CHAPTER TWO
PLANET ORDO
MANDALORE SECTOR

OUTER RIM TERRITORIES

The wind sang though the tunnels above, passing into and out of the many different chambers in a near musical course that echoed throughout the tunnels below. He sat in the center of the large circular chamber, four illumination globes set in the four corners of the chamber. The brilliance from the sun reached down into the chamber through the long meter wide tunnel above him, and provided the single cone of light in the center of the chamber. He wore no shirt, the dim light reflecting off his deeply tanned skin, the lines of tattooed black flame extending up his back and across his shoulders, and down his lean muscular arms. His shoulder length raven black hair was braided alongside his hairline on each side of his face, the rest of his locks tied into a tight pony tail and wrapped with the leather like skin of Ordo Venom Lizards. They were three meter long reptiles, extremely lethal and cunning, and the prize of any Mandalorian Clan sons’ first hunt. 
The desert world of Ordo had sculpted his body into a finely tuned machine of muscle and bone 1.8 meters tall, and nearly one hundred kilos. The beard on his face was short and neatly trimmed and it outlined the strong set of his jaw line and cheekbones. His eyes were closed, his hands resting on his knees as he sat lotus style in the center of the chamber. He had been born and raised on this planet, enduring the harshness of the weather and the hard life of his people. The sand storms, vicious predators, and constant unopposed glare of the twin suns had forged him into the man he was now. He didn’t appear to notice the small, light green alien as it moved slowly into the chamber from the shadows. It wore simple tan robes over its 67 centimeter tall body, its long pointy ears extending out from its distinctly oval shaped head. The deep set blue eyes burned in the dimly lit tunnel for all to see. This figure moved to the edge of the circular pattern on the floor, just outside the circle caused by the ray of sunlight beaming in from above.

“Contacted her you have?” The small alien asked.

The young man nodded. “I believe I was able to reach her. Our connection was stronger this time, more focused.”

“Then begin our journey must.” The small figure spoke his words firm and confident.
“Will they believe us Master?” He asked.
“Hard to say this is. The Galactic Federation and Democratic Alliance has become much like the Republic of old, twisted with corruption. Hinder the President they do, when to do well is all she seeks.”

“And the Jedi?” It was the question he most needed to ask, yet the answer he feared the most to hear.
“The Jedi?” The small alien moved closer to where he sat. “Not known this will be until spoken to them we have.”
The young man opened his eyes to reveal stunningly bright sapphire blue orbs that now turned to look at the small alien. “They fear her.” He said softly. “They fear her power and her heritage. What she is capable of. They will fear me no less, and perhaps even more. I have not been under their control for all these years.”

“Descendant and heir you are, to one of the Jedi Order’s finest Knights. Knew you would come, Yoda did, and Alana Skywalker as well. His instructions I have followed all these years. Survive the Order must; at any cost. His wish this was.”

The young man rose to his full height of six feet two inches tall and took a deep breath. “I am ready Master Tokare.”

The diminutive alien nodded, motioning with his three fingered hand. He was of the same species as the revered Grand Master Yoda, and within him coursed the full power of the Force and all it could do. The medium sized gleaming steel case drifted from one of the adjoining tunnels to hover in the center of the circle, before lowering gently to the ground at the young man’s feet.

“Need these you will.” He spoke almost reverently. “Hidden and protected they have been for over four millennia, passed down within Clan Ordo. Ready for you to take them they are.”

He knelt next to the case and slowly unlocked the latches, lifting the steel cover almost reverently as well. They were arrayed side by side, lovingly pressed into the soft cushion of silk, and gleaming as if fresh from the hands of a Master swordsman. The hilts were intricately carved, shimmering with the gold colored trim of Electrum. He could detect the outer wrapping of Mandalorian Steel; the elaborate carvings in that steel could have only been done by a Master. He lifted first one, then the other into his hands. The left one was slightly shorter, but the mechanism built into the hilt to make the blades one was easily discernable. He returned to his feet, holding the two hilts and looked at the small alien.
“Ignite them.” He was told.

The simplest touch and the blazing orange hued blade sprang forth, its power filling his hand and coursing through him. He ignited the second blade, and an equal surge of power sprang forth in the brilliance of the violet colored short lightsaber. With the practiced ease of a Master Swordsman, he twirled the blades in his hands, the flashing of the dual color lighting the dim chamber.

“Holder you are,” The small alien spoke once more. “Of the Heart of the Guardian. As your ancestors before you have done, defend the Jedi Order you must. In your veins it runs like a raging river Javen, the blood of Revan Panlie.”
“Honor it I will Master Tokare. Honor it I will.” Javen spoke before deactivating the two lightsabers.

