Makuta VS Satan

(I created this partly because I wanted to create my own character, and partly because I wanted to make a great epic story. I'm doing one chapter per night, each with a cliff-hanger ending. Let 'er Rip!)

Chapter 1. Makuta's comeuppance.

Makuta, the darkness of Mata Nui, lay broken. Finally the servants of his brother had defeated even his sons, and finally him. He lay in despair under the door to Metru Nui. Finally, the weight took him, and he fell to the ground. His last memory was of the fool Vakama speaking of that idiotic motto, "Unity, Duty, Destiny!"

Suddenly, Makuta found himself, sans staff, in a strange chamber. All around was fire, and screams of agony, and death. Makuta looked to his right. In a pit of lava and flame, his beloved Rahkshi lay, melting to death! All lay miles away from their staffs. All save one. Tuhrak was in agony as the lava was being pumped through a machine powered by his staff!

Makuta started with "My sons- how-what-where-" and was tapped on the shoulder. He quickly turned around.

"AHHHHHHH!"

The creature wasn't a Mata nuian at all! It was about Toa sized, with strange, smooth flesh, skin, a tail and horns, and a trident in its hand! It was also dressed in a cloak, but it and the creature’s skin was a tasteless shade of red.

Makuta clamed down. "Wh-who a-are you?"

The creature gave a sickly grin, giving a show of its teeth. "I am graddlegrognius III, mate, of devil class 4. I’m part of the guided tour of this place, known as Hell. (The Demon pronounced it "Haiyl", but you get the idea.)"

"But- I'm- I WANT THE MANAGER! LEMME TALK TO THE MANAGER! DEMON- Take me to your leader!"

"Dat's wot dey all say, mate." But, seeing as I don't know where to put ya, I'll do it anyhew. Come on." and the creature turned on its heel and began to stomp towards an evil looking- lift.

Makuta got in. The lift, a glass-bottom, showed several of the Underworld's victims being killed over and over again. Makuta stayed silent for the time being, except for one floor. It showed several people in islands on top of lava pits, chained to thorny chairs, screaming in agony at... little girls. Little girls with pigtails, playing recorders. There were thousands of them, moaning and biting their straps. Makuta heard one shouting "E sharp! E sharp!"

"Dat's the pit of doomed teachers, Moosic section. Each Moosic teacher will listen to the furies of the music lesson practice "murning has broken" in the wrong chords, until the end of time, when the teacher does break the murning, over their heads. They beg us to undo the straps and throw them into the lava-but we don't. Hur Hur. "

Finally, The lift reached floor 1,000000,000000,000000. (Hell allows pets as well.) 

The Demon announced, " Last floor, Satan, boss, One-of-too-many-titles-to-recite. Must be off now, got to take apart some Rahi who didn't clean their nest. Bye."

Makuta walked in as the lift disappeared. He turned the knob of the polished brass door, and went inside. 

Inside was a smartly dressed man with a goatee beard, Captain Hook moustache, and evening dinner suit. He smoked a small cheroot, and sat behind a desk with two paperwork shelves. One was labelled 'out', and was covered in festering dust, and the other, 'in' stretched beyond the ceiling. There were potted plants, neat desk tidies, and a smart waitress serving the man coffee.

"Ah, welcome, welcome, to hell!" Smiled the man. He spoke in a vague BBC 2 1940s accent." I'm B.zelbub, the proprietor of this little business. You seem to be new. What's your name?"

"MAKUTA, MASTER OF DARKNESS, INFECTOR OF MASKS!" Makuta boomed. 

B.Zelbub smiled pleasantly. 'Oh you, the Master after my own heart. You put in quite a lot of clients for us, good work!" He raised his Decaf in salute.

"I DEMAND TO KNOW WHY I HAVE BEEN TRANSPORTED HERE! ANSWER ME!"

"Because you died, dear chap, because you hopped the twig! Now, you have to roast in all eternity and at the same time watch a video of your minions dying and your enemies triumphing every day until you're finally judged by whatever god you claim to worship."

"But- but I AM a god! I mean, The Mata nuians worshipped my bro, and he became a god, so why not me?'

"I'm sorry, but you're only a demi-god. Look it up."

Makuta paused. Over centuries of manipulation he had known that you can manipulate anyone with the right stakes. He had read of this guy in some carvings, which apparently didn't do him justice. But he knew how to bait him...

"Listen, devil, I know what to do with you."

"Mm?" 

"I put forth a challenge. If I win, you must let me return to Mata nui with my sons, alive and well, and give me power to defeat my enemies. "

.Zelbub became interested. "And if I win...?"

Makuta bowed. "My soul, for flame and death in all eternity." he said, " and control over my protodermis farms and kraata for eternity. a valuable soul- grabbing asset, don't you think?"

"Hmmm. What would you do for this challenge?'

'You're going to love this..."

Stay tuned for part 2: Birth of Beliwa!
************************************************************************

Part 2. the deal is made!

Makuta had just finished talking. 

“So, do we have a deal?’

Beezelbub laughed insanely. “Sure, buddy, sure!” He said. “Just take this contract (he pulled one from his pocket) and sign away! But be sure to use your own Protodermis!” 

Makuta, being a sensible if homicidical creature, read the contract carefully. It stated that he would pledge his soul to Beezelbub if he failed the following deal ( write deal here, please.) He would get his own specified benefits if he fulfilled the deal, plus his soul.

Makuta signed the contract and felt a burst of energy as his power-body enlarged and his Kohlii staff of Darkness emerged. 

“So, you transport me to Mata nui…” He began.

“and you make me the new guy.” Replied the devil.

Makuta’s job while temporarily on Mata nui would be to collect enough DNA to create the perfect hells angel to collect and tempt souls on Mata nui. He knew a just candidate for cloning, but he required three things: 

A. a pool of protodermis. Protodermis is the only Mata Nui substance capable of creating a living sacrifice. 

B. An electrical generator. Although Protodermis is fine for use when heated or incorporated into the mask of light, to make true power, e.g. the toa Nuva, it needs to be pumped full of electricity. Nokama proves that it is useless on its own by swimming in it without transformation. 

C. A powerful demon for sacrifice. As seen in mask of light, at least one powerful being is required for sacrifice to make a transformation.

Makuta and The lord of hell (LoH) got into the lift and He pressed the button for the teleportation area. More, different floors went past, including the Nazi building, the bottomless pit of artistic misspellers, the disco floor (“Mercy, these suede shoes are red”), the room of fly-squashers, the home of awful TV programs ( barney; Ed, Edd and Eddy) and finally, the place where the inventor and workers for ‘Coca-Cola’ and ‘Pepsi’ could be trodden on by Indian people who had died of thirst because factories had drained their wells for bottle washing.

LoH beamed at Makuta’s amazement at the detail. Suddenly floor 534,782,666 came into view. They stopped and walked in. Inside was a booth, a little hole in the floor, and several red rings. LoH took one of them.

“Listen- this ring will wrap around your arm. To return to hell, press it with your left hand. To contact me, thump it against something. Try to take it off, and you explode and die.” The ring floated onto Makuta’s arm. “Remember, just get your equipment and be gone. I’ll be watching you.” So saying, He pushed Makuta into the booth, and a trident which appeared to come from nowhere into the hole. Makuta felt a rush of light, and…

..found himself inside his good old cave. Makuta looked around. He tapped the walls. It was good, temporarily, to be home. Makuta looked around his carving hall and found the right stone. 

