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History of the Mohawk Tribe
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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 north eastern region of New York State extending into southern Canada and Vermont. Prior to 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 prior to 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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A StarSoldier Chronicle

Dedicated to a great man, Joseph Robinnet Biden who put country before pride.

C.R. Coyne

The stars swirl spinning around the ship as we try and take in the confused mass of readings we’re getting from a complaining Mohawk and HARVE.  The alert klaxon keeps banging away at us over and over as we try and right the ship.  Dutch finally stops fighting the computers pulls out the stick and starts to counter rotate the ship trying to dive around the spin.  At first, it just makes me sicker than I already am.  Swallowing down breakfast again I keep looking at my readings and find nothing good to report.  My mother always told me if you didn’t have anything good to say, say nothing at all.  In the StarSoldiers that philosophy can get you killed, so I pipe up.  “Retro vibrations are at force six and rising.  The hull is fighting g’s.”

Sarge looks over at my plate, or anyway what he can see of the view plate, and says, “Can we Overdrive out of this?”

I shake my head, “not in a gravity field, we need to get clear...”

“That’s what we’re trying to get clear of!”  Sarge barks at me, but he knows there is nothing I can do.  I hear Dutch as she grunts and groans fighting the stick.  It takes me a moment to realize she’s gaining back control of the ship.  

“If ve can keep them off our tail for another minute, I’ll get us out of zis,” Dutch says through clenched teeth.  Yeldon is doing her bit firing when there is something to fire at.  Truth is with a target that is over two kilometers across there is always something to shoot at.  I watch my plates and see the huge orb circle around like a ballet dancer trying to avoid our tubes.  Yeldon places one solid shot and the area is smote into pure light, energy, and slag.  It doesn’t seem to do any good but it feels good.  

“Sarge!”  I shout losing all sense of military decorum, but Sean knows what my shout means.  

He leans over and watches my plate, as he does so he utters, “Sweet solar what in the hell is it doing?”  As we watch a huge door three times the size of the Mohawk swings open it turns on a strange blue light from inside that surrounds our ship.  All suddenly goes quiet as every piece of machinery in the ship shuts down all at once.  Only the ship lights stay on, but their chemical and not connected to the energy grid of the ship.  Dutch yelps behind us and Striker is instantly by her side.  Her hands look burned.  We can see heat shimmer off the joystick.  As I watch the nose of the Mohawk swings around and we are drawn into the...the, for lack of a better word mouth.  Once inside we see other ships many half taken apart floating here and there in this I guess bay.  The Mohawk coasts to a stop and a tube that looks like a gantry is attached to the port airlock.  Even all the way up here in the bridge we can hear it snap into place.  

“Distribute weapons, and get as much of your armor on as you can, now move!”  That’s Yeldon and odd to say everyone does what she tells us to do.  In five minutes we are armed and at least some of our armor is in place, I’m the only one who managed to get his helmet on.  We set up a ship defense formation by the airlock and wait. 

Sarge heads over to the door and puts it on auto with the statement, “No use having them burn through.  If we can escape I don’t want a big hole where the airlock used to be.”  In a few seconds, the inner door opens and we see a small robot standing there.  It’s no more than four feet in height with a ball for a wheel beneath it.  Its two arms are mismatched as are its eyes.  I blink and look twice and realize it is holding a bouquet of flowers!  It grinds a few seconds and then says, “Greetings prisoners!  Welcome to The Probe.  If you will come this way, we will show you to your cells.”

As he says this two huge bruisers of robots almost seven feet in height move up to add verisimilitude to the whole prisoners thing.  Marko laughs then pumps off a round that blasts the left hand warrior to pieces.  The right hand bot staggers a little as if shocked and that gives Striker the time he needs to switch targets and snap off another round.  He gets ready to plug the little guy when I signal for him to stand down.

I look the thing over seeing no weapons, that doesn’t mean he’s unarmed, but I’ll take the chance so I can get some answers.  Maybe it’s the flowers dulling my sense of danger.  “Who are you?”  I ask.  

The little robot burbles for a second then says, “I am Ambassador.  I greet you.  Now please lower your weapons so you can be captured and processed properly.”

“You know when you say it polite, I still don’t like you.”  Striker growls.

I walk over and with HARVE on a remote next to me, we start to scan the robot.  I finally whistle and turn to Sarge, “This thing is over nine hundred years old!”

“Any idea on its tech or where it came from?”  Sarge asks me as I keep looking back at Ambassador waiting for it to fall apart but it merely stands still making minor adjustments on its ball waiting for us to surrender or blast it to pieces.  I have to give this thing credit for bravery.

“Despite appearances nothing on this bot is human tech.  The alloys aren’t ours and the engineering is first rate.”  Striker looks at me like I’m crazy, “No I am serious Marko how do you think it lasted this long?  The programming is impressive along the same lines as HARVE.”

“I beg to differ,” HARVE says with a dry air and disdain for the comparison.
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