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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

The soldiers paraded into the square looking as if they had conquered a great prize.  Sammy snorted her disgust.  All they got for their trouble and shoe leather was four ragged stone and wood buildings and a bar that consisted of a tap for beer and another tap that was not beer.  The squad stood to attention as the lieutenant pulled with a great flourish a small plastic tube, then thumbed the lid off but found he couldn’t get the paper inside to come out.  He stood frozen digging at the tube until the page slowly worked its way out.  Finally deciding which side was top by turning the page four or five times.  Clearing his throat a squeaky voice more akin to a mouse escapes from him “Citizens of...of...of,” Turning to his sergeant we whispers but everyone can hear it, “What is the name of this place?”

“Last Stop sir.”

“It certainly is,” The lieutenant says with wry humor and again clears his voice not that it helps any he’s still squeaky.  “You are now part of the glorious Empire of the Suns proclaimed this day by his Serene Majesty the Sun Crown and Lord of the Outer Stars Filbert the Second.”

And that was it, the town suddenly lost any identity other than just another spot in the Empire of the Suns that nobody had ever heard of.  The squad fell out and headed straight to the bar for a drink of the tap that didn’t have beer.  Sammy rolled her eyes she had read about conquests in the past.  There seemed to be more majesty about them.  Not just a bunch of drunken louts demanding drink and not paying for it.  She turns quietly away and heads back into the old growth forest.  It would take time, maybe longer than her lifespan for the Empire of the Suns to get down to the real business of Empires, stripping anything of use and crushing the will of the people on Wick.  

Why they wanted this planet she could not understand.  Wick had been started by natural born losers; they landed here because they got lost.  The planet was covered from head to toe in forest, great trees bigger and higher than any on old Earth, dominated the earth and sky.  Wick’s wildlife, what there was of it; lived in and around these giants.  And over time so did the humans.  Why build a building when it was standing right next to you?  Thus the reason that Last Stop looked like a collection of four buildings instead of the hundreds that surround the tourist center the Empire had just captured.  And it would take time for the empire boys to figure out just how extensive the city really was.  After all, no one was going to tell them.  Sammy glides like a ghost flitting through the shafts of the warm yellow sunlight from Wicks primary deep into the forest.  As she walks shadows begin to fall in behind her like specters marching in step with the living being they follow.  As suddenly as they appear Sammy and her companions turn off the animal track they were following seemingly into a tree whose bole is thirty or more feet in width.  It’s as if swallowed up by the forest into her protective arms.  

As the little group begins to sit inside the great tree they arrange the furniture to edges of the room and settling in the middle around circular hearth.  The trunk of the tree made a natural chimney.  Sammy arranges her robes and waits for Clef to stir the fire and add a little dry wood.  “Well, it took longer for them to get here than we expected but nevertheless here they are.”  Clef says as the flame leap into the air.  

“I don’t think any time scale good,” One of the others grumbles.

Sammy clacks her tongue, “Stop this instantly!” She snaps and the others lean back and form a pool of silence and attention for her to drop her words into.  “Our challenge is to figure out how to kick these opera bouffe fools off our planet.”

Clef stirs the coals and under his breath says, “You’re the Forester.”

Sammy ignores the comment as she draws a circle in the dirt, “The soldiers are eight in number.  Not many, but soon they will grow.  Now they think we don’t have any modern weapons.  Both of these are advantages but at best temporary.  Once energy is sizzling the air they’ll know about the weapons.  But I have a stronger weapon and now, I believe is the time to use it.  She goes to the back of hallow and opens a small oval wooden box and carefully pulls out a small metal square.  Carefully wrapped in cloth she puts it in front of everyone and unwraps it.  Lights slowly calmly flash on its gloss black surface.  The communicator looks brand new even if a little out dated.  Her graceful fingers begin to fly across the complex control panel as if Sammy had been doing this for years.  

“What are you doing?”  Clef asks as his hand moves toward device the first of its kind he has ever seen, he winces as Sammy slaps his wrist.  He pulls back and rubs the wrist, looks hurt then says, “I’ve never seen a military grade before, fancy.”

“I’m calling in a debt.  I just hope he’s there to answer.”  She starts clears the screen and types in a series of numbers.  Clef counts seventeen but loses track after that.  Somehow Sammy doesn’t miss a single digit.  She waits as the blank screen does nothing, and everyone in the group holds their breath.  Even if they don’t what they are waiting for.  A series of signals start to whine over the ultrawave and Sammy starts to speak slowly.
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The command post was little more than a temporary building usually reserved for officer messes and the like.  But there was nothing on this universe forsaken ball of dust that would serve any better for the Governor of Wick.  He knew why he was selected.  Politics, plain and simple.  No appreciation for his tactical genius.  Also sleeping with his commanding officer’s wife and getting caught at it didn’t help any either.  He steps over to the giant window and looks out at his new domain, “Trees,” he whispers to himself, “Trees, followed by,” he pauses and waits a half beat, “More trees.”  Why the empire would even want this place was a mystery.  There was nothing here.  He hears the footsteps of his adjunct enter his office and clear his throat.  With a weary voice the Governor asks, “What is it?”

“The main communication array is being set up now.  But our engineers tell us the range will be quite limited.  The atmosphere is ionized and loaded with moisture, of course the trees act as functional interference poles.”

“We must persevere adjunct, for the glory of the Empire.”  The Governor says mechanically.  It wasn’t an answer just a way to get the problem shifted to someone else.

“As you say Governor,” The Adjunct says rolling his eyes.  If the Governor couldn’t understand why he had been marooned here, the adjunct had no illusions about it.
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