Chapter Four: [b]Takia’s Path[/b]

Takia swung from each icy cliff to the next, his ice claw smoothly swinging and clinging to the cliffs’ rock and ice. Ladia was down below, watching Takia. Ladia had suggested that Takia should try scouting from higher up. Lucky for Takia, that meant being alone on the ice cliffs. Takia saw a small, white Matoran move in the snow drifts below on the slope of the main mountain. He thought about telling Ladia, but figured that this might be his only chance to break away from her. 

Takia let himself fall, gracefully flipping into a landing position right in front of Ladia.

“Takia, did you find anything?” Ladia asked him. Takia grinned, though it really wasn’t for joy. Suddenly Takia let out a blast of ice at Ladia. Ladia was barely able to dodge the blast. She was able to rebound off of a large boulder and land back on her feet. “Takia, what is wrong with you?” Ladia yelled. Ladia readied her weapon. She fired a blast of water at Takia, encircling him in an unbreakable rope of water. Takia looked amused at the rope. He simply tapped it with his finger, freezing it. The water immediately fell to the ground. Worst of all, Ladia realized, Takia had frozen her weapon solid. It would take too long for her to break it free from its prison. She reluctantly dropped it to the ground and advanced toward Takia. Grasping both hands to her elemental energizer, Ladia unleashed a tidal wave of water on Takia. That was her first mistake. Takia summoned up a mirror of ice, reflecting the attack back at 
Ladia. As soon as he was sure that she was entirely coated with water, Takia froze it, and Ladia, solid.
* * *

Tamin and Hadin could sense that something was wrong. They had heard cracking and gushing sounds from somewhere on the eastern border of the jungle. Hadin and Tamin had rushed toward the spot all too late. By the time they had both arrived, Ladia was frozen solid, her adversary nowhere to be seen. Tamin was about to summon a blast of magma to unfreeze Ladia, when Hadin yelled, “Don’t do it!”

“Why not?” Tamin asked his friend.

“Because you’ll kill her. The magma would melt the water [i]too[/i] quickly. It would burn Ladia the second it touched the ice.” Hadin told him. Tamin nodded understandingly. Their only hope to do anything about Ladia’s predicament was to find either Takia to have him deal with his element, or to chip away the ice, shard by shard.
* * *

Pokuma watched in amazement. He had a theory about these Matoran: they don’t like Toa. As soon as he and Zamun had walked into Le-Zota, a Matoran had created some kind of vacuum around the Toa, eliminating all air. Pokuma guessed that they only had seconds to live. Time after time he watched Zamun try to create air, only for it to be absorbed by the vacuum’s power. Pokuma suddenly got an idea. He charged headlong for the Matoran who had put the vacuum around them, as soon as he made contact, the vacuum disappeared, and air returned to the Toa’s lungs. 

Zamun walked over to the stunned Matoran and helped him to his feet.

“Are you okay, Matoran?” Zamun asked. The Matoran looked wide-eyed at Zamun, examining every bit of him. The Matoran grabbed Zamun’s arm and started pulling him deeper into the jungle. Pokuma followed, though he knew not where they were going. 
* * *


“When will we be done?” Hadin asked, chipping another piece of ice with a rock.


“When we are.” Tamin answered calmly. Hadin looked at Ladia-encased in ice.

[i]What could have done this to her? How could any being be so cruel?[/i] Hadin pondered. Unaware of his glowing mask, Hadin once again looked at Ladia, this time harder than the last. Suddenly, Hadin’s mask took on the shape of the Kanohi Zota. Activating the mask, Hadin instructed all the stones in the area to go and chip away at the ice, all the while with Tamin watching in disbelief.

* * *

Takia jumped down from the rock upon which he stood. His eyes gleamed with evil and hatred, a sign of madness. He had been following the small Matoran he had spotted earlier for hours, when all of the sudden, he disappeared. Takia froze as a cold metal object dug into his back.


“Don’t move,” the figure behind him commanded. Takia smiled; he had the advantage. With quick and fluid movements, Takia simultaneously jumped in the air and blasted the ground with ice. However, when he turned to taste the satisfaction of another frozen opponent, all he saw was a block of ice. At the most, this was amusing. Takia scanned the terrain: no Matoran. Then Takia felt the ground shaking. By the time he saw the avalanche, it was too late.
* * *

Zamun stared in awe at Le-Zota. It was decorated with festive streamers and the villagers danced and played. However, once Zamun and Pokuma had entered the ever-happy village, everything stopped. The Matoran ran into their huts and scattered to any hiding place. All but one of the villagers left. Zamun extended his hand to the Matoran which wore a teal Pakari. The Matoran accepted the hand. Slowly the Matoran came out, and one by one began to clap. The village cheered in honor of the Toa of Air.


“Not so bad here, Pokuma,” Zamun quipped.

* * *

Ladia gasped for breath. Hadin had freed her using [i]her[/i] mask power. Hadin didn’t know how he did it, but he did it, and that’s what mattered. Ladia fell into Tamin’s outstretched arms.


“Who did this to you?” Tamin asked sternly.


“Takia.”

* * *   

Turaga Kima paced the corridor. He had just received news from a Toa outpost on another island. They had spotted a boat with two figures, one black and one blue, heading toward Zota Nui. Their organization had been active for ages and was whispered in the shadows. It struck fear into the hearts of the bravest Toa. They were second in power only to the Brotherhood of Makuta. They were the Dark Hunters.

* * *

Zun and Cuo, two elite Dark Hunters, paddled through the sea of protodermis. Zun gripped his iron claws as he saw the island of Zota Nui appear on the horizon. His master has sent him and his comrade to this island for a purpose, and he was about to discover exactly what that was.

