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Alana and the other Jedi in the courtyard could only gape in awe at what transpired over the course of the next three minutes, which was exactly how long it took for the six new arrivals to defeat the remaining twenty-nine black armored figures. As she and Lowbacca and the other uninjured Jedi Knights were pulling their wounded comrades out of the courtyard, men and women came running from the outer Praxeum compound which held the families and shops and homes of those within the Praxeum.


They watched as the small green alien of Master Yoda’s species nimbly leaped off the hover disc, green bar of energy blazing. They watched as the Twi’lek and Nagai female stepped back to back, while the Mandalorian and Wookiee swept to the sides of the huge courtyard their weapons now singing out death with precision that few individual in the courtyard had ever seen. And they watched as the young man in black tossed his arms back throwing the cloak and cowl to the ground behind him and brought forth two lightsabers from his belt igniting them simultaneously with the customary sound of an igniting lightsaber, but bringing forth flinches from everyone watching. There were gasps from the Jedi gathered around Alana, as the shorter of the two blades was pure violet, while the other was a dark orange color like in her dreams.

The Heart of the Guardian.


What followed was perhaps the most one sided fight any of the Jedi had ever witnessed. The black armored foes were fast and powerful, and well trained in the use of the lightsabers they wielded, but as the young man and the small green alien demonstrated, they were nothing compared to Masters. The two of them carved through the ranks of the black armored troops as a Tarentatek would cut through a gathering of civilians. Both of them were blizzards of motion and speed, their blades seemingly in every place at every time. The small green alien of Yoda’s species would leap among the soldiers, bouncing from pillar to pillar in the courtyard, ducking under bodies, and using an incredible mastery of the Force to direct his cuts and counters, as well as his movements. His three fingered clawed hands would toss black armored figures casually through the air with little regard or effort. While he did this the young man was a whirlwind of speed and power and Alana could not tear her eyes from him. Her trained eye could see flashes of Djem So and in his lightsaber form as well as Jar’kai. Her green eyes went wide as she realized he was also a master of Juyo/Vaapad, a form of lightsaber combat that only seven known Jedi had ever mastered in the history of the Order, one of them being herself. And he was using it with control Alana did not have. She remembered what her Dashade lightsaber instructor had told her when she had chosen to learn Vaapad after mastering all seven forms. 

“I will recite Master Windu’s words to you this day Alana. Learn them, remember them as you go into the future beyond these walls, and never forget them. If you do and you use this form, the darkness could very well claim you.” 

"Vaapad is as aggressive and powerful as its namesake, but its power comes at great risk: immersion in Vaapad opens the gates that restrain one's inner darkness. To use Vaapad, a Jedi must allow himself to enjoy the fight; he must give himself over to the thrill of battle. The rush of winning. Vaapad is a path that leads through the penumbra of the dark side… This was Vaapad's ultimate test."
“Remember what I teach you today Alana Skywalker, for only you have the power within you to master this form of combat. But in order to do that, you must surrender to what you fear the most.” 

 Alan never used this form of combat for though she had mastered it, she felt it took her too close to the darkness within her. She had remained with the practiced for of Juyo or Djem So because she feared what was in her blood. 

This young man held no such convictions and he was obviously a master of Juyo/Vaapad, his power and speed unequaled, but there was also something else, something that flowed within him as easily as the blood in his veins. He was enjoying the fight, allowing himself to enjoy it, as the small smile on his face showed. His movements were perfect and precise, no wasted motion, and every powerful blow and every devastating sweep of his lightsabers brought an enemy down.


The Wookiee and Mandalorian had swept around the courtyard, their weapons taking down attackers, their shots so precise, accurate and quick that the lightsabers could not block them. The Nagai female and Twi’lek female were still back to back, their vicious looking vibroswords singing their own dance of death as several bodies could already be seen piled around them. These men and women fought as a team, in perfect unison, as if they knew what the other would do in any given situation.


And then as quickly as it had begun it was over, as the last attacker fell, his armored head thudding to the courtyard as Javen’s orange hued lightsaber spun gracefully through the air, his body joining his head seconds later.


Javen whirled around to face Alana and the other Jedi deactivating his violet blade, his eyes sweeping the courtyard, as his Guardian lightsaber angled across his chest defensively.


“Master?” He called out.


“Unhurt I am.” Master Tokare spoke from behind him, his green lightsaber disappearing back into the folds of his tiny robes.


“Lunae? Neeria?”