JEDI PRAXEUM

OSSUS

Alana moved artfully through the mass of bodies in the training courtyard, the clang of steel training staffs and swords loud in the still Ossus air. She was attired in her usual Jedi robes, the tan pants, with white inner tunic and brown outer tunic. Her wide leather belt held several more pouches than most Jedi, as Alana liked to carry items that others did not. Her lightsaber hung from the belt as well, its silver trimmed handle reflecting the bright sun. Her rust colored robes flowed gracefully around her body, just touching the ground of the courtyard, her jet black hair tied into one long pony tail.
She was well known at the Praxeum, and many of the younger Padawans and younglings lifted their hands in greeting. Alana smiled and answered them with a similar wave, but her mind was someplace else. She knew of only one person she could discuss her dreams with, and that is where she was heading. She crossed across the wide courtyards and entered the ten story granite building, taking the stairs two at a time until she reached the floor above. 

Alana stopped and let her eyes take in the picture before her. The new Jedi Archives occupied the entire building, the long rows of written scrolls and holocrons stretched as far as her eyes could see. She knew of the more secure archives beneath the public ones she gazed on now, but only the Grand Masters were allowed access to these most revered texts and scrolls. She could see Padawan learners sitting at the many tables scattered around the massive hall, deep in their studies. Half a dozen Jedi knights that she knew occupied the computer terminals looking up information of some kind for whatever mission the High Council had assigned them.

Alana felt a small pang of guilt that she was not conducting missions as well, but the High Council had decreed that after her last mission she needed to rest and recuperate. She did not agree with this assessment, but the choice was not hers to make. 


Alana and her Padawan of four years had been called upon to travel to Ord Cantrell and mediate a dispute between new settlers on the planet, and the colonists that had settled there after the Galactic Civil War, and the rule of Darth Krayt. What they found was a killing field pitting the new settlers against the colonists. They were able to bring peace to the planet, but only after the Galactic Federation and Democratic Alliance sent a full division of troops that engaged in a pitched battle with the rather heavily armed new settlers. Alana had been seriously wounded, and her Padawan struck down from behind by a Tremor Sword wielding enemy. That murderer had escaped Ord Cantrell, and was still at large, and Alana secretly vowed to meet that killer again one day and end his or her life.

Alana’s eyes moved to the shape of the massive figure and she smiled as that huge hairy hand pointed out something to one of the younger Padawans.


Standing just over two meters in height, his brown fur beginning to gray, Grand Master Lowbacca was the Keeper of the Archives. Four hundred and fifty-three years old, he was only just past middle aged for a Wookiee, and his deeds and skills were legendary among the Jedi. He was the one person Alana could talk to and be understood. He had fought beside almost six generations of Skywalkers and Solos, and Alana still remembered the stories he would tell her when she was only a youngling. Lowbacca turned at that moment, his eyes going to where she stood, and what passed for a Wookiee smile crossed his face. Alana motioned with her hand to the office above the main floor and the giant Wookiee nodded.


It took her only a few moments to cover the distance to Lowbacca’s office, and she took a deep breath as she entered, the memories of her childhood returning, and the nights she had spent in this office listening to the tales of her ancestors in rapt attention. She turned as the door slid open, and the massive hairy form of Lowbacca filled the doorway, his arms spread wide in a nearly four meter span.


[Alana! You have returned!] He spoke in Shyriiwook, the language of the Wookiee species. His words were fed into the small translator he wore attached to his robes, and the box like transmitter made the words sound almost human, with a small mechanical tinge to them. He had built something similar when still a boy and over the years he had improved it and advanced its abilities.

Alana suppressed the groan that threatened to escape her lips and she felt her ribs contract as Lowbacca nearly smothered her in a Wookiee embrace. Lowbacca finally pushed her away and held her at arms length, his dark brown eyes glaring at her.


[You have been within the Praxeum compound for four months and you have not come to visit until now!] He barked at her. [You should be ashamed of yourself.]

Alana let a tight smile split her lips. “I… I have been busy.” She replied softly, hoping to avoid talking about that.


Lowbacca nodded. [Yes, I am very aware of this. You have spent the entire last four months recovering from your injuries. And exhausting yourself in lightsaber duels, and Force meditation circles, and…]

Alana held up her hand quickly. “Don’t go there.” She said, turning. “I wasn’t aware the High Council was having me followed.”


[I voted against the measure Alana. They are concerned about you.]

“They fear me.” Alana spoke with some venom in her voice.


Lowbacca nodded. [Perhaps. Since the death of your Padawan, you have been withdrawn and exceptionally untouchable. They… they fear repeating history.]

Alana sighed heavily and settled into the chair in his office. “It was my fault.” She said. “I acted recklessly.”


[The reports of the Alliance commander and several witnesses say otherwise.] Lowbacca told her, moving to the large couch built especially for him out of the trunk of a Wroshyr tree from his native Kashyyyk [You acted bravely and with compassion.]

Alana looked at him. “And Toghra is still dead.” She said.


Lowbacca nodded slowly. [Yes, and you still live. Your Padawan died saving the lives of others, which is the greatest sacrifice a Jedi can make. It is part of our lives, our code, and our souls.]

“Master… I’ve… I’ve been having dreams since I returned. They are vivid dreams.” Alana blurted it out, unwilling to hold it in any longer.


[Dreams?]

