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When the darkest hour descends upon you, it is a test of your willpower. The weak will fail and fall to the oblivion, while the strong will pass the exam and overcome the difficulties. The strong will become even stronger, ready to face new, more demanding challenges and harder obstacles. The rest will simply vanish or become shadows of their former selves, capable only of a very limit number of actions. The weak will lose their value, while the strong will become even more useful.
Xantros' personal comments
30 – 32 ABY, various places of the Galaxy
The Dark Crusade. A long lasting campaign against the forces of the One Sith. Soldiers, pilots, commanders and the Force Users of the Dark Jedi Brotherhood rallied their massive armies and fleets in coordinated attempt to conquer more worlds for their dominions. The worlds that had fallen under control of the One Sith. The conflict lasted for over around two years, before it finished with a decisive victory of the Dark Jedi Brotherhood. Its true outcome, known to very few key members of the Dark Jedi Brotherhood, was quite a shocking one.

However, the victory of the Brotherhood was not an easy one. It was the members of the Dark Jedi Brotherhood who had to pay the price of defeating the dreaded forces of the One Sith. Many of them, both mundane soldiers and the Force Users, were killed on numerous battlefields of the Dark Crusade. Some of those, who had survived the war, had to pay a different type of price. The price of their souls. One of such people was Xantros, then the Krath Priest.

Each phase of the Dark Crusade had heavily influenced Xantros mind and personality. At the beginning, he had been full of zeal, as he had expected the conflict to be an excellent opportunity to expand his knowledge about the Force and other matters that were important to him and to grow in power. Even though he was reluctant to kill anyone without a good reason to do that, he would not hesitate to kill his enemies who would dare to stand on his way to the greater power.

However, as the Dark Crusade lasted longer and longer, the Duros started to realize that he was completely wrong. He learned that his actions were selfish and that his hunger of power and knowledge made him kill too many people, often innocent beings, who simply stood in his way. In his quest to expand his knowledge and to increase his personal power, he killed so many people that he could try to estimate the number of his victims only. He was guilty of sacrificing countless living beings to satisfy his insatiated hunger of power and knowledge, not only during the Dark Crusade, when he slained numerous anonymous soldiers and few more notable enemies, but for so many years in his service in the Emperor's Hammer Dark Brotherhood and, after the fall of the first organization, in the Dark Jedi Brotherhood that he had been recruited to by his former friend and Master, Angelo Dante.

The burden of guilty for his crimes was growing with each battle fought in the name of the Iron Throne, but Xantros continued to convince himself that it was actually necessary to redeem himself. He was correct to some extent as he was killing the followers of the dark side, but soon, he realized that he was actually lying to himself. When the Dark Crusade was over, the Duros completely lost his will to live. He was often seen wandering all over the Imperial Palace without any goal. People, who saw him, claimed that with his pale green face and the faraway expression and look, he was rather similar to a shadow than to a living being. He was still efficient in carrying out his duties, but it was clearly visible that he lost any interest in fulfilling them. He was a shadow of former himself and nothing could have brought him back to his previous state.

One day, Xantros realized that he had to do something to redeem himself as the burden of his crimes was too heavy to carry it any longer. He was aware that if he did nothing to save himself he would simply commit a suicide sooner or later. Rather sooner than later, if to be honest. However, he found a very faint ray of hope. He recalled that he had taken part in the invasion of New Tython, which was the headquarters of House Odan-Urr. It consisted of the followers of the light side of the Force, even though they did not strictly adher to the Jedi Code. There was a slight chance that if he renounced the teachings of dark side and became a healer, they might have accepted him into their ranks and help him heal his soul and mind. He was aware that it would take him to redeem himself as much time as he spent on gaining more and more power no matter of the cost.

Xantros did not waste time. He left the Cocytus System few hours later after a brief talk with the then Consul of Clan Scholae Palatinae during which he stated that they could not have stopped him as they would have no use of him in his then state. Seeing how little choice he had, Xen'Mordin Vismorsus agreed with the Duros' decision and allowed him to go to the throne world of Clan Odan-Urr under two conditions. The Krath Archpriest was to provide any intel about the Jedi available to the Imperial Clan and to return to Scholae Palatinae as soon as he would become healed on his soul. The Duros nodded in agreement as he was aware that it was he, who would decide upon the time of fulfilling both conditions, which was very comfortable to him.

33 ABY, New Tython
Xantros spent whole year in Clan Odan-Urr. At the beginning, he was distrusted by many members of the Clan, because they saw him as an operative of Clan Scholae Palatinae and a spy, who joined the ranks of the Jedi Clan under the disguise of a converted Force user to gather information for his dark allies. He was not surprised by their attitude as he had expected it to be like that. Instead of hating or condemning them for their fears about his true intentions, he did his best to gain their respect and trust by proving that he had truly changed from a cruel, ruthless monster to a kind and caring person. In the process, he vowed the completely non-violent attitude. He still carried a lightsaber with him, but it was no longer a weapon, but a symbol of his status and a tool only. He refused to take part in any situation that required him to fight personally. Instead, he utilized his extensive knowledge and high intellect to help his fellow members of the Clan avoid fights, his powers to heal wounded people, even the enemies of Clan Odan-Urr, and to take over control of animals to carry out various tasks for him, if it only allowed him to avoid fighting. He was often seen in cities of New Tython using his abilities to heal wounded or ill people and to protect the innocent, while still refusing to fight directly. He did not hesitate to use mind tricks and illusions to fool his enemies and to trick them into doing his will.

34 – 35 ABY, various locations in the Galaxy
After a year, it turned out that his pacifistic attitude was not the best idea. When the Grand Master commanded the orbital bombardment of New Tython, he could do nothing, but to observe death of countless innocent people. He helped to evacuate as many refugees as it was only possible, but there were so many more left to die, because the remnants of the navy of Clan Odan-Urr could not house so large group of civilians. In the result, they could save only an extremely small percentage of civilians aboard the ships of the Clan.

As a sworn non-combatant, Xantros was helpless. He could do nothing to protect the innocent civilians. Not that it really mattered due to enormous advantage in numbers of their enemies, but if he only could pilot a fighter, he might have tried to let one more civilian transport to leave the bombarded planet. He felt bad with that and the feeling of guilt started to grow again in his heart.

There had to be a different way to find peace. The Duros was aware of what was it, as he had felt the calling to explore the areas of the Galaxy which were hardly known. He was convinced that he would find the answer for his questions. He really did.

On an uncharted planet in the Wild Space, Xantros found the heritage of the Unity. Finally, he found the balance and the peace in his heart. He shook off the limits of the light sight and the burden of the dark side. He started to walk a new path with a clear goal in his mind. To bring the Unity to the Galaxy unified under the banner of the Unity. It was what he needed – a real goal to achieve. He was aware that he was probably not going to achieve it on his own or even during his lifetime. However, there was something worth making an effort and he was deermined to further his agenda while walking on a path that joined both the dark side and the light side of the Force.