Lewa, the youngest of the toa, had frequently been victim of face infection, including infected masks and a Krana. Makuta knew that both of these would have Lewa’s DNA rubbed on ’em, so he had hidden them for emergencies in an old slab of stone. By punching in a sophisticated code on the stones, he quickly found both of them. Then, he quickly strode over to an intercom of his he had used for infected Nui- RamU. 

Meanwhile, in le Koro, Lewa Nuva had begun helping the foragers of Le-wahi look for the remains of their village. He sighed, leant against a tree, and let his guard down. He thought of Gali. Dear, sweet Gali! Oh, how he loved her. But, she never seemed to love him back. Was she really interested in Tahu? He sighed. Had Matau, when he was a toa, thought of Nokama that way?

Suddenly, a strange buzz of wings went through Lewa’s ears. He felt a sharp pain, saw an orange blur, and then…nothing. “Toa, what was that?’ shouted a Matoran, Toparu. ‘It was like thunder!”

“It was… nothing.” Said the bewildered toa. Then, he looked down. He was wrong. Somehow, the strange thing had taken away…part of his toe. 

Makuta laughed as the cowering insect dropped the toa foot piece on his hand. He had done it! He had everything he wanted now! He would be free to conquer this island, and he would have a new, even more powerful Toa!

He pressed the ring, and in a fit of giggling was transported back to the underworld. He was in a different floor, a new floor. It was a normal, lava- pool filled pit, and all the requirements of the list were there. Stirring the protodermis to keep it warm was a muscular demon. 

Satan stalked over. “hello dear friend, hallo. Glad to see you got the required ingredients.” He walked closer to Makuta and whispered into his ear. “That guy is Belial, one of my best Demons. Mess this up and the deal is off. I’ve built quite a lot into him.” Shooting him a tough glance, the master walked away. Makuta walked away and looked over the pit. The protodermis was pulsing away like mad. 

Makuta boomed, ‘the time of ceremony has begun!” he bent over the protodermis. First, he tipped in the mask. “The infected mask, that our champion may infect what he takes.’ It fell in, and made a horrible froth. 

“The Krana, brain of a Bohrok, that our champion may be devastatingly intelligent!” Again, there was much bubbling.

“ and finally, a piece of toe from  our champions predecessor, fresh, that he may have the form of the original!” The toe-piece fell in and melted on contact.

They all stood back while Makuta stirred it with his stick. In a deep, gravely voice, Belial muttered, “Nothin’s happenin,” and took a drag on a cigarette. 

LoH laughed. Unbeknownst to Belial, he put his hand behind his back. It pulsed, ripped his suit- became a giant, red skinned, yellow nailed thing. ‘because, Belial, it hasn’t enough BODY.’ 

He took his ugly hand, gripped Belials entire torso, and held him over the pit.

“No-master-please-I’ve served you faithfully-let me go!” Belial screamed.

“Ah now, my servant- I am different from all other creatures in the universe,” The lord grinned. ‘because I DEFINITELY take orders from no-one. ” and so saying, he let go. 

Belial splashed into the pool- thrashed around and screamed as the protodermis electrocuted his body. “AHH! Master-ARGH!-Help- Pleasblubg”

At last, he sank away. The silver substance pulsed and flickered- and died. The fires of hell burned behind it, kept it warm, but, nothing. The strange liquid eventually stopped rippling, and stayed still. Satan started to look agitated, Makuta patient. 

Then, the silvery stuff parted and shrank. It formed, it moved- and finally, like a revolting stomach, it spewed out its contents. The liquid on the other side of the fire had a will of its own, making a large and a small puddle. The small shaped itself into a Miru Nuva, green and red with horns, while the other made a body, a toa body, holding a staff of darkness trident, with a katana in the middle. The shape got up. And I became conscious. 

I straightened up, and found my mask, The Demoniru Nuva. I put it on, and boomed ‘I AM BELIWA NUVA, TOA OF AIR AND HELLFIRE! And-I AM READY TO CONQUER!’

Part 3- the mission. coming soon.

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

(He’s been gone for long, but he ain’t been lazy! This next chapter ends with the guest star(s) appearing. It is also one of the longest, due to the events that happen in it. There is no resemblance to myself, even in relationship affairs. But, be warned, in this chapter Satan doesn’t star much, and there is violence, tragedy, and good writing. Don’t worry, faint-hearted creatures, there is a happy ending. And now, please take your seats, be quiet, do not rustle your popcorn and…Begin!)

Part 3- Mission: Makuta! 

I stood and swayed a little in the eternal fires that blazed behind me. I was confused, befuddled. I had been Belial- but now, I was a toa, a Mata nuian- yet I carried the powers of hell within me! I decided to let the two in front of me do the talking. 

Makuta straightened up. “Well, that settles it, then! “He boomed. “I’m free to go back to Mata Nui at the start of our adventures, with a toa on my side to boot! Ha Ha Ha Ha Ha!”

“not so fast,” volunteered Satan. His hand had returned to normal and his suit had repaired. “This guy is still new and untested. We have to take him to the training room.”

Makuta obliged, and we were led into the hellevator. It went so fast there were too many rooms to count, but I did see a Rahi tearing apart Krana. Our floor, the danger room, was a simple padded cell. I was pushed in, and told to avoid the coming dangers. I stood ready, with my staff held to my side. 

Suddenly, the ground beneath me began to shake. The building was falling apart! At least, that was what seemed to happen. Then, I noticed several huge cranes, with monstrous spiked balls on them! 

I took my trident and on the spur of the moment swung it at the first crane. A bolt of green came from the Katana, while fire was emitted from the other two pieces. The crane immediately exploded!

I kept aiming and swinging, aiming and swinging, until they were all gone. Then, an army of menacing looking robots began to emerge out of nowhere. I put my reflexes on autopilot, and advanced towards them. Hitting and grabbing, I started to plough through their numbers, destroying some with green Hellfire, and just smashing others to pieces. Eventually, the last, most heavy-armoured one of all was left. With a deft manoeuvre, I jumped over him, and rammed my trident down his  mouth! He began to thrash around, and I was dragged with him, bumping into the pads and getting bruised. Then, the robot stopped, squeaked three times, and fell apart. I jumped just before the explosion, but I felt something bad. I had no katana, and couldn’t fly! I closed my eyes, waiting to fall on the sharp debris below…

My back suddenly seemed to go on fire. Flames burst out from me just below my back-gear. I kept my eyes closed. I waited…

And waited… and waited… and… 

I opened my eyes. I was hovering, staff up, arms outstretched, over the debris. I was puzzled, until I turned and looked over my shoulders. 

Two wings of flame, pumped with everflowing (getting the hang of Le-Koronan now,) protodermis, in the shape of those of Belial, beat up and down. I laughed like crazy and soared to the ground, just next to the robots, which were sucked into the floor. My wings just…folded up, Then, they were sucked into two unnoticed panels, which had stores of protodermis and small firelighters inside. 

I walked triumphantly out. I was ready to work! I began to think evil thoughts of who I could get revenge on, who I could destroy… who I actually knew…

“Excellent, M’boy, excellent!” shouted Satan. “I’ve found you fully qualified to help Makuta and I collect souls and conquer Mata Nui. You ready?” 