Alana nodded. “It’s a war of some sort, involving Jedi. I see horrible things. Bodies everywhere, and last night… last night it was as if I was there. I could smell the smoke, the death. Hear the concussive force of explosions. There are soldiers as well. They were similar to the Clone troopers of the Clone Wars, but they were different as well. And there were others garbed in silver armor. It was so real.”


Lowbacca leaned forward on the couch. [When does this war take place Alana?]

“That’s just it.” Alana replied. “There is no time frame. The places are strange. A lush jungle, a beach, a planet with three moons and what looked like shipyards, but shipyards unlike anything I have ever seen. There was also the Jedi Temple on Coruscant, in the Room of a Thousand Fountains.”

Lowbacca looked surprised. [Alana… the Room of a Thousand Fountains existed in the old Jedi Temple; before the Great Jedi Purge.]

Alana nodded. “I know Master, but it was as if I was right there, experiencing it. I could feel the wind, smell the air, and hear the water from the fountains.”


[This is strange.] Lowbacca spoke rising to his feet. [It appears you are having visions of the past, but to what purpose.] He walked to where his massive desk sat cluttered with data pads and scrolls. He gracefully poured two mugs of caffa which was saying quite a bit considering he was a Wookie and offered one to Alana. She got to her feet, coming to him and taking the mug.

“There is also a man.” She said watching Lowbacca turning to look at her. “He looks about my age, and he fights with dual lightsabers. From what I could see of his form, he was definitely a Master of Form Seven… of Juyo, and of Shien/Djem So. I also saw much of Jar’kai in his movements.”


Lowbacca’s large eyes grew slightly larger at this news. [I can count the numbers of Masters of Form VII on one hand Alana. And that number includes you. And Jar’kai has not been used since the time of your ancestor and the one you were named for Anakin Skywalker.]

Alana turned and went to the large window overlooking the courtyard. She sipped the caffa. “Someone is trying to tell me something.” She spoke softly as her green eyes gazed across the courtyard below. “I know it. Javen Panlie. Rakata Prime. I wish I knew what it all meant.”


Alana did not see Lowbacca’s head snap around to look at her back when she spoke those words. He felt a strange rush of excitement and amazement pulse through him. [What did you say?] He asked.

Alana turned to look at him. “What?”


[The names that you just spoke.] Lowbacca asked, coming closer to her. [Say them again Alana?]

Alana looked puzzled. “Javen Panlie and Rakata Prime. The dream I had last night, they were spoken right before I woke. They seem so familiar to me, like I should know them for some reason.”


[Panlie? You are sure it was the name Panlie Alana?] Lowbacca asked softly moving closer to her.


Alana nodded. “Yes. Do you know who that is? Javen Panlie?” Her voice was becoming animated now.


Lowbacca turned to his desk, going to the wall behind it. The wall had shelf after shelf of history cubes and holocrons on it. He moved almost hurriedly as he searched through the labels. Alana watched him, setting her caffa down.


“Master Lowbacca, what is it?” She asked.


[I have heard that name before.] Lowbacca said as his large hands brushed aside cubes and holocrons looking for what he was seeking. [When I was a boy. It was within the history chronicles of my people.]

Alana watched him push aside several more holocrons before finding the one he was looking for. He turned back to his desk holding the data pad, brushing the dust from the outer shell. He pressed several buttons on the data pad before stopping and reading the passage, his Wookiee eyes growing larger.


“Master Lowbacca?” Alana asked, worry in her voice now.


Lowbacca turned to her. [Come Alana. We have much to do.]

Alana was hard pressed to turn and keep up with the Wookiee Grand Master as he bolted from the office.

Alana couldn’t help but be amazed at the knowledge amassed in this one large room. The data cubes and holocrons were stacked in rows reaching up to the highest part of the circular ceiling. In the center of the nearly barren room was a circular computer console with three different stations. It was at one of these stations that Lowbacca was working furiously. Alana had never been to this secure part of the Praxeum archives. It was off limits to all but the Grand Masters. This was where the most scared scrolls and holocrons and data pads of the history of the Jedi Order and those of every Force sensitive species in the galaxy was kept. Including the Sith.


“Master I don’t understand.” Alana spoke finally, turning to where Lowbacca sat. “How do my dreams have anything to do with the past?”


[The name you spoke. Panlie? It is a name revered in the history of my people. It is the name of a Jedi.] Lowbacca spoke looking at her.


Alana met his eyes. “A Jedi? Why should that be of great importance? Jedi have been woven into the histories of hundreds of worlds due to their actions.”


Lowbacca nodded and looked at her. [Indeed. However this was not just any Jedi Alana. He was also once Darth Revan, one of the most powerful Dark Lords of the Sith to ever exist, and considered by many historians as more powerful than even Darth Sidious.]

This information got Alana’s attention. “More powerful than Sidious? How is that even possible?” She asked quickly. “I have never heard of any Darth Revan. The normal archives make no mention of this.” She replied. 


Lowbacca nodded slowly, turning in the chair to face her. [It is… forbidden knowledge.] He answered. [Meant only for the most senior Jedi. Those on the Council, perhaps one or two they deem have the need for this information.]
“Why?”

