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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 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 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

C.R. Coyne

Suppose I just start at the beginning?  Of course, the problem here is, when was the beginning?  Well, it started when Mohawk was laid up for repairs this time we didn’t get the chance to take a quick vacation on the pleasant shores of Finale.  At first, we were supposed to be in this sunny little spot, then disaster.  We were ordered to check in at Deep Space Base Birmingham.  Birmingham didn’t want us, Colonel Hendrix overrode Macintosh because she has seniority and we ended up there.  The most boring place in the galaxy and that is saying a lot.  We nosed the ship into her repair dock slowly and hear the cradle and landlines start to lock onto our hull.  HARVE anxiously watching the docking, his electrodes clicking away says,  “two points to port Dutch or we’ll hit that wielding truck,” HARVE advises or admonishes depending on your point of view.  I can see Dutch grinding her teeth, it does no good to snap at an AI they just keep being annoying regardless.  I quietly reach over my console and switch HARVE’s voice off.  He has no idea how close to silicon death he is.

“Nobody home but us Gnoa,” Dutch says as she glides us in without hitting anything.

“Chickens Dutch,” I offer.

“Ja, Ja, Kip.  I like Gnoa, sounds better.”  I roll my eyes. 

“What is a Gnoa?”  Yeldon says.

“You had to ask,” I say shaking my head.

“Ah, Wildebeest in English, they’re Antelope, in Africa.  I have petted one once, stinky thing.  Fascinating animals they...”

Just as we get ready to try and escape the Wildebeest lecture by running out the emergency hatch without space suits the comm plate goes on and resolves into the unlovely face of Colonel Macintosh.  The least favorite of our superiors, if you can call him that.

“Sergeants Murphy and Aatiq report to my office immediately, transmission ends.”  And with that, the unpleasant face disappears.  

I look over at Sarge, “we done anything we don’t want him to know about?”

“Probably,” Sarge says and pulls a face.  “Is there anything worse than his office on this station?”

“Him,” Striker offers and Sarge nods his agreement.

Sarge and I get up like men going to well, Colonel Macintosh’s office and head out of Mohawk just as a team of techs start running their handscans over various components of the ship.  “Sure got here in a hurry,” I comment but Sarge just shrugs his shoulders.

“You saw the dock nobody home but us Gnoa.”  He adds after a moment.  I nod and laugh as one of the techs bumps into Sean while backing up.

“Watch where you’re going bub.”  The man snaps.  I look at his tabs, he’s a sailor.  

“What part of Sir and salute did you skip in basic Mister?”  Sean snaps back and the sailor straightens up does a sloppy half hearted salute then goes back to work.  Sean is just about to make the man drop and give him fifty pushups when I squeeze his arm and pull him away.

I walk Sarge halfway back to the ship then whisper, “that is not StarSoldier or Navy.  There is no Navy on this dock.  And his uniform is all wrong look,” and I point to the collage of tabs from Navy and Army all over the guy.  Sean looks back to verify what I am saying when a shot rings out and cracks wheat over our heads.  We leap to the left and roll.  The man races toward us firing, he misses with every shot but it still scares you right enough.  I crawl to the Mohawk’s airlock slap the emergency plate on the airlock deck and seal the ship.  Slugs from the guy’s thrower ping and zip over my head striking the ship, I’m not too worried about the ship but me on the other hand.  

Sarge rolls under the man’s feet knocking him to the ground.  The small service pistol flies from the man’s hand and I scrabble on my hands and knees to get to it.  Reaching out my fingers I just manage to get my pinky around the trigger guard when a boot stomps on my hand breaking my pinky.  I look up and the man has thrown off Sean and with full force kicks me in the face.  I don’t go out but I do let go of the pistol.  He reaches down to pick up the weapon not paying attention to Sarge who comes from behind spins the man around lands one good right cross on his chin and two more to the bread basket.  I take his legs out with a sweep of my foot and he crashes to the ground the pistol forgotten.  Rolling over he looks at me for a second and I say with a smile, “say good night Gracie.”  He looks confused at me then I return favors kicking him in the face.  He does go out.  

Sarge hits the pickup, “Dutch unplug and get out of here.  Station is under attack.”

“Ve can’t the cradle is locked on us.  I fire up the engines we lose half the ship.”  Dutch answers back.

“We’ll have to manually release the Mohawk from Command Central Sarge,” I say not relishing the thought of fighting our way to Command Central with only a slug thrower.  Oh well, maybe things will improve.
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Her beautiful hands with well manicured nails curl into a fist and punches the visual feed off.  Emerald Green eyes land on the colonel the flame of anger burning them up.  “What code did you use Colonel to alert them?”

Macintosh composes himself calmly, “I said exactly what you told me to say, no more no less.  Maybe StarSoldiers are smarter than you give them credit for, either that or your slovenly rats gave themselves away.”  

She gives an evil sneer and nods once to the huge man standing beside her, “Grip!”  She commands and he starts in on the colonel again beating the man’s face with three well placed blows creating new bruises and places that bleed.
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