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As I sit here upon the cold steel floor of my quarters, reflecting on the events that have occurred over the past year, our ships are returning home to Orian once more. While the bulk of our fleet has been committed to the Council’s absurd “Crusade” against those who call themselves the One Sith, a few of our smaller vessels have been able to ferry our people in our missions against threats at home and against the Taldryan. Having spent so much time with my people, whether through updates of their dossiers or through active combat alongside them, I can feel it in their actions and the ripples in the Force; the bulk of them have grown weary of this constant strife and struggle. As eager as some are to continue fighting, to continue growing in the powers and strength, many have begun to wonder if their lives are worth the effort of a handful of virtually dead planets.
Even my own actions in the Crusade have been noble, but at what cost? One might see the acquisition of a Super Star Destroyer from our enemies as a something befitting recognition, as something which positively benefited the Brotherhood. Yet since I awoke in the medical centre on Antei, there has been no acknowledgement from the Council and even less so from my peers within the halls of Sadow. Even as the Crusade began and I marched onwards beside my brothers and sisters, our successes seem to be less recognized besides a pat on the back and orders to move forward to our next target or objective.
So why do we continue to fight? The One Sith are proving themselves worthy adversaries for certain, but even so we still seem to be absolutely destroying their defenses and what limited forces they possess. What are we truly fighting for anyway? The handful of planets we have captured as a Brotherhood have had no discernible resources other than ruins and artefacts which are being poured over by our scholars. Certainly this is not the Council’s cause for war, simply fighting and gaining this territory just for knowledge. That is unlike the Brotherhood I have ever known, always careful to remain secret and within the shadows of the Galaxy.
Are the new Councillors supportive of this campaign? Do they even have a choice? It is well known that Lord Ashen rules with an iron fist, befitting the man upon the Iron Throne, and honestly his Deputy isn’t much better. The hulking man was present as I fought to claim the Avenger, but what was his purpose? He didn’t fight alongside us against the crazed Grand Master and even more troubling is that no-one seemed to know about his presence upon the vessel other than Ekeia, a woman who is impossible to track down, even now. Even a bulk of my family just up and left the known galaxy in the midst of the Crusade, without a word spoken to either Mirado or myself.
As a matter of fact, tonnes of our people have seemingly become rogues. The number of people who roamed the halls within Sadow’s territory has become far fewer in the weeks that have passed. It has been simple to tell it wasn’t loss from combat; I would have received some form of notification when their body had been found or even felt it through the Force when their light was extinguished. The Council themselves seem almost oblivious to it as our numbers dwindle and they continue to press on without speaking a word of their intent. 
Even our armed forces, soldiers and clones alike, which have been trained and bred for warfare, are growing weary in this seemingly endless struggle. As these brave individuals fight alongside us, their numbers at least are replenished as the Council finds more minds, bodies and souls which can be turned to our cause; a truly absurd idea without an end-game or goal in mind. Our ships seem to be constantly rotating out with the ships from the rest of the fleet too, perpetually undergoing refuel and repairs between bouts maintaining blockades of these ruined worlds and ensuring whatever fleet the One Sith can muster is utterly destroyed or rebuked.
I fear we are stretched too thin and that the greed and ego of the Brotherhood has left us overextended. We are like children who were given shiny new toys, eager to play with them all at once and unwilling to share. As we turn our attention away from one of our prizes, someone will try to slip back in, provoking our wrath and ire, consequently leaving another one open for someone else to swoop in for. I truly do not understand why we continue to fight, but as long as my people, my friends and my Brotherhood continue to require my aid, then I will continue to answer the call and lay my life on the line for them.
