali.” She was looking at him intently. He started to reach 
out to touch her mask, but he put down his hand. “No. I’d better not,” he thought. “I had the 
chance, and I missed it. Now it would be all wrong. I’m losing my concentration on our mission 
again.” He took a deep breath. “Are you ready?” he asked. 
 
“Yes. I’m ready. Let’s go.” 
 
They changed to their Kakamas and ran to the village of fire. 
 
 
 
Chapter 6: TEMP 0°C * RANGE 0 BIO * SPEC GRAV 1.7 
 
Kopaka glanced down at himself. His chest and shoulders were covered with silver armor, his 
legs were longer and stronger, and his shield was larger and heavier. But the most noticeable 
change was his sword. Instead of a single tool, he was holding a double blade, sharp on opposite 
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sides. And as he decided to test his ice powers to see if they had also been transformed, he 
watched the weapon glow light blue and shoot a potent blast of cold energy upward and 
downward at the same time, forming a thick column of pure, solid ice from floor to ceiling. He 
pulled his blades free of the column and stared at them in awe. 
 
“Kopaka?” asked Gali. He was sitting on a rock, and she was standing in front of him. 
 
“I just had another vision.” Kopaka shook his head and stood up. “I was transformed somehow, 
and I had greater power than before.” 
 
“I wonder if that’s what Nokama was telling me about,” mused Gali. “She said we would be 
changed during the battle with the leaders of the swarms.” 
 
“Come to think of it, so did Nuju, although not in so many words,” recalled Kopaka. “Well, let’s 
get going.” 
 
They slowed down in front of Ta-Koro just in time to watch Tahu disappear into the inner 
compound, a blue krana in his hand. Kopaka zoomed in with his ranging lens to get a better look, 
and it was indeed the Xa. They waved at Onua and Lewa, who were crossing the bridge.  
 
“Let’s wait out here,” suggested Gali. 
 
“Good idea,” replied Kopaka, who was not particularly keen on crossing the lake of fire. He 
started pacing back and forth to keep his feet from getting hot.  
 
Gali switched to her Miru and hovered above the ground. “If you want to stay cool, you should 
try Lewa’s trick,” she laughed. Kopaka smiled. 
 
A red blur approached, and Gali dropped to the ground, hooks forward. Kopaka recognized 
Pohatu through his Akaku just before he materialized in front of them. 
 
“Hello, Pohatu,” smiled the Toa of Water. Kopaka nodded to his good-natured friend. 
 
“Hello, Gali and Kopaka,” replied Pohatu. “Is Tahu in there?” 
 
“Yes, he just went in, and Onua and Lewa went after him,” said Kopaka. “And he was carrying 
that Tahnok Xa.” 
 
“A few minutes ago he was wearing it,” remarked Pohatu. “Gali, were you the one who--” 
 
Gali smiled mysteriously. “The sea is a powerful ally.” 
 
“Indeed,” said Pohatu. “So, that’s all the krana?” 
 
Kopaka started to say something flippant about the low intelligence of their enemy. But then he 
glanced back and forth between Pohatu and Gali. And it occurred to him that any one of them 
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could have been killed in this quest, as Gali almost had been. “Thank the Great Beings, yes,” he 
sighed. 
 
Pohatu studied Gali’s serene smile. “What did the Lehvak do to you?” he asked. 
 
“This,” she answered, pointing to a scar on her neck. “Kopaka kept my heart beating with a 
computer signal, and Tahu welded my neck. Then they poured some healing water on it. And I 
was restored.” 
 
“That’s amazing,” marveled Pohatu. He glanced at Kopaka. “Good thing the smartest Toa was 
there with you.” 
 
Kopaka shifted his weight uneasily. He was reluctant to accept any praise for the rescue of 
someone who had been endangered by his own actions. “Except that it was my fault she was 
injured in the first place.” 
 
“No, it wasn’t.” Gali shook her head at Kopaka. “It was my fault. Thanks to you, I’m still alive!” 
 
Tahu, Onua, and Lewa emerged from the gate. Pohatu lay his hand on Tahu’s shoulder and 
nodded knowingly at him. Then he put his arms around Onua and Lewa. “I’m so glad to see both 
of you,” he smiled. “It sounds like you went through a lot. Let’s put an end to this, shall we?” 
 
Gali smiled at Tahu. “Are you all right?” she asked gently. “You look tired.” 
 
Kopaka grumbled to himself. “I knew Tahu would get in trouble. But I’m glad he got free of that 
thing. I hope he realizes how much help he got.” He turned toward the others. “Follow me.” 
 
“You know where the nest is?” asked Lewa. 
 
“Yes,” replied Kopaka impatiently. “I’ve seen it. It’s near the Kini-Nui.” 
 
“I thought so. We’ll follow you.” 
 
Kopaka rolled his eyes. “Like I said…” He changed to his Kakama, and the others did likewise. 
As they ran toward the temple, they filled each other in on all they had learned about their 
enemy. Lewa reported how he had heard the voices of the two queens of the swarm, called 
‘Bahrag’, while wearing the krana. He explained how they had driven him to destroy large 
swaths of his beloved forest in their mission to level everything on Mata Nui. Kopaka told about 
his vision of the large creature, as well as the armor that apparently awaited them. Lewa called it 
the ‘Exo-Toa’ armor. He didn’t know where it would be or who had made it, but he recalled that 
the voices were anxious to prevent the Toa from finding it. 
 
Kopaka led the other Toa to the entrance to the Bohrok lair. Onua switched to his Miru and led 
the way with his superior night vision. The Toa soon landed in a wide, flat area. They changed to 
their Rurus to explore the darkness. Pohatu touched the walls of the cavern. “Have you noticed? 
This tunnel wall... it’s smooth. No Matoran dug this... or any Bohrok, for that matter.” 
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“Are you sure?” came Gali’s voice. 
 