“you betcha!” I cried. “I just can’t wait to start cracking souls, and flyin’ high!” 

“good, good. Now, the way you get home is that you tap your heels together and murmur ‘There’s no place like  a nui, there’s…’” 

“Ah, shaddup!” shouted Makuta. “Just get me home, and at the time it all started!”

“Why sure,” said Satan. “all you need to do is stand next to each other, and… LOOK! GALI!”

“wha…” we both said, turning around. Then, to the tune of raucous laughter and thunderbolts, we were transported away.

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

Lewa (olda) stood at the edge of the pool. He had been told of the great mask of water breathing that lay in this water-hole. ‘Darn it, I hate swimming!’ he thought. ‘How did it get there anyway? I hope it wasn’t Gali, ‘cause if it was…’ He sighed, and dived into the pool. He swam strongly, weaving in and out, despite his preferences. Suddenly, a few reeds caught his leg. Struggling about, he went straight up and gasped for air.  Then, he plunged down again for the mask. He was just near it. Nearer…nearer…nearer…

Suddenly, a green-red blur washed past Lewa. Angry, he began to go after it, and swam faster and faster. The blur was going too fast to catch up. Lewa had almost got it, when it turned, and darted into a cave. 

Back on the surface, Lewa cursed his ill-gotten luck. But how could a Rahi be that fast? 

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

 Kopaka weaved and ducked through the snow. The turaga had given him wise directions to the mask of strength. He needed only to find the right rock without causing an avalanche…

Suddenly, he noticed a deep ravine buried in the snow. Careful to time his pull, he lifted his surf-shield, and fell into the ravine, using it as a ramp to jump up and down. Then, he rose higher and higher, until he could se the whole mountainside. 

There was the mask! It gleamed and glimmered in the side of the rock, and called out to him, with its vast strength…

Suddenly, a familiar Red-green blur sped past and grabbed the mask away. Kopaka suddenly raged. How dare this maverick steal his mask!

He started to fall, towards the mountain, and, landing easily, he began to run across the edge of the mountain. The blur went at ultra-speed, clearing miles of mountain, and yet managing graceful turns at the same time. Eventually, Kopaka was tired out and couldn’t run, but he had it cornered. 


“Now, mask-thief, show yourself! I want what is mine!” 

Under a rock, the creature was a shadow, pulsing with every breath. But, Kopaka was ready to blast it with ice at any moment. The creature looked at the mask in its hand, and at the ravine below, and.. THREW the mask away. 

“NOOO!” Kopaka cried, as the mask flew out of sight. The shadow pulsed. Then, it threw itself off the cliff.

Kopaka caught his breath, and tried to make sense of what he had just seen. Then, he looked over the ravine. The shadow was…gone.

In a cave in the mountain, I took the mask of strength, raised my trident and smashed it to pieces.

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

(Okay gang- here comes a tragic bit! Please keep OFF the edges of your seats!)

Pohatu ran like wind towards the cave in the middle of the quarry. The small, blue-masked matoran had stumbled in there, and he had heard a scream. He was nearly there. 

Pohatu raced inside. The matoran was about to be killed by that Nui-Jaga, unless he did something! Pohatu picked up the first rock he could find, and hurled it at the arachnid. In return, a blur of dust fell in his face. He turned to the direction of the matoran, who  just happened to be Takua. “Guide my kicks towards it, friend.” He cried. Takua hurriedly obeyed, shouting ‘left!” “Right’ and “more” hurriedly. Pohatu laughed as the blurred brown-black shapes fell to the ground and smashed, irreparable. Takua was still worried, but he loved the sport. It was the ultimate Koli practice! Finally, the last pillar was there. Pohatus eyes were focused now. He took careful aim, and…

Suddenly, a thump like an avalanche with a bad temper hit Pohatu in the back, and he missed the stone. The Jaga watched incredulously as a shadow, dark and swifter than Pohatu himself, pushed him into the last pillar, and headbutted him into it! 

Pohatu’s leg was broken. He was buried under the debris, and he couldn’t get up. He painfully turned around, and saw that he had helped the Jaga, that his whole leg was wedged inside the pillar, keeping it firm. With his last strength, he shouted to Takua. “Run! Whatever got me will get you too!” 

“but…”

“Just RUN!” 

Takua turned on his heel and began to flee. Soon, he had disappeared from the mouth of the cave. 

The Nui-Jaga sighed in relief. It could maintain its mask infection farm, now that there was a support to hold the last pillar. But, before it began to make new ones, it needed a snack. It turned, and looked at Pohatu eagerly. 

Pohatu groaned. The Nui-Jaga closed in, and the world turned black.

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

Tahu trudged along the path of the ta-koro bridge. He needed a break. After the incident with the kofo-jagas he had disinfected (see Bionicle chronicles 1#) he was tired out, and in need of some sleep. He entered the gates. 

He looked around. Jala must be off-duty. Then, he looked to his left. There was no one. The village was deserted, the fires burnt unfueled. The lava flow was un-maintained. Tahu. Confused, walked up and down.   He turned around, and shouted: “HEY! WHAT’S HAPPENED?”

Instantly, he regretted his shout. He heard moaning… rushing of claws…

The huts emptied matoran. Thousands of ta-koronans began to march across the streets. Tahu looked at them carefully. No matter what colour their masks, they were all covered in black gunk. Turaga vakama stepped out… his mask was not partially, but totally covered. The whole village staggered into the square. Tahu was nearly driven mad and deaf by their raucous, hideous moaning and whining. They marched and staggered, some vengefully carrying surfboards, or sharp shards of them.

“T-turaga… what has happened?” began Tahu. He stopped. The village was surrounded by nui- and Kofo- jagas. The matoran just stood there, breathing in long, shallow, noisy breaths. Suddenly, more Rahi, including  the Nui-RamU Queen, Muaka and Kane-Ra, and the tribe leader of the manas, stepped into the village square. They had thousands of infected masks all over them. Then, as if on a given signal, they tensed themselves for battle, Kane-Ra pawing the ground with his hooves, Muaka thundering a battle cry. Then, as it was a signal, one matoran, then the next, and even Vakama, ran at Tahu and began to beat, punch, and stab at him.

Tahu fell at their beating blows, their endless punches. Momentarily, he disappeared underneath the sea of red and black. But, only momentarily. When a mob goes after you, Tahu knew, you must let them think they have defeated you, and then strike out. This he did, suddenly making the creatures on top of him rose in all directions. He sent them flying, his fire-sword hitting each one and grazing them against walls. He was out of energy, as his first fight with the Jagas had almost ruined him, but he knew never to give up. He attacked again and again. He rained countless blows on the mindless, zombie Mata Nuians. Then, almost defeated, he stopped. There were just too many. They kept coming back. They were his people. He was tired. One of these thoughts flashed through his head, as he fell to the relentless onslaught of Matoran and  Rahi, and his last sight was of the infected hau they carried.  

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

Lewa was startled, as Jala, Takua, and Gali were at the gates of Le-Koro to welcome him. He was about to tell them what had happened, when Gali fell into his arms, sobbing. 

“Lewa, oh Mata Nui, Lewa!” She cried. “ Pohatu- pohatu is dead!” 

“What! But how-why could this horriblebad thing happen?”

