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A fan fiction By Hiko Toa of Lightning

The boat that had belonged to Maku, right hand of Ga-Koro, skipped across the ice-blue sea toward an unseen destination.  Crowded inside it were the six heroes of Mata-Nui, pondering what awaited them.

“Do you really believe this to be a wise decision Tahu?  We know nothing of what lies on that island,” came the soft, yet doubting voice of Gali, Toa of Water.

“We have little choice.  The key may ending the destruction of the Bohrok may be hidden on this island Kopaka has spotted,” replied Tahu.

“But we have left our villages unprotected from the swarms in this Darktime.  Think of what could befall the Matoran while we are away!” pursued Lewa, sharpening his axe on a stone.

“Do not worry friend Lewa. They are stout of heart, and have the tamed Rahi to assist them in the case of attack.”

The white figurehead that was Kopaka perched on the front of the ship, peering out into seemingly endless water.  He stood suddenly, startling Pohatu who had been sitting curled in a corner cursing the gleaming water.

“Look…” said Kopaka sullenly.  With a flash of light and a strange buzz of a noise, all six of their masks changed into glinting gold Kanohi Akaku.  As they adjusted the focus on their eyepieces a hulking land mass seemed to appear in the formerly empty sea.  Clearly visible along the shore were many short, waving figures.

“Tohunga!” said Onua in his deep voice.

 As the boat came ashore the tallest figure rushed forward to greet the Toa.  He wore a glittering copper Huna and held a long rod ending in a lightning bolt.

“Welcome Toa!” he said very joyfully, “Welcome to Hi-Koro! I am Whatitiri!”

“Turaga!” said Tahu disbelievingly.

“Indeed.  My right hand, Hari, will show you to your lodging for tonight,” he replied, gesturing to a Tohunga coming forward.

“Wait! We are here to find the answer to our troubles!” yelled Tahu.

“Do not worry.  All of your questions will be answered tonight at the feast, and your troubles will be done away with tomorrow at four.  Do not dwell on your villages in the mainland. They are in no danger.  Now hurry to your room before the storm hits,” said the Turaga, kicking sand at a small Fikou nearby.

Hari wore a very strange florescent yellow Kaukau, and talked very quickly and boisterously.

“Our wise leader was a great sportsman in his youth.  His Kanohi was given as a trophy in the great sport of Turama Racing!” he said excitedly.

“What is that?” said Pohatu with great interest, being a master sportsman, and Koli player.

“You will see it tonight.  You may have the speed of Mata Nui himself master Toa, but your speed pales in comparison to the great Hiko.”

“Hiko?” said Onua in wonder.

“You will learn of this hero later.”

“I noticed your culture is almost identical to those on Mata-Nui,” pointed out the wise Gali.

“Indeed!  We often venture to the mainland, mostly under the guise of Ta-Koronans.  It becomes very lonely on our beautiful island, and the people of Hi-Koro are very found of company,” he replied in his joyful tone, “Look, there is the hut where you may lodge.”

He pulled back the flap covering the door of a hut, which had a large lightning rod sticking off the roof.  Inside was a bed of hot coals, a hammock of leaves, a long hole filled with water, a block of ice, and two masterfully carved beds of stone.

“I hope you like it,” said Hari, “they have been made specifically for you.  The coals will not lose heat, and the ice will not melt, by some magic of Whatitiri’s.”

“This is indeed amazing!” said Tahu, “How did you possibly prepared for our arrival?”

“Our prophecies have told us of this for an unknown millennia,” said Whatitiri, who had seemed to had come from nowhere, “And as Hari doubtlessly told you, we are always aware of the affairs of the mainland.  I must attend to the huts without lightning rods, for the coming storm.  Rest.  Come Hari.”

The Toa slept a well-earned sleep unlike any they had gotten for many a while.  All except one.  Tahu recorded on the device given to him by the Chronicler, then listened to the tremendous thunderstorm raging outside of the hut.

Turaga Whatitiri came through the door and found Tahu hunched over a sleeping Gali, and then immediately jumping to his feet.  Choosing to avoid this awkward situation he clapped his hands and cleared his throat.

“Wake!  It is now time to attend the feast we are holding in your honor.  You are to be entertained by our sport of Turama Racing!” he announced, as he shook the nearest Toa into awareness.

The Toa took time to observe one of the pockmarks that covered the land of Hi-Wahi.

“It was left by one of the many bolts of lightning from a storm.  They are constantly striking our island.  Now hurry, I would not like for you to miss the racing!” explained Whatitiri.

