Chapter Two: [b]Dangerous Minds[/b]


Though his canister was moving fairly quickly through the sea of protodermis, Tamin could barely sense any outside movement. His only assurance that he was going anywhere was that he could see Rahi swim past him every so often through the peephole, and even then he wasn’t sure if he was passing them up, or vise versa. Being from Ta-Metru, Tamin wasn’t very used to the cramped space and liquid protodermis. He would be glad once they emerged on the shores of Zota Nui. But even then he wasn’t sure how he would feel wearing the mask of a Toa when he wasn’t one. 
He felt the mask he was holding with his fingers. He had crafted each one of them himself. As he touched it he felt like he was once again over his forge, working diligently on a Kanohi mask. He knew the powers of each and every one of the masks. The one he held had the power to conduct lightning and direct it as a weapon. The one that Ladia was given was called the Great Kanohi Zota. This one he only knew one extent of its power, and even thinking about it sent a chill down his spine. That ended his fantasy about the masks’ powers. Once on Zota Nui, Tamin would tell each of the Matoran exactly what their masks did, as he was directed by the Turaga.


“I hope they don’t expect me to lead them far. I don’t think I could do it. I’m a Ta-Matoran, but that doesn’t mean I’m a leader.
*                *               *

[i]Kanohi.[/i] The idle thought was the only thought that ran through the creature’s mind. He knew little to nothing about his past, except that it was changed. He remembered vaguely being something different; something good. Disgusted, the creature pushed the thought from his mind. But as he pushed it out he made room for another. This time it was an image of a Kanohi mask. He knew what he had to do. [i]Destiny. Kanohi…of…Destiny.[/i]
The canisters which held the six Matoran from Metru Nui washed up onto a sandy shore. Each canister slowly opened its lid to allow its cargo to climb out. Each Matoran climbed out fairly quickly. Once out, they all assembled on the shore. Each one looked around. They had washed up in a small cove. The protodermis whipped around in the cove, assuring that it wouldn’t be safe to venture out unless you were a Toa. Straight ahead of the Matoran was a vast, green jungle.

“Le-Zota, I assume-think?” Zamun asked. Tamin slowly nodded his head as a reply, and then added words. “It must be. The Turaga said that this would be the first place we would see. But before we venture any further, I am supposed to tell you something.”

*                *               *

Turaga Kima walked toward his brothers and sister. Each one of them knew that the Matoran had little to no chance on Zota Nui if they lost their masks. Each one worried that Tamin would forget his duty. But only Turaga Kima had Takia on his mind. Out of all of the Turaga, only he knew Takia as a friend. Before Kima had been a Toa or Turaga, he had been Takia’s best friend. Kima knew Takia as much as he knew himself. He knew that Takia was a good Matoran, but he also knew that it would be hard for Takia to pass up going out on his own once he knew what his mask could do. The thought disgusted the Turaga, but also made him worry about the other Matoran. Would they be safe from Takia?

*                *               *

“So these masks change us into Toa?” Hadin asked quizzically, examining his mask with the utmost care.
“Yes. The Turaga told me to tell you this since I made the masks. I have already told you the powers of the masks you hold. There is just one thing left to do.” Tamin replied. Slowly but surely, Tamin lifted his Kanohi mask up to his face. He removed his current Kanohi and threw it down into the sand. As he placed the mask on his face, a bright light engulfed him. Fearing that something horrible had happened to Tamin, Ladia covered her eyes and ran towards him. Suddenly the bright light ceased, and in its place stood a tall, armored figure.

“Tamin, is that…you?” Ladia asked as she slowly backed away from the heroic-looking figure.

“Yes, at least, I think so.” Tamin replied. He looked at his body, examining it. Power coursed through his veins, and he could feel heat emitting from his own body. In his right hand he held a gold plated sword, and in his left he held a weird item that glowed with fire. Tamin turned around and pointed the item at the sand a small distance away. Suddenly magma erupted from its tip and poured out onto the sand. Tamin looked at his new weapon to also note that his hand was glowing a bright orange. Unknowingly, Tamin stopped the magma coming out from his weapon by simply thinking about stopping. Tamin now directed his attention to his sword. He noted that his right hand looked the same as his left, except with two smaller items attached to his sword that glowed as well. Tamin this time pointed his sword at the ocean. As if by command, a blast of fire and magma flew forth from the tip of his sword and into the water, covering the bay in steam. Tamin then turned to his friends. Each one looked at him curiously, wondering if they would all look like that and have the same strength. Tamin was the first to notice that Hadin was lifting his mask up to his exposed face.

“Hadin, wait!” Tamin shouted all but too late. Hadin placed his mask on his face and was engulfed by a light that was much dimmer than Tamin’s. A few moments later the light faded, and in its place stood a very changed Hadin. Seeing that it would be okay to use the masks, the other Matoran put on their new masks. Soon the beach was filled with light being emitted by their transformations. The light faded, and this time all six Matoran stood forever changed.

“Are we Toa heroes?” Zamun asked aloud. Each being present pondered the thought, but it was Ladia who was the first to answer. “Yes, brother, we are now Toa. But we are no ordinary Toa, we are Toa Zotin!” The name came as a shock to the assembled Toa, but each understood why she had picked that name. In the Matoran dialect, Zotin meant savior or saviors. These Toa were the saviors of Zota Nui. Though Zota and Zotin sounded very alike, they meant very different things. Zota meant vengeance, but Zotin meant much the opposite.

The six Toa Zotin walked further into the island. Their mission: find the Kanohi of Destiny. Their powers: unchecked. Their destinies: unknown. Tamin led the way, unknowingly leading the group of novice Toa deep into an adventure they would never forger, nor ever remember.

