Noa tried to lift a lever with not much success. He sighed. Being an engineer for the dark hunters was a difficult job but not one he couldn’t handle. “Quinzto!” he yelled. A large ta-matoran walked over to him “yes boss?” “For one thing stop calling me boss. The shadowed one is our boss now. Second, could you pull this lever for me?”. Quinzto walked to the lever and lifted it up. At the same time as a large laser beam blasted out from the cliff into the waters surrounding Xia the lever fell back down onto the matoran’s head. Noa grumbled to the messenger next to him “tell the shadowed one that his cannon is ready”.

     As the messenger flew off Noa felt something a bit like a thought yet it seemed to come from outside his head. Talmajet. It is time. He tried to ignore it. He often imagined that his old master had survived but he knew it could not be true. But as he thought this a wave of pain went through his head. He screamed and the voice came again, come, come now. “What is it boss?” asked Quinzto. “It is over my friend” said the inventor “we are going home.       
       Makuta Kenthras looked at the two matoran in front of him. The first, a le-matoran named Noa-Talmajet was his chief scientist and small even for a villager. The other, Quinzto was... well a little strange. At the moment he was dancing around the cave in a tutu. “We are ready master.” Said Noa “Good, soon Teridax will pay.” Growled the makuta. But as he thought another enemy came to mind “But first, there is another”. He almost laughed as the matoran’s eyes widened than narrowed just as quickly. Noa stomped with rage “troodos!”