Jala and Takua bowed their heads. Takua recalled what had happened. “He was about to save me, when he fell to a shadow. It may have been Makuta. Now, Po-Koro is likely to be attacked by scorpions anytime soon. Plus, Hafu has gone missing, and The Comet-ball seller has taken over the carving trade, ruling with an iron fist. We do not know how long until they must flee.”

Jala spoke. “Also, Ta-Koro is taken!” He cried. “The infectors have taken everything, even Tahu! I am the only left, save a female, in a city of infected zombies!”

Lewa straightened up. He was lucky to have a quick mind, and a strategic skill. “Then Onu-Koro must quickhelp us in sealing off Ta-Koro from the rest of Mata Nui, and Ko-Koro will advance on the Nui-jagas by morning.”

Takua was crying as well. “Pohatu- he’s dead-because of m-me. ME! If it weren’t f-f-for my love of adventure, he’d still be a-a-live.” Jala patted him on the back. “He died for honour.”

Lewa felt strange. He was sad that the two had such deathluck, but it had given something even worse for him- the knowledge that Gali didn’t love him. He could see it in her eyes, hear it in her breath- he could feel it with every fresh sob she made. She had never loved him. She had loved Pohatu- and now he was dead, she would never love another. Lewa straightened Gali. He took her by the shoulder, and led her into a hut. Then, he himself went into his own, private hut. He knelt before the statue of Mata Nui, and began to pray. 

He didn’t come out until morning. 

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

In his secret lair Makuta watched on a video screen with me. He laughed like mad until he fell to the floor. “It’s all coming together!” He cried. “Now, with your help, Mata Nui will become Makuta nui! I will rule supreme! But, come, come, there is more.” He ushered me away. 

I was stony faced. I couldn’t believe that I had killed someone, that I had caused pain. Lewa’s genes lay deep within me-I couldn’t ignore their call! And they were telling me what I was doing wrong…

Makuta spoke again. “We still can travel through time. Right now, the real me has believed it was just luck that has led him to the Toa’s death. Tahu, also, will die, because I will use him as a living embodiment of myself, and the toa will have to kill him.  But, the remaining four will still become Toa Nuva. Lewa, because he is still here, must become the leader. Your next job, when we travel, is to defeat HIM in battle. With no leader, the Toa Nuva will wither away, and I will rule.” 

The screen changed. I could see images of the four Toa Nuva fighting the bohrok, confronting the Bahrag- memories that I could remember myself. They entered four chambers, two of which were empty. They became the Toa Nuva. They rose, and the scene changed, to show them in their first battle with the bohrok-kal. I turned. The portal awaited. What could I do?

“Yes Makuta,” I replied, as we were sucked into the warp. “Your will be done.”

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

“WE SEEK THE BAHRAG…” Intoned Nuhvok-Kal

“SHOW US WHERE YOU HAVE HIDDEN THEM, AND THEN STAND ASIDE. WE HAVE NO WISH TO HARM HELPLESS FOES.” Said lehrak-kal.

Lewa leapt at them, and the four Toa Nuva began battle. But, outnumbered with Bohrok-Kal, they soon fell, helpless indeed. 

Lewa Nuva got up. “We must split into two parties” he announced, “and find the  Bahrag again  before The Kal do. Onua and I will comb through our regions, Kopaka and Gali search yours, and we will untie in  po-koro.”

The Toa Nuvas nodded. I watched in the shadows as they walked away. Now, I knew exactly where to find them. 

I waited until they were gone, and began formulating a plan. I could ambush Onua easily, as he wouldn’t be fighting Tahnok-Kal with Pohatu Nuva. 

Soon, I was stalking Onua in the caves of onu-Koro. It was easy, as I was well adjusted to tunnels. Demons always are, so that they may get through the fiery dungeons of hell. Soon, onua had reached a lone cave. I was ready to jump, knock him out, and tie him up any moment. Then, suddenly, I heard a voice. 

“Onua- is that you?” It was Gali. “Yes- what is it, wise sister?” he replied.

“Oh, onua, I’m glad I have a friend like you. You’ve always been at my side. You’ve always been here. Now, I must confide the greatest secret of all that I have. I- I-“

“What? Tell me. I don’t care.” 

“Well, I know that Lewa has always had feelings for me. He thought that I loved pohatu. But, like you, Pohatu was only a brother to me. I cried because I had lost a brother, not a lover. And so- I will soon tell Lewa that I do, too, love him and will join him in life, forever, under Mata Nui!”

Onua stayed silent, and so did I at this shocking news. Then, I heard him, “Why, this is wonderful news! Do you hope to propose to him soon?” 

“Actually, that is why I came after you. I want you to tell-or rather-hint to him about it. Please do.”

“You can rely on me, Gali.” 

I quickly took the Kanohi Huna (from a secret stock I had found in Ta-koro before it was conquered), and placed it over my face. I became invisible. I walked into the tunnel, and found Gali there, picking a flower. She sighed in happiness, and closed her eyes.

‘Gali…’ I thought. I reached my hand out. ‘Dear, sweet, Gali…’ I stroked her cheek. She started, and looked around. She had been surprised at the fire of my touch. I turned away. The wise, noble Gali had been reduced to a lovesick fool. I didn’t care. I had… a…JOB to do.

Lewa plunged through the jungle. The Bohrok-Kal were here somewhere. He just had to find out where. Takua tagged along behind. 

“So, uh, Lewa, what’s gonna happen? What are ya gonna do when you find the Kal?”

“I don’t know.”

‘Um… You don’t know?’

“ *Sigh…* I’m working on it. Please don’t pester me. I need some time. To get…some air.”

“Alright. After all, you used to control the stuff! Seeya back at the village.”

“See you.”

Lewa sighed. Life was impossible nowadays. He needed a plan. ‘If only Tahu were still un-infected.’ He thought. ‘It was like Kopaka said when I told him I was the leader…’ the words seemed to ring in his mind now. 

‘You’re always trying to be Tahu, to be what he was. You can’t be. You never will be! You’re too young, too inexperienced. You just can’t do it!’

Lewa sighed again, deeper. Was it true?  Was he a simplistic fool and not a leader? 

“AAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!” 

I pounced on Lewa from behind. He was an eager prey when let off guard. I kicked him to the ground, then stood over him. Him : Me. We were so much the same, so different nevertheless. 

“Wh-who are you?” he asked, staring at me incredulously. 

“I am you but not you,” I replied, “the darkness within you heart. I am the death that stalks you forever. And we have met before. Remember...?”

Lewa Nuvas eyes flickered with the remembrance of the blur underwater. ‘You! The mask thief! But… that means…” he became angry. “you killed Pohatu!”

“yes, and I ENJOYED it,” I replied. “And I’m going to enjoy killing you, and killing off all Mata Nui with you! The simplistic villagers will have no leader. They’ll either kill each other in a war over who should be, or they’ll try to release Ta-Koro. Then, This Island will be Makuta’s! Ha ha ha ha haa!”

Lewa got up. “no...NO! He cried. He drew his swords from behind his back. “I challenge you to Ritual Mata nuian combat!”

“Very well,” I said, showing my trident. “I accept.” 

Lewa rushed at me, both his swords in one hand, but I quickly deflected them with my trident. We flung moves against each other, continually hitting with the staffs, but neither made a damaging move. We were so evenly matched! I would flip over his head, but he would turn around at the quickest and hit against me. He would land a punch, only for me to immediately get him in the same spot.