The Nagai and Twi’lek females were wiping the streaks of blood from their swords. “We’re good.” The Nagai spoke, turning to look at Javen.


“Jaarak? Walon?”

“That’s it?” The Mandalorian spoke, stepping from behind some vegetation. “We aren’t even breathing heavy!” He looked across the courtyard. “How bout you Jaarak?”


[They fall like tall grass in a mild breeze.] The Wookiee replied.


Walon nodded. “And there you have it.” He turned back to Javen. “We’re good Ner Vod!”


Javen could not contain the small smile that split his face and he turned to look around him. The courtyard was in shambles, pieces of both the attackers and his entry through the wall scattered all over. He saw one of the younger Padawans struggling to get to his feet and attempting to push the duracrete pillar off his left leg and quickly stepped over to him. He used a small Force push to lift and moved the duracrete pillar off his leg and knelt next to the wide eyed young man.


“Be still.” Javen ordered him, taking the young man’s shattered leg in his hands. He sent soothing wave of Force Healing power into the Padawans leg, the Force knitting bones, and torn ligaments back together. The young man’s grimace slowly relaxed, and he looked at Javen.


“Thank… thank you Master.” He spoke with a gasp.


Javen smiled. “I am no Master young one.” He answered reaching into his robes with his right hand. He saw the young padawan’s eyes grow wide just as Javen’s hand tightened on the Elite Watchman Blaster in the holster under his armpit. Javen pulled the trigger, and the red bolt of energy burned through the air to strike the black armored figure that had risen behind him, in the stomach. The figure staggered as the bolt sizzled through his body, the smell of smoking flesh filling the immediate area. Javen stood and turned, bringing the Watchman around in one smooth motion to level at the attack’s head. 

“Stop!” The voice yelled just as Javen applied pressure to the trigger and a second red bolt of energy burned through the attacker’s armored head directly into his eye piece and out the back of his helmet. He turned to see the courtyard filling with the Grand Masters of the Jedi Council, their lightsabers drawn and ignited. His eyes went to where Master Tokare was climbing back onto his hover disc, as he replaced the Watchman blaster back into the holster under his armpit. He saw Walon stepping over some debris coming up to him.


“Better late than never.” Walon spoke softly his head indicating the Jedi Masters as he walked up to him. “Leave the fighting to those who know how to do it is their stance I suppose huh Javen?”

Javen smiled and turned back to the wide eyed Padawan. He bent over and helped Walon pull the young man to his feet, seeing him grimace just a little as he applied pressure to the leg testing it.

“Do not move!” The second voice shouted. “Drop your weapons!”


Javen turned to see two dozen armed men and women come running into the courtyard, encircling his small group, blaster rifles and pistols aimed at them. He watched as two of the Grand Masters approached them as well their blue lightsabers out and ignited, gripped tightly in their hands indicating their tense moods and attitudes. One was a human male, the other a Twi’lek. The others moved to assist with the wounded. Javen’s companions walked casually up to where he and Walon stood, the wounded Padawan between them. 

Javen looked at the human Jedi Grand Master who had told them to drop their weapons. “Would you also choose for me to drop this injured student as well, so that I could drop my weapons Grand Master Undien?”


The Grand Master seemed somewhat taken aback that Javen knew his name, but he did not lower his lightsaber. “Release the Padawan.” He ordered. “And then your weapons.”


Javen let out a deep sigh and looked at Walon. They lowered the Padawan to the ground, where he was quickly pulled from between them by several soldiers.


“Your weapons.” Grand Master Undien spoke.


Javen shook his head. “No.” He answered simply.


Alana shoved aside two soldiers and moved up next to the Grand Master. “They helped us defeat these attackers Master Undien.” She said.


“Not changed the Council has I see.” Tokare spoke softly from his hover disc as it moved up to hover beside Jaarak and looking positively miniscule in comparison to the huge Wookiee, Tokare’s green head shaking from side to side.


Javen nodded. “So it would appear.”


“I will not ask again.” Undien spoke, his voice harsher this time.


“And what will you do Undien?” Javen asked calmly. “Take our weapons from us? That is not something we would allow, and you have my word, many more of you would die if such an attempt is made. You being the first”


Javen could see the soldiers’ hands tightening on the grips of their blaster rifles and hand weapons. He did not see Alana’s eyes go wide at what he had said to Undien. She knew the Grand Master as one of the most powerful and skilled Grand Masters on the Council, yet this strange young man had told him he would be the first to die. Alana needed to find out who this young man was.

