
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Mohawk Valley

        

        
        
          The Wolf Whisperer Series, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Angeline Gallant

        

        
          Published by Angeline Gallant, 2021.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      MOHAWK VALLEY

    

    
      First edition. November 29, 2021.

      Copyright © 2021 Angeline Gallant.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230330783

    

    
    
      Written by Angeline Gallant.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1
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Chief Long Knife held Dark Star against his side as they followed Raven into the dense foliage, the smell of smoke still pungent in the air. Dark Star looked back over her shoulder, tears trickling down her cheeks as she clung to her husband. Torn away from her children's resting place, she couldn't bear the overwhelming sorrow.

Brown Sparrow clutched her baby against her heart, hurrying to walk at her friend's side.

"I don't think they plan on killing us!" She ignored Chief Long Knife's scowl in her direction. "Why is Raven leading us? Where are we going?"

"Hush Sparrow," Falcon warned, "Before they change their minds."

"Something isn't right," Chief Long Knife agreed, recognizing most of the warriors as his own men.

They didn't have long to wait before herded toward a clearing. The haunting sound of mourning was the first thing that met them as they were prodded forward.

"Chief," Raven turned, "Follow me."

Chief Long Knife nodded, motioning for his wife to remain outside with the others. Lowering his head he followed Raven into the darkened longhouse, his eyes widening when he saw Kajirowirago and his blond family. A frown lining his forehead, Chief Long Knife stepped forward.

"I am not sure I understand..."

Chief Black Bear struggled to sit up on the pile of furs, Kajirowirago immediately assisting him.

"Welcome to my tribe," the older man coughed, his breathing laboured

. 

"I don't have much time left... It is important to me that I have a successor. My wife has not been able to give me children..." Again he paused, his lungs wheezing, "I have heard of you and that you fear the Lord. I have chosen you to lead my tribe when my time comes."

"But you are Mohawk..." Chief Long Knife didn't mask his surprise.

"Yes, but my tribe needs a good leader. As part of the Iroquois Nation, you will be safe..." Dark eyes sought Chief Long Knife willing him to understand - to accept.

"So my people and these Iroquois warriors, turned traitors?"

A low chuckle rumbled the Mohawk chief's chest.

"Do you doubt they would remain loyal?"

The Wyandotte chief chose not to respond as it all became clear to him what had happened. This was an excellent offer. They would have become extinct regardless. Chief Long Knife relaxed the first he was still clenching. 

"My people will become Mohawk," his throat constricted, "And I will honour your wife. She will have great respect."

Chief Black Bear motioned for Kajirowirago and the others to assist the Wyandotte in the ritual that would transform them into their most hated enemy - Mohawks. 

Chief Long Knife stepped out into the light, his eyes meeting Dark Star's briefly before turning his attention to Falcon.

"The chief does not have long. It looks like the same disease that struck us. I have agreed to succeed him as the new chief but that means we need to become Mohawk."

Falcon blanched.

"It is our only hope."

Chief Long Knife's eyes narrowed as he looked over at Raven - one of the warriors who had betrayed him.

"I'm Kajirowirago," the buff blonde interrupted, "Please, come with us." 

He paused, thrusting out his hand. 

"We have heard you are a believer in Jesus. It is such a joy to meet you."

Chief Long Knife's eyes widened.

"You're a Believer?"

"Yes. There are quite a few of us who are Christians. Word reached our chief of your faith. He wanted to see you and offer his protection for your tribe but unfortunately..."

Kajirowirago didn't need to say more.

Dark Star reached for Brown Sparrow's hand as Gretjen stepped out of the longhouse, a tender smile on her lips.

"I see you've met my husband. I'm Gretjen and I'm sure you'll meet my sons later - they're the blondes."

A soft whimper escaped Dark Star's lips.

“I’m Brown Sparrow and this is my best friend, Dark Star,” Brown Sparrow came to her friend’s rescue, cradling her child that much closer to her heart.

Gretjen smiled before looking up at the chief. 

"You will be happy here. Come, follow us."

Gretjen led the women away to where other native women stood waiting for them on the river bank.

Turning back to her companions, Gretjen held out her hands. 

"May I?"

"Of course," Brown Sparrow nodded, "his name is Eagle...Eagle Isaiah."

"You are just too precious!" Gretjen crooned as the other women reached for the newcomers, assisting them as they became Mohawk women.

For Dark Star and Brown Sparrow, it did not matter to them which tribe they belonged to as long as they were able to live another day with their husbands at their side. Life was far more valuable than tribal feuds.

Stepping out of the river, they were given fresh buckskin dresses, their long hair plaited. The women smiled shyly then stepped back as their chief's wife approached. She was tall for a woman, yet moved gracefully.

When she reached Dark Star, she smiled. 

"I am the Chief Black Bear's wife, Fawn. We welcome you into our tribe. When my husband dies, you will take my place..."

Dark Star wasn't certain how to respond, so she reached out and embraced the older woman.

Fawn was startled at the unfamiliar gesture as Dark Star held the older woman in a warm embrace. Her heart went out to Dark Star when she felt an unbidden tear splash onto her shoulder. 