Eventually, he took his swords and flew high into the treetops, where he thought I would have a hard time. Far from it! My wings unfolded and pulsed with silver fire. We flew high up, fighting and battling. Eventually, we had reached Mata Nui Mountain, in the jungle centre. I flew behind a rock, while he landed on the surface. Quickly, I went around the side, and slammed him onto the ground from behind. We rolled, kicked around, fell away. I jumped to the side and pushed his head into the sand, and then rolled it over, touching his head with the blade of my trident. 

“They’ll be very disappointed in you,” I murmured. “They’ll find the corpse, eventually, and they’ll think you didn’t have the nerve. Didn’t have the nerve to fight, to save them. The Bohrok and Makuta will rule, and you rot! And they’ll always know that you were just a cowardly weakling. That you couldn’t even stand to lead your own people. Kopaka was right-you’ll never replace Tahu, or what he was!”

Lewa winced. I knew his thoughts, as now I had thought them as well, once.

“BUT- it doesn’t have to be this way.  I give you a choice. I’ll kill you… or you can work for Makuta. Really rule the place. Help govern this island the real way, crushing all who speak against you. So, which do you want? Die a painful death, and be remembered as a coward, or live, and rule the world?”

We paused. To a matoran, we’d have looked a strange sight, the two of us, so alike in form, so...different...in spirit…

“Kill me.”

“what?” I said. 

“You heard me. I would rather die, than rule over the island like you. To destroy everything I ever loved. But that doesn’t matter to you, because you don’t know love. You don’t know friends. You know nothing.” Lewa spat the words out like something that had crawled into his mouth and died. “NOTHING!” He bared his neck.  “Kill me… or go to hell.”

I started. “Hell…” I said. I looked down. Down at myself. Hell… the place where I was created. The place where a demon died to make my  body. Was I truly a demon? Or a toa? I was a demon. I knew that. I had infected an entire village! I had killed Pohatu! And yet…

I looked down at Lewa. His eyes were closed. I waited… and cocked my trident up. I strode to the edge of the mountain. Lewa looked up. 

‘hey, where are you leavegoing? I thought… you…WAIT! DON’T! DON’T! You don’t have to…” He had seen me, arms outstretched, my back to the cliff. “Do…that…” Lewa’s words echoed. I closed my eyes, and fell. My fire-wings unfolded, and I soared upwards. 

“I take orders from no-one.” I said. I turned, and flew towards the sky, towards the sun. I shouted one final message before turning and waving.

“LONG LIVE MATA NUI! HIS SPIRIT LIES WITHIN!”

I  flew to the centre of the island paradise as Lewa waved bewilderedly. I was… a Toa. Nothing would change that now.

I soared down. Makuta needed something. Something he was going to get.

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

Makuta had been watching every second. He buzzed with anger, like a thunderstorm, by the time I had returned. 

“BELIWA!’ He cried. “WHAT…WERE…YOU…DOING!!!!!”

He hadn’t been lazy. The original rakshi, and several others in different colours, hissed at me from their upside down canisters. They began to get out, and create staffs.

“I was doing the right thing, for the first time in my life. “ I replied. “but it won’t be the last. In fact, I’m just about to enter the second.” 

The Rahkshi had made an entire squadron. Each hissed and pulsed in front of me, and raised his staff. Each began to bare the energy buried inside. Makuta began to do the same with his darkness staff. No way would I defeat them all, alone.

I looked at one of Makuta’s pillars supporting this side of his cave. Pillars, where the tragedy had begun. Pillars, where it would end. I looked at my trident. You don’t have to guess what happens next.

I remember in that moment there was a tumbling, a crash of stones. I heard Makuta scream “Not againnnnnnnn!”, I heard the Rahkshi vainly strike at the rocks. I saw the light go out. 

Then, I awoke. The landscape-it was never ending. It stretched too far to actually know, in any direction, and it was all the colour of silver. Was I in a new, different afterlife?

“ And so, Makuta is defeated by his own knight in our game of chess.’ A voice boomed. It was strange; it was everywhere, and in my mind at the same time. Also, it was loud, and quiet. 

“Knight? You’re calling me a knight?’ I shouted. Then, I noticed. My voice didn’t correspond with my mouth, but came from my thoughts!

The voice was calm, silky, smooth. It was sexless with a male twinge, and peaceful. “I am Mata Nui, creator of the island.” It said. “Currently, you have entered my presence, and are inside my very being. But, since Makuta’s knight has come to me, then so I must counter with my own. “

“What are you talking about?” I cried.

“You have been conceived by Makuta, and have tried to destroy my children. Yet even you fought against your master, and destroyed his children. But, you are still a danger, a threat. Makuta made you as a creature to kill, and I see that, even despite your own protest, somewhere within you that impulse still lingers. In a game of chess which is life, you are as powerful as two knights, and so I must correspond with a knight, or toa, perhaps, who can challenge you in combat, and if you survive, one who may show you your destiny. Please wait, while I summon them.”

There was a silent, unmeasured pause, followed by a sudden swirling, as of a sandstorm, but quieter. I turned. To my left, sound entered through the back door. I could see two figures shimmering into existence, one with its weapons outstretched, and the other standing in thought. I peered to see who they were.

I kept my hand on my trident. 

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

That’s it! The latest chapter, my first personal narrative, and the cliff-hanger ending of MAKUTA VS SATAN: Part 3! So, until I decide which characters to use as guest stars… 2 B CONTINUED!

(please use the required exits shown to you at the beginning of the feature, and don’t forget to throw away your beverages! Also, remember to tune in next time for MAKUTA VS SATAN 4: This time it’s punishable.)

I HAVE RETURNED! BELIWA IS BACK! “He lives! He walks! He conquers!”- [First appearance of comic character Iron man.]

(Okay everyone, this time I have guest stars, and one character who I made myself, and will be displayed as a MOC. Enjoy!)


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

I watched as the figures materialised. The one with weapons outstretched looked- gigantic! It had four legs, and four arms. The first two arms were large, clawed, monstrosities. Its other arms were that of Rahi, as were his tail made of Rahi arms. His legs were Rahkshi, with long Katanas and staffs of light at the end. His body were two kraata cases, and his head was a huge, spiked mouth of fury. I realised that it was a Miru Nuva upside down. It spoke in a beast’s voice. 

“ YOU CANNOT FACE…QUADRA!” (why do these guys always talk in the third person?)

‘Who?’

“I was once several Rahkshi, carrying a hoard of mask-making tools to a metru nui furnace. We were trudging silently along, and then, suddenly, a protodermis holder leaked out, and buried us!  I immediately metamorphosed, becoming the huge creature that I am! Then, I was found and thousands similar to me were bred, becoming Rahkshi mentors! Now, in Mata Nui’s grasp, I have the job of testing those who must enter his service! And…” He banged his  left fist(s) on a wall that momentarily appeared an disappeared. “I will test-YOU!”

So saying, he lunged with his top arm, almost grazing me. ‘He’s big’ I thought. ‘Big and SLOW.’ I dodged out of his way again, and he kept striking at me. 

“so-AH!- what-wHOAH- kind of power do YOUUUUUUUuuuuuuu have?”

Quadra paused. “I am the creator of- CHAOS! I can take the merest breeze an turn it into a tornado. I can take a drop of water and turn it into a centuries-long geyser.”

“And that has to do with chaos…how?”

