
!

!

August 25, 2008 

Getting Closer to Murder 

 

You realize, of course, that we are coming up to the 25th Anniversary of Eddie's 

murder, don't you? Twenty-five years and so many of you have become so 

comfortable with the murderers living amongst you, controlling all the money, the 

jobs, able to continue killing, raping and robbing, at will.  They continue to sell 

drugs, manufacture drugs, right in your neighborhood.   

 

Yummm!  What's that smell?  Meth? Wow, the kids love it!  They addict your 

children, killing their dreams, leaving only violent, paranoid empties running 

around, waiting to die.   

 

 

There is a price to be paid for not confronting evil and SLN has been paying it for 

decades.  Also paying the price, regardless of what it looks like, are those who 

have protected and cooperated with evil.  They have nightmares of their own.   

 

When one of them loses a chance to be a Federal Judge, do they wonder, just a 

little, if the karmic wheel is beginning to roll over them?  To take from them that 

which was almost within their reach? Perhaps. 

 

Do they wonder when their children suicide, taking all their hopes and dreams 

into that cold grave, if perhaps, their Hell is just beginning?  Perhaