LOTUW: Dark Encounters, part 1
Chapter 1
In the land of dreams lived a spirit. He was lonely in the paradise and felt sorry for those less fortunate than himself. The trees, the water the air… so fresh, unspoilt. There must be creatures that he could spend time with, to make happy, to watch over. He looked into a distant future and drained the elemental energy from the city that he saw. He returned to the paradise and released the energy on the island.

There was a great explosion and the paradise became and island. Bursting with wildlife. And there were people. Inhabitants. But they had to have a name. The island needed a name. It couldn’t simply be called paradise. Marka Sui. Yes. And the Markoran. The people of the island separated into 4 cities over the different terrains of the wilderness. They stayed to themselves and sadly their conflict turned into a civil war.

The spirit couldn’t watch them kill each other. So he gave them a prophecy with three words on, and when darkness and civil war had passed they would put it on the waves for a new island. 

Sadly there were more than five elements that had got on the island. There was a great darkness. The darkness’s name was Takutan. He saw the island and was disgusted. He threw the spirit into eternal darkness. He created dark creatures to attack the Markoran. They united and hoped for the promise of 4 heroes who possessed the 4 elements. And that is the story of the spirit Kasui and his island Marka Sui. This is the story of the dark times the Markoran go through and the good and bad times after that. This is the story of the Lotuw.

Chapter 2
“Tell me Tagar Plasar more about the Lotuw. What it is as an object,” said the grey Markoran and vibrated on the chair full of excitement.

“Well,” said the elder called Tagar Plasar, “ we are not fully sure.” He sat down opposite the Markoran and sighed. “We think it is the name of the prophecy.”

“What were the 3 words on the prophecy Tagar?” said the Markoran calming down.

“We are not sure on that either,” said the Tagar frustrated. He was supposed to reassure the villagers. But how could he when everything appeared so cloudy to him. These were dark times. They could only be solved by the 4 toa. But how many more years before they came? With Takutan’s force growing across the land he would gain more power. It would not be long until one of the villages fell to him and his forces. 

Suddenly his spine went perfectly straight. A new presence. Not on the island but in the room. He looked up. Sadly it wasn’t a Toa. It was a Markoran.

“Tagar,” he said with an intrigued sound in his voice. He pointed out the open door jumping about. 

“Shooting stars and explosions in the sky!” he said quickly.

“Is it the Fe-Lomu fireworks already?” said the other Markoran.

“Probably. It is near harvest time. I have seen them many a time, but I will allow you to see them Jayu. You may go.”

The two Markoran fled out the door to look at the fireworks. The Tagar sighed again. Was there any hope for them? So many years they had been without the Toa. Their hope had almost faded away.

Takura rubbed his head. What had happened? Where was he? This didn’t feel like another dream. It felt… realistic. The air he breathed was clean and new. He opened his eyes. Before his was a vast forest, stretching as far as he could see. The problem was he couldn’t see very far at the moment. He rubbed his eyes and got used to the light. How long had he been in there? It seemed an eternity! So long since he had seen out of the canister he had called home. But it wasn’t to very high standards for a home. He started to walk through the forest. Question flew around in his head. So many questions, but there were no answers. Maybe there were some inhabitants to the island. Maybe they could tell him some things. 

He walked on and saw in the far distance saw some sort of wall for a fort. With a gate. He hoped the structure was man made. He ran closer and finally came to the wall. He stoked its smooth surface. It seemed to be made of marble. It looked beautiful but it looked like it had taken a lot of damage. It seemed to be a few meters thick.

“Hey! What are doing?” came a voice from above him. He stared upwards to find a small creature looking down at him from the top of the wall.

“Hello,” said Takura looking up at the small person. “I’m just wondering where I am.” The small man gasped and he almost fell over the wall.

“Come in toa Takura!” said the small man sounded gob smacked. “This is the island of Marka Sui!”

The Toa like creature sped along the long corridors lined with pillars. The pillars were covered in old writings and testaments. The figure took no notice to the writings and continued on towards a large wall with more inscriptions written of it.

He knelt down and pressed a group of symbols and stepped back. The wall split in half like a pair of doors. Inside there was a large titanium double-doored gate with brass handles.

The creature pulled out a small knife and jammed it between the two doors. The doors flew open revealing a large domed room with pillars all around the walls. The figure stepped in.

“Takutan!” he called out listening for a reply. Soon came a hollow voice and the room grew dark. Two pairs of red eyes opened out of thin air. The creature could see nothing but the eyes. Everything else had seemed to vanish. Then he saw something else. A knight in metallic blue aumor. He recognised the knight as Camudus.