“Dismiss us will you Undien?” Tokare spoke now.


“You are not welcome here Tokare! You know this!” Undien hissed. “And he is most certainly not welcome within these walls!” He spoke motioning to Javen with the tip of his lightsaber. “Why have you brought him here?”


“Your aide we will need.” Tokare spoke.


“You will receive no aide from the Jedi Council!” Undien snapped. “We don’t need you here corrupting our students!”


“Corrupting?” Walon spoke, making a show of looking around. “Seems to me we just saved your backsides.” He looked at Javen. “Ori'buyce, kih'kovid.” He muttered causing Javen and the Twi’lek and Nagai females to chuckle openly. (All helmet, no head)

 
“Hut’uun.” Javen spoke in reply. (Coward)


“Hut’uunla di’kut.” Walon said. (Cowardly idiotic individual.)

Javen nodded. “Osik mirshe.” (Shit for brains.)


“No more Javen!” Tokare’s voice popped out.


Alana stood to the side slightly behind Undien and a male Jedi about her age leaned close to her. “Alana… what are they speaking? I’ve never heard that language before.”


Alana shook her head slowly. “I… I don’t know.” She replied even though the language sounded so very familiar to her.

Javen saw Daniel Skywalker appear from inside one of the buildings and begin walking towards them. His face changed then and ignoring the others, he began walking slowly towards him. The soldiers brought their weapons up quickly, causing Walon, Jaarak and the others to drop into defensive stances and bring up their own weapons. Master Tokare sat quietly on his disc as each group began shouting at each other. Alana stared at Javen wide eyed as he walked, seemingly oblivious to the shouted threats. Undien stepped deftly in front of him, his lightsaber coming up.


“You will not take another step!” He raged at Javen.


Javen looked at him with barely contained contempt and waved his hand in Undien’s direction, sending the Jedi Grand Master flying twenty meters across the courtyard with little resistance. With the exception of Alana, every uninjured Jedi moved for Javen. Most of them barely took their second step before a massive Force wave sent them all sprawling in every direction, Lowbacca included. Alana had been within the sphere of the massive wave, but incredibly had remained unaffected, as had the figure that Javen now stepped in front of. 

Tokare took a deep breath and shook his head slowly. “Not one of your attributes subtly is Javen.” He said to no one in particular.
Alana saw Javen stop in front of Grand Master Skywalker, and her hand brought up her lightsaber. “No!” She propelled herself forward with the Force, intending to bring her blade down on Javen’s head when he knelt in front of her great grandfather and bowed his head. She skidded to a halt, her blade only inches from Javen’s head.

“Grand Master Skywalker…” She heard Javen speaking, his voice filled with reverence and humility. “May I offer my deepest honor and respect to you and all who bear the name Skywalker. It is a privileged honor to finally meet you.”

Alana looked at her great grandfather stunned at Javen’s words and she saw him smile and reach out to put his hand on Javen’s shoulder. Her eyes grew even larger when she heard him speak.

“No… my boy. It is my honor to finally meet the holder of The Heart of the Guardian Javen Panlie.” Daniel spoke softly. “My honor indeed.” He looked around quickly. “All of you stand down immediately. These men and women are not a danger to us!”
“Master Skywalker!” Undien spoke rushing over, his lightsaber still out. “You can not allow them to remain here. They devalue this compound and everything we hold dear with every step they take!”

Daniel looked at him. “Do they? And what exactly have your actions done this day Master Undien? You would have attempted to strike down the holder of The Heart of the Guardian! What does that action bespeak?”

“They…” Undien was very aware of the many murmurs and whispers circulating among the gather Jedi and Padawans at Daniel’s words, all of their eyes focused entirely on where Javen knelt in front of Daniel.
“They have saved many lives this day.” Daniel spoke with firmness in his voice. It was a strength Alana had not heard in many years. “And we will hear them speak while I am Grand Master of this Praxeum.”

Javen turned to look at Alana, and she inhaled sharply when she saw his eyes. They were the color of sapphires, and had an almost unnatural brightness to them. “I prefer my head very much attached to my shoulders.” Javen said looking at her. “Or were you planning to shave me with your lightsaber?”


Alana pulled her lightsaber back quickly, deactivating the blade. “My apologies.” She said almost embarrassed. “My intention was to pro…”


“To protect your kin.” Javen answered, getting smoothly to his feet and glancing down at her. Her eyes only came to his shoulders due to his near two meter height, and even though she herself was five foot nine, Alana suddenly felt very small. “Yes, I know. Protecting my kin is something I understand quite well.”