They walked quickly in the dark, guided by a dim light that resonated from Whatitiri’s lightning rod, which was accompanied by an occasional spark.  They soon came upon a large clearing filled with many happily chatting Hi-Koronans, lit by a huge fire.  In the front there was a field split into two lanes.  On ether end of each lane were slightly raised baskets, only high enough for a Tohunga to graze them.

“Our honored guests have come to us at last.  We may begin our game.  May you play with grace and speed!” announced the Turaga to tumultuous applause.

Six Tohunga walked out onto the field including Hari.

“See, there.  The one who bears the Miru is my left hand.  He goes by the name of Raima.  He is the fastest of our tribe, though his shooting aim is dwarfed by Hari’s,” rambled Turaga Whatitiri.

“Shooting aim?” inquired Lewa, who felt he was beginning to very much enjoy Hi-Koro.

“Oh, forgive me!  I have not yet explained the rules of Turama Racing!  Facts be told it is not really racing.  Hari and Raima take those stones, race them to one end of their lane and try to throw it into that basket, while the other’s teammates make an attempt to stop him, then they switch to the other basket every time a score is made.  The Game ends when a player gets rid of all their stones. Please be patient, you will enjoy it, despite its complexity,” clarified Whatitiri, as Hari and his two teammates tied pieces of red cloth to their arms, and Raima’s team tied on yellow cloth.  Hari’s teammates positioned themselves near the baskets on Raima’s lane, and Raima’s did the same.

“READY?” rang out Whatitiri’s voice, “BEGIN!”

The players immediately sprang into action.  Raima weaved nimbly around Hari’s team, and jumped while springing the stones into the basket, while Hari moved short distances to avoid the opposition and threw nearly half way across the field.  Both were moving sensationally fast for a Tohunga, and the alternating current of the offense every time one made a basket made the game difficult to follow.

“It reminds me much of Koli,” said Pohatu with a note of nostalgia.

“Not much exists that doesn’t!” joked Lewa.

The clear favorite of the crowd was Hari.  The many devoted fans began to chant Hari! Hari! or Red Thun-der! Red Thun-der!
“Why do they chant red thunder?” asked Tahu, looking down at his own red body.

“It is the traditional name of the red team.  The yellow go by the title of Yellow Storm. Ah!” he explained as a member of Yellow Storm plunged his elbow into Hari’s torso.  At this the crowd, including Whatitiri began to chant Hara! Hara! Hara!
“Hara?” said Onua.

“We are calling for a foul.  Hari gets one chance to nock off his Kanohi. Watch.” Said the Turaga.

Hari took up one of the stones and threw it at the offending player, hitting him squarely in the jaw, sending his yellow Komau flying.  A loud Ooohhh! Rose from the crowd as two Tohunga came and carried away the player on a leaf stretcher.  The game did not recommence and the crowd was silent until the player’s moans of agony were out of earshot, doubtlessly taken to nurse his injury.

“Hari is known for taking fouls to heart!” said Whatitiri with a slightly mischievous chuckle.

With one of the players eliminated Hari’s job became much less difficult, one of his teammates was extremely good at blocking Raima, and the game was beginning to appear one sided.

“Who is the one in the purple Hau?” inquired Pohatu.

“Ah, you do have the eye of a Koli player Toa of Stone.  He is Puradav.  He gathers much of the information and news from the mainland.  He is very wise, his strength is unmatched on our island, and his speed is rivaled only by Raima.  He leads our army that guards our shores from intruders.  He is indeed one our most valuable assets, and I often wonder why I had not chosen him as my right hand,” said Whatitiri in a half brag.

The last stone from Hari’s pile flew threw the air, bounced off the rim, and fell heavily into the basket, causing the crowed to roar loudly, and beginning to chant Hari is Turama! Hari is Turama!
“It appears the races have ended, and we have gained new champions, my friends!” exclaimed Whatitiri “Bring the Turama Cup!”

A huge carved trophy with a glimmering copper Huna like that of Whatitiri, supported by three struggling Tohunga was carried into the field.  The red team hoisted the cup and cheered triumphantly.  After putting down the cup and respectfully congratulated the yellow team on a good game. 

The next thing that was brought out was an amazing amount of food on leaf trays.

“At last!  The Feast!” cried Turaga Whatitiri as the players came to join their group.

Getting creakily to his feet, the elderly Turaga clacked his lightning rod on the ground, calling for attention.

“We have waited for this glorious day for an untold time, and now our wait is finally over!” he proclaimed.  “We have known since the beginning, but our guests do not.  So I shall tell this tale once again!”  The Toa watched eagerly, waiting for some sort of explanation for the recent madness.

