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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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C.R. Coyne

I grip the console trying to stay in my seat as Dutch gives a war whoop and throws us around like a First World War aircraft.  The Mohawk spins and dives just being missed by two torpedoes.  The two slugs on the other hand slam into the hull making terrible dead thuds.  HARVE’s plate goes blank for a moment and then comes back to life.  “Warn a guy next time huh?”  He yells at Dutch who giggles.  It’d be funny if our lives didn’t depend on an insane pilot and a somewhat skittish AI computer.  Dutch snap rolls and does corkscrew that lands us on the tail of one of the enemy ships.  I see Yeldon grit her teeth and fire our tubes clear, and in seconds there is nothing left of the enemy ship except expanding gas.  

Sarge flips open his command plate, “who the hell are these guys?”  He asks, this might be the fourth no, I take that back, the fifth time he’s asked.  I really wish someone could answer that.  I focus on our present problem of not getting blown up and start to reroute energy from the medical-pit to the polarizing plates of the hull hoping to offset any more damage we might sustain.  Sure enough three more of their nasty little slugs bounce off the ship chipping the paint and leaving dents.  If that’s the best they can do we’ll survive this.  

Dutch latches onto the tail of one of the nimble little craft and chases it down Yeldon firing the whole time.  One of our shots nicks the port engine and the ship turns into a bloom of fire and gas.  They share a smile which is as close to a high five as you can give on this bridge when still under attack.  The last two weave around us and I get a proximity sensor warning.  They’re trying to figure out if we are hurt enough that we can’t go two-on-one.  “Bad news boys,” I say through gritted teeth as I reroute even more power to the hull plates.  As I do so I get a red warning telltale and I hot foot it off the bridge to the computer shaft that runs the depth of the hull.  I open the hatch by hand because I’m wary of the door device being shot away.  It takes extra seconds but right now I’ll gamble those seconds of my life to be able to get back out of the shaft.  I look up and see the burned out solids.  They throw sparks and smoke everywhere.  I climb in and start pulling them out and replacing them with spares that I keep in the unused sockets.  It takes ten seconds but the ship rights herself and the hull gets stronger.  

I race out of the shaft forgetting to close the hatch, I can always do that later and make it back on the bridge.  Dutch has another bad guy to hand and Yeldon is aiming the tubes.  Suddenly the enemy stops moving, laying dead.  In seconds the Mohawk is upon the unmoving craft and plowing right through them.  My plates and I imagine everyone else’s flash with light and static then go blank.  The lights on the bridge shut off and I hear the engines die.  

“Lights and instruments Yaz now!”  Sarge orders but I can’t do the impossible.  I race out of the bridge down to engineering only to find the entire assembly offline.  I feel rather than see Sarge come up behind me.  “How bad?”

“I wish I could tell you.  I have no idea.”  I say tapping the readouts and emergency telltales.  All are cold.  

“I asked you a question Sergeant, how bad.”  There is an edge to Sean's voice and I snap too.  

“All systems are dead.  The ship no longer has power.  I will have to check the sphere and see what is wrong.  We have six hours before we die of asphyxiation.  The cold of space will not seep in we are insulated against that.  Air not so much.  I need to get outside and see what damage is there.  I will also need the rest of the crew for damage assessment throughout the ship, sir.”  Somehow I get all that out in one breath.  Sarge looks me over and nods.

“We are all under your command until you get this ship operational.”  Sarge then reinforces my command by asking, “what do you want me to do.”

“Start going through the ‘tween spaces and check for any damaged or broken equipment.  Most of it you know.  I’ll deal with the sphere and HARVE.”  Sarge nods to me and stamps out of engineering as I put on my protective gear and open the vault to the sphere.  It sits peacefully enough.  And that is the whole problem.  It’s out cold.  I lean back against the door frame, “oh, no...”
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“You’re telling me the sphere is cold, no power,” Sarge asks me again over and I nod.  I can tell by the look in Sean’s eyes he doesn’t believe me and if I hadn’t seen it for myself I wouldn’t either.  “Can we restart it?”

I run through everything I know about multi-dimensional space physics and shake my head saying sadly, “no.  By every law we know it shouldn’t have happened in the first place.”

“How about ve replace it vith a spare?”  Dutch offers and I smile.  Problem with my crewmates is they have no idea how the Overdrive works.  

My bitter smile must tell the tale if not I add, “we don’t carry a spare.”

Striker is in the med-pit concocting something for us to live longer on.  But Yeldon has stayed quiet this whole meeting.  Finally, she speaks up, “I hate to add to our problems but there is still another enemy ship out there.  And at last check, it was working just fine.”

“Even if there is vone vhat can ve do?”  Dutch can be annoying and logical all at once.  

Sarge shakes his head, “we ignore that problem until it shoves itself under our noses.  Our priority is to survive and get this ship working.  Yaz there must be something we can do...”

I shrug my shoulders and shake my head.  But maybe it’s the rattling of my brain that something slides into place, “I’ll need to get to that wrecked ship.”  I say and without much protocol, I get up and leave the briefing.  Making my way to one of the big airlocks I don a survival suit, crossing my fingers I switch on and the suit lights up.  I cycle the hatch on the inside and then cycle the hatch to the outside all of this by hand and step outside.  Before me is the vista of space, a pulsar is no more than a light year away and its intense beam sweeps the ship as I look.  I close my eyes and let it pass then start the long walk to the front of the Mohawk.  Impaled on our front is the small craft.  Most of it is still there and I thank my lucky pulsar’s it is.  I climb onto its hull, conventional in every respect part of Sean’s question is answered.  Whoever they are, they are human.  I walk around the craft until I find an emergency hatch with a manual pull-down.  It takes everything I’ve got but I manage to pull the huge lever and the hatch pops open just a slit.  I have to push the doors hard but I get there.  I float into the ship, it’s wrecked.  Several bodies lay scattered around the hatch.  They were trying to get out before the ship imploded.  Not one is wearing survival suits none would have lasted more than a minute in open space.  I step
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