“Why have you come back Tajkuno? You are of no use to me,” said the hollow voice.

“I’ve come to check up on things,” said the figure coldly. 

The great pair of eyes grew closer. “GO!”

Chapter 3
Tagar Plasar had told Takura the legend, trying to do it with extreme detail. 
”There are five more Toa like you,” he told Takura. “You are Takura, Toa of Place. There is Kular, Toa of Agility and Ferisau, Toa of Nature. There is also Gashi, Toa of Storms. And you are to meet them today.”

“Today?” said Takura, feeling excitement rise up inside of himself.

“You are to leave now,” said the village elder.” I shall come with you.” Takura leapt up from him seat.

“Calm down Toa Takura,” said Plasar smiling at how happy the silver Toa seemed. Takura bent down to help the Tagar up from his chair. He waddled along slowly. Takura thought it would be better if he carried the village elder there. If he didn’t they would probably be several hour late.

They met up with a team of ten Matoran. They were all dressed up in uniform and carried shields, swords and throwing discs, each of the discs and shields with different markings on them.

“Tagar Plasar,” questioned Takura, “why are they coming?”

“They are here to help us if we get attacked,” said the Tagar.

“By what?” said Takura puzzled.

“The Rami. Do you not remember?” Takura started to. Plasar had said they were beasts of Takutan, who swarmed around on the island, looking for villages (called Lomu).

So they set off for the centre of the island and the great temple. The great temple was called the Kino Marka, and it was a great place. Kino meant great and Marka meant Temple. The islands name meant “Temple Fort.” It was a strange name for an island.

The finally came to the Kino Marka, the centre of the island. Takura stared up in aw at the sheer magnificence of the temple. It was a great dome with a spire at the top. Takura walked in, mouth ajar still trying to take it all in. He looked ahead of him to see 4 more like himself. Each of them had their Tagar and 10 villagers with them.

There was Gashi. He was a metallic blue colour with a trident in his hand. He looked as if he would rather be doing some other sort of activity. Something a bit more exciting.

Then there was Ferisau. She was an energetic Toa with quick reactions and seemed to be one with nature. She most probably could not simply stand back and let nature on Marka Sui get destroyed.

And of coarse, Takura. He was an agile yet strong silver Toa who would lead his people through any darkness. He seemed to feel great respect for the other Toa as well.

During the meeting they got to know each other and discussed what had to be done.

“We must defeat some of the Rami!” said Kular slamming his fist down on the stone table in front of them.

“Why not a frontal attack?” said Gashi. 

“Because we need to practice with our powers,” said Takura, arms folded. “We should attack all the Rami and un-infect them. They could help protect the villages and it would give us some practice.” Everybody nodded in unison.

“Very well,” said Ferisau. “Should we go back to our villages and defeat all the Rami? Then we could come and have another meeting.” Again there was more nodding around the 4 of them.

“Very well,” said Takura. “I shall see you within a matter of months. If one of us needs help the rest of us should come. Remember. We will be a stronger force together.”

And with that they went off in their separate directions to their villages, hoping the Rami weren’t to powerful for them.

Chapter 4
Gashi slumped down on his bed feeling anxious about the things that were to come. It would not be easy getting to the eye of this storm. Takutan had made a net of beasts to protect himself and Gashi had other suspicions that he was hiding some much greater and powerful than any Rami.

He rested his head on his pillow and let his body sink into the mattress, which seemed surprisingly soft. He closed his eyes flushing all other thoughts out of his mind. 


He woke up early in the morning to find his door swinging in the cool breeze that flowed through his door. He stood up and walked out to the lakeside to look at the blue water. But the water was not blue today. It was red. Crimson with blood, that was slicking on the surface of the lake. It was a large lake, so big in fact it was almost ten times bigger than Gash-Lomu.

Gashi looked away in horror. What could have done this? Suddenly Junai, Gashi’s Tagar, came along beside him.

“What happened?” he asked waving his hands in the air.

Junai sighed looking down at his feet in shame.

“The Karmas shark has taken several Markoran down the watery depths. The have not survived,” he said sighing. “Kular went down to rescue them but we don’t know if he’s got them. He hasn’t come up for air for a minute already.”

“What’s Kular doing here,” said Gashi becoming more and more frantic. 

“He was here for the breakfast banquet, do you not remember?”

Gashi scratched his head his head and it finally came back to him. Kular was coming for a great breakfast feast.

“I’m going in for him,” said Gashi running towards the lake. Junai opened his mouth to retaliate but decided against it. If he would not let him fight a simple Karmas Shark how could he let him fight Takutan? This would be good practice in Gashi’s skills.