Daniel looked at Master Tokare with a warm smile as he brought his hover disc up beside Javen. “Master Tokare, it is a pleasure to finally meet you.”


Tokare bowed his small head. “My honor it is Master Skywalker.”


“I see you have followed Master Yoda’s direction all these years. I sense much of his teachings in him. And yours as well.” Daniel said.


Tokare snorted somewhat. He looked at Javen. “Has much to learn he does still.” He spoke in a scolding voice.


Walon and the others could be heard chuckling as Javen turned a slight tinge of red under his deeply tanned skin. Alana couldn’t suppress her own grin at this. She had never witnessed such power and control from a Jedi in her entire life, and listening to the diminutive Master Tokare say that Javen had much to learn was very amusing.

Daniel looked at Javen smiling. “We have much to discuss Tokare. Please will you and Javen accompany us to the Council chambers?”

“Master Skywalker, this concerns…” Javen started.


“Yes, I know. Alana, would you accompany us as well?” Daniel asked turning to face her.

“Me?” Alana asked.


“The events that have been set in motion concern you as well Alana.” Daniel spoke. “And you must be made aware of what is happening.”

Alana bowed her head. “As you wish Master.” She replied hesitantly.

“This is not wise!” Undien exclaimed.


“It needs to be done!” Daniel barked. “You have felt it, just as the other Masters have felt it. And it is the only reason why the holder of the Heart of the Guardian would come forward now! Enough talk!” Daniel took Javen’s arm and turned to make the long walk to the Council chambers. “Please Javen, tell me about yourself. It is not every day that you meet the direct descendant of Master Revan Panlie.”
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JEDI HIGH COUNCIL CHAMBERS

Alana had been inside these chambers only four times in her life as a Jedi, and each time it was either for disciplinary action or to make a secret report. The chamber was set up much like the Old Republic Council, with twelve circular seats all facing inward, but they were not in a complete circle. Unlike the Jedi High Council of old, there were an additional four seats that completed the circle, those these seats sat slightly lower in the floor. 

There were six inch thick transparisteel windows circling the chamber, looking out over the forests on one side and the compound on the other. The High Council was situated on the top of the tallest building within the Praxeum, but that building was only ten stories high, unlike the towering spires at the rebuilt Jedi Temple on Coruscant. 
Javen occupied one of the four low backed chairs that faced the Grand Masters, Tokare, and Alana taking up two others. There were five humans on the Council, two Twi’lek Masters, one female, one male, a Cerean, a Zabrak, one Iktotchi Master, a Kel Dor Master, and a Mon Calamari Master. Three of the humans, the Mon Cal and the Kel Dor Masters were permanent members of the High Council, the other seven members elected for a term on ten years. As he sat in the chair, his eyes lingering on all the Masters, Javen felt a range of emotions coming from them, outright hostility from Undien to confused indifference from the Kel Dor Master. He turned slowly to look at Tokare.

“Coming here was a mistake Master.” He spoke softly, but loud enough that Alana heard what he had said.


“Their help we need.” Tokare replied. “Know this you do.”


“Perhaps.” Javen said. “Their condensation however, I can do without.”


Grand Master Skywalker settled into the chair in the center of the twelve and looked around. “Allow me to introduce our guests.” He began. “You are all familiar with Jedi Knight Alana Skywalker.”


Alana stood and bowed deeply to the Masters. “It is an honor to be in your company again Masters.” She spoke.


“Sitting with Knight Skywalker is Jedi Master Tokare Venra, the only living Jedi to actually have known and sat with Grand Master Yoda.” This got the attention of most of the Masters of the Council and they all looked at the small green Jedi Master. “Next to him is someone that only two of us were aware of before this day. Now however, you all need to be made aware of who and what he is. I present to you the descendant of Jedi Master Revan Panlie, and the current holder of The Heart of the Guardian.”


Javen watched ten heads snap in his direction with looks of utter astonishment on their faces. He could not help but allow the small grin to escape. One of the human females, Javen knew her as Master Terena Odan, looked back to Master Skywalker.


“Master Skywalker, is this some sort of joke?” She asked incredulously. “The Heart of the Guardian crystal has been lost for nearly five thousand years. How is it possible that this man has it? We can sense the Force in him, but it’s not even that pronounced.”


Daniel looked at Javen with a glint in his eye and a small smile. “Javen… please… there is no need to mask your presence here.”