[Darth Revan lived over four millennia ago Alana. It was he who began the Jedi Civil War.] Lowbacca answered.

“The Jedi Civil War?” Alana asked her voice stunned. “There was a civil war within the Jedi Order? I’ve never seen anything in the archives that tells this story!”


[Darth Revan was once known as Revan Panlie. He was a Jedi Knight. The most powerful Jedi the Order had ever seen and the finest lightsaber duelist of his time. He was the Jedi that led hundreds upon hundreds of fellow Jedi into the Mandalorian Wars against the wishes of the High Council of that time. He was a genius military mind, and if I am not mistaken, some of his tactics are still taught within the Alliance military academies even today. It was his genius that stopped the Mandalorians from conquering the Old Republic. However, after the Mandalorian Wars he departed for the Unknown Regions only to return a year later at the head of a massive battle fleet. He returned as Darth Revan. His goal was to conquer the Republic. And where the Mandalorians failed, he nearly succeeded.]

Alana settled into one of the other chairs, enraptured by the story Lowbacca was telling her. “Nearly?” She asked.


[The Jedi Civil War and the Mandalorian Wars were the most destructive periods in the history of the Old Republic.] Lowbacca said looking at her with his large brown eyes. [Not until the Emperor and the Clone Wars had anything more costly befallen the Old Republic. Darth Revan nearly destroyed the Jedi, those that didn’t join him. And thousands did indeed join him. Like Emperor Palpatine after him, he brought the Jedi Order to the brink of extinction. Barely a hundred remained at the end of the war.]

“But why did he start this war? What were his reasons? He had to have reasons.” Alana asked.


[He claimed he saw a greater risk than the Mandalorians. He said he saw the real reasons that they invaded the Republic. They were being controlled by someone else, something evil. And he knew that to stand against this hidden threat, the Republic would need to be strong and united. The Jedi Council refused to allow the Jedi to participate in the Mandalorian Wars because of this very thing. Others on the Jedi Council… powerful Masters also felt what Revan felt and saw. They did not wish to face it until more information was known, so the Mandalorians conquered the Outer Rim killing billions. When they turned for the Core Worlds is when Revan stepped in. At the time of the Mandalorian Wars, the Senate and government had become almost as corrupt as right before the Clone Wars.] Lowbacca told her.

“The Jedi won though.” Alana said. “We are still here.”


[Did we?] Lowbacca asked. [In a desperate attempt to end the war the Jedi High Council ordered Revan captured. During this capture he was seriously injured in an assassination attempt by his apprentice, and if not for a young Padawan named Bastila Shan preserving his life through the Force, he would have died. His mind was thought destroyed however, and the High Council decided to reprogram what remained so that they could use him to lead them to the source of the immense fleet of ships and droids Revan was able to command during the war.]

“They brainwashed him?” Alana asked incredulously.


[They used the Force to erase his mind. They almost succeeded. They were desperate to end the war. Revan was victorious at every turn, and he was turning more Jedi to his cause by the day.] Lowbacca answered. 

“Turning them to the Dark Side you mean.” Alana said.

Lowbacca waved his large hand in a form of dismissal of her statement.[While Darth Revan’s former apprentice took up the role of Dark Lord, the reprogrammed Revan began looking for the pieces of something called a Star Map, which would ultimately lead them to Revan’s source of power.]

“You said they almost succeeded?” Alana asked.


Lowbacca nodded. [The Jedi Council underestimated the power of the bond that had been forged between Bastila Shan and Revan. They also underestimated the power of Revan’s mind. His memories returned in force, but it was all part of his plan.] Lowbacca looked at her intensely. [Revan chose to become the Dark Lord of the Sith Alana. He chose this path he took to ultimately save the Republic from a greater threat that only he saw. Many years later he saw that this path was not the right way but it was the path he took. When his memories returned, he was once more the Jedi he had been before the Mandalorian Wars changed him. It was during his travels searching for this war factory with those he called friends that he came to Kashyyyk. It was Revan who sided with the true Chieftain of my people and helped him take back his role. It was also Revan and his friends who aided my people as they threw Czerka and their slave trading from our world. He and those who traveled with him during that time were the only non-Wookiees allowed on Kashyyyk for decades after. His name is sacred in our history, taught in our schools from a young age.]

“So it was the Mandalorian Wars I saw in my dreams?” She asked.


Lowbacca shook his head. [No. You spoke of a young man who wielded two lightsabers; one a strange orange color, the other violet?]

Alana nodded. “The violet one was like Hurikaine gems held up to the setting sun. It was very similar in color to the lightsaber I have seen Master Windu wield in history vids. The second one was a darkish orange, like the color of the fringes of a flame.”


[Revan’s choice of lightsabers; Revan wielded two violet ones like you describe, it was the distinguishing factor about him. How he came upon these violet gem crystals as Master Windu did is still a mystery to this day. Only one other Jedi of that time wielded a violet blade. Revan’s oldest son.]

“His son!” Alana asked in shock. “He had a family?”


