Yavin 4

Outer Rim Territories

Gordian Reach

Yavin System
It had taken Janus a week to travel to Yavin 4, avoiding both enemy and Brotherhood patrols. Landing his personal fighter in a clearing, he began trekking in the direction he “felt” was right and looking for the temple in his visions. 

He began having a recurring vision for a couple of months now. Something he felt would save him from the demons of his past and the arguing voices in his head was on Yavin 4 in some temple like building.  Ever since his return form having been captured by the First Order, he had slowly been sinking into madness. The pain in his head, the lost memories, the confusion when he looked at the woman claiming to be his wife. Fractured memories of killing at the whims of his former clan, betrayal and blood haunted his nights. All of it was becoming too much to deal with. 

He vaguely remembered its part in the history of the rebellion, but was not prepared for the reality of the planet at all.

Where he set his tiny fighter down was near the equator and in heavy tropical jungle. The air here was thick and moist, almost like water that had not figured out what gravity was. Just inhaling was a chore, let alone trying to search for something in it. The damp made his clothing chafe and he felt as though his boots were filling with water.

Maybe it was the problems in his head or maybe it was his blind running off to find “it”, but he was not dressed for what he had to do

One would have thought it was the plant life that tried to choke him or trip him, or the fungus that exploded spores that blinded and made him sneeze for hours. Mostly it was the thick air and heat.

Janus had been to a quite a few different planets, and dealt with many different climates. This one had to be the worst though. 

Sweat trickled down his back as the damp heat of the planet sucked the energy from him. Slapping at one of the many insects that wanted to blind him, bite him or crawl up his nose, he pulled his heavy cloak tighter around him trying to block them out.  Teaches you right for not bringing the proper clothing to wear! His fractured mind shouted at him.

The rumble of thunder made the stumbling Jedi shake his head in despair. 

Oh wonderful! Rain!

Yes! It’s good for the plants, you know. 

Shut it, you silly snerf head. It’s gonna be a right mess out here and this idiot will drown! 

Well, that might be good too, he’ll make good fertilizer. 

“Shut up damn you”, he muttered to the voices bickering in his head.

A blast of lightning striking about 30 feet away made Janus cry out and blink several times as his real eye was flash blinded and his cybernetic one was burnt out. The explosive boom of the thunder that immediately followed made his real ear ring and his cybernetic ear crackle, pop, and squeal. He dizzily stumbled about, finally tripping and falling to his knees in the muck and fallen leaves.  The concussive force of sound drove the air from his lungs.

The storm swept into the area in a raging torrent, the drops coming down hot and heavy hitting him like stones from above. Nausea washed over him as his balance was twisted and warped from vertigo of his ears being abused and now the pounding of the rain against his skull. 

Pausing to catch his breath and try and clear his head, he grabbed a nearby branch he pulled himself up. One staggering step at a time he drug himself forward deeper into the jungle. “Must, find, the right temple,” he gasped.   

Pushing further into the jungle he drew his lightsaber, ignited it and began hacking his way through the dense underbrush. The crimson blade crackled and hissed as it struck the wet foliage.  

Lightning strobed and thunder assaulted his ears from over head as the wind picked up.

Deeper and deeper he hacked his way until giant, heavy trees blocked the sky above.

The rain was not so bad under the tree canopy, but here and there small streams had begun to form making his path treacherous. Gasping from the work it took to get there and with his head still spinning with the voices commenting on everything from the flowers to the humidity, Janus kept working his way to where he “felt” he needed to go.

Soon the rain stopped and the damp heat and insects returned. Squinting up at the sunlight filtering through the leaves overhead, Janus felt the temperature and humidity begin to rise. Looking around he could see steam beginning to curl up from the mulch and leaf litter to form a thick ground fog. 

OOOoooooo, Spooky! 

Oh, will you shut your trap, you have no idea what could be hiding in this fog.  

Oh I know, but it still looks spooky. 

Might I interject? 

NO! You keep out of this! 

YES! Please offer your opinion! 

No, he always disagrees with me!  

So? So do I, sometimes, maybe, don’t I? 

All I wanted to say is we need to keep him alive so he can join with the Force. 

That’s right! We do! Right?  

Maybe, but if he dies before that he still can become one with the Force.  

I know, and what you say is true, but is it the right side of the Force?

Janus dropped his saber and grabbed his head as if trying to hold it together. His damaged cybernetics shorting out as he squeezed his temples, trying to stop the pain and the voices.

Lurching forward the old Jedi careened off trees and through the bushes screaming. The damp fog prevented him from seeing the ground. The leaves of the bushes and the hanging vines slapped him in the face, causing his eye to water and become blurry. 

He staggered and stumbled until he slipped and fell down a gully into a river where his head struck a rock and he knew no more. 

His lightsaber, now forgotten, glowed crimson in the heart of the deep jungle, slowly burning its way into the crust of the planet.

