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Droveth stood up and wiped the sweat from is bald head. Though spring had barely just begun outside, these tunnels were already steamy from the hot springs. The jets traveled up through and around the tunnels to provide the station with energy, but now they were causing the Jedi discomfort.  He removed his robes and laid them down on an adjacent rock, making sure to readjust his hilt onto his belt. If the tunnel were to give, he wouldn't mind at all leaving his robes behind-his lightsaber was a different story.
These tunnels had been abandoned for some time, and Droveth had been working to try and clear some of the debris from partial cave-ins. His work was tiring, but the solitude suited him well. The Knight had a lot of time while he was working in the tunnels, and he used that time to mediate on other issues within the Clan. After taking a swig from his canteen, he re positioned his pickax into the pile. He stepped back and pulled the pickax down with the Force, jarring the stone loose and sending a cascade of rocks tumbling down.
A portion of the ceiling had been supported by the mound, and that gave way as well, revealing a hollowed chamber above the tunnel. Droveth reached over and grabbed his lantern, and slowly lifted it up into the opening so he could see. On the far wall he could barely make out a small pedestal with a shimmering orb resting on top. First testing the rocks for stability, the Jedi slowly made the descent into the chamber above. 
In the dim light of the lantern Droveth could see intricate paintings adorning the walls, a sparkling blue material that glowed when the light was near. He carefully stepped towards the object, holding the light in front so he could monitor the floor. As he approached, the orb began to illuminate with a dark purple color. Everything in his mind was screaming not to reach out and take it, but his arms resisted. The Knight was merely a bystander as his body acted on its own, grabbing the orb and holding it to his chest. The purple light filled his vision and he felt his body being pulled from all directions. 
Droveth lost all orientation as he felt the sensation of spinning. The pulling intensified, and the Jedi recognized too late he was falling unconscious from the forces. He calmed his mind, pooling his energy to try and stabilize his equilibrium, but to know avail. His eyes drifted closed and the world faded to black.
______________________________________________________________________________

When the Jedi awoke he was face-up in a wooded area. Tall trees surrounded him, silhouetted against a grey overcast sky. There was a chill bite in the air, and as Droveth sat up he noticed small snowflakes flurrying through the branches. Now he wished he had his robes. He stood and brushed the needles from his shirt that coated the forest floor, tucking the orb into his belt. Whatever this artifact was, it got him here, so it was his only lead on how to get back.
A few moments of looking around revealed a worn path through the trees. The Knight began along the trail and noted the distant sound of thunder rumbling across the sky. Snow lightning was not uncommon during the winter on Solyiat, and that thought comforted him. He walked for thirty minutes before the thunder ceased. After another thirty minutes, the path converged onto a roadway that was paved. Across the road was a wooden railway, and down in the distant he could see a plume of smoke and the top of a wire fence.
Droveth reached down and put his hand on the orb, half hoping it would take him back. He sighed, removed his lightsaber from his hilt, and started walking towards the fence. As the Jedi got closer he saw that the gate was unguarded, but he could see a few uniformed men hurry back and forth within the compound. He heard shouts in a guttural language unfamiliar to him, and the loud pop of gunshots. 
The Knight ignited his blade and sprinted to the gate, slicing the lock open and ramming his shoulder through. Sparks showered the ground as he took the door off, throwing it down and raising his weapon. Ready as he was, there were no enemies around to greet him. A few feet from the fence there were six bodies, black-uniformed human men lined up along the wall. Each had a small slugthrower in hand, and the wounds appeared to be self inflicted. 
A small noise from behind started Droveth and he whipped around, separating his feet into his battle stance. Across the compound were a dozen small huts, surrounded by mud and pools of dirty water. From the doorways people had begun to crawl out, pulling at the mud with their hands. Their skin was tight on their bones and they dragged their legs behind themselves uselessly. The Jedi soon realized that these were humans, weak from malnutrition and disease, and there were hundreds. They just kept crawling out, one after another. 
The Jedi let his sword arm go limp and the saber extinguished. Some of the humans called out to him in languages he could not understand, but most cried. Droveth stood frozen, unable to move, but he too cried. A dim purple light filled his vision and he felt the pull of the orb in his belt. He closed his eyes and resigned to the will of the artifact. When he opened them again he was back in the tunnel, standing with his robe on. The opening in the ceiling was still there, but the orb was gone.