Lowbacca nodded. [Revan and Bastila Shan were married and they had six children. The oldest was a son. Now let me finish girl.] He said with a Wookie grunt and smile. [Revan led his small group of fighters to an unknown world. It was there they found this immense Sith war machine. And it was there that Revan defeated his old apprentice and destroyed the station, ending the Jedi Civil War and saving the Republic and the Order. The name of that planet was Rakata Prime.] Lowbacca said.

“That’s the name from my dream! So it’s a planet?” She asked.

Lowbacca nodded. [It was folded into the Republic many years later, and sits on the fringes of known space. It is nothing more than a haven now for the leftover scum of the universe.]
“You said Revan’s son wielded two blades as well, one of them violet.” Alana spoke excitedly. “What was the other?”

[Alana Revan’s son was holder of The Heart of the Guardian crystal.] Lowbacca saw her green eyes widen even more as he continued. [When combined with the pure Solari crystal, the actual blade was the color of the edges of an open flame, and nearly indestructible. He was given this title and honor by the leader of the Jedi Council at that time, a member of Master Yoda’s species. Grand Master Vandar Tokare.] He replied.

Alana’s emerald green eyes were alive and bright. “So it was his son I saw in my dreams!” She said getting to her feet and pacing around where Lowbacca sat. “But I don’t understand why I am having these dreams Master. Why would I dream of the son of a former dark lord?”
[Revan Panlie vanished into the Unknown Regions for almost five years after he and his friends destroyed the Star Forge. He went searching for this threat he saw that made him choose the path of the dark side. When he returned he was exiled from the Order for his actions, and for his love of Bastila Shan. They departed known space together as exiles, only to return thirty years later, far more powerful than when they left; the three oldest of their six children with them. This threat Revan had seen during the Mandalorian Wars had come to fruition, and was now poised to invade the Republic. The war you have seen in your dreams was called The Pure Sith War. The descendants of Naga Sadow had returned, red skinned Sith of pure blood, more powerful than Sidious ever dreamt of being. And their goal was single minded. Destroy the Republic and every Jedi who lived.]
Alana looked at him quizzically. “Master Lowbacca, there is no record of any Pure Sith War in the archives. I know this. Galactic history was my favor subject when I studied here. There is no record of this Jedi Revan or his son, or any of these actions.”

Lowbacca nodded. [The Pure Sith War and any history connected to it was purged from the history of the Republic and the Jedi. It exists now only here.] Lowbacca waved around the archives room.

“Why?” Alana asked.

“We could not risk the knowledge falling into the wrong hands.” The new voice spoke.
Alana and Lowbacca both turned quickly to see the elderly man walk from the shadows of the room near the door. His hair was completely white, his face wrinkled and drawn, but his blue eyes were still bright and he looked very healthy considering his advanced age. He wore pristine white robes and used the black rod to help him walk as he moved closer to them.

Lowbacca came to his feet and bowed deeply. [Grand Master Skywalker it is an honor.]
Alana smiled warmly and stepped up to the man. “Grandfather.” She spoke softly.
“Great grandfather child, why do I always have to tell you that? Remember… I am nearly 130 years old.” Daniel Cade Skywalker spoke with a smile. 

He was the son of Owen Skywalker, the great grandson of Cade Skywalker, and the great great grandson to Kol Skywalker. A descendant of Anakin Skywalker himself, just as the young woman standing before him now.

“Master Lowbacca, you have broken more parts to the Jedi code than I care to admit this day.” Daniel said looking at Lowbacca.

Lowbacca bowed his head. [I felt it was necessary Master. Her dreams… they… it is beginning Master Skywalker.]
“Yes… it appears that is indeed the case.” Daniel continued, interrupting Lowbacca as he settled into the chair.

Alana looked between them. “What is going on? How does all this relate to me? What is beginning? Why have records spanning centuries been secretly erased from the public archives? Grandfather?”

Daniel looked at her. “Everything Lowbacca has told you is the truth Alana. Everything. My father Owen knew of this, Grand Master Luke Skywalker… our ancestor… he knew of this. He was told by Master Yoda. This knowledge is shared with only three others on the current Council. And now with you Alana.”
“What knowledge?” Alana asked.

“Are you able to imagine anything more purely evil than Emperor Palpatine or Darth Krayt?” Daniel asked.

Alana shook her head with a shiver. “Never.” She replied quickly.

“The Pure Sith were infinitely more evil than Sidious and Krayt at their worst.” Daniel replied. “The history of this war was purged to protect the Republic and the Jedi. If this knowledge had ever fallen into the hands of Palpatine or Krayt the darkness we experienced under them would have been a hundred fold worse. This was a decision made four millennia ago by the very Jedi Master Lowbacca has been telling you of. Master Revan Panlie.”

“Master Revan?” Alana asked.