“You haven’t read chaos theory?”

“nope.”

“ah, well. YAHHHHH!”

He used his legs as springs, jumping over my head. Quickly, he converted them to a claw, pulling down on my body. However, now he would have to float, as his legs were being used up. I could use that to my advantage.

Just as a large yellow blot of power came past my ear, I automatically turned on my hell wings. Using Quadra’s pain, fear, and reflex in one, I was able to fly out of his grasp. Quadra looked up, and shouted, “Coward! Come and face me! Are you such a mutt that you will fly away?”

“Um…yes!” I shouted. I had suddenly realised- if he could create a brick wall from thin air, I could make a huge barrage! All I had to do was concentrate…

“Come down here!”

concentrate…

“FACE ME, FOOL!”

almost…

“C’mon man… you borin’ me…”

THERE! With a rush, my ‘devastating’ intelligence had telepathically turned some of the silver backdrop into a huge defence shield. I flew higher, much to the beasts annoyance, and then started to fly slowly down headfirst, with my shield at my side, disguised in the silver wall. Then, just a second before I hit him, I seemed to disappear underneath the silver…

                                                                     WHAM!

Quadra lay still. Just before he passed out, he said: “I, for one, found it particularly painful… and by the way, I am  classified as a Rahi…” I stood over him. Then, I looked at the shield. It wasn’t just silver. It had gold, bronze, beauty on it… and it also had Mata Nui-an runes: ‘Beliwa, Toa of Air and Hellfire intertwined.’

A voice spoke up. ‘Sorry kid, but he’s been cheesed off ever since dance school kicked him out.”

I turned. Now who was this ‘knight who would show me my destiny?’

Before me stood a strange, tall, Toa-figure. He had the usual attire- Toa body, mask, etc. His mask was a strange shape, like an Akiru, except with a mouth like a Miru Nuva. Yet there was something strange about him. His face, his hands, his whole body- it seemed to be pulsing. Currently, he was the same shade as a fikou spider-light orange. Then, as I watched in amazement, he closed his eyes, and his colour changed, went from light orange to deep purple- and then his mask became a cross between a Miru Nuva and a Hau Nuva, in crimson with purple lining. 

“who- what-“ I said. The Toa raised his hand.

“My name is Raelnescence.” He said. He spoke with a cool, soothing African accent- but maybe that was just his current one, I don’t know. “I am Toa of Reality. I can change the very fibres of anything created. This place, to me, is the ultimate heaven, as it is made of nothing- yet everything. So, I can alter anything within this plane- and still not affect a thing. Before I met Mata nui, I was afraid of my power, of what it did. But then, when I died, I was taught that I must use my power to help others… or have it stripped away. You have learnt a similar lesson. Do you know what it is?”

I struggled in my mind. What did I learn? What had I found?  I struggled to find the words to know what I must say. Then, Raelnescence and I said it together.

“No matter what you are created from, you may still have the same destiny. Your Own.”

Raelnescence beamed. ‘that being said, I will summon the others to help me.”

“With what…” I began, but stopped. There, in front of me, another figure stood. It was…

“Toa Lhikan!” Indeed it was him. Then, more began to shimmer behind him. Galigee! Zyrael, Engle of Taratoa! Legion! Neo, Reaper of souls! Thousands of others! Some weren’t even Toa, but human. I caught sight of one, tall, brown haired, muscular. I instantly recognised Crisis. Then, it came to me. How did I know these guys names?  How did I even know them?

Crisis answered before I asked. “When Mata Nui deems a person worthy of him, he becomes part of Mata nui, and shares his memories. Now, like us, you have the eternal knowledge of all in your presence. And we all share a mission. The mission is…”

“I’LL TAKE IT FROM HERE.”

A shimmering silver form stepped out. I couldn’t describe his majesty and splendour, his noble look, his loving smile. It was Mata Nui. 

“ Now, Beliwa, you are part of us. Now, you may share our power, the power to go between different places in the universe.” He turned and gestured towards the thousand staring at me. “Now, you know each of their stories, you know that some may be from a different reality, some may come from yours. But each will soar the skies, search every place known and unknown, recorded and unrecorded, and gather their information until the end of time. Now, you are part of the Nui-Brethren.”

I struggled for words, but realised that I needed none. Then, Mata Nui took my shield, and it shrank, until it became a tiny badge, which he attached to my shoulder. “ this will aid you when you need help, and tell you when your missions are over. It is called my hand. Are you ready for your first, or rather first pure, mission?”

“I am.” 

“Then- away you go!” 

A great whirlpool gathered in the silver void, and the thousand brethren disappeared. Then, I stepped in, to start my mission. 

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

Makuta was in hell again. He was in some sort of pit where people were being thrown into pits of steam by giant lobsters. Paying no attention, he ran at full speed to the Hellevator, and pressed the button for the top. Floors rushed on and on and on, pats his disbelieving eyes, until he was at the office of the lord. 

Makuta rushed in, staff of darkness summoning a Kholii ball for combat. Then, he raised it above his head…

B.Zelbub was relaxing in a Jacuzzi in the middle of his office, surrounded by bathing beauties. Each one was grey, evil, and see-through. Noticing Makuta, Satan acted surprised. “Do you mind?” he said. “ I’m busy discussing finance. Go away. Oh, and these girls are here because Demons are a ghouls best friend.”

Makuta was mad as a raging Kane-Ra. He quickly brought his staff down on The Jacuzzi, making it dematerialise in the air. 

Mr. Zelbub stood up with his suit on, and smiled. 

“well, if you want to talk that way, lets do it dirty.”

He didn’t even do anything. Makuta was aware of a rush of light. Then…

Satan stood with his hands by his sides. Then, Makuta noticed, once again, that he was doing nothing. Satan laughed, cackled, and raised his hands upwards. A giant contract hovered in the air. Makuta recognised it. Satan’s hands pointed, and Makuta saw the fine print.

Subject to terms and liabilities. Hell takes no responsibility for minions betrayal, drug scams, accidental death, or falling under buses. (Face, it you’re just going to die, and then be thrown into eternal flames. He hee, ain’t I a stinker?)

Makuta rammed his staff through the contract, ripping it in two. Satan looked at him, with a long, dark smile that seemed to suck all the evil of everything inside it, like a black hole of wickedness. Then, slowly, he began to change. 

Its started with the hand, that one hand that had created Beliwa, the hand that now once again became red, huge, diseased, and covered in scabs and yellow fingernails. As he raised it up, more of the arm began to transmutate, growing muscle-bound, and then the growth spread to his body, to his head… In seconds, the distinguished gentleman from New Hades had become a gigantic, brutish entity of red and yellow, drooling, snarling, huge, rams horns pulsing on his brow, and holding a massive trident which seemed to be conjured from thin air. 

“SO…YOU WANNA FIGHT, HUH?”

The voice was like thunder. It was also in a vague, street-punk accent.

“ALRIGHT, BRING IT ON!”

Makuta struck out with his staff of darkness, and missed narrowly. Satan himself swung his trident right into Makuta’s face, but the mask was caught between the prongs. Makuta managed to hold Satan’s arm with his staff in retaliation, but The Devil scaled the wall, and thumped down on Makuta. He was temporarily flattened, but Satan, being a decent foe, stood back while he got up. Again and again, they lashed out, always barely wounding each other, until suddenly, Makuta jumped to the ceiling, let go of his staff, caught it in his toes (Yes, in this he has toes), and held the cavern wall, swinging over and skewering The Devil in the chest.

