
What Remains

A StarSoldier Chronicle

C.R. Coyne

COPYRIGHT

© copyright Raven Coyne 2025

Copyright © 2025 Although the author and publisher have made every effort to ensure that the information in this book was correct at press time, the author and publisher do not assume and hereby disclaim any liability to any party for any loss, damage, or disruption caused by errors or omissions, whether such errors or omissions result from negligence, accident, or any other cause. This item is a licensed product. However, I do not claim ownership of non-Raven Coyne images used in designs. Copyrights and/or trademarks of any character and/or image used belong to their respective owners and are not being sold.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

What Remains (A StarSoldiers Chronicle)

History of the Mohawk Tribe

What Remains

II

III

IV

V

VI

VII

VIII

End

The Mutiny Bug

[image: image]

Click Here

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

History of the Mohawk Tribe

[image: ]


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

The Mohawk slues to port knocking me out of my chair and sending me flailing across the bridge floor helpless to stop my slide.  The ship tips up and I slide backward and grab a hold of my console clawing my way into my chair to buckle up.  As I start to flip switches telltales light up my boards the ship jumps violently and then dives as it does so I feel something wet hit my face.  I wipe my hand to see blood.  I test myself but I can’t feel any wounds, I look around and see Dutch flopping unconscious in her acceleration chair blood running down her face from hairline to chin.  I can’t do a thing to help, one of us has to steer the ship.  I see Striker clawing his way onto the bridge his great muscles straining against the g-forces we are suffering right now fighting for every inch to get by Dutch’s side.  Striker looks her over and shouts at Sarge, “She’ll be alright.  I need to get her to the med pit.”  He unbuckles her and throws Dutch on his back, it looks like a momma grizzly and her cub going for a walk.  I wish him all the luck in the galaxy to make it, through what this ship is flying through.  I stare at my screens and see the odd lightning flashes on and off as they sweep ever closer to us, the bits of debris zip past us on their way into interstellar space at almost the speed of light.  

“What is going on Yaz?” Sarge asks and I look over my readings.  What I see makes sense, while at the same time makes no sense at all.

“At a guess, the sun Echo 12 just went nova.  But it’s a K1 star!”  Sarge nods as another wave of energy and debris starts hurtling our way.  The ever expanding  chunks of solar system screaming toward us look like some angry god is throwing rocks at the Mohawk.

“Yaz, get me some shields!”  Sarge commands and I have to fight to get my eyes to focus on my console my mind whirling trying to figure out what just happened, but once I do I am able to start coaxing the crystal in-line circuits to cooperate.  

I shout way too loud when the telltale goes green and the shields start to envelop the ship.  “Shields on!”

“How much longer for this fun ride Yaz?”  Yeldon asks.

I lick my lips and look at the timer and grimace, “Thirty-seven seconds!  Hang on another gravity tide...”  I say and grip the sides of my console waiting for the next lurch.  When it comes it’s another doozy and sends the ship into a spin.  I fight the controls and manage to correct the ship enough that the sky isn’t spinning anymore.  “Fifteen seconds we’re almost home,” I say and flip the special optics to start their scans and finish this rollercoaster ride.  The board is amber and I lick my lips wishing this was over.  The last three seconds are the worst as I watch the timer.  The telltales flick green and I set an escape course we head away from the chunks of planet that are still faster than we are and I have to pay attention to each and every one, even the small stuff.  Everything is moving so fast that the smallest chunk could punch a hole right through the Mohawk and only Allah knows what or who it would destroy.  As I think this, a chunk the size of Manhattan is pushed out of its trajectory and start to barrel toward us.  “No choice...” I say to no one in particular with all the klaxons going off around here no one can hear me anyway.  I kick the Mohawk to face this menace and start to head for it.  Everyone on the bridge can see what I am doing but they don’t say a word as I guide the ship I give the boosters a few seconds then glide down to land next to a huge mountain.  

“What if something decides to hit our new home?:”  Yeldon asks and I shrug my shoulders.

“We all die,” I say.

“Good to know,” She finishes and I take a look around the place.  Mostly it’s barren rock.  But a flicker of something reflective or luminous catches my eye.  It dances and shivers as this super boulder moves outward from the Nova star explosion.  

“That shouldn’t be there,” I say pointing at the glimmer and putting it on the main view plate.  All three of us look it over.

“Looks like metal,” Yeldon says and I would agree but this rock doesn’t read even an ounce of refined metal.  

Sarge gets out of the command chair stretches his legs takes a second look assessing the glow won’t kill us and orders, “Yaz check it out.  I’m heading to the medical pit.”  And he takes off.

I muse a little longer loathe to admit I need help with this, “HARVE you have any idea what that is?”  It never occurred to me that HARVE might feel the same way.

“Not a clue,” He says grumpily.  

“Yeldon how are you?  Any broken bones?”  I ask and she jumps up and does a couple of jumping jacks. 

“I seem okay.”  She says with a giggle.  

“We’re heading over there,” I say, “HARVE you have the bridge and get yourself on a remote I’ll need you with us.”  We head down and I take out the cargo loader and we drift slowly from the Mohawk to the glow.  As we approach I realize the thing is luminous and not reflecting the crazy light patterns that are flashing and dashing all around what’s left of this solar system as the sun blows itself to the four corners of the universe.  If it has corners.

As we suit up ready for the trip HARVE comes on, “Yaz there is a large boulder about a third the size of our rock and it will collide in three hours.”

“We can work for forty to fifty minutes get what we can and then head home.”  I offer hoping it’s that simple.

“That thing is big Yaz, look,” Yeldon says gently while pointing, the glow starts to envelop the cargo loader as I bring us in for a landing just within walking distance.  

“HARVE what are you picking up?”  Yeldon’s right, the glow starts to spread across the whole horizon from end to end as we land.  Donning our survival suit helmets we head out and start the walk to the glow which dominates the entire area.  As we step out I notice HARVE hasn’t answered.  

“HARVE?”  I ask and realize very quickly I’m talking to vacuum.  “We’re on our own.”  

Yeldon nods then frowns looking at her control panel on her wrist, “Yaz nothing is working check your survival panel.”  I do and mine is as dark as the sky above us. 

“Huh,” I say unhelpfully.  “Okay, time to go home.”  I turn back even as Yeldon starts to object.  “No, we leave.”  She falls in line with me and we head back to the ground lifter.  As we reach the door and punch the release the doors barely pop open and I have to pry them apart for us to get in.  “I don’t like the look of this...”  I say as I try and cycle the airlock but get no response.  Again we have to manual the door open with elbow grease and face the blast of air that smacks us and as we lose precious air I have to force the doors closed.  “Whatever that thing is, it eats power.”  

“I hate to add to our problems but that chunk is still on its way right for this spot,” Yeldon says peering out the portholes in the front of the cargo lifter as if she can see the chunk flying at us.  If she could it wouldn’t matter how we tried to get away we wouldn’t survive.  Doffing our helmets we head up front to the controls.

“One problem at a time, first we need power for at least communications.  So let’s start with that.  How about battery?”  I ask trying to take Yeldon’s mind off the rock and onto our problem.  She looks over the readings or I should say non-readings.  The panel is cold.  “Possible the boards and view plates are down but we have power.  Let’s check out the batteries one at a time.”  I offer.

“With what?”  Yeldon asks and I get to smile for the first time since this whole thing started.

I hold up a small curved metal tool, “Spark test.”

“That is crazy!  If you touch a live battery with
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