“Master Revan and his wife, Master Bastila Shan sat on the Jedi High Council for the better part of half a century after the end of the Pure Sith War. They were instrumental in rebuilding the Order, and helping it to claw its way from the remnants of its past. Their teachings and policies reigned for close to half a millennia; allowing the Jedi to once more prosper.” Daniel told her. “Their children all became Jedi, and the oldest, named for his father, the one from your dreams; he wielded the Heart of the Guardian for six decades until his death at the age of one hundred and four. When danger rose to challenge the Republic or the Jedi during this time, he was there to stomp it into dust. And in his footsteps followed his children as well.”

“I don’t understand.” Alana said looking between them both. “Why purge that type of history from the archives? It is inspiring.”

“The High Council of Master Revan and of that time after the Pure Sith War, they were different. The war lasted only sixteen standard months, but the cost was devastating to both the Republic and the Jedi.” Daniel told her his blue eyes filled with emotion. “The only way to win the war; the only way to save the Republic; the only way to do that... was to stop being Jedi.”
A frown creased her face. “How does one stop being a Jedi?” She asked.

“You fight.” Daniel replied. “You fight not to defend. Not to protect. You fight to win no matter the sacrifices you have to make.” Daniel said. “That is the gift that Master Revan and his son gave to us. And it was a gift. A gift that the Order chose to forget over millennia, and the Clone Wars and the Great Jedi Purge were the results.”
“But that…” Alana started.

Daniel nodded. “Yes. It goes against everything we are taught. It goes against the very ideals you as a Jedi have been raised to cherish. It was also the only way to save the Jedi Order and the Republic. That is why four thousand years ago the decision was made.”

“What decision?”

“The Panlie family would be named the holders of the Heart of the Guardian. It would be passed down through the generations, and when the time came that it would be needed once more, they would answer the call.” Daniel spoke. He looked at her. “Alana you are the most powerful Jedi the Order has known since the time of the Chosen One Anakin Skywalker.” He held up his hand to stop the words that were forming on her lips. “You may deny it all you wish but that is a fact. No one can match your skill, or your mastery of the Force. That is why no one challenges you to duels anymore. There isn’t a Grand Master on the Council who could best you, and they all know it. They respect you and your abilities. And they fear you as well.”
“Grandfather, what are you leading up to?” Alana asked. “Something is happening isn’t it?”

“In your blood you carry the genes of The Chosen One, the one who brought balance back to the Force by destroying himself and the Emperor, thus destroying the Sith. In you his blood and his power courses.” Daniel spoke to her. “Master Yoda knew you would be born, as did my father and his father before him. All of them knew of the existence of the holders of The Heart of the Guardian. The descendants of Revan Panlie. All of them knew that the power in that bloodline equaled that of the Skywalker bloodline. It is part of the reason they were chosen to be the holders of this crystal and the Guardians of the Jedi Order.”
“If they knew, why did they not help us to stop the Great Jedi Purge? Or the Galactic Civil War? Or the war with the Yuuzhan Vong?” Alana spoke calmly, betraying the anxiety that was racing through her. “Why didn’t they stop Darth Krayt… why didn’t they stop Jacen Solo from turning to the dark side?”
“I do not know.” Daniel spoke softly. “What I do know is that he is coming here. That is why he has been attempting to contact you within your dreams. He is the only one powerful enough to manipulate the currents of the Force in such a way. If he is trying to make contact with you, then there is a threat coming. A threat he can not face alone. You will have to help him.”

“Help who?”

“He is coming here to Ossus; the holder of the Heart of the Guardian, the descendant of Revan Panlie.” Daniel got to his feet and moved up next to her. “He is coming here for you Alana. He will…”

The muffled explosion shook the archive room even as deep underground as they were. Lowbacca came to his feet in an instant. Three more explosions made the room shudder and vibrate. 
“We are under attack!” Daniel said almost too calmly.

“Who would attack the Jedi Praxeum?” Alana hissed all of her keen combat instincts lighting off in an instant.
“Go! You must help defend the Praxeum!” Daniel snapped. “I will lock down the archives! Go!”

Alana and Lowbacca didn’t hesitate, and sprinted down the corridor towards the elevator. Jedi Grand Master Daniel Skywalker leaned against the computer terminal, his eyes slowly closing.

“Is this the end of us all Masters?”

On the floor in front of him appeared three ghostly images. Two he recognized well from holovids, and the other he’d only heard about from others.

“Have faith in the Force Daniel.” Grand Master Luke Skywalker spoke with smiling and gentle warmth.

“The vow he will keep, no matter the station he holds. As all in his bloodline have.” The second, much smaller Master Yoda spoke.

“Vow?” Daniel asked looking at the ghostly images. “I don’t understand. What vow?”
“Allow the Order to perish he will not.” Yoda spoke turning those large blue eyes on Daniel. “This sacred vow, carried through millennia it has been, by all who bear the name Panlie. Honor it he will.”
“With him beside her, she will not fall down the path I once did.” Anakin Skywalker spoke, his voice clear and powerful.
“Can they win?” Luke asked turning his head to look at the images of his Master and his father.

The ghostly Anakin shook his head. “The dark side is growing stronger and it clouds the future. Just as it did with Palpatine. I can not see.”

