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The wind swept across the stone floor, sand and dust mingling with the air as it blew by.  Kah had relaxed and cleared his mind, focusing on nothing and losing himself in the tranquility and stillness of the ruined temple around him.  The quiet sound of a babbling brook cascaded quietly in his ear, the webbed flaps twitching slightly with every vibration of sound.  He felt outward, touching every piece of flora and fauna in the area.  He felt the vines growing around the columns, the flowers that grew on them coming close to bloom.  He touched the saplings and bushes that sprouted from cracks in the ground, roots and moss covering toppled pillars and ruined columns.  He could sense the purity of the water in the distance, the calming sounds of it echoing the more he focused.  The Gungan felt at ease with himself, the quiet memories of darkness and death in his past being tucked away when he meditated in this place.  But something this time was different, a wound he hadn't felt before.  


“Many times you came here.” said a voice, the sound of which was like a man gargling gravel.  “Why?”


The Gungan gazed around to try and locate the voice, but the darkness of the ruins blanketed his surroundings.  Whoever, or whatever, was talking did not want to be seen.   Kah could feel where the presence was, but he wished to see the thing he was talking to.  It's voice was cold, but was palpable with power.  


“To focus, to t'ink.  To learn about meself.” said Kah, “Usually, the solitude does me good.” 


“As it did to many before you.  I've masked myself from so many, for so long, but you intrigued me.  You've been a light amidst the darkness, despite doing some terrible things, as I once found myself.  Some would call my presence a disturbance, others an omen.  My message, however, is clear: Fight not for Odan-Urr.  Their destiny is covered in ashes and flame.”  


With those words, the presence disappeared.  Kah did his best to sense the creature behind the voice, but felt neither the voice nor the taint anymore.  The disturbance had come with a message, a wound in the Force that croaked out an apocalyptic warning.  Kah closed his eyes once more, trying his best to lose himself once more.  The words of the voice continued to slither and crawl around the Gungan's skull, until finally he drifted into a meditative state.    