Gashi dived into the water, his hands joining above his head to make a torpedo-like shape.

He rushed into the murky water in a flurry of white as the water friction slowed him down. He searched about into the depths of the lake and saw the faint shape of a hand moving around a corner of a rock.

Gashi zoomed towards it and around the corner to find Kular staring at the shining white and grey shape ahead of them. Gashi looked and found the white and grey creature was the Karmas shark.

It encircled three dead bodies, lying on the see bed. Crimson blood seeped from their bodies and their eyes were blank and expressionless. 

Suddenly the Karmas looked at the with it’s great red eyes, as it bared it’s teeth. Kular looked at Gashi and signalled him to come and fight with him. Gashi nodded, pulling out his trident and jabbing the Karmas shark’s soft blubber covered stomach. The Karmas sped towards him, ready to bite through his body.

Gashi swerved to the right, trying to slice at the Karmas as it sped past, but his tridents flew straight through water and the Karmas turned around to face Kular, speeding in his direction.

Kular thrust his staff out hoping it would spear the head of the Karmas. The Karmas swerved around the staff and dug its teeth deep into Kular’s arm. But then the Karmas’s grip loosened as Gashi pushed his trident into the Karmas’s stomach. The Karmas let go of Kular’s arm, drifting down to the depths of the lake.

Chapter 5
Takura stared into the distance. What a beautiful day it was. The sun shined on his face as he absorbed the lazy heat of the day. He breathed in the fresh air looking away from the great volcano of Mount Koi to his left. 
He stared at the midday sky, feeling relaxed, as if there was no threat to the island. But deep down inside, he knew there was something going on. Something in the great caves of the Kino Sui.

But in the air a low droning hum started. Takura could feel the vibrations below his feet and suddenly there was a great low rasping sound. And again the rasping sounded. It was the Takur-Lomu horn.

Takura sped to the lookout guard. Takura was about to ask what he saw but there was no point when he saw it himself. A great cloud slowly hummed towards the village. Takura got his sword ready. Somehow he knew he was going to need it. 

Soon horns were sounding all over Marka Sui. Everyone had a different tone, and sound to it for the four villages.

As the great cloud came closer Takura saw that there were hundreds, if not thousands, of strange creature humming their way.

They had a needle like mouth with great bulging eyes. Its wings beat so rapidly that they were just a blur and on its underside were two great claws. Their back legs ended in great talons and the creature was covered in feathers.

“Hoissu,” said the guard coldly. “Deadly when they’re in swarms.”

Mere seconds later the other Toa arrived. Just in time. The great black cloud loomed ever closer to its destination. The Toa said nothing. There wasn’t time for discussion. There was only time for battle. They called upon their elements and there was a flash from the tip of their weapons and they got ready to fight.

As soon as the Hoissu were over the village they started to dive down, gripping, and killing, Markoran with their powerful talons. 
Ferisau was the first to act. She fired 5 arrows at a time with great accuracy and as soon as they were flying in the air she rapidly drew out another five. Her amount of arrows seemed limitless. 

Kular called upon the mask of Agility using his element wisely and leaping up so high he was in between the hundreds of Hoissu. He slashed at them, with fury, before returning to the ground only to leap up again.

Takura slashed at the air and great blades of white light flew towards the swarm, knocking several to the ground.

Gashi held Kular before he leapt up again. Gashi shook his head and Kular knew he had to get out of the way. Like Takura he started to slash the air and fire turquoise blades of light at the Hoissu.

Suddenly, clouds ebbed away the light of the early morning and light flickered in between clouds. BANG! A great bolt of lightning flew from the clouds knocking half of the swarm away. BANG! BANG! Soon there were no more of the Hoissu swarm. Takura nodded to his companions.

“I can not tell you how much I am in your debt,” he said lowering his sword.

“You aren’t in our debt,” said Ferisau. “Remember, we’re meant to help each other.”

All four of them smiled, as the clouds cleared revealing the sunlight of the morning. But the warmth didn’t shine on them. There was a dark presence with them. Tajkuno. 

Chapter 6

Gashi span around on his heal, ready for the stranger to pounce at him. But the figure walked out of the shadows calmly, with a grim expression on his face. He wore a long black cloak, and wore a large maroon sword on his belt. His hood was up, hiding part of his jet black Miru shaped mask. He put a scared hand out to the Toa. They simply stared down at the hand, as if it was something repulsive. The figure sighed and put his hand down.

“I’ve come to help,” he said in a dark voice.

“You are Tajkuno!” said Ferisau looking startled. “Why would you help us?”