“Faith we must have.” Yoda spoke, his large eyes bright and clear even in the ghostly image. “Faith in the Force; and faith in the blood that in their veins runs.”

OSSUS

The ship that suddenly dropped from hyperspace within sight of Ossus was not a Galactic Federation and Democratic Alliance ship, and within seconds the controllers on Ossus were screaming for recognition while the attack on the Praxeum was beginning. This ship was built for only one purpose, and its sleek and elegant lines made that very clear. It was a CONCORD DAWN-Class Strike Cruiser of the Mandalorian Defense Forces and at four thousand two hundred meters long, and bristling with turbo laser batteries and missile launchers, it was a combat ship built for battle. A ship that Javen Panlie stood on the bridge of, just coming to his feet from the command chair as Ossus came into view.


“Report!” He barked the tone of command in his voice unmistakable to any who had ever served.

“Sensors indicate an attack underway on the Praxeum!” The reply came from the side of the large bridge.


“Have my team meet me in Starboard bay one four!” Javen snapped as he turned to look at Tokare. “Master?”


Tokare nodded from the small green platform he sat in that hovered four feet off the deck of the ship. “Assist them we must.” He spoke. “Unexpected this attack is.”


“Could they be targeting her?” Javen asked.


Tokare nodded. “Possibility it is. Or eliminating the Jedi is their goal.”


“I won’t allow that!” Javen said staring at him.


“Allow it neither of us will Javen.” Tokare said as his hover disc turned and he skillfully guided it alongside Javen as he moved from the bridge. 

They didn’t see the older man come forward. “Charge all weapons to standby! Maximum yield on all warheads in standby mode! All batteries to the ready! And put the Alert Squadron on sixty second standby! Let’s move!”


Alana and Master Lowbacca emerged from the tunnel leading to the archives into a world of smoke, fire, and chaos. Intense fire from heavy blasters was crisscrossing the courtyard as Padawans and Jedi instructors stood shoulder to shoulder and deflected blaster bolts away from their bodies. Both of them could see the numerous bodies, broken and bloody lying scattered across the courtyard, the jagged, gaping hole in the thick duracrete wall surrounding the Praxeum compound, and the countless black clad armored figures now inside the compound, swarming about the grounds their blasters and…


“Lightsabers!” Alana gasped at seeing the dozens of silver colored blades in the hands of the attackers.


Almost without thinking, her own lightsaber came into her hand and the Viridian green blade came to life with a powerful snap hiss of energy. She heard Lowbacca’s own blue blade ignite and looked at him.


“I will go left!” She snapped as her combat instincts charged her being. This was one of the reasons the Grand Masters didn’t care for her. Alana loved a good fight, never backing down from a challenge whether she would win it or not. “Go right and meet me on the other side!”


Lowbacca was gone in a Force assisted leap that carried him into battle with a Wookie battle cry she had not heard in years. Alana turned and launched into her own leap, covering the forty meters to where two Padawans were attempting to hold their own against three black armored figures. She could almost hear their sighs of relief within the Force when she waded into the fight next to them, her viridian colored blade nearly impossible to follow with the naked eye. Alana Skywalker fell into her Form VII form of lightsaber combat, commonly called Juyo. Sleek and fast movements were the hallmark of Juyo, with powerful strikes that were seemingly, uncoordinated attacks. In truth, the strikes were very much linked, and with someone who had mastered Juyo, as Alana had many years ago, the results were extraordinary power coupled with unequaled speed.


Alana countered the attack of all three armored figures, and had leaped up and over and landed catlike behind them before they had realized it. The first swing of her blade took off one attackers arm, and in a swirling motion that spun her clear, the next swing completely severed the second attacker’s head. She faced the last figure, her blade up diagonal across her body.

“Who are you?” She barked loudly.


The armored figure simply hissed at her and lunged forward with the tip of their silver lightsaber. Alana easily deflected it aside and released a wave of Force energy directly into the attacker which sent him reeling back ten meters, his lightsaber skittering across the compound as every bone in his armored body was crushed. The three Padawans looked at her wide eyed at what she had just accomplished but Alana did not pause. She turned and executed another leap that carried her into the center of the courtyard fully immersed in Juyo, matching cut for cut, counter for counter, and dropping the attackers all around her. Yet it seemed that no matter how many fell, their attackers continued to advance, more of them pouring through the breach in the Praxeum wall. She and Lowbacca and seven other Jedi were able to meet in the center of the courtyard, and they turned to face outward, guarding their backs and the two dozen wounded Jedi and students that they had herded here, as the black armored figures began to tighten the circle.

“The Grand Masters are coming!” One Jedi shouted out of breath.


“They’ll never get here in time!” Alana replied with a shouted of her own.


[We must stand here! Stand now!] Lowbacca howled.


“Hold your positions!” Alana commanded. “Do not allow them to draw you off! We fight as a group and we are stronger. We can not leave our friends behind!”