“Gali, if there’s one thing I know about, it’s stone. I think something is very wrong here.” 
 
Kopaka studied the wall with his density lens. The stone was much like that in Makuta’s lair—
exceptionally hard, dense, and smooth. But it was almost too perfect. Natural stone had plenty of 
irregularities and inclusions. Even the stone in Mangaia, while strangely compressed, had 
imperfections. This rock looked eerily artificial. 
 
Lewa turned to Kopaka. “I’m worried, Kopaka. What if the krana still controls me somehow? 
What if I try to stop you?” 
 
Kopaka smiled grimly at Lewa. As unreliable as he considered Lewa to be, this thought had 
occurred to him already. “Don’t worry. You may try. You won’t succeed.” 
 
The Toa of Air seemed somewhat reassured, but in his distraction, he stumbled, and Pohatu 
caught his arm. “Look,” said Lewa. “This is another shaft.” 
 
Onua stepped next to him. “Bohrok pods! As far as I can see!” Tahu dropped into the cavern 
with his Miru to investigate. A hidden stone door suddenly began to move, closing off the 
chamber with Tahu inside it. 
 
“We may be trapped up here!” shouted Pohatu over the rumble. 
 
Lewa groaned. “We’re close now... close to the power... Armor, but more than armor. Power 
greater than we have ever known.” 
 
Onua and Pohatu were clawing and kicking at the stone walls to no avail. “Wait!” cried Gali. 
“The air has become so hot... so suddenly! What’s causing it?” 
 
Kopaka looked up. “A nightmare on top of our impossibility. Molten lava!” 
 
The others followed his gaze and stepped back in horror as they saw a great mass of lava 
cascading down from the tunnel opening. It was heading straight for them. 
 
“Stay back!” warned Kopaka. “My ice can hold the lava at bay for a few moments.” He fired a 
beam of ice at the falling magma, freezing it in place. But immediately water began to drip on 
the Toa’s heads as the barrier began to thaw. 
 
“What kind of stone is this? It takes our strongest blows and does not shatter!” grimaced Pohatu, 
still struggling to penetrate the strange rock. 
 
“Doesn’t shatter... doesn’t shatter... because... it isn’t there!” cried Lewa suddenly. 
 
“What?” demanded Pohatu incredulously. 
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The Toa of Air explained. “There’s nothing you and Onua can’t bring down. So if this wall is 
still standing, it cannot be real. Stop believing in it, and it disappears!” He swung his axe at the 
wall, and the blade passed through. 
 
Kopaka smiled. “So Lewa did learn something useful,” he thought. “Our enemies are deceivers. 
The armor must be behind that wall, because they clearly want to keep us out.” Water rained 
down on the Toa. The protective layer of ice was about to give way. Kopaka held up his sword, 
ready to shoot another blast of ice. He watched Onua and Lewa vanish through the imaginary 
stone. 
 
“How is that possible...” Gali began, but Kopaka interrupted her. “Ask questions later, the lava 
IS real!” 
 
Pohatu touched the wall with his hand. He gasped as it passed right through the illusion that he 
had pounded against with all his strength moments before. “Come on, Gali!” 
 
Kopaka followed the Toa of Water through the wall. Then he turned and looked behind them 
into the closed Bohrok chamber. Despite the discomfort it caused him, Kopaka forced himself to 
use the heat lens. Tahu was standing in the middle of the room with his sword raised, and the 
heat was building rapidly. The ground began to feel hot. “Everyone down—NOW!” yelled 
Kopaka. The walls of the cavern burst with a loud explosion, and Tahu shot through the partition 
separating him from the other Toa. Shards of stone and Bohrok pods flew everywhere. Tahu 
rolled and landed on his feet as the other Toa got up from the ground. 
 
“Tahu! Are you all right?” asked Lewa. 
 
“Used my sword... to heat the air... until the pressure blew the nest apart,” panted Tahu. “I went 
one way... the Bohrok the other. But they will be back.” 
 
As the stone crumbled underneath their feet, the Toa used their Mirus to slowed their fall, and 
they landed on a round platform at the bottom of a stone well. “Where are we?” asked Tahu. 
 
“Still in the realm of the Bohrok,” answered Kopaka. “These carvings in the floor match the 
krana we carry, and I think... yes, this is where the krana are meant to go.” 
 
“It’s begun! The end of the Bohrok!” cried Lewa. 
 
“What are you talking about, Lewa?” asked Onua. “What do you know? It seems we’ve been 
invited in.” Huge stone doors groaned as they opened. 
 
“Six doorways. Six of us,” remarked Tahu. 
 
Ever cautious, Kopaka wondered aloud, “A trap?” Perhaps the Bahrag had prepared for the 
possibility that the Toa would try to find the armor. 
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“An opportunity,” replied Tahu. “Everyone take a tunnel... and stay alert.” Kopaka shrugged and 
complied, for lack of a better plan. As stepped through the cloud of dust into his doorway, he 
saw a hatch opening ahead of him. 
 
Kopaka gasped as he saw the massive suit of armor inside, with a rocket launcher and a claw 
arm. He touched it, and the front opened with a whirring sound. “The armor from my vision,” he 
thought. He stepped up into the suit, and the front panels closed around him. He gripped the 
controls and felt the suit powering up. “It’s using my elemental power, but in exchange, it’s 
giving me protection and new weapons.”  
 
Kopaka took a hesitant step forward. The massive suit of armor responded to and amplified his 
movements. He smiled grimly as he gripped the controls and scanned the darkness before him. 
 
Soon his heat lens revealed an enormous creature in the shadows. It was moving slowly toward 
him. Just as it emerged into the light so he could see it with both eyes, it lunged at his head. He 
brought up his arm to block the blow. Huge teeth snapped together, striking the metal of the claw 
arm of his suit with a deafening clang. As he shook off the squat, red, long-necked animal, he 
heard strange voices inside his head, hissing with malice. “You do not belong! You will be 
removed,” they sneered. 
 