“Takutan has a new minion,” he said looked at the Toa in turn.  “Camudus is more powerful than anyone else on this island other than Takutan himself. He has amazing powers to create dark knights called the Codan. And he’s planning to make a huge army.”

The Toa gave blank expressions to each other.

“And why should we trust you?” said Kular sarcastically. “An evil guy comes out of nowhere and we trust him. Do you think we’re stupid?”

“I think you should trust me because I used to be good. I was a Markoran.”

Kular shook his head wildly. “I’m not believing it.”

“Fine then,” said Tajkuno. “But if one doesn’t come within a week I won’t come. But if one does attack, then you trust me.”

He turned around on his heel and pulled his cloak over his entire body and with a tiny spark of light he was gone. 

The Toa didn’t know what to think of this. Should they trust the one their Tagar had warned them about? Or had he really changed? The Toa discussed these matters in doubtful tones, eventually making the decision not to trust him. He was most probably leading them into some kind of trap. The four went back to their villages, however, in their minds they had doubts about their decision. However, if that was what they had decided then it would stay unless the group of them confessed about their doubts. But that would not happen. Or would it?

Chapter 7
Ferisau leaned on the barrier that stopped Fe-Markoran falling off the platforms. The village of Fe-Lomu was set atop a large section of close together trees, so it was quite a way down. But Ferisau had tested herself that you could jump off and not get hurt as long as you braced yourself. 

She breathed the warm air in through her nostrils and tried to relax. How much had gone on since she’d come here? More threats than the Tagar had described were coming up and it seemed as if Takutan was aware of their presence on the island. She took in another deep breath, trying to clam down.

All of the beasts on the island seemed to have a blood lust and were always eager to fight. Smoke was not a kind thing to nature, which is why Ferisau detested Takutan the most.

Suddenly, out the corner of her eye she saw a glitter of midday sunlight of metal and called out in the area of forest in front of her. 

“Hello sister,” she yelled into the trees. “Have you been fighting?” There came no reply. Ferisau repeated herself, to see the glint of light on aumor disappear behind a tree and two green eyes look out from behind the trunk of the tree. But in the Lomunans eyes were almost blackened with hatred. Was she infected?

Suddenly a spear tipped with ivory whizzed past Ferisau’s head, and dug its head deep into the walls of a hut.

The green eyes quickly ran out from behind the tree to reveal a knight with gleaming black aumor, pitted and dented from past battles. On his back were two more spears, a sword, and a sickle. Its helmet had a visor with slits around it for the user to see through. The figure was totally covered in aumor and steaming breath came from the helmet.

Ferisau, following her reactions leapt down from the platform, and ran after the knight, leaping over roots of trees and groups of rocks as the run into the forest. Soon they came to a clearing in the woods with logs, vines, rocks and roots of trees. The knight stopped there and the eye glinted a slight delight.

Ferisau took out her vine whip and lashed at the knight, her vine extending as it flew through the air to get closer to the target. The knight flipped backwards over a root and landed on his knee and foot, putting a hand on the ground to stable himself.

Ferisau lashed again and again and each time the knight ducked, dodged or flipped backwards to miss the shot.

She took out her bow firing multiple arrows at the knight and they went through his aumor easily with a loud clang. The Knight looked down at the three arrows through his body and pulled them out in turn. He threw each one at Ferisau, who ducked out the way in time.

She fired and lashed but each time the knight was unhurt. Suddenly a beam of turquoise light fired past Ferisau’s head hitting the Knight and it fell back, with a large hole in its chest, maroon blood pouring out and dampening the grass. The figure of Kular landed beside her and gave a grim expression. 

Ferisau tried to find the words to say but Kular put his finger to her lips. “I know,” he said. “Their Codan Knights.”

Chapter 8
Ferisau and Kular sat on the bed in Ferisau’s hut. Ferisau’s eyes were still wide from shock. He was right. She couldn’t believe it. But she had to. Destiny had made it that way. Ferisau was noble and knew about fate and destiny for they were real beings. They were the highest spirits and there was nothing above them. They would decide somebody’s entire life centuries before they were born. But sometimes things got out of hand.

She was breathing hard. But destiny had made it that way. And if he made it that way she would abide.

Kular put his arm around her.

“You must calm yourself,” he said in a kind tone. Ferisau’s breathing slowed and she looked at Kular and stared deep into his deep blue eyes. Kular looked into hers and saw that her eyes brimmed with tears.