“It was said that in Mata Nui’s darkest hour the six mighty Toa would go in search of assistance.  They would come to the our island and find that assistance in a seventh!” At these last words the Toa stood or gasped in amazement, thinking such a thing couldn’t possibly be true.  “They would find that assistance in the hero of Hi-Koro, The master of Time, Bearer of the Golden Kanohi Vahi!  They would find that assistance in the almighty HIKO TOA OF LIGHTNING!” Shock spread through the Toa, much like a bolt of electricity through Kauae Bay.  “And it is said that when the sundial strikes four, and the six golden pieces of the puzzle are shown at his shrine Hiko will come and help deliver the mainland from the threats of the Bohrok swarms!”

Millions of unanswerable questions flashed through the Toa’s minds, as they walked back to their hut.

“Tell us Turaga, is what have you said true, or have we just been led into an elaborate jest?” asked Lewa skeptically.

“The people of Hi-Koro never joke about our great hero!  We speak in absolute seriousness.  Now, I ask you would question me no more, as I am tired and you will see the Great Hiko tomorrow,” he said with a very slight of note weariness.


That night none of the Toa slept well.  They woke often, jogged into awareness by thoughts of what would happen the next day.  Would the island truly be safe?  Or would yet another threat crawl from the darkness?  Yes, the mighty Toa worried.  They like all other Matoran felt fright for the near future.  Across a stretch of water those feelings were magnified in the hearts of the Turaga.


The Toa stood apprehensively around a Suva, staring at the empty spaces where the great masks of power could be displayed, occasionally looking over to Whatitiri, who was watching a gigantic golden sundial.

“The time has come my friends!” said he said with an air of immeasurable excitement.  “Place your Kanohi on Hi-Suva!”

“I knew it was so!” said Onua untrustingly, “It is a plot of the Makuta’s to steal our golden Kanohi!”

“Stifle your suspicions Onua. I do not believe this to be a trick, and I am rarely been lead astray by my beliefs,” said Gali truthfully.

“Hurry, it is almost four!” exclaimed Whatitiri.

They removed their masks and reluctantly placed them in the empty slots in the Suva.

“Look, the sky darkens!” said Lewa.

“A thunder storm draws to greet Hiko!” said Whatitiri.

The shadow of a gnomon crept onto the carved 4 representing four on the polished golden disk.  Suddenly the ground shook so fiercely it brought the sure-footed Pohatu toppling to the ground.  This quake could be felt from the lava streams of Ta- Koro.  This tremor was caused by the Suva rising out of the sand to reveal it was actually the top of a huge tube like the ones the Toa arrived on Mata Nui in.  

The maskless Toa felt amazingly exposed in this tense moment.  An almost painfully bright light emanated from a pit that was exposed when the dome at the top of Suva rolled back.  With an odd, loud hum a dark figure rose from the light’s depth.  As the light lessened the figure began to come into focus.  The Toa let out a collective gasp at what they saw before them.

The figure had a yellow body much like their own, but he was wearing a mask completely unlike any they had ever seen.  It was gold like theirs, but it only covered the bottom half of the face, and had side that flared of on either end that were each punctured by three large holes in a triangular pattern.  In his hand he held a saw, made up of two lightning bolts conjoined by a flat pole in the center.

“Ah!  I have waited so very long!” came the new Toa’s quick, young voice, “But, Hiko has at last woken!”

“Oh great lord of lightning!” said Whatitiri, bowing to the ground, “You have finally come to us!  We must celebrate!”

“I would, but time does not allow.  I must help our dear friends to attend matters on their own island,” said Hiko, gesturing to the awestruck Toa.

“Y-you cannot be real!” said Tahu shakily.

“I am real as the sand you stand on, or the sea beyond it Toa of Fire,” he said confidently, “now retrieve your masks and let us go.  We have little time, the swarms have claimed a single villager, by the name of Hafu.”

“Hafu!” said Pohatu, suddenly jogged from his surprised stupor.  “They have taken Po-Koro’s famed sculptor, meaning the whole village is in trouble!  Turaga, you told us the Matoran where in no danger!”

“I assure you we had no knowledge of this attack!  Our news comes fast but we do not always know of current eve--,” he was cut off when Pohatu pushed him easily aside, grabbed his mask, and ran toward the direction of the island so fast that he ran directly over the water.

“We must catch up to him,” said Hiko urgently.

“But how? His speed is to great!”

“I will use my mask of power,” he replied simply.  His sentence was punctuated with a flash that seemed to originate from his mask.  Suddenly the whole universe seemed to slow down to an almost frozen speed.

“What have you done to him?!” exclaimed Gali.

“I have slowed down time.  It is one of the powers achievable with my Kanohi Vahi.  It can control the flow of time, but it is limited.  That is why it is imperative that you retrieve your masks, equip the Miru, and chase after Pohatu.  I shall meet you on the mainland.”