Javen looked at Master Tokare who nodded his small green head. Javen closed his eyes and lowered the Force masking of his aura that he naturally projected. It was one of the first things Master Tokare had taught him, and he was now able to reduce his Force presence to near undetectable levels. Now however, he lowered all his mental barriers, and the reaction from the assembled masters was predictable. Many reacted as if they had been slapped as they felt the sheer power radiating outward from him. Alana had experienced it in the courtyard, but even still sitting next to him as she was; she was still stunned by the magnitude of the power pulsing from within him. All the Masters on the Council were powerful Force users, their auras bright and radiant, yet in comparison to Javen, they paled with the exception of Master Skywalker and… and herself.


“How… how is it possible we did not detect him?” Terena Odan was finally able to speak. “How can he mask such a powerful presence within the Force?”


“Master Skywalker, perhaps you should explain what is going on here.” The Cerean Master spoke now, his cone shaped head tilting towards Daniel. “You say this young man holds the Heart of the Guardian? How is that even possible?”


They all heard the snap hiss of the igniting lightsaber and turned wide eyed at the blazing dark orange blade that sprang from the hilt of the lightsaber in Javen’s hand. They all noticed the intricate electrum carvings on the hilt, and the Mandalorian steel casing. They could feel the power radiating from the lightsaber itself, and how that power flowed through Javen as he held it in his hand. Javen deactivated the lightsaber and it disappeared back into the folds of his robes as he reattached it to his belt.


“Daniel…” The Kel Dor Master turned. “What is going on?” 

Daniel took a deep breath. “Only two of us, Undien and myself, know what I am about to tell you. The information was passed on down from Yoda to my ancestor Luke Skywalker and down through the generations of Skywalkers who have sat on this Council. It was deemed too important to be common knowledge, and has been held sacred even during the times of Darth Krayt and his rule. The only other Jedi to know of any of this was Master Mace Windu of the Old Republic. He and Yoda made a decision to keep it between them many hundreds of years ago. They knew… Yoda knew one day this would happen.”


“What would happen?” The Kel Dor, Pon Tiian asked. 

“That something would occur that would one day bring the holder of the Heart of the Guardian back before the Jedi Council.” Daniel spoke. He looked at the other masters. “The Heart of the Guardian crystal has not been lost for nearly five thousand years. Certain members of this council, dating back to the time of the Old Republic nearly five thousand years ago, have known exactly where this crystal and its guardian have been.” 

“I don’t… I don’t understand.” Another human member of the council spoke. The ebony skinned woman had short dark hair and intense eyes. Master Paala Tocrum was one of the newer appointees to the High Council, in the second year of her ten year term. 


“The story is long…” Daniel spoke. “But it must now be told. And it must never leave this chamber. Ever!” The other Masters had never heard the type of insistence in Daniel’s voice that they heard now.


“We are taking an enormous risk!” Undien spoke now, his voice calmer, his emotions more in control.


“A risk that taken it must be.” Master Tokare spoke quietly from his chair.

Daniel nodded. “Yes. It is time.” He said. “It would be better to show you.” He stood from his chair slowly and removed the data cube from within his robes and moved to the holo generator. “What you are about to see is a collection of reports from a HoloNet reporter made during what is referred to as The Pure Sith War. This is a war that took place thirty-four years after the end of the Jedi Civil War, and until the Great Jedi Purge and the Clone Wars; it was the most costly event in the history of the Jedi Order and the Old Republic. You all know the history of the Jedi Civil War, and the redemption of Darth Revan. What you do not know are the circumstances behind his redemption and the events leading up to The Pure Sith War. This reporter, a young woman, gives in intricate detail, a history of the events that took place then. She is the wife of Zhar Panlie, the second son of Revan Panlie and Bastila Shan, and during this time in history was the Director of Public Information for the Supreme Chancellor.”

“Why is this not common knowledge?” The male Twi’lek master asked now. “Darth Revan is barely mentioned in the history scrolls. Only that he was redeemed in the end, and helped to defeat Darth Malak and save the Order. The only conflict after the Jedi Civil War in the history holocrons is the Battle of Ruusan. Are you saying that another war took place in this time frame?”


Daniel nodded. “Indeed I am; the reason behind the Jedi Civil War, why it began, and what sustained it. The true war.” He said. 


“The true war?” The Zabrak Master spoke now.