“Lewa’s voices,” he muttered. “The queens of the swarm.” He saw Tahu on the opposite side, 
facing an identical blue creature, and he fired a rocket to drive the enemies together. The Exo 
suit seemed to anticipate his movements, and he found he was able to move with great agility, 
despite its bulk. The other Toa soon had them surrounded. 
 
The enemy in front of him began to blast Kopaka with a jet of water. Kopaka recoiled, and the 
suit helped him keep his balance, as well as protect his chest from the cutting force of the high-
pressure fluid. He aimed a his rocket at the beast and fired, but the projectile bounced off 
harmlessly. His foe countered his attack with a smothering landslide, seemingly out of nowhere. 
Kopaka fell and was quickly buried. He gasped for air under the thick layer of earth. Changing to 
his Pakari, he pushed upward against the weight, and finally his left hand burst free. He used it to 
clear the dirt away from his face. He glanced over at Onua, but the Toa of Earth, along with 
Pohatu, suddenly turned from the fight and began to strive against two unseen attackers. 
 
“Fools!” taunted the queens of the swarms. “By bringing us together, you increase our power! 
Now Mata Nui will be as it was in the Before-Time!” 
 
Kopaka watched Lewa levitate and raise his axe, but soon he fell, laden with ice. “Just like the 
Kohrak,” groaned Kopaka. “I can melt that away from him... if I can just get out...” Kopaka 
struggled to free himself, hacking at the massive pile of earth with the claw. 
 
Gali fell to her knees, weakened by waves of heat. Tahu raised his sword and jumped in front of 
her, blocking the heat beam. “This stops NOW! Your fires are nothing compared to mine, 
monster!” he yelled, and he shot flames back at her foe.  
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But then the creature changed tactics. “If fire will not defeat you, then taste the power of stone!” 
She launched a volley of rocks at high speed, battering against Tahu’s Hau and forcing him to 
step back. 
 
“The Mask of Shielding can protect me from this barrage… but the strain…! I…. I…” 
 
Out of the noise came Gali’s voice. “Onua! Pohatu! You are fighting shadows—and Tahu needs 
you!” 
 
Kopaka watched Pohatu spin, his face livid with rage at the Bahrag’s trick. He ripped a huge 
piece of stone out of the wall of the cavern with the claw of the Exo and hurled it at Gahdok, 
who collapsed under the weight of the massive rock.  
 
The Toa of Ice felt claws pulling him from the earth. Onua was hanging partway out of his armor 
and digging furiously to free him. “Thanks, Onua,” said Kopaka gratefully. As soon as he could 
stand again, he turned to Lewa and waved his blade. But only half of the ice melted away. 
Kopaka frowned and tried again, and this time the Toa of Air was released the from the block of 
ice. 
 
As Tahu helped Gali to her feet, he yelled to the others. “All of you! Shed your armor! It hinders 
our elemental powers—and they are our only hope!” 
 
Kopaka’s Exo suit opened, and he stepped down out of the armor, which had responded 
amazingly well to his movements and even his thoughts, like a silent partner in the battle. Tahu 
was shouting again. “Toa! Surround them! We must combine our powers!” 
 
The Toa took positions around their enemies and fired elemental energy at them. Kopaka was 
relieved to find that his ice powers had returned to normal without the armor. Instead of blasting 
the enemy to pieces, as they had done to Makuta, the combined beams began to form a web of 
luminous fibers, imprisoning the Bahrag. The vicious queens shrieked and gnashed their horrible 
teeth. “Fools!” one scoffed, as the protodermis cage tightened around them. “You think you have 
won… but you cannot imagine what you have unleashed!” 
 
The earth began to shake violently. Platforms supporting the Toa moved downward into the 
floor. Kopaka slid into a tube, and it was filling with a strange, cool liquid. He tried to change to 
his Miru and levitate above it, but the mask had stopped working. There was no escaping the 
silvery fluid. He took a deep breath as his head went under. For the first time, Kopaka was 
completely unable to see. He was filled with horror at the loss of his most important source of 
information. But he focused his attention on his other senses. Suspended in the liquid, dizzy and 
disoriented, he felt a sensation of warmth, beginning on his mask, his hands, and his chest, and 
then flowing through his whole body. Then the descent stopped, and he felt the floor under him 
begin to rise again. His head emerged and he gasped for air. The platform reached the floor level 
and halted. 
 
Kopaka glanced down at himself. His chest and shoulders were covered with silver armor, his 
legs were longer and stronger, and his shield was larger and heavier. But the most noticeable 
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change was his sword. Instead of a single tool, he was holding a double blade, sharp on opposite 
sides. He looked at the other Toa and saw that they were similarly armored. And their masks 
were changed, stretched into smooth, streamlined shapes. They had reverted from gold to the 
Toa’s elemental colors. Each had strange new tools.  
 
As Kopaka decided to test his ice powers to see if they also had been transformed, he watched 
the weapon glow light blue and shoot a potent blast of cold energy upward and downward at the 
same time, forming a thick column of pure, solid ice from floor to ceiling. He pulled his blades 
free of the column and stared at them in awe. 
 
“It is over,” said Tahu. His voice was the same, but it had a new, deeper resonance. 
 
“Kopaka,” asked Gali, studying her new axes, “what have we become?” 
 
“More than we were,” he replied slowly. “More than anyone has ever been.” 
 
Onua tapped his chest armor. “Those chambers were filled with protodermis! It changed us--
increased our power…” 
 
Tahu felt the ground move again. “Let us worry about why is happened later,” he warned. “There 
are more important questions to answer.” 
 
“Questions like these,” added Lewa. “What happened to Cahdok and Gahdok? And how are we 
going to get out of here?” 
 
Pohatu heard a whistling sound overhead. “Look out! That stone is falling right for us!” 
 