The Toa took their masks and glided in the direction that Pohatu took.  A short way later they saw him, kicking up water, which fell slowly back into the sea.  Though he looked to only be running the speed of an average Matoran, he was in fact moving incredibly fast. 

“We must carry him to the island, if we are to make it there fast enough!” said Gali.  Onua, Lewa and Tahu swooped down and grabbed the weighted Toa, who immediately reverted to their speed.

“Wha?! Who? How did you catch up to me?!  And why do the waves move so slothily?” asked Pohatu, obviously confused.

“Our new friend somehow managed to slow down time.  Now, equip your Miru, you are heavier than a Kane-Ra,” explained Lewa straining to hold Pohatu aloft.

When they had reached the island, Hiko was indeed waiting, with his golden mask glinting in the noon sun.

“I see that you hold many mysteries that we do not yet understand,” said Kopaka to the surprise of the company.

“I will answer all questions at the village of BZ-Koro, whence we have time to rest.  Let us hurry, the Tahnok are heading back towards Po-Koro, to make a second attack run,” he said while his mask changed to the Kakama.

As they ran they began to see a humongous moving mass of red.  As they approached it was possible to see it was made up of near one hundred Tahnok.

“There!” said Tahu, “We must approach with caution.”

“No!” interjected Hiko. “This shall be my test.  I must prove myself worthy to be among you.”

“We will respect your pride and let you face them alone.   However, you must not attempt to eliminate the entire swarm on your own, the Bohrok are fierce, and our strength lies in our team.”

The other Toa slowed to a stop as Hiko continued to run.  They changed their masks to Akaku, so they could watch from a distance.  They could see Hiko stop near the swarm, which seemed to ignore him, not to be distracted from their set course.  A flash of light and Hiko disappeared for a second, reappeared, and then to the astonishment of the other Toa another identical Hiko appeared several feet away.

“How?!” exclaimed Onua.

“His Kanohi must allow him to travel backwards through time, to enable him to be in many places in one time,” said Gali knowledgably.

The two Hikos proceeded to hack and slash at members of the swarm, causing only those directly attacked to fight back.  Soon a sizeable chunk of the swarm had fallen.  One of the Hikos flashed out of time to return back in time to assist himself in the past.  The remaining Hiko raised his saw to the sky and a golden bolt of lightning fell from the sky striking down several low flying Tahnok Vu, reducing them to little more than smoldering cinders.  The rest of the Bohrok gave a collective jump and began to retreat back over Po-Wahi, chased by lightning sent by Hiko.

The slightly battered Hiko approached them and called “Ah.  I believe I have proven my usefulness unto you?’

“Yes, truly!” said Tahu, thinking that with this powerful new help they may find salvation from the islands threat.  “We must travel to see Turaga Onewa for instruction.”

Once Pohatu, Gali and Kopaka had retrieved Hafu safe and sound under the instruction of the Turaga of Po-Koro, Hiko announced they must return to the speedboat.

“Why?” asked Onua “We have brought you, and you have helped us rescue Hafu.  I’m sure Pohatu would like time to rest with his village.”

“There is never time to rest in a crises,” replied Hiko swinging one leg over the side of the boat. “I may have power but I am not the only help you will gain in this struggle.”

“What?!” said Tahu.

“I, like you will work as a brother with two other Toa.  We must go in search of them,” he revealed to the startled gasps of the six heroes.  “First, we must find Parahi, the Toa of steel. He will be at the mines of Pa-Wahi.

To be continued…

Coming soon:

The Legend of 

Parahi 

Toa of steel
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Hiko

Toa of Lightning

Mask: Golden Kanohi Vahi- Mask of time
Weapon: Hiko's Saw can cut through almost any material
or used to conjure powerful electrical bolts.
Toa Kiata: Unknown
Personality: Quick witted and fast talking, Hiko dislikes any
thing that s too slow. While his fast nature
allows him to think on his feet, it can also cloud
his judgement. Hiko's powers are useless
against stone.
Region: The Island of Hi-Koro lies off the south-east coast of
Mata-Nui. It can can only be seen with the golden
Kanohi Akaku, and has been left undiscovered
until now. The Island is consantly being hit by feirce
thunderstorms. The villagers of Hi-Koro are a fun
loving people who enjoy company and compete in
in the sport of Turama racing, a game
where you race stones into a raised

and attempt to get rid of all
your rocks the fastest, and

N\ mzke the most

baskets.

BROOCOOOGO
Whatitiri

Turaga of Hi-Koro

Mask: Copper Mask of Victory,
Personality: Fun loving and
wise, Whatiti
leads his pe-
ople with a
relaxed attitude
and loves the game:
of Turama racing
Tool: Lightning Rod of Hi-Koro
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