Daniel nodded again. “The war of survival.” He said softly. “This data cube has been hidden for millennia within my family, passed down through the years so that this information would not be forgotten.” He inserted the cube into the holo generator and returned to his seat, operating the small panel on the arm of his chair. A massive screen dropped into place on the side of the chamber, and the circular pedestal the chairs were sitting on turned to orient towards the screen. “I must warn you now, this data cube is unfiltered and unedited, and many of the scenes will be quite disturbing.”


“You sound as if you’ve seen this already.” Undien asked, somewhat surprised.


Daniel nodded. “I have.” He answered quietly activating the screen. The face of the very attractive red haired young woman appeared and she began speaking.


“…cost of this war can not be measured. A victory it may be remembered as, but only to those who did not have to fight and suffer and were untouched by the horrors brought down on us by others.” The red haired female was speaking as she walked along the long platform on what appeared to be one of the villages of Kashyyyk. “I can tell that you in terms of lives lost; nearly six hundred billion have perished. Seventeen planets were utterly wiped from existence and it will be centuries, if ever, that they will be able to support life again. Many more planets were devastated, and the people are just now beginning to return and try to salvage what they lost. In terms of the Republic military forces, nearly half of our fleet has been decimated, our Mandalorian and other allies in even worse shape. Many of our production facilities remain active and turning out new ships to replace our losses. The Chancellor has decreed that we will not be caught unaware ever again. Our ground forces are in slightly better condition due mainly to the impeccable and unbelievably courageous leadership of the Jedi and Republic officers led by Admiral Onasi and Admiral Ordo. 
“And then there are the Jedi who led us in this war of survival… the Jedi…” The young woman couldn’t contain the tears any longer and it was a long moment before she wiped them from her eyes and was able to continue. “When this war began seventeen months ago, I had a very different view of the Jedi and their role. I didn’t trust General Panlie, his sons, or any of those who sought only to protect us. Of the nearly eight hundred Jedi that began this war, only sixty-three now remain, among them Zhar Panlie my husband and the man I have come to love with all that I am. Even now Revan Panlie Junior and his wife Anja are leading several strike teams in pursuit of remnant Sith forces while their newborn daughter waits for them to return. They will attempt to rebuild their ravaged Order, as all of us will attempt to rebuild our lives and the Republic together. We have gained our survival… no… we have earned our survival, paid for with the blood of our soldiers and our Jedi. We must never forget what all of them have done to insure that our children live in a bright future filled with promise. And we must always remember from this day forward that we must be ever vigilant and watchful for the evil that lurks among the stars. This is Lanni Panlie, reporting from the forward Republic Command and Control Base on Kashyyyk. Thank you and May the Force be with us all.”
It had been the longest four hours that Alana could remember in her life. The attention of everyone in the room was riveted to the screen, no one even attempting to speak. The carnage they had witnessed was enough to scar the souls of those watching, and she could not imagine the imprint it must have left on those who actually fought the battles she had seen. Alana had looked to where Javen sat on several occasions, and though his face remained impassive, his near glowing sapphire eyes told her a completely different story. It was almost as if he was reliving every battle his ancestors had fought in, experiencing every death.

The pedestal beginning to turn once more brought her eyes away from him again and back to where her grandfather was removing the data cube.

“Now you all know.” Daniel spoke, holding the cube. “This part of our history and that of the Republic was purged from all history archives and holocrons by order of the Jedi High Council and Supreme Chancellor six months after the end of The Pure Sith War.”

“The High Council decided this?” Terena asked stunned.

Daniel nodded as he moved back to his chair. “In the aftermath of the war, Master Panlie and his wife Bastila Shan, also now a Jedi Master, along with Grand Master Vandar and those Masters who remained reformed the Jedi High Council. One of their first actions was to purge all records of their war and the cost. Master Revan, Master Shan, and Master Vandar reshaped the Order over the next hundred years, allowing it to grow strong again. Jedi were allowed to marry and have children to try and reconstitute the ranks of the Jedi Order. Many of the changes and attitude they brought forth were dismissed or forgotten in the years leading up to The Battle of Ruusan. I believe that is in part why Master Yoda and others were not able to see through the cloud of darkness that Darth Sidious had cast. They had reverted to the old ways, and were unable to combat what they faced.”   
“But why?” Terena asked.
“This is heresy!” Undien snapped getting to his feet. “Why are we even discussing this? The Potentium theory is wrong! It…”

“Why is it wrong?” Javen spoke up now, interrupting him with a neutral voice.