Black, dark blood seared from the dark ones chest. The staff had hit in the exact centre, and the blood seemed to be gushing out in waterfalls. Coughing up a grisly amount from his mouth, Satan struggled for words. “Cuhh-whuh-huhh-Ahhh- Ah, Wh-why’d ya have to do summin like that?”

Slowly, The Devils body was sagging. He seemed to deflate in Makuta’s hand, slowly ache to a skin, until he was finally bare and floppy in Makuta’s grasp. His eyeballs melted, his tongue slipped through his throat, his teeth fell out- he simply dissolved into a puddle. 

Makuta looked around. The Devils blood had disappeared. Then, he heard a rushing sound. The blood, in another puddle behind him, spiralled upward, making the form of…B. Zelbub.

Makuta understood now. This was a foe of ultimate power, a foe who, if he was given the chance, would rule the universe, and countless others. Satan spoke, in his gentleman’s accent, again.

“As I was saying…” Suddenly, his accent changed again.  “Cuhh-whuh-huhh-Ahhh- Ah, Wh-why’d ya have to do summin like that?” He raised his fingers, and resumed to normal. “ Because of that, dear sir, I shall have to do…THIS.” And so saying, he snapped his fingers.

Makuta turned around. A huge, gruesome black hole gaped in front of him, pulling in anything within its path. Yet it wasn’t touching him at all. 

Satan spoke. “You have no idea what it’s like.” Makuta turned. Satan’s voice had changed. It spoke with the voice of someone who, once, had been pure, but now had the thousand weights of pain crush into a humourless, bitter whisper. “You don’t know what it feels like to be the master of-(he raised his arms to the air, he looked into the cave above) of all THIS. You don’t know what it’s like to have seen the infinity of heaven, fresh at the beginning of time,  to be one of the legion that would maintain it for the whole of infinity, and to be cast down here, merely for wanting to change it to help people. You don’t realise the pure AGONY that I suffered, undiluted with the filter of pity, to  slowly, gradually crawl my way to the top, and  to become the leader of the exact opposite of what was always my home. And to know that it was all for just one mistake.”

Satan stalked, tiger-like towards Makuta. Then, he changed again. Makuta, even in his dark experience, gasped. Here was the face of the angel Lucifer, the original form of Satan. He, the angel, may once have been the most beautiful creature in eternity. He was cloaked in a long, pure-white toga, and his hair was shoulder-length and golden. Yet across his body, and his face, and everything, there were a thousand upon thousand scars, that crossed upon each other as much as the stars appeared in the sky. Whoever he was, this man had suffered eternal pain. Then, he shuddered, and his wings unfolded. The huge, feathered quantities of true flight now straggled loosely, the feathers bloodstained, the bone shown through the flesh. Satan grabbed Makuta’s neck, and even through the metal he could feel the unworldly ice of his touch. Lucifer, raw power stretching through him from head to wingtips, raised an eyebrow. Instantly, Makuta’s staff, and additional concealed weapons, fell to the ground with a sickening, horrible, thud.

“ You don’t know the shame of an eternity of years. That I’ve watched the infinite masses of population, dead, disposed of. That my brilliant mind, a mind which could have changed heaven, would be exposed to this! To having to invent tortures for the dead, and to know that I will never die. You don’t know the SHAME  in being jealous of someone who has died. You don’t know the pure torture in knowing immortality, of never growing up, of never growing old, of  never having a family.  You can’t feel the torment that up there, on the earth, I am ridiculed and abused in every way possible, in any place, in any universe. They say things like ‘speak of the devil’ or ‘it’s gone to the devil’, and yet they cower when HIS name is spoken in vain.  But, you say, why don’t I just give up? Why don’t I throw in the gauntlet?”

Lucifer grimaced and clenched his teeth as he spat the words out. “Because nothing’s funny anymore. Because I can’t find any jokes to take away the pain, and smart-mouthed wisecracks to stop me from crying. Because if I, who have been suffering pain, and delivering it, and feeling the shear, pity, empathy, and the feeling that I cannot do a thing to help, have learnt anything, then I have learnt that there is NO fate worse than death.” He tightened his grip beyond the ability of anyone in the universe. “in the coming torture that you hold, I want you to remember my fist at your throat. I want you to remember my grip, my hate, my malice.. and, like me, I want you to regret the every move that you ever made. 

“Once all beings, including the one who sent me down to this place of indescription, can regret their mistakes in the way I have done, then I will be satisfied.”  

Lucifer let go of Makuta, and threw him towards the pulsing black hole. 

Makuta didn’t have time to think. He merely turned around and stood there, watching as the huge black mouth closed over him… and then, closed altogether. 
**************************************************************************************

I looked around. I was on the island of Mata nui again. Why had I been sent here? I turned around. No… this Mata nui was different, the air was sweeter, the birds sang. In this one, Tahu and Pohatu were still alive, and everything was of peace. Makuta’s filthy mission had never come about. But why was I still here?

Suddenly, I felt a peace of leather on my hip. It was a little bag. I opened it to find the contents, and gasped. I knotted it again, and looked up. There was still something to do here. 

Lewa stumbled across the Jungle floor. He had to limp, as without the part of his toe, he could not walk far. However, he liked it that way. At least now he had an excuse for not wanting to walk. He thought again of Gali. He would never know how close he had come t succeeding with her, even in a parallel universe. 

He had decided to propose after he and the others had reached Metru Nui. It was no use telling her he loved her before they went on a hazardous journey to who knows where. Suddenly, he stumbled over and fell flat into the grass, barely missing a Matoran (Toparu again). He realised that he would have to exhaust his masks power,  as he would have to fly all his life, due to his constant tripping. Perhaps Matau could teach him to hover.

Suddenly, he heard a rustle in the trees. Signalling the Matoran to be quiet, he circled a  different tree, so that whatever had rustled could be fooled into thinking that he was walking away. 

He stalked over. His acute senses told him that the thing was behind a sturdy oak in front of him. He stood close, ready to pounce. He circled round… 

Lewa Nuva gasped. What stood before him was... amazing. It seemed to be an exact copy of him, down to the last detail. Yet… it had dark red patches on its mask, and all over its body, it had horns, and its armour and mask design seemed to be pinched, and peeled, positively evil. It carried a large trident, made of the staff of light with an extra blade, a Katana. Lewa felt strange. Somewhere, somehow, it was buried in his memory, he had seen it before!  Suddenly, the silent creature reached behind its back. Lewa tensed. It must be about to strike!

The creature raised its hand from its back, and reached in front of him. Lewa boggled. It held a small leather pouch, the size of his thumb. The… Toa paused for awhile. It held the pouch closer, and spoke in Lewa’s very own voice. “Take it.” Lewa hesitated. Should he? “Go on, take it! I won’t bite!” the Toa was grinning, and holding the pouch out eagerly, now. 

Lewa took the pouch, and opened it hesitantly. Inside, with some protodermis stuck on it like glue, was a piece of Toa Toe. Excitedly, Lewa reached down, and gingerly glued it on. It shimmered, and both Toa laughed as it bonded, and was there, good as new.  

Lewa looked up at the other Toa. But he was gone. Lewa looked around, and tried to see if the strange doppelganger was there, but could see nothing. “THANKYOU!” He called. “Thankyou.” 