“It’s no use,” Lewa groaned. “It’s too big, and there’s nowhere to run to!” 
 
Kopaka tried to switch to his Hau, but he immediately realized his mask no longer had the power 
of shielding. He watched the stone zoom closer. The Toa had a few seconds, at most, before they 
would be crushed. He glanced at Pohatu and recalled how he had alternately buried and been 
buried by his cheerful friend. But this time, the Toa of Stone was powerless to help. Then his 
gaze turned to Tahu, who had activated his Hau. Apparently he would be the only one to survive. 
The Toa of Fire pulled Gali close to him in an attempt to protect her. “Please,” Kopaka 
whispered, “at least let him save Gali.” The stones began to pound against the shield. And 
Kopaka’s prayer was answered--somehow they ricocheted away from all the Toa. “The Mask of 
Shielding protected us all!” cried Tahu. The last of the rocks tumbled harmlessly to the floor as 
he released Gali. “It could never do that before…!” 
 
Kopaka quickly regained his composure. Apparently, the new masks’ powers extended to those 
around the wearer. “And it never will again, if we do not escape! Lewa, Pohatu--combine the 
powers of your masks!” 
 
“Sure, I see! The mask of speed gets us off the ground...” began Pohatu. 
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“And the mask of levitation keeps us in the air!” finished Lewa. “Why didn’t I think of that?” 
 
“You would have, Lewa... eventually,” replied Kopaka. “If we had had the time to wait. But 
patience is no virtue when the ground begins to shake!” 
 
“This way!” yelled Tahu as they landed on a higher level of ground. “I see light ahead!” The Toa 
ran, assisted by Pohatu’s shared mask of speed. 
 
Kopaka looked ahead with his unfamiliar new Akaku and skidded to a stop. “Watch out! There 
are Bohrok headed straight for us!” 
 
Onua studied the Tahnok swarm massed in front of them. “Without Cahdok and Gahdok to direct 
them, they are confused... out of control! I share the power of the mask of strength with you! We 
must use it--now!” 
 
Together, the Toa delivered a powerful blow to the ground, splitting it open in front of the 
Bohrok. “Here they come!” shouted Onua. 
 
“And there they go!” finished Lewa. The mindless Tahnok marched into the hole. 
 
Kopaka held up his blades and filled the gap with ice. “This will keep them from returning for a 
while,” he smiled grimly. “As the ice melts, they will be forced further below.” 
 
“Admire your work later!” scolded Tahu, unimpressed. “Our blow has weakened this tunnel 
even more!” 
 
Lewa looked up at the stone falling on them. “The Bohrok’s domain is collapsing! Go! GO!” 
 
Together, the Toa levitated and ran through the failing tunnels. Finally the heroes of Mata Nui 
shot out of the ground as the last of the tremors shook the island. 
 
“We did it!” rejoiced Kopaka. “The threat of Cahdok, Gahdok, and the swarms is ended! But at 
what price?” 
 
The Toa tumbled to the ground and slowly stood up as the dust settled. “Nothing has been lost,” 
retorted Tahu. “The protodermis has given us the power to protect our people from any danger… 
and to heal this shattered land! Once we were Toa, but now we are far, far more… Now and 
forevermore, we are Toa Nuva!” 
 
The Toa of Stone studied his new claws. “Just look at these new tools!” He kicked a rock and 
watched it fly far away until it fell with a distant thud. “What a difference!” 
 
Lewa nodded. He levitated far above their heads. Then he extended his Miru power to Pohatu, 
lifting him as well. “Hey!” yelled Pohatu, snapping his claws at the laughing Lewa, who spun 
out of reach. 
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Gali tossed her axes into the air and caught them. “I can think of a lot of uses for these,” she 
grinned. “But I wish we could have brought the Exo armor with us. It’s a pity such fine machines 
had to be crushed in the cataclysm.” 
 
“I agree,” Kopaka nodded. He smiled at her, admiring her stronger new form. “Mine seemed to 
learn from me. The longer I wore it, the better it responded to my commands. I know it wasn’t 
alive, but it almost seemed intelligent.” 
 
Onua admired his silver saws. He started them and touched the tips to the ground. Sand flew as 
they sank effortlessly into the earth. “Wow,” he said simply. “And look, under my armor the dent 
in my shoulder has disappeared.” 
 
Tahu walked up to Gali. “How is your neck?” he asked, leaning closer. She pointed to the place 
where the Lehvak acid had eaten through the metal, seemingly ages ago. There was no sign of 
the old injury. “Amazing! The scar is gone!” 
 
Kopaka clenched his jaw. “Mata Nui has been peaceful for all of two minutes,” he muttered to 
himself. “And already Tahu is up to his old tricks.” With annoyance, he thought about the way 
Gali had called for Onua and Pohatu to help Tahu in the Bahrag fight, when he and Lewa were 
also struggling. Did she think that Tahu was the only one who cared for her? He started to regret 
losing his nerve on the beach after he had brought her home.  
 
The Toa of Ice walked around Tahu. “Yes, the protodermis healed it nicely,” he commented. 
Glaring at Tahu, he reached out and touched Gali’s neck. 
 
Gali looked nervously from one to the other and stepped back. “Yes, I’m grateful to both of 
you.” 
 
“I propose a contest,” suggested Kopaka, turning to Tahu. “After we check in with our villages, 
why don’t we meet again and test our new powers against each other? It would be a good way to 
see how we have been enhanced.” 
 
Tahu’s eyes narrowed. “Gladly.” The Toa all nodded and turned toward their regions.  
 
Kopaka fixed his eyes on the great white mountain and started walking. “What possessed me to 
say that?” he asked himself, shaking his head. “I guess I just want to show him up. I’m tired of 
his arrogance, and now I’m acting like him!” He sighed as he increased the pace. “But I suppose 
it will be interesting to see what we can do now. As long as the competition stays friendly.” 
 