“Because anyone who subscribes to the Potentium theory is evil and on the path to the dark side!” Undien answered hotly, looking at him.

“That’s a load of bantha poo doo and you know it!” Javen spoke coming to his feet as he said this. “All of you know that!” Eyes went wide at this proclamation, none more so than Alana’s. “Light and Dark are only words. Good and Evil exists. They are the repercusions of choices and actions. The Force is one. It is power unlimited, it is power absolute. Its infinite nature corrupts absolutely. Those who are sensitive to its flows, eddies and rushes must be warned, for all of us walk the line. All of us who feel the Force. Know what your intentions are, what your actions are, and what consequences will come of those actions.”
“Silence!” Undien barked. “You know nothing of what you speak! You are no Jedi!”

Javen’s eyes narrowed slightly. “No I am not.” He replied just as powerfully. “And I am very happy about that. I would have to listen to you and others prattle about good and evil, and be exceptionally bored. Actions are born from choices, and those choices are what dictate what is light and dark. Not everyone who does not follow your fool ideals is corrupted by the dark side.”

“Why have you come here?” Undien spoke. “You bring shame upon this order and these chambers with your very presence. You have no idea of the power you wield so casually. Your ancestor brought about the near end of the Jedi. He hunted them! Killed them!”
“And he saved them!” Javen roared stepping toward Undien, shocking everyone in the room with the forcefulness of his words. “And I know exactly the nature of the power I wield! It is you who understand nothing! Do not think as a Grand Master of this Council that you can tell me what I know and don’t know Undien. I am not one of the mindless automations that you turn out within these walls. I have seen more, expereinced more and done more than you could possibly imagine with that feeble mind of yours. Do not sit in that chair and preach to me, judge me, when you do not even have the common sense to know me! Who I am! Protecting the Republic is the Jedi’s sworn duty yes; it has always been their duty, but not when that duty requires you to go against the nature of the Force.”

“Javen!” Master Tokare spoke calmly. “The place for this is not here. Not now.”


Javen looked at Tokare, and Alana witnessed something she had never seen before. The gathering clouds of anger within the Force that permeated Javen’s aura simply disappeared to be replaced by a calm she had never felt from anyone.


Javen nodded. “Thank you Master Tokare.” He said softly. He turned back to where Undien stood glaring at him. “You want to know why I am here?” He spoke. He reached under his robes and produced a data cube that he held up and tossed to Undien with a flick of his wrist. “This was found on the body of a Jedi Knight on Rakata Prime by one of my people.”


“This is the personal data cube of Jedi Knight Korr!” Undien spoke, looking at him. “How did you aquire it? Did you kill her for it?”


Javen rolled his eyes at Undien. “I won’t even dignify that comment by answering it.” He spoke. “A Journeyman Protector discovered her remains.” Javen spoke.

“A Mandalorian?” Terena spoke now. “The Mandalorians have not been heard from since after Boba Fett assisted General Solo during the Federation Civil War. Are you saying you have contacts with them?”

Javen shook his head. “I am a Mandalorian!” He announced loudly. “Have you all become so blind as to not see that. The Journeyman Protector is in… he is in my employ. He was tasked with watching Knight Korr. He was on Rakata Prime on a different mission and he found her body on the edge of the main spaceport settlement there.”


“Why was a Mandalorian following a Jedi?” Pon Tiian asked, looking at Javen. His question was neither hostile or friendly.

“He was not following her. He found her body there. Your Jedi went to Rakata Prime.” Javen explained. “Rakata Prime is one of the worlds that I am sworn to monitor for activity as Holder of The Heart of the Guardian.”


“Rakata Prime is nothing but a haven for crimminals and thugs.” Terena spoke now, though there was doubt in her words. “Why would we send a Jedi there? And why would you be interested in it?”

“Javen,” Daniel asked. “Why are you tasked with monitoring Rakata Prime?”


“There is a temple on one of the islands.” Javen spoke. “This temple was a major base of operations during the Pure Sith War. It was attacked three times, but due to its disruptor shield, each attack failed. After the war, the shield was reduced in size and made stronger. It was built to surround the Temple grounds and the Temple itself. The shield has never been breached in nearly five thousand years. That is until five days ago.”


“You expect us to believe that something built five thousand years ago still functioned?” Undien asked with contempt. 

“Why is this temple important Javen?” Daniel asked getting to his feet and moving closer to him. Alana saw that her grandfather had a very interested look in his eyes now.

