[b]Introduction[/b]

Drip. Drip. Drip. The noise echoed through the dark cavern. This was the only noise in it, besides the occasional Rahi walking through the ancient tunnels. Suddenly two sets of eyes blinked open. This was followed by another two, and another two. Three of the most powerful beings known to Matoran and Toa alike searched the darkness, their eyes burning holes through any living thing. Slowly, each one broke the bindings that had held them for centuries. One creature roared, and was soon accompanied by its two brothers. It had begun.
Takia walked through the ruins of the once great Knowledge Towers. Though shattered, they still held as much beauty as they had before the darkness. Takia picked up a shard of what used to be his favorite place to be.


“Takia. Dwelling on the past will not help. For you are needed to save the future.” Turaga Kima had told him. Takia had been told to meet the Turaga in Ga-Metru later that day, but he was reluctant to leave his home. Finally, Takia found the power to walk toward the chute station, though his heart would remain in Ko-Metru for all time.

Chapter One: [b]Destiny of Destruction[/b]


Takia walked into the Great Temple. Five other Matoran from each part of the city had also been gathered. The six, noble Turaga stood toward the back of the room, gathering items from vaults in the Suva. Ladia, a Ga-Matoran, walked among the Matoran to observe them. Takia watched the Turaga as each one picked up something and walked toward the small group of Matoran. Turaga Kima, Turaga of Ice, signaled for the Matoran to sit down on the rubble-littered ground. Takia reluctantly followed the Turaga’s orders.


“Matoran, would I be correct in saying that you know the tale of Toa Kitana?” Kima asked. All of the Matoran silently nodded their heads. “Because of him, our island was given to darkness. Most of our city was turned to rubble before Trook was killed, but even now darkness tightens its grasp on Metru Nui.”

[i]Where is he going with this?[/i] Takia asked himself.


“I am going to get to why we brought you here.” The Turaga answered. “Don’t forget, Takia, I can hear your thoughts. I wear the Kanohi Suletu, the Mask of Telepathy.”

“Wonderful.” Takia muttered. Turaga Kima frowned for a moment, but then continued to speak.


“Anyways, Matoran. I do not wish to shield the truth from you. Mata Nui’s destiny has been shown. His destiny is death.” The room fell silent as each Matoran stared at the other, as if one of them in the room had caused this to happen.


“But, Turaga, this cannot be true! Can it?” Hadin, the Onu-Matoran asked. This time Turaga Komi, the Turaga of Water, spoke up. “Hadin, we are sorry. This is the truth.”


“So then, oh wise ones, why did you call-send for us?” Zamun, the Le-Matoran asked.


“We called you here to help you fulfill your destiny. You are to be sent on a quest. This quest will be just as important as the Toa Nuva’s, yet even more perilous.” Turaga Kima replied. Turaga Lhiki, the Turaga of Fire, walked over to the Matoran and handed each of them a mask. As Lhiki did this, Kima spoke to the Matoran.


“These masks that Turaga Lhiki has given you are tools only to be used if all hope is lost. They are no masks for Matoran to wear, for these are the masks of a Toa!” Each Matoran grew wide-eyed at the news of this. Ladia looked over at the rest of the Matoran’s masks. She recognized the design of each one, but she knew not the powers. With questioning eyes she turned to Turaga Kima, but his stare told her nothing. A look came into the Turaga’s eyes as he looked up. He looked at the ceiling of the temple, but all in his presence knew that he was looking into the past.

“Long ago, in the time before time, we Turaga were once great Toa. We were given a Kanohi, a legendary Kanohi: the Kanohi Crymo, the Kanohi of Destiny. Every two millennia a great hero would wear the Kanohi. I myself experienced its power. The Kanohi, being so powerful, had to be hidden from all life. We took the mask, and hid it on an island to the west of Metru Nui. The mask still abides there to this day, hidden from all beings. However, now this Kanohi must be found to save the universe. Someone, however, has already tampered with the mask, for Mata Nui’s destiny has not always been this way. Whoever used this mask before might still be on the island, for this has happened all too recently.”

“But the stars have also told us that the beings that we had imprisoned on the island have awakened.” Turaga Lhiki interrupted.


“The creatures were comrades from the Order of Mata Nui, but Visorak had trapped and mutated them.” Turaga Komi continued. “They quickly let their inner beasts conquer them. We had to use the Kanohi Crymo on them. We were then able to seduce them and trap them deep underneath the island. But now they have awakened, and there is no doubt that they are after the Kanohi of Destiny. With it, they could destroy the universe as well, quicker than Mata Nui.”


“That is where you Matoran come in,” Turaga Kima said. “You have been chosen by Mata Nui himself to save the universe. We will send you in capsules to Zota Nui, the island on which we have hidden the mask. Once there, you will use the Kanohi we have given you to find the mask. If you fail, well then, Mata Nui protect us.”

[i]My name is Kotu.[/i] The Matoran thought as he ran away from the monsters that had emerged from the ancient tunnels. [i]Five minutes ago I was a normal Matoran doing errands for his friends. Now I’m running for my life from three monsters. Mata Nui, please save me.[/i] The small Matoran ran as fast as he could, his Akaku examining the surrounding trees and plants. Here in Le-Zota, his favorite place on Zota Nui, three monsters were running rampant. Suddenly as he turned the corner, he ran into a tall, armored figure. Kotu looked up at the monster. The monster’s two heads were examining him. In each hand he held a weapon. In one, a gold drill, and in the other, a sharp blade that, by concentrating, the creature could make have one or three blades. The creature lifted Kotu up and closely examined his mask.

“Kanohi…” the creature said in a ghostly tone. Soon two other creatures emerged from the forest. The green and black one which Kotu had run in to threw him to the ground. The three figures walked away in search of their main goal.

“Six canisters, one for each of you. They will take you to Zota Nui.” That’s what Turaga Kima had said. Now Takia watched as each of the Matoran were escorted to their canisters. The canisters were round around the base, and then curved up to the top to end in a point. However, once a Matoran climbed inside the canister, the point would disappear and turn into a flat surface. Turaga Kima walked over to Takia, the last Matoran left. “It is time, Takia.” He said. At first Takia was hesitant, but eventually he allowed himself to be led over to his canister. Kanohi in hand, Takia climbed into the canister feet first.


“We wish we could join you, but I’m afraid that is not possible. We wish you the speed of Pohatu, dear Matoran. Mata Nui protect you.” Turaga Lhiki said. Turaga Kima closed Takia’s canister. Takia watched as all natural light disappeared.


“Mata Nui protect us indeed. I hope they know what they’ve gotten us into.” Takia said. Suddenly he felt his whole body lurch forward. He looked out of a little peephole to see liquid protodermis gushing past him. “Goodbye Metru Nui; hello Zota Nui.”