Already Kopaka had become aware of the incredible power of his Akaku Nuva. Now, as he 
walked, he devised different tests for it. All the lens functions were now in one lens, and he 
could tell it would take some time to get used to the abundance of information. But he knew that 
as soon as he did, it would be infinitely more useful to him, because he wouldn’t lose time 
switching back and forth. And he could evaluate the same object in different ways without ever 
losing sight of it.  
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The other change in his mask was one he would not be able to experience directly--sharing its 
power with someone else. He looked forward to showing Nuju and the villagers what it was like 
to see through solid objects. 
 
As he climbed past the snow line, he had an idea. He stopped walking and studied his double 
blade carefully. “The edges of this blade would skate marvelously on the ice,” he speculated, 
“because the small surface area will create a lot of pressure. And they fit on my feet... like this!” 
He slid the handles through his feet, stood up, and took a couple of hesitant steps. “Outstanding!” 
he shouted. Soon he was flying across the ice, up ridges, and over crevasses. His new skates 
allowed him to go so fast that he was grateful for the increased visual power of his Akaku. “I 
would almost have outrun my ability to see, with the old mask!” he laughed. He removed his 
skates and picked his way among the damaged tunnels and the Bohrok traps, which had worked 
well to protect his villagers until the last Lehvak attack, until he reached the clearing where the 
Sanctum stood. 
 
Kopaka was somewhat unprepared for the reaction of his villagers to his arrival. As soon as he 
entered the building, they thronged toward him, their eyes bright with excitement, but they 
stopped at a reverent distance from him. He realized that the difference between this 
homecoming and the last, after the battle with Makuta, was the way he looked. And this time, 
fortunately, he had nothing but good news. “Hello, everyone,” he smiled to them. “Don’t worry. 
I may look different, but inside I’m still Kopaka.” 
 
Nuju clicked and hummed, and Matoro translated. “Welcome back, Toa Kopaka. We are very 
grateful for the valiant way you Toa have confronted the horror of the swarms. Once again, you 
have freed us from the bondage of fear.” He bowed low to his Toa. 
 
“Thank you, Nuju. You deserve such protection from evil, and I’m just happy I’ve been given 
the tools to do it.” The Ko-Koronans were approaching cautiously, reaching out tentatively as if 
to touch his armor and weapons. “Go ahead, take a good look, and feel how strong they are,” he 
laughed. “I was pretty surprised, too. And see what you think of this.” Kopaka extended the 
power of his Akaku to the Matorans and watched their amazed faces as they saw through walls, 
and each other, for the first time. 
 
Matoro, speaking for the Turaga, invited everyone to be seated. “This will be the first of many 
times the tale of the conquest of the Bohrok swarms will be told,” he explained. “If you are 
willing, we would like to hear it straight from you, Toa Kopaka.” 
 
“I would be glad to,” replied Kopaka. Although he was not used to speaking before an audience, 
he looked around at the eager faces and was encouraged by their rapt attention. “They love 
stories,” he reminded himself. “I owe it to them to tell them every event, and every twist.” He 
told the story of the battle in great detail, pausing for questions or to wait for Matoro to catch up. 
He was scratching rapid characters on a block of ice. 
 
“Now, perhaps you would like to see how we have begun to use the Bohrok to restore the 
structures they have damaged,” offered the Turaga through his interpreter. They went outside, 
and Kopaka gasped as he saw a Kohrak moving blocks of ice away from a wrecked hut. He 
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noticed there was no krana inside. Kopaka spent a few hours helping with the cleanup effort 
before excusing himself to return to the Kini-Nui for the Toa Nuva contest. 
 
When everyone had arrived, Tahu suggested, “Let’s divide up into two teams. Gali, Pohatu, you 
come with me.” 
 
Kopaka turned to Onua and Lewa. “Fine. We will go plan our attack.” They conferred briefly. 
 
Gali shot a potent blast of water at Lewa, who leaped to safety with his Miru Nuva. “Think what 
you like, Gali,” he laughed, “but you’ll have to be faster than that to stop me!” 
 
“Did you say ‘faster’?” grinned Pohatu. “Let’s see you glide out of a tornado on those air katana 
‘wings,’ Lewa!” He used his Kakama to speed around Lewa in a tight circle, entraining the air 
with him until it swirled into a powerful vortex. Lewa spun out of control, tumbling end over end 
until he landed in a clump of bushes. The Toa of Air untangled himself. “Oh, the indignity!” he 
moaned sarcastically. 
 
“Now, Pohatu, my brother,” said Onua with a sly smile, “didn’t Turaga Onewa ever tell you? 
You always have to watch where you’re running—especially when Onua Nuva is near!” Pohatu 
felt the ground shift under him. With the momentum of his incredible speed and his heavy 
weight, he was unable to stop, and he was sent flying off the side of the hill. As he sailed through 
the air, grabbing at nothing, he yelled, “Whoa! Whoa! Whoa!” He landed with a thud in the 
brush. 
 
“Is he all right?” wondered Lewa. 
 
Tahu shrugged. “He’s pretty tough.” 
 
Kopaka glanced at Tahu. “Naturally he and I are left to fight each other,” he thought. “He’s 
always been so competitive with me. But I welcome the chance to take him on.” The Toa of Ice 
considered the nature of their powers. “He controls the release of chaos, and I impose structure 
on things. He will always have a slight edge, because it’s easier to destroy order than to create it. 
But he is always in danger of being overcome by his own desire for chaos. I, on the other hand, 
can maintain an advantage by staying cool.” 
 
Turning to the red Toa, Kopaka remarked, “That leaves only you and I, Tahu Nuva.” 
 
“No. That leaves only me,” taunted Tahu. He raised his double sword and sent a ring of fierce 
flames to surround his challenger.  
 