Alana felt something strange within the Force, a massive surge of power unlike anything she had ever experienced. Her head snapped around quickly, her black hair whipping around as her head turned, having come unsecured in the battle long ago. She looked at the main entrance into the Praxeum, the twin durasteel doors, encased in four feet of duracrete. Her eyes flew open when the one word echoed in her head with the force of someone shouting directly in front of her face.
DOWN!

Alana for her part didn’t hesitate at the tone of command in that voice and she snapped her eyes back to look at the others. “Get down! Now!” She screamed, using the Force to project her voice.

As the defenders moved to follow her three word command, the horrible sound of tearing metal and rupturing duracrete echoed across the courtyard. The heads of the attackers turned just as the entire section of reinforced steel and stone of the main gate exploded inward with the force of a sonic boom. Jagged pieces of stone and slivers of steel punched into the armored bodies of the attackers at incredible velocity, none of the deadly shards coming close to any of the defending Jedi. Alana watched this in amazement, and felt the unbelievable power within the Force as someone guided the lethal projectiles after the tremendous Force wave had ripped the gate asunder like so much paper.
As the smoke and dust began to settle, the courtyard had become quiet at this incredible display of power. The defending Jedi were bending to assist others to their feet, as the black armored figures all turned to where the entrance had once stood as if they sensed a greater threat than the Jedi they were fighting was about to make an appearance.

In that they were very correct.

No one would forget what they saw walk calmly through the destruction that had just been wrought. Alana and the others could only stare in abject awe as six figures appeared through the dust and rubble. One stood in front of the others, and the power of the Force aura radiating from that figure visibly staggered everyone in the courtyard. Directly behind him came four of the most formidable looking figures any of them had ever seen, two each on either side of the small hovering platform where another burning presence within the Force radiated. Standing on one end was a brown haired Wookiee, bandoliers of power packs and what looked to be knives crossing his huge chest. The extremely modified Wookiee bowcaster rested in his massive paws, and his snarl revealed perfectly white and extremely dangerous teeth. Next to the Wookiee stood the blue skinned Twi’lek female, encased in silver and blue custom armor that none of them had ever seen before. Armor that hugged her very feminine and proportionate figure like a glove. Slung low on each of her armored thighs were heavy blasters of some sort, the modifications easily discernible to the trained eye. The armor stopped mid way up her slim neck, her Rutian colored Lekku curled provocatively around her neck and shoulders. In her hands she held a very sharp Vibrosword, the hilt wrapped in fine silk and trimmed with gold cloth.

Opposite the Wookiee on the other side of the hover disc was a silver and blue armored Mandalorian trooper over two meters tall, a massive blaster carbine slung over his back and an identical blade to the Twi’lek female occupying his hand. His black hair was wild and untamed, blowing in the slight breeze, the single scar extending down the side of his deeply tanned and weathered face. Beside him stood a female Nagai warrior, clad in similar armor as the others, her black hair a deep contrast to the near gray color of her skin. Also in her hands was a vicious looking sword, while small blasters occupied holsters on her utility belt. 

Sitting in the small hover disc directly behind the black cloaked figure was something Alana thought she would never see in her lifetime. A member of Master Yoda’s species, a species of Jedi that had not been seen since the revered Yoda had passed into The Netherworld of the Force. This twin to Yoda was no less powerful than the ancient Grand Master judging from the aura he projected within the Force.

Alana looked back to the black caped figure has hands came out from under the cloak, exposing a type of flexible armor she had never seen before. The forearms bore gauntlets with engravings on them, and as the arms lifted towards the hood, the cloak parted, revealing a unique style of what could only be Jedi robes, but robes layered with additional armor. Armor that bore the distinct glint of cortosis woven into it. She watched the hands draw back the hood to expose the deeply tanned face of the young man, his sapphire eyes so bright Alana could see them even through the dust and smoke.

“Is this a private party?” His voice spoke, a deep baritone that carried confidence and power within it. “Or can anyone come?”

Alana’s eyes grew wide as he twitched his head slightly, and the four hundred kilo slab of steel that used to be part of the front gate lifted from the ground next to where he stood. Alana saw one of the black armored figures rush at him from the side, the silver lightsaber raised high above his head in one hand, but he never reached the young man. The armored Mandalorian took one step forward and swung his armored left arm. Alana winced as she heard that arm connect with the attacker’s own armored chest and this time she heard bones shattered and snap. The attacker’s body flipped over once from the incredible force of the blow, and landed at an odd angle on his back at the Mandalorian warrior’s feet.

“Bad idea shab’rudur!” The Mandalorian hissed at the unmoving figure on the ground. (Basically the “F” word in Mando’a)
The dozens of black armored attackers were still frozen, their silver bladed lightsabers gripped in armored fists, their eyes locked on the newcomers as the young man stepped further into the courtyard with calm confidence.

“You have invaded the Praxeum of the Jedi Order and taken the lives of those I am sworn to protect.” The young man said calmly, his sapphire colored eyes almost glowing even in the bright sunlight. “I take great offense at this and now you will reap the rewards of your folly.”

The slab of durasteel tilted slightly and launched forward with the speed no human eye could track.

And the battle was joined.
