
Legacy 
 

"If we don't hold our leaders accountable, History and the world, will hold 
us accountable.  There was only one Hitler, but every German bears the 
stain."-- Cat West 

 
 
 
August 20, 2008 
Anniversary of A Murder 
 
What to get for the murderers who have everything?  They have FBI Agents 
bought and paid for.  They have USAG's so soft and compliant, they really have 
all they need on those.  They have witnesses too terrified, too weak, too bought 
off to tell the truth, so they really don't need any more of those.  Then again, you 
can never have enough. (Scanning the McDonald's Family Line) Let's put one or 
more in the shopping cart. (*Clunk) *Continue shopping? Or proceed to 
Checkout? 
 
Continue shopping.  They also have all the Tribal Council to do their bidding, so 
they really have all they need there.  Another election coming up soon enough, 
maybe they can buy another?  Let them buy their own on that.  They aren't 
picky.  Besides, we have enough stink in the cart right now.  
 
They have all the money, and they have all the politicians --- but they can always 
use more.  I am sure that they will get those from thems, so I won't bother.   
 
Cleaning Aisle:  
 
Ah!  Of course!  They need something to take all that blood off their hands!  Not 
bleach. There is not enough of that to do the job.  Too many murders, too much 
blood, the smell of Eddie Fish dying, mixed with the biting smell of bleach was 
too much for Pisster back in the day.  She threw up, over and over again.  The 
smell of bleach or blood, will do that to her this day.  She prefers the stink of her 
own urine, and she has plenty of that.  
 
They have guilty consciences.  It makes them all crazy, ugly, fearful and mean.  
They don't need any more of that.  They have already signed up for the lifetime 
nightmare tour, so not much we can get them for that. 
 
Able to frame the innocent, conceal their guilt with the guilt of accomplices after 
the fact, their guilt is revealed now, for all to see, all to know.  You see it now.  
You know it now.  They know they are seen and their crimes are known.  They 
fear everyone.  Especially this time of year, when the stories about Eddie, his 
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murder and the Turdclan getting away with it, all rise up like a zephyr, twirling 
dust and debris the Turdclan would rather just stay down and rot.  
 
Greeting Card Aisle: 
 
Ah yes! Perfect! Not too expensive and after all, it is the thought that counts, 
right?  Ah, sweet memories!  Friendship cards are perfect.  Sign them: "Your 
Friend, Eddie Peltier."  
 
After all, they were friends.  Poopsie, Weenie Boy, QBall and Pisster, and the 
others, at this time 25 years ago, were firming up their plans to murder Eddie 
Peltier.   
 
Murdered him because they were mad because as a cop, he issued a righteous 
ticket to Poopsie, and that little piece of paper was worth murdering -- a friend.  
Their value on life and friendship a warning to all.  
 
Smells Like Murder 
 
Y'all remember the smell of the burning carpet out back of the jail that morning?  
Poopsie had the Trusty clean the sliming, congealing blood of Eddie's murder out 
of his Blazer that morning.  Hosed it out, bleached it out, and then tore it out so 
that it could be burned, in a pile, in the parking lot.   Remember seeing the 
smoke?  Remember the smell?  
 
Remember, remember, remember.  
 
You remember, don't you? As much as you try to forget, you cannot help but 
remember.   You tried to not believe that such an evil could walk among you.  
You closed your eyes.  You closed your ears. But you had to breathe and you 
had to smell, and you remember that smell.  
 
Those who were in Pisster's house when he was murdered, they remember the 
smell.  It got all over them. It still comes up, like a vapor, clinging to them, 
unwashable.  The smell of murder.  Sharp, metallic, salty and then later, the 
bleach.   The stink of beer, stale cigarettes, beer and whiskey, overpowered by 
the smell of fresh, warm blood.  
 
In the middle of their beer drinking, they recall, wince, like foil to the tooth, an 
unpleasant flash of red to the mind.  Memory.  
 
No wonder they had to demolish the house, to the ground.  Even the cement 
would carry the stains, the telltale signs:  "Here is where Eddie was murdered!"  
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Give them Greeting Cards with special messages of friendship.  Remind them 
that as long as an innocent man rots in prison for their crimes, their reservation in 
Hell is confirmed.  
 
Waiting Room In Hell 
 
Until they free him, until they admit their guilt and stand before a judge, in this 
world, until they do that, the Gates of Hell are expecting their arrival.  Their 
torment in this world will continue.  All that they love will be taken from them and 
they will be left powerless.   
 
And for the rest, those who keep their silence; those who continue to cover up 
their crimes; and those who do nothing to help free the innocent and pursue the 
guilty, those gates are wide enough to allow all through.  Those who protect Evil 
become servants to Evil.  Those who fail to confront Evil will be fed to it.   
 
The Anniversary is coming.  Pick something appropriate.  A turdcake?  Picket 
signs following them around, declaring their crimes?(Murder, rape, incest, theft, 
assault, Embezzlement) Dedicating songs on the radio to them:  Songs with the 
word "Remember" in the title.   
 
Remember all the lives of the innocent that were ruined by these murderers.  
Remember that it is by this evil that the community suffers.  You know where the 
evil resides.  You know what it looks like.  You wait for it to 'get better'?  You wait 
for "God to strike them down"?  All that will happen, and more-- but only after you 
all do your part.   
 
While we are waiting for Red caped super heroes to swoop in and fix it for us; or 
for God to smite them; Or someone else to come in and clean up the mess we all 
pretend is not ours to clean up--- while we wait on someone, some thing else; 
Creator waits on us to stand up and do our part.   
 
To stand up so we can be distinguished from the lying cowards, and make it 
easier to save us from that which shall be delivered unto those who do the evil 
and to those who do nothing about the evil.   
 
While we are all waiting, we have time to remember. 
 
Remember, Remember, Remember. 
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 