“A fire cage?” laughed Kopaka. “How amusing. That’s enough to imprison a mindless Rahi, 
perhaps… but not Kopaka Nuva.” The Toa of Ice countered by forming a sphere of ice around 
himself, which exploded into chunks that flew in all directions. He rested his gaze on Gali for a 
second, then turned back to the Toa of Fire. “You always were a little too confident, Tahu.” 
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Through his Akaku, Kopaka watched Tahu’s temperature rise. “I’ve definitely hit a nerve,” 
thought the white Toa. “Now, will he focus his rage, or will he just explode?” He braced himself 
for Tahu’s reaction. 
 
Tahu clenched his jaw, the tension evident in his voice. He leaned toward Kopaka until their 
masks were almost touching. “Beware, brother. When I turn up the heat, even the Toa of Ice will 
melt.” 
 
Kopaka suddenly felt himself being pushed backwards. “Enough!” said Gali sharply, stepping 
between Tahu and Kopaka. “We have learned what we set out to learn. As Toa Nuva, we have 
greater power—and greater control over that power—than ever before! It is a shame we cannot 
control our tempers as well.” 
 
Kopaka’s steely gaze was still locked onto Tahu’s fiery eyes. But the Toa of Ice lowered his 
blades and stepped back. The Toa of Fire looked at Gali, who was frowning at him. With a low 
growl he extinguished his magma swords. 
 
The other Toa were uneasy. They grasped at explanations for their friends’ lack of restraint. 
“Perhaps we are all on edge, Gali,” ventured Pohatu. “The struggle with Cahdok and Gahdok… 
our transformation into the Toa Nuva…” 
 
“Not to mention making sure the Bohrok swarms and Bohrok Va got put to work repairing the 
damage they did!” added Lewa. 
 
Pohatu continued. “Maybe Tahu and Kopaka did get a little carried away, but--” 
 
“No, Gali is right,” interrupted Tahu. “Maybe it would be best for us to go our separate ways. 
Our villages need us—more than we need each other.” 
 
Kopaka nodded, glad for an excuse to leave. “I agree. This alliance is no longer necessary.” 
 
“The Turaga have said all along that we are six who share one destiny,” objected Gali. “Is this 
how we honor their wisdom? By splitting apart?” 
 
Lewa leaped over a tree trunk. “Maybe the Turaga don’t know everything, Gali. If you want me, 
I’ll be helping to rebuild Le-Koro.” 
 
The group was breaking up, and each Toa was heading for his village. Gali stood in the clearing 
and raised her hands in despair. “This is a mistake… I can feel it. Please—what if we are needed 
once more?” She dropped her arms and stared blankly at the forest floor.  
 
“Gali looks so sad,” thought Kopaka regretfully. “But if I’m around Tahu another minute, things 
are going to get ugly. I’m getting out of here.” 
 
Out of the corner of his eye, Kopaka saw Tahu walk over to the Toa of Water, who was standing 
with slumped shoulders. “Gali,” he said softly. “May I speak to you for a moment?” 
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She looked up at the sound of his voice. “Of course, Tahu.” 
 
He gestured toward a path through the trees. “Let’s walk together.” 
 
Kopaka dropped his shield as he watched them disappear into the woods. “But she... but he’s the 
one who lost control... I don’t understand,” he lamented. “Can she really be attracted to him?” 
He recalled the gentle expression on her face as she turned it up toward Tahu. “I guess she is.” 
He bent dejectedly to pick up his shield. “And I have no reason to stop them, besides my own 
jealousy. Mata Nui is at peace. I don’t even have any unfulfilled visions of future enemies left.” 
 
The Toa of Ice trudged slowly home. He tried to cheer himself with thoughts of the Toa’s victory 
over the Bahrag and the prospect of lasting peace for the island. But two things were still 
bothering him. One was what Nuju had said about Makuta unleashing the Bohrok swarms. 
“Perhaps Makuta was just getting revenge. But maybe he is expecting to return,” he worried. “If 
he does, he will catch us divided and unprepared. And it’s my fault, for provoking Tahu with that 
senseless contest.”  
 
The second thing was Gali. She was beautiful, strong, wise, and comforting--and she was gone. 
After he had agonized for so long over whether to express his feelings for her, she had left with 
his rival. She probably never even realized that Kopaka loved her. 
 
But as Kopaka climbed the foothills of the stately Mount Ihu, his spirits lifted considerably. “It’s 
good to be home,” he smiled, breathing deeply of the cool air. When he reached the staircase that 
wound around the side of the mountain, he used his amazing new powers to reconstruct the 
damaged steps ahead of him. “We are going to be able to rebuild things even better than before.” 
He imagined a new, redesigned Sanctum, built around the old one and its sacred texts, with 
majestic arches and light streaming in from clear panels all around. He looked forward to 
working with Kopeke for a while, and forgetting about the other Toa. 
 
The Toa of Ice arrived in Ko-Koro just as Nuju was placing a strange stone plaque onto 
Kopaka’s Suva. Matoro spoke for the Turaga. “Turaga Nuju asks if you are pleased with this 
tribute to your might.” 
 
Kopaka looked at the piece of stone, which was engraved with a symbol that looked like the side 
of a mountain. He glanced at the Gahlok Va that were scurrying about, carrying pieces of rock 
away from a broken statue. “I am pleased that my people are safe,” he replied. “As for this, it is 
only a symbol. It has no power, Matoro.” 
 
“I will guard it just the same, and it will be here when you return,” promised the Ko-Koronan. 
He took his position next to the Suva, pickaxe over his shoulder. 
 
Kopaka smiled at the superstitious villager and followed Nuju into the empty Sanctum. He tried 
to change to his Rau and was relieved to find he still had the powers of the Noble Mask. “Nuju, 
the Toa have split up. I know it’s sensible for us to be helping to rebuild the villages, but I have 
an uneasy feeling that there could be a new enemy, or perhaps an old one that returns.” 
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“Well, it’s certainly possible,” said Nuju vaguely. 
 
