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The Mohawk are traditionally the keepers of the Eastern Door of the Iroquois Confederacy, also known as the Six Nations Confederacy or the Haudenosaunee Confederacy. Our original homeland is the northeastern region of New York State extending into southern Canada and Vermont.  Before contact with Europeans, the Mohawk settlements populated the Mohawk Valley of New York State. Through the centuries Mohawk influence extended far beyond their territory and was felt by the Dutch who settled on the Hudson River and in Manhattan. The Mohawks’ location as the Iroquois nation closest to Albany and Montreal, and the fur traders there, gave them considerable influence among the other Tribes. This location has also contributed directly to a long and beautifully complicated history.

In the 1750s, to relieve crowding at Kahnawake and to move closer to the Iroquois homeland, the French Jesuits established a mission at the present site on the St. Regis River. The Mohawk people had continually used this site at the confluence of the St. Lawrence River Valley as part of our fishing and hunting grounds before the building of the first church. “Akwesasne” as it is known today, translates roughly to “Land where the partridge drums” has always been a prime location due to the confluence of several small rivers and the St. Lawrence River.
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C.R. Coyne

I stretch yawn and wiggle my toes, then think about the wonderful dream I had before waking up.  That’s when I realize something is wrong.  I pop open an eye and look around, first off I am not in a tube.  Second, replacing the drab grey walls of the medical pit I am surrounded by trees and I’m pretty sure the med-pit doesn’t have grass for deck plating.  I slither out of the service issue sleeping bag wondering how I ever climbed in and stand up.  I’m still naked which is bad because it’s cold as Pluto!  Okay maybe not, but it’s not now a balmy 22c.  I race over to a small portable locker don a service jumper and look at the campsite.  Which is laid out in perfect symmetry which I think is a clue.  I look around and find a remote clear my throat and say “HARVE?”  

The screen lights comfortingly and I see HARVE’s status splash screen and he says brightly “Good Morning Yaz!  Sleep well?”

“Yes very well thank you.  Why am I in the middle of a forest?  And perhaps more to the point why is the whole squad camping out?”

“Well, first off let’s have some good news and move on...”

I cut off HARVE right there, he’s very good at avoiding bad news, which often is the important stuff.  “HARVE why are we here, skip the pixies and fairies version.”

“Okay, spoilsport.  The Mohawk hit a mine in this system, probably left over from the last Andi war.  The ship was running out of power and life support.  I transferred the squad to preserve their lives.  The professor created this campsite as best we could.  Sorry, we don’t camp much.”

“Condition of ship?”

HARVE takes a deep breath which is odd, he doesn’t breathe but it does mean the ship is in terrible condition, or worse.  “Main energizers offline.  The Sphere is healing but will take at least thirty possibly sixty days.  Three decks evacuated of atmosphere.  Gravity carpet is down over sixty percent of the ship.  Medical-pit backup power depleted.  And the second canteen coffee maker is destroyed.”

“That’s the worst news, that’s the only machine that makes a good brew,” I mumble.  

“Shall I wake the crew?”  HARVE asks and giggles.

“I think they can manage that themselves HARVE.  I’m going to start a fire it’s cold.  Keep your sensors up and active.  Scan for inhabitance.  And...by the way, where are we?”

“Star charts call this berg, Lucky Strike.”

“Fits so far,” I comment happy to be alive.

“Only just, the colony went bust.  If there is anyone left they don’t have technology.  I have the shuttle hidden just to be on the safe side.”

“You’ve done great HARVE thanks.”  I find dry wood scattered around us and using a magnifying glass from medical stores I make a nice fire and start to cook rations after digging out food and survival cookware.  As I cook I hear yawns and grumbles as folks begin to rouse.  

First up is Dutch who sits down next to the fire and warms her fingers, “did I miss something?”

“We all did,” I answer.  “Ship’s down, way down.  This pleasant little spot is called Lucky Strike.  Abandoned colony.  We are stuck here.  My guess is we’ll have to take runs to the ship and repair as we can until we have enough ship to get home.  Sphere will take two months to heal.”  I decide to give the worst estimate no point in raising hopes, yet.  I turn around and find the rest of the gang listening to me.  Well, at least I won’t have to deliver the bad news more than once.  As we talk something appears in the corner of my eye.  Looking around I see the biggest wolf I ever have.  The thing must stand six feet tall.  Behind it are three or four of its friends.  “We have company Sarge, and they didn’t bring a pie.”  

I realize none of us are armed.  The Wolves start to advance as we start to look for weapons.  Glancing over all the myriad boxes I don’t find one with something inside that goes boom.  “HARVE!  Where are the weapons?”  Sarge asks as three more wolves start to enter the campsite.  

“The armory destroyed Sergeant.  I’m sorry.  The atlas didn’t say anything about these things!”  HARVE says.  He’s at least safe enough I doubt the things can digest silicon.  

“I think I know vhy zis colony went kaput!”  Dutch says and backs away.  

“This is ridiculous!”  Leave it to Yeldon, natural born warrior.  She grabs up a flaming branch and starts to growl and wave it around.  The wolves are shocked by the response and they sniff the air and turn and trot away.  They’re obviously not afraid.  The pack moves into the treeline but it’s clear they are just out of sight and waiting.  We turn our backs; our first mistake among many; as three of the wolves charge.  Fire it seems doesn’t bother them overly much.  A big bruiser jumps on Yeldon taking a vicious snap at her neck.  But that lady is primed for battle, she rolls over the animal which tosses him off, and with a foot in the muzzle, the wolf runs off snorting as blood pours out each nostril.  The other two get a taste for Arab cuisine and come after me.  I dive into the fire pick up a brand and swing toward the first one’s face.  He shies away taking the blow in the side and runs past me.  His buddy is not made of such stern stuff and just runs past me with a snarl. 

“Okay people, pick up a stick make sure it's stout don’t worry if it’s lit.  These things don’t care.”  Sarge says and we all arm up with wood.  Something I never thought I’d have to do.  “We’re heading to the shuttle,” Sean says and we move in close combat formation to protect each other and we march to the shuttle as HARVE guides us there.  We make it in three minutes, the ship is snuggled into a glen and all but invisible unless you are right on top of it.  The Professor stands guard over our craft faithful as always.  Sarge waves him inside and off he goes.  The divot in the ground makes a nice cradle and off to our left is a gentle slope that falls away from us to a creek.  We dive in just as more wolves decide to take another shot at us.  They leap on the shuttle doing no damage.  Sniffing around the craft for three minutes they jump off suddenly and run away.  I’d count that as good news except for the fact the ground is starting to thump.  Out of the back viewport, I see a huge animal walking toward us.  It looks like a cross between a buffalo and a giraffe.  

I watch counting down how close it is at every step.  With no weapons, there is precious little we can do to divert it elsewhere.  In seconds it passes over the shuttle and knocks us with its hind leg sending the shuttle bouncing down the slope tossing us around
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