Placing her hands on either side of Dark Star's face, Fawn shook her head.

"Do not cry. We will not harm you."

"Oh no, I am not worried about that...I just pray your husband lives. We have suffered such loss, I don't want you to..."

"The Lord gives and the Lord takes away, blessed be the Name of the Lord," Fawn quoted, her voice soft.

Fawn’s words were her undoing, Dark Star's tears flowing freely.

"She has lost all her children," Brown Sparrow explained to the women who surrounded them, her voice constricted as she fought tears at her friend’s great loss, "All perished except for the child she carries."

Tears pooled in Gretjen's blue eyes before they tumbled down her cheeks. She swiped at them with her sleeve as she passed Eagle back to his mother.

"You and I will be great friends," Gretjen murmured, embracing Dark Star. "We have both suffered great loss and can support each other. Let us go and rejoin our men before they begin to worry."

Fawn was eager to head back to her husband's side, the women following their chief's wife back to the lodge.
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Jaira clung to Strong Oak's neck but had eyes only for Eagle. He shook his head slightly warning her not to say a word as he stepped forward, matching his strides to the warrior who carried Jaira.

"Where are we going?" Eagle frowned.

"To the Mohawk Valley," Strong Oak met Eagle's eyes, "I know you are Iroquois and the Mohawk belongs to your nation. That is why you have been spared."

Eagle bit back a chuckle. Strong Oak was sadly mistaken if he thought he could defeat him. For now, however, he let the matter rest.

"I know Chief Black Bear well. Yes, of course, we will join you. Does he know the Wyandotte have finally been wiped out?"

A shadow passed over Strong Oak's eyes. He was still a member of the tribe that was no more. Once they were assimilated into the Mohawk tribe, they would cease to exist - officially extinct. His stomach clenched, knowing he had played a part in this, but there were no other options. Chief Black Bear was a strong leader who would lead a united tribe to greatness.

Chief Long Knife's life had been spared along with those of his family. There had been no bloodshed of his people. Knowing he had kept his word, Strong Oak straightened his shoulders, adjusting Jaira's weight. His people would live to see another day. Becoming Mohawk wasn't the worst thing that could have befallen them.

****
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JAIRA WAS IN A PICKLE. Now with William long gone, she had time to examine her feelings for Eagle. Unlike the waxy complexioned man she had been married to for over a decade, Eagle exuded virile strength. Jaira lowered her eyes quickly, unable to hide her blush or the tingle spreading quickly down her spine.

Strong Oak shifted her once again, as though aware of the heat emanating from her body, or her treacherous thoughts. Surely he didn't consider them still married? Now that would be a problem.

The sun was low in the sky when they entered the Mohawk village, Strong Oak hesitating for the first time in the clearing. He'd been privy to the plan but was yet to become Mohawk. They'd met in secret in the woods for weeks, but to walk boldly up to the chief he had heard so much about without an invitation...

Eagle noticed Strong Oak's hesitation, but unlike the Wyandotte warrior, he did not miss a beat, stepping forward toward the longhouse where Chief Black Bear would be waiting. A smug grin danced on his firm lips for a moment before disappearing as he announced his arrival.

Strong Oak allowed Jaira to slide down his length, holding her against him as her knees buckled. He stood outside the longhouse uncertain how to proceed. It would be rude to intrude, especially without an invitation.

Jaira held onto Strong Oak's forearm, wishing she were anywhere else. Swallowing hard, she risked a glance up at the man who had once been her husband. Rejecting him may not have been her wisest move as only Eagle and Strong Oak stood between her and an unknown future.

Dark brown eyes with the slightest hint of reddish-gold met her green ones before he looked away, Stong Oak's jaw hardening. 

What did she expect? Strong Oak looked like a man scorned and why shouldn't he?

The moments seemed to drag on forever, Jaira's heart hammering in her ears. Glancing up, she expected to see Eagle rejoining them. Instead, Jaira looked into the impassive, chiselled features of her brother-in-law. It was impossible to say who was more shocked.

"Jaira," Chief Long Knife fixed dark eyes on her, making her squirm in Strong Oak's arms. "We meet again."

Jaira stood with her mouth slightly agape staring at the last man she ever expected to see.

"Long Knife? How?" Jaira stammered, her next thought going to her sister, "Adelaide and the children? Did they survive as well?"

A dark cloud covered Chief Long Knife's features as he looked down without answering Jaira's question. A long silence stretched heavily between them as though the silence could convey all that she had missed since turning her back on her sister and the Wyandotte tribe. He couldn't bring himself to answer Jaira's question.

What felt like an eternity later, Chief Long Knife raised his eyes, their dark depths fathomless as he decided what should be done about her.

"Strong Oak, what are your intentions for this woman? She has already left you once..."

"Can you trust her?" Chief Long Kinfe's words hung unspoken in the air.

"She is mine," Strong Oak replied with a slight shrug of his shoulders as though nothing had transpired between them.

Jaira didn't dare to look up.

"Her husband is no longer a problem," Raven interrupted, a sneer marring his wolfishly handsome features. "I made certain of that."
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