Ferisau felt it was like a burning pain, but when she looked into Kular’s eyes, the pain seemed to subside. But the image became blurred with tears and she quickly closed her eyes, giving a hiccup of sadness. She didn’t know why she was doing this. She was perhaps one of the strongest and most agile of the Toa. She was brave and now she was crying for no reason.

Kular wiped away the tears dripping down her face with a thumb. Ferisau opened her eyes again to see Kular’s eyes with the kindest expression she’d ever seen. She stood up and her noble and alert attitude came back to her.

“We must warn the others,” she said with the slight weakness still faint in her voice. Kular nodded and they set off for Takur-Lomu.

The Toa and Tagar discussed the issues of the day around an orange fire. Firefly’s lighted the late evening skies and the sound of crickets filled the air. The crackle of the flame was calming and the light danced about on their masks.

“I say we should trust him,” said Kular in a hushed voice, as if somebody was watching over them.

Takura nodded, staring at the group, as they nodded back. Suddenly there was the crunch of feet against gravel and Gashi stood up smiling to see Tajkuno there.

“Ahh, so you came!” he said raising his voice to normal conversation volume. Tajkuno nodded.

“So now you see I can help,” he said. “I will help you gather an army if you plan an assault.” It was as if he had read what everybody was dreading in his or her minds. But it was obvious that a war was looming ahead. The others nodded. Tajkuno sat down with them and told him that he had an ability to make warriors sprout from the ground and come to his aid. But they wouldn’t be any match for the Codan Knights alone. The Markoran had to come into battle as well. They also spoke of a huge tribe on the volcanic island to the corner of the island. Possibly they would help as well. Then Tajkuno came to a strange subject.

“It is strange,” he said looking into the flames and they flickered and flew into the air. “You call yourself false names.” The Toa looked surprised.

“What do you mean?” asked Takura.

“You and Gashi are named wrong as are your villages,” he went on. “Your name is not Takura. It is Turonu of Tu-Lomu. And Gashi, you are called Huracu of Hu-Lomu.”

The others stared.

“How do you know this?” asked Gashi or Huracu.

“Since I turned to the light I have been in contact with… some beings of importance.” Ferisau suddenly knew whom he meant. She had sensed that strange presence around him. He’d seen Destiny and Fate.

The conversation trailed away from the matter, Turonu and Huracu taking their new, or true, names. This day had been most surprising.

Chapter 9
Ferisau rolled around in her bed as the nightmares filled her head.

She walked down a brick hallway with torches flickering blue flame along the wall. She proceeded down the hallway. It wall seemed so real. It didn’t seem like a nightmare yet she was so scared. Tension bubbled up inside of her and she trembled with anxiety. 

She ran her fingers along the wall. It seemed so real. But where was she? Where the spirits trying to communicate with her?

The stone was pitted and old but the hall held strong. The roof to was brick, and fairly low down. 
She passed uncountable doors and it seemed to go on forever. The wooden doors had brass handles on them with knockers and small windows, covered in a wire mesh. She dared no look into them for a great fear rose inside of her. She sweated with the heat and she presumed that she was underground.

Soon a stronger blue light came from up ahead and she found an open door. This time she looked in, even though she didn’t want to and saw an image of a human girl floating in mid-air. Her skin was blue, as her pain dress, and she seemed to glow a shade of sky blue. Was this fate (for fate had been known to be a girl)? Ferisau doubted that.

She walked into the room and the girl opened her eyes and looked at her. And then Ferisau saw that they were filled with wild anger and the girl raced at her, her nails like claws and her teeth as sharp as small daggers.


Suddenly Ferisau woke up and felt her bed was sodden with sweat. She wiped her forehead and found that her pulse was racing. What a strange dream it had been.

Chapter 10
Turonu got the Tu-Lomunan army ready for the journey to the other villages.

Their plan was to go around each village or meeting place and pick up the villages army. 
The negotiations with the tribe on the other island had gone well and their leader was going to be meeting them. 

At the Kino Sui, their destination, Tajkuno would meet them with his army of cloaked riders at the ready.

Turonu gave a slight smile. It looked like there might be enough to beat Takutan’s Codan armies. But he had not yet wakened them. However there was he could waken them in one short breath so it was most probable they’d have to face the Codan.

Inside their discs, arrows, swords, spears and other weapons however were special elemental energies that could defeat the Codan. 

This would be the biggest army ever assembled on Marka Sui, over 60, 000 soldiers were fighting on their side alone, but it would still be hard. For both sides.

The army’s marching thundered out into the forest as they trekked along the wide paths of the jungle. First, to Fe-Lomu and the armies of Both Kular’s and Ferisau’s villagers. 

But Turonu knew that it would be a longer journey than they’d expected.

End of Part 1

