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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

Raven Coyne

To Klaus Badelt: “Thanks for the great soundtrack.  It did the trick!”

"Where are you going?  You will bring conflagration back with you.  How great the flames are that you are seeking over these waters, you do not know."

—Prophesy of Casandra

“I almost wet myself, I did!  I freely admit that.”  I say giving my biggest smile and waggle my eyebrows.

Yeldon rolls her eyes and leans over to the beautiful young man I am regaling with my tales of daring-do and half whispers, “he did wet himself.”

“I’m sorry did I introduce my Cassandra?  She was just on her way out, to change her socks.”  I present Yeldon with a graceful movement of my hands like I’m selling her as a slave.  Yeldon smacks my left hand and starts to leave.  

That’s when my whole world goes black as his eyes widen and he says, “don’t go!  We were just introduced.”  Suddenly I realize it’s me that needs to leave the scene.  So with what little dignity I can muster I pull down the front of my tunic and walk away.  

It’s been that kind of night, Sarge watches me walk away and gets off his stool.  Falling in line with me he throws a friendly arm over me, “strike out kid?”

“What was your first clue?  My expression or the fact I am leaving?”

“Actually it was the fact you’re two inches shorter than when you came in,”  Sarge says with a laugh and we walk out into the gentle June night of Finale.  It’s always a gentle June night on Finale, one of the most desirable tourist planets in the sphere.  A rarity world with a moon, I mean a big glorious moon, almost as beautiful as Earth’s.  Also, Finale boasts one of the biggest StarSoldier bases anywhere.  As Sarge gets me to smile two MPs step up salute in the fashion only MPs can where they’re doing what they have to but they still think you’re dog crap that needs to be scraped off their shoes.  Sarge snaps too and one of the worthies says “Are you Sergeant Sean Murphy, sir?”

“I was when I got up this morning, two more Finale Mai Tai’s, and I’ll be anybody you want me to be...”  Sarge giggles trying to stay serious but the drinks are making that difficult.  

“You are to report to Colonel Hendrix, sir.  We are to escort you to the office.”

“Why has it moved since this afternoon?”  Sarge says swaying slightly.  Sean is a fun drunk unless you push him too hard.  And these two were already starting to get up his nose.  Sarge pushes the two MPs aside and turns to me, “Lay on MacDuff!”  

And we both turn back into the bar and I say “I’ll tackle Yeldon.”

Sean smiles, “I’m sure you will.”  The two MPs aren’t too sure what to do being ignored like this, but since Sarge is bigger and at this point drunker than them they just stand still hoping for no broken noses.  

I wander in see Jess whooping it up with my pretty boy and a sudden smile contemplating my revenge comes over my face.  I step up snap my heels and she looks up with a look that promises slow death.  I lick my lips and pull rank, “Rifleman Yeldon fall in we have to report.”

“You’re only doing this because I stole Mason here from you.”  The young recruit looks confused but says nothing.

“Yes, yes I am,” I’m loving this.  Yeldon and I walk away as she does her best to ignore me.  I see Sarge pulling Striker out of an arm wrestling match.  Dutch is complaining because she had ten credits on Striker to win.  We somehow make it to the door where Tweedle Dee and Tweedle Dumb await us.  Striker looks the two MPs over and says slurring every other word “I can take them both no problem.  I want to keep drinking.”  

“Who doesn’t,” I say with feeling.  Sarge gestures for the MPs to lead and we start the three click hike to HQ.  Getting there the MPs fall in next to the front doors and we march in, well okay saunter.  We climb the stairs to the Comandant’s Office like we’re climbing Mount Everest regretting every stair that we all silently know will lead us one step closer to our leave being suspended.  All too soon we are at the office door.  Sean gives one sharp rap on the real wood door and we walk in.

“Sergeant Murphy and Murphy’s Mugger’s reporting as order Commandant.”

The chair swivels around and the Commandant gives us an appraising look, “at least you all made it under your own steam.  I was considering sending a squad just to keep you propped up.  I am revoking leave for you, you are to sober up and head to planet 10-49B at once.”

I can see Sarge grinding his back molars just like the rest of us.  “Dammit Harriet, we have a seventy-two-day pass.  And we deserve that pass!  You promised.  Send somebody else.”

“If there was anybody else Sean I’d send them.  There isn’t.  This is an invasion priority.”

We all get really sober really fast at that.  If a real invasion priority then we’re looking at a disaster.  Sarge slumps knowing there is no way out of this for us.  Then he comes too saying, “did you say 10-49b?”

Commandant Harriet Taylor is older, very pretty as officers go, and comes equipped with no sense of humor, “I did.”

Through my under sexed brain rattles that code, it’s familiar somehow.  Then the penny drops “hey, that’s Fastbuck!  The most corrupt hole in the galaxy.  It’s one giant gang war.”  Commandant Taylor looks over at me and then turns back to Sarge.  I can’t tell if she’s irritated at me for interrupting by putting one and one together and coming up with two too quickly.

“Is he right?” Sarge asks quietly and we all crowd close to catch the answer.

“Yes.  And I need you to get out there Sean and stop it and you have to do it in five days or less.”

“You want the five of us to stop a two hundred year long civil war?  In five days, what’s the rush?”

“No, no Sean I don’t expect you to stop the gang war.  I need you to stop this...”  The Commandant presses a few switches and the back wall of her office lights up.  There we watch some kind of energy cloud or pattern, it looks like a neon snow storm in space.  Flashes of red, blue, and even green lightning burn in fury.  As we watch a small asteroid is touched by just one of the bolts of energy and disappears.  I watch the clip over and over in my head, “if that thing gets close to Fastbuck there won’t be a planet.”

This time the Commandant seems to appreciate my interruption, “that is about it.  Whatever this thing is, it’s burning its way through the 10-49B so far it’s missed planets but at least three satellites have been destroyed.  Two of the colony's rings have likewise disappeared.”

I can see Sarge sober up in an instant his shoulders straighten and his eyes fix on the Commandant.  “Do you have any idea what the, ah thing is?”

“Something impossible.  A self-generating cohesive energy form.  The detection screens picked it up as it passed into the Human Sphere.  We sent UES Markov to intercept.  She was destroyed by the energy flux of the thing.  At least from that encounter we know how close you can get to it before you die.  Fastbuck isn’t going to be as lucky the cloud is going to smash right into the planet.”

“Mohawk can’t evacuate millions of people, Harriet.  What do you expect us to do?”  Sergeant asks, I don’t think any of us really want the answer to that.

“Stop it if you can.  Use any means necessary to save the planet.  Mohawk and her crew are considered expendable.”  Yep didn’t want to hear that.
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