“And our masks work differently now. Each of us has only his original Kanohi, but the powers 
extend to those around him. So it might make more sense than ever for us to work together.” 
 
“Then why don’t you?” asked the Turaga. 
 
“Because we’ve grown really tired of each other,” sighed Kopaka. “I picked a fight with Tahu, 
and we concluded it would be best to take a break from each other.” 
 
Nuju smiled. “A short break may not be a bad idea.” He watched Kopaka pace around the inside 
of the Sanctum. “Something else is on your mind.” 
 
Kopaka stopped and looked at the village elder. “The island of Mata Nui is finally at peace. But 
as long as the spirit it is named for still sleeps, we Toa must still share a common destiny to 
defend it.” 
 
“And?” 
 
“And there is no more balance between us, now that Gali has gone with Tahu.” 
 
Nuju looked surprised. “I doubt that very much.” 
 
“But the way she looked at him...” 
 
“Gali’s heart is a mystery that only she can fathom,” remarked Nuju. “But the prophecies are 
clear on her actions. She will remain alone for a long time.” He watched Kopaka’s expression 
turn from anxiety to relief. “If you’ve been concerned about this, why didn’t you ask before?” 
 
Kopaka shrugged. “I didn’t realize the prophecies covered things that were so... trivial,” he 
replied. 
 
“There’s nothing trivial about love,” smiled the Turaga. “It’s all over the Wall. Love puts the 
other person first, and then everything else becomes trivial.” 
 
“Yes, you’re right,” Kopaka admitted. “Love motivates us to gather in unity, and to do our duty. 
And love is what drove the Great Spirit to design for us a destiny that raises us above the mere 
physical concerns of the animals.” 
 
“Well spoken, Kopaka. And, knowing the prophecy, you can love Gali without worry.” 
 
Kopaka thought for a moment in silence. Putting Gali first would make feelings of pride and 
jealousy powerless over him. “Thank you, Nuju.” 
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Kopaka left the Sanctum and headed for Ga-Koro. “I hope Nuju’s right. But I want to see for 
myself.” Without a Kakama, he knew the journey would be quite long, so he settled into the 
rhythm of a steady stride. As he came through an icy mountain pass, the jungles of southern 
Mata Nui came into view. He saw the devastation of the Bohrok everywhere, from splintered 
trees to huge patches of burned forest. Yet there were also plentiful signs of life, now that the 
reign of fear was broken. Teams of Bohrok and Matorans toiled in the distance to clear away the 
debris. Kopaka continued down the foothills, from which he could see the shattered cliffs of Po-
Wahi. But there, too, the crews were hard at work, restoring paths and stacking the stone into 
piles. Finally, he reached the Hura-Mafa valley. Huge holes had been excavated in the center of 
the river, leaving it muddy and turbid. The water was already cleaning itself, however, carrying 
the sediment downstream so that fish and amphibians would soon be thriving again. Kopaka 
smiled as he walked. “Mata Nui is healing itself,” he mused. “And we inhabitants are the 
catalyst. Every foe we have faced has failed to bring us down, because we are patient and 
resilient.” 
 
The Toa of Ice climbed up the inland side of the great cliff overlooking Ga-Wahi. Peering 
through the stone with his powerful new mask, he saw that scaffolding had already been erected 
for the Matorans, and perhaps the Pahrak, to begin repairing the great Kaukau statue above the 
waterfall. “Perhaps they’ll use this opportunity to change it into a Kaukau Nuva,” he thought. As 
he reached the top, he felt the dizzying sensation of an impending vision. He sat down on a rock. 
 
Kopaka felt himself falling. He pointed his swords below him to make an ice slide, anticipating 
the surge of cold energy that would flow through his body, out his arm, and through his weapon. 
But instead, there was nothing, just the feeling of the air moving rapidly past him. 
 
Kopaka gasped. “I will lose my ice powers.” He sat with his elbows on his knees and his chin in 
his hands, his mind reeling. He couldn’t imagine life without his elemental connection to the 
cold. “I hope I’m not too far above the ground when that happens... Am I going to die?” 
Oblivious to the celebration that was going on in the village below, Kopaka contemplated his 
vision. “I should avoid being anywhere very high,” he resolved to himself. “Maybe then the loss 
of my powers will not be deadly, and I can go after the enemy who took them.” 
 
Kopaka stood up. “So, if Nuju was right about Gali, she’ll be coming home soon.” He scanned 
the vast expanse of sea that was visible from the perch on the rock, but he didn’t see her. Then he 
looked down on the village and noticed the party. The beach was lit up by torches on poles stuck 
in the sand. Lightstones glowed softly in the twilight, illuminating the garlands of orange flowers 
strung between the floating huts. Several Ga-Koronans were making sweet music with flutes, 
xylophones, and drums. A choir of blue Matoran sang, swaying to the rhythm. A playful game 
was going on in the shallow water, with the girls trying to push each other off the Ta-Koronans’ 
shoulders with much splashing and squealing. Desert villagers were roasting nuts over a bonfire 
on the beach and dancing with their hostesses. Another group, including Turaga Nokama, was 
fishing and chatting. The fiery red sun was sinking in the eastern sky, casting soft gold light on 
the celebration. Streaks of purple and orange clouds formed graceful patterns just above the 
horizon. 
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Kopaka’s gaze lingered for a moment on Takua, who was carrying a Ga-Koronan on his 
shoulders in the water games. Kopaka felt an unspoken kinship with the multicolored loner who 
had crisscrossed the island, saving the people who had spurned him. The lesson about unity he 
had taught his fellow Matorans would persist even longer than the memory of his brave deeds. 
Kopaka watched him laughing with his friends, glad that this little wanderer had found 
companionship at last. 
 