I watched from a nearby cave. Finally, I had tied up all the ends of the string. I felt good about myself. A tiny, whirring Rahi strode over. I gave it a stroke, and said, “Hello, little one. Are you a hero, too?”

 I was whole. And I was free. I felt the ‘hand of Mata nui’ on my chest, and I flew, flew beyond Mata nui, flew into the depths of space, to the place where all Toa went.

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

In a normal story, all the characters end up happy. Let’s see if this is any different. 

Beliwa The demon Toa was happy. He had fulfilled his purpose. He had discovered himself. And he was free, free from either of his cruel masters, to soar across the heavens, to find places where peace was the ruler, and places where universes beckoned.  To boldly go to places where no-one had gone before…and to some where none would return. He soared above Mata Nui, to where the asteroids were from, to cross into another galaxy, until immortality ran out. 

As mentioned, universes beckoned. And when universes beckoned, who or what has the power to say no?

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

Lewa was happy. He had met with an entity which he would never been able to explain, he had regained the power of walking, and he could find his love and tell her what he thought, what he felt. And this time, she’d listen. 

But, he felt happy as well for the fact that he knew that he was not alone in the universe. That mattered only.

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

Makuta, the darkness of Mata Nui, was not happy. But at least he had stopped screaming. He was somewhere. He wasn’t in hell, at least. He decided to check his facts.

Was he alive? Yes.

Was he still Makuta? No. When he looked at his hands, which before had been raised above his head, he cursed that he was yet again a measly Matoran!

Where was he?

Makuta decided to check that one in detail. He looked around. He was sitting on a couch. It was surrounded by three other couches, and a TV. He looked carefully. They were in a perfect formation. The floor between them was perfectly clean. He was in the middle of a perfect living room, with a perfect kitchen with all the right appliances, in a perfect pink house, and when he looked outside, he was sure that Norman Rockwell would describe it as a perfect America. 

Then, all his senses apart from sight kicked in to help sight. He heard a rush of feet. Suddenly, a bunch of staffless Rahkshi jumped in, and swung onto the couch. One grabbed the remote. Makuta looked at them. They were all the same, yet there was one… one of them was pink, with a cutesy face, no back spikes,  a straight spine, normal, un-clawed hands, a white body that was sort of like a perfect shirt, black boots and shorts, and other perfect American child characteristics.  It grinned, said “hi Dad,” and ran off.

Makuta stared into space. ‘Dad?’ he thought. ‘what could it have meant by that?’

The Rahkshi had been arguing over choices of video. One announced “Tammy Bakker re-runs!’ another rebuked with “no, geography today!” and yet a third countered “How about ‘Throw Momma from the Train?’ ” “Or ‘Plan nine from outer space?’ ”

Makuta was about to go mad, when June Cleaver, circa 1983, walked in. She said “Wardkuta dear, the Beaverahk blew up the ‘dairy queen’ again.”

Makuta WAS mad. He swore he had heard himself say “I’ll have a talk with him, dear.” !

Suddenly, a sickening smell came to Makuta’s nose. It was the tray Cleaver had been carrying. She called out to the Rahkshi. “Alright guys, salmon and leek cookies! Get ‘em while they’re tepid!” The Rahkshi, with cries of “All right!” and “thanks, Mom.” rushed towards the tray to grab the horrible things left on them. 

“CUT!” Makuta turned. To the left, a man with a microphone, sunglasses, shorts and a Hawaii shirt strode towards him. He had a vague south londoner accent. “Cahm on Makuta Baby, where’s the action, the Drama? You’ve got to make ‘em feel like thay wanna watch it! Let’s roll this again, with feelin’, huh?”

Makuta suddenly burst out with “No my man, I do not do 2 takes.”

“but-” 

“A fool, like you, does two takes.” He patted his chest. “I do one take. Everybody take ten, I’ll be in my trailer of darkness.”

Makuta was more terrified than ever. He could not control his voice, his body! He was a living puppet! 

Suddenly he found himself within the area of his trailer. He slumped into a deck chair despairingly. He sighed. At least he could still do that. He realised that this time, he had really done it. He had made a final chance, and he had blown it. He sighed some more, moped around, and realised that he could control himself in the trailer, but in the trailer only. Then, Makuta began to laugh. He began to laugh the laugh of someone who had got the joke, and realised that it was a particularly nasty, horrid joke, and that the joke had been on him. 

Eventually, he calmed down, and took a swig from a bottle of Viagra that had conveniently materialised in his hand. Then, he settled down, and fell asleep in his chair, to the lullaby of the half-crazed scriptwriters that called out to each other across the endless studio.  

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

Beezelbub, Satan, lord of souls, curser of God, king of the evil dead, one of as many titles as the imagination of a lifeform  will allow, was happy. After a while he  turned off the video link between his office and the Leave it to Beaverahk studio. He chuckled awhile at his final, brilliant artistic joke, and then opened a drawer and took out his special stock of “premier” smokeless cigarettes, some hedgehog flavour crisps, and action figures of Saddam Hussein, George Bush, and Jason Voorhees. After toying with them for half an hour, he broke Jason’s head, arm, and leg off, and put them aside. 

He turned on the intercom between his secretary’s office and his. “Miss Idlehandz,” he said, “Send in bill Gates, the spirit of death, and a Jason X action figure.”

The Lord of the undead paused. He looked through a catalogue of toys, and saw some models of Raccoon city and the umbrella corporation headquarters, and a nice Sahara desert simulation for sunburn-phobics. Then, the door opened, and two figures stepped in. One was tall, wore a hood, and carried a scythe, and the other was the spirit of death. Gates removed the hood, put down his latest model of laptop, and pulled up a chair. Satan leaned back and took a long, satisfied drag on his “Premier”, causing his lungs to momentarily materialise outside of his chest. He sighed with pleasure as smoke leaked out of every orifice. 

“I tell you guys, does this job get any better or what?” He said. Then, he sat back in his chair, and began to enjoy the rest of the single afternoon that the adventure had taken. 

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

Mata nui, the island, and everything in it, pulsed with life, with hope, with excitement. The Mata nui-ans, like so many other people in so many other places, were going to move on from an old, dead place that had once been theirs, to a new place, full of hope, maybe with danger, maybe with death, but the one glimmer of hope stood in the darkness of doubt, and blazed like a thousand fires, blew like a thousand winds,  dazzled like a thousand statues, held like a thousand earths, flowed like a thousand rivers, froze like a thousand ice pillars, and, greatest of all, shone like as many lights as the stars. 

And this, too, was happiness. It would never die. And it would take orders from no-one.

 The End. 

!APPLAUSE! !APPLAUSE! !APPLAUSE! !APPLAUSE! !APPLAUSE! !APPLAUSE!

( Thankyou for being here. New story in motion coming soon: A subtle shade of…web? [A marvel-ous tale]. )

(Dedicated to Crisis, the supreme story reviewer, and Neo_Reaper of Souls as without their praise and character suggestions for the story I would have merely given up writing it.)

And next…. 

PICTURES!

Yes folks, that’s right! Pictures of the beloved stinking story, Makuta VS Satan, with great detail of the different scenes and beauty. BUT… another offer! You, faithful fans and reviewers, get to tell me which scene from which part gets to be illustrated! Please, make your suggestions soon!
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