Javen took a deep breath. “It held a computer. A computer built by the Rakatan species during the height of the Infinite Empire. This computer had an enormous database in it, dating back to nearly five thousand years before the formation of the Republic. It was maintained and protected by a Mandalorian Clan, and has been for millenia. We have lost contact with that clan.”


“So why come to us?” Terena asked.


“Your Jedi was killed on that island, and her body dumped outside the spaceport!” Javen replied exasperated. “I thought you might be interested. And perhaps you could tell me why she was there?”


“Knight Korr was under no directives from this body to go to Rakata Prime.” Daniel answered. “I sense there is something else about this temple.”

Javen looked at him. He turned to look at Tokare and everyone saw him nod his small green head slowly. Javen turned back to Daniel. “My… my ancestors’ remains are interned there.” He replied meeting Daniel’s eyes. “All of them.”


“The burial tomb of Revan Panlie?” Daniel asked with a gasp of stunned surprise.


Javen nodded. “As well as his wife Bastila Shan, and four of his six children.”


“This… this is amazing! No records exist as to where Revan was buried. They were destroyed to protect this secret.” Daniel said his voice animated. He looked at Javen. “You are sure?”


Javen nodded. “Yes. I’ve been there many times to meditate.”

“None of this explains why Knight Korr went there to begin with Daniel. Or who sent her. No one on this Council would order such a thing.” Terena spoke. 


“No… but going there might shed some light on her death, and combine that with this attack on the Praxeum by unknown forces today, and there is too much evidence for it to be simple coincidence.” Daniel spoke meeting her eyes. “We must investigate this.”


“I agree.” Pon spoke.

“We will need to contact Coruscant and arrange for the Galactic Federation to provide a ship.” Undien spoke.


“Ship we already have.” Master Tokare spoke now. “In orbit it waits.”


All eyes turned to him. “You have a ship? With respect Master Tokare,” Pon said. “We were thinking of something a little larger than a transport.”


Javen chuckled softly. “I have a CONCORD DAWN-Class Strike Cruiser in orbit.” He told them. “And we are already here. The Galactic Federation would take days debating the use of one of their ships and then getting it here.”

“How… how exactly do you have use of a CONCORD DAWN-Class Strike Cruiser?” The female Twi’lek Master asked. “Federation Intelligence has… they have never been able to confirm the existence of such a ship. Yet you say you have use of one and it is on orbit now.”

Javen grinned. “I have connections within the new Mandalorian government. I… I grew up with the new Mandalore.”


“You have met the new Mandalore?” Daniel asked, again surprised by what Javen was revealing to them. “This is most interesting. The new Mandalore has declined several attempts by the Federation leaders to meet and discuss entry into the Federation of the few Mandalorian controlled planets. No one has met him to date.”


Javen shrugged indifferently. “Perhaps he doesn’t like what the Federation offers him.” He said. “Either way, I have the ship and we can leave immediately.”


“No.” Undien spoke. “We will need to discuss who we send on this mission first. I move we take a two hour break and return here to choose six to conduct this mission.”


Daniel nodded. “Agreed. Javen, we will provide quarters for you and your companions. We can depart in the morning.”


Javen looked at Tokare, who nodded. “Very well.” He said.


“As I have already stated, nothing leaves these chambers until we have more complete information on which to base our decisions. Undien I assume you will contact the Federation?”

Undien nodded quickly. “As soon as we are done here.”

Daniel nodded. “I will show Javen and his companions to quarters they can use.” He spoke.

“He should not be allowed to interact with the students.” One of the Cerean Masters spoke.

Javen rolled his eyes once more. “I have no intention or desire to try and corrupt your automations.” He spoke. “It would be too hard to try and reverse the brainwashing they have received here.”

Daniel took Javen’s arm quickly before anyone could reply. “Come, Alana and I will escort you to your quarters for the evening.”


“Grandfather?” Alana asked quietly as they moved out of ear shot of the othe rmembers of the Council.


“Things are not as they seem.” Daniel spoke, looking at Tokare and feeling Javen’s eyes on him as he spoke.


“Have other information you do?” Tokare asked.


Daniel nodded. “We will discuss them privately, but several things have occurred in the last six months that the others do not feel are connected. I do.”


Alana looked confused. “You never mentioned this to me grandfather.”


“The death of your Padawan is one of them.” Daniel spoke, looking at her. “We will discuss this later… away from prying eyes and ears.”


They didn’t see Undien watching as they entered the lift to take them to the courtyard below.