Returning his eyes to the sea, Kopaka spotted the Toa of Water, far from shore. He was 
astonished at the speed with which she sliced through the water, wearing her new aqua axes on 
her feet. In a few minutes she reached the village and surfaced next to Nokama’s lily pad. 
Kopaka carefully studied her face. She looked tired but relaxed, apparently from a long swim. 
Avoiding the celebration, she slipped unnoticed into the large hut. Kopaka watched her stretch 
out on the floor of the empty dwelling and close her eyes. 
 
Soon Nokama rose from the fishing group and went into her hut. She began to converse with 
Gali. Then she came back out with a fishing net and returned to her villagers. Laughter rang out 
as one pulled a flopping fish out of the water and tossed it into another’s lap. 
 
Stooping to clear the low doorway, Gali stepped out of the hut and slid into the water next to the 
lily pad. She rested her elbows on it and quietly watched the party. A serene smile began to 
spread across her face as her eyes moved from one villager to the next. Then she looked up and 
saw Kopaka on the cliff. Her smile widened and her gold eyes seemed to glow more brightly as 
they connected with his. 
 
Kopaka raised his swords in a salute, then turned and walked behind the rocks. “She's a warrior, 
and so am I. And her smile lights up my world. That’s enough for me.” 
 
As he stepped down the far side of the hill, Kopaka could hear a Ga-Koronan call out, “Gali’s 
here!” He grinned as he listened to the splashing and giggling that told him Gali had joined the 
water play.  
 
After a long walk, Kopaka was back in Ko-Wahi again. The full moon illuminated the snow, 
giving it a surreal blue glow. He found that his transformed mask offered a measure of night 
vision now, without even switching to his Ruru. His mind, freed from worry about Gali, turned 
back to the vision of losing his powers. “I don’t know how I’ll live like that,” he groaned to 
himself as he skated up and down the icy hills. “My whole life has been about learning to use 
this gift to help others.” With his Akaku Nuva, he suddenly realized that an area he had assumed 
to be a field was actually a frozen lake. He waved his blades, causing the snow to slide to the 
side, revealing a perfect place to practice with his new skates. Kopaka raced around and around 
the field to see how fast he could go. He built ramps and tried jumps and flips.  
 
Then he decided to test how well he could build with his enhanced powers. He stood at the edge 
of a cliff and shot a blast of cold energy, forming a span across the chasm. He was amazed at 
how quickly the ice crystallized out of the air. Then he touched the bridge with his blade and 
watched it crash to the bottom of the canyon. 
 



Toa Biographies  GaliGee 

 353

“But if it’s my destiny to fall, it’ll find a way of happening,” thought Kopaka. “Even if I try to 
prevent it, I think the visions will come true, anyway. I should use whatever I learn from them, 
and just proceed with my best effort.” Kopaka remembered how the Onu-Koronan device had 
happened to be in Ko-Koro, and he had happened to examine it, and then, when Gali was 
injured, he had thought of it. He recalled his discovery of a Kaukau right after he had let Lewa 
have the first one. And he recollected how the Exo-Toa suits were waiting for them on the way 
to the Bahrag. “Besides, there seems to be a plan. Someone is looking out for us. Despite what 
we’ve faced, we’ve always been given the solution somehow.” 
 
The Toa of Ice shot another blast of ice into the air and made a second bridge, this time more 
slowly and precisely. He added a railing and some curved shapes to the side of the structure. 
Taking a deep breath, he skated across to the other side. Again, he sent the bridge cascading 
down into the shadows. 
 
“Of course, that’s no reason to be reckless. But it’s also no reason to live in fear.” 
 
Kopaka climbed high up the snowy hill and turned around. He aimed his blade at the same time 
he pushed off with his skates. Flying through the air with blue energy surging out of his sword, 
he raced his own ice powers. Ahead of him, a new bridge was forming across the ravine as he 
sailed toward it. He left the edge of the cliff and rode over the rough structure of the newly 
hardened ice. As he approached the other side, the span arrived at the far side just in time, and 
Kopaka skated off the bridge to the safety of solid ground. 
 
Kopaka stumbled and pitched forward onto his face in the snow. “I suppose I am rather tired,” he 
mumbled. “Maybe I should sit for a while.” He dug a cave in the ice to conceal himself and 
crawled inside. “But what if a new enemy comes to steal my ice powers while I’m resting? I’d 
better not let myself fall asleep.” 
 
Kopaka was standing in a shaft of light in the midst of darkness. He could clearly see himself 
and a small spot on the stone floor, but everything around him was completely black. The light 
was shining down from a brilliant source above him. He was frustrated to find that he could 
discern nothing about this source with his Akaku. 
 
“Well done, my faithful servant,” said a calm voice.  
 
Kopaka recognized the voice from his dream in the canister. “You… you’re that voice!” he 
stammered. “I… I didn’t do anything special. I just tried to do my job.” 
 
“Exactly.”  
 
“But I made a lot of mistakes,” protested the Toa of Ice. 
 
“And you will make more,” replied the voice. “You have served me for forty moons, with 
courage and devotion. You have survived many trials.” 
 
Kopaka’s mind raced. The hardships he had endured since his arrival on Mata Nui began to 
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flash before his eyes. But the voice would not let him dwell on these things. 
 
“Rest now, Kopaka, Toa of Ice. You will soon be needed again.” 
 
Kopaka closed his eyes. 
 
Kopaka opened his eyes. He had fallen asleep in the snow cave, and now it was mid-morning. 
The sky outside seemed a particularly brilliant shade of blue, and the snow sparkled as if 
diamonds had been scattered by the handful across its surface. He picked up his swords, shot a 
burst of ice at the wall, and sighed with relief. 
 
The Toa of Ice ducked out of the entrance and looked around at the starkly beautiful mountains. 
He drew a deep breath of the thin, pure air. Raising his double blade, Kopaka saluted the sky. 
“I’m ready when you are,” he grinned. 
 
 

THE END 
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