Inaccurate!
Takanuva looked with a furrowed brow at the painting he had received. He sighed and put it down on the protodermic table in front of him. It was a very nice painting, actually- Beautiful, smooth brushstrokes, excellent composition- But it was all wrong.
When the Matoran began to rebuild the Archives, Turaga Whenua insisted that they work to get more visual representations of each exhibit. Although the museum tended to work more with Rahi and other life forms, it had a decent section on history that needed to be updated.

Of course, the files on Takanuva and Takua were practically nonexistent. The Archives had his job history and such prior to the Great Cataclysm, but what use was that nowadays?

Anyways, there was a small group of Le-Matoran using dyes brought from the jungles of Mata Nui to make paintings for the archives on hides. 

The paintings being produced of him made Takanuva feel very flattered, but the latest one was simply inaccurate. It was painted by a Matoran named Dracone, whom Takanuva had never met. He was, without a doubt, quite talented, but he must’ve been using outdated information.
The illustration featured Takua in a rebuilt form fiddling with the storytelling stones in the Amaja circle. Though he did enjoy doing this from time to time (He used to make the stone representing him attack the Makuta Stone ferociously), the main problem he saw had to do with Takua himself.
Prior to the Rebuilding, he had been a strange-looking Matoran. Yellow feet, a red body and arms, and a bizarre blue Pakari… The problem was, he was depicted with these colors in his rebuilt form, during which he had constructed blue feet for himself.

As much as he liked the painting itself, the Archives would settle for nothing less than 100% accuracy. He rolled up the hide and got out a thin protodermis tablet, on which he engraved with his staff:
I had blue feet!

He tucked this into the painting and called in Hahli the Chronicler. She walked in carrying her staff and the Book of Chronicles, humming a tune by the Le-Koro Band. 

“What is it?”

“The Le-Matoran doing those paintings for the archives got my feet wrong. Have Dracone paint over it.”

“Yes, Toa Takanuva.”

He handed her the rolled up painting and she turned to the exit before stopping herself. She spun on her heel and walked back towards him with a thoughtful look in her eye.

“Okay, so you’re a Toa of Light, correct?” she asked with a hint of a smile on her face.

“I think you know my answer to that.”

“Well, colors are determined by how light reflects on them, right?”

“Are they?” he inquired absentmindedly.

“Yes, they are. Turaga Nokama taught me about that. Do you think you could change which colors reflect until it’s blue like it should be?”
“I don’t know,” he muttered, “My powers are still kinda confusing to me… I could certainly give it a try.”

She handed the painting back to him and Takanuva spread it out flat on his desk. He spread his hands over it to smooth the edges and keep it from partially rolling up. 

He closed his eyes to concentrate and his armor began to glow radiantly. He balled his hand up into a fist and placed it over the yellow feet. 
He felt a bit of his energy seeping from his hands onto the paper. When he felt the subtle differences in the light surrounding him, he opened his eyes and ceased using his power. 

A massive blue smudge had spread over the Takua in the painting. Takanuva groaned and slumped downwards. Why had he been so stupid as to do something like that?

Hahli looked over the painting with a frown on her face. The shape of the Takua in the hide was still visible, as every bit of it had a turned a slightly different shade of blue. It actually looked a bit more interesting and artistic now, but they both knew the Archives would never accept it.
“Well… They could change it to a painting of the time you dove into Lake Naho,” Hahli half-joked.

“I wasn’t rebuilt back then,” Takanuva grumbled.

“You know, we might be able to fix this…” she began in response. “You got the color right on it, it just happened to go out of the lines. If you try to redo it and make your light-beam more concentrated, it might fix it.”

“Might as well try…”

He picked up the painting and flattened it again, once again closing his eyes and concentrating. His armor glowed as he put a clenched fist over it and let his power out.

He didn’t let it simply seep out like last time- He squeezed it out. He felt the light become concentrated and powerful. It was sure to work this time!

“Hey, stop!” he heard Hahli shout. “Look at what you’re doing!”
He ceased to glow and he looked down at the painting. A hole had burnt through it and it was slowly growing. The Takua was incinerated and the rest of the painting was charred and blackened beyond recognition. 

“That was waaaaay too concentrated, Taka,” Hahli said. “You turned it into a laser!”

“I noticed.”

“So what are we going to do about this?”

“Tell Dracone the illustration was lost in transit… And tell him to remember to make the feet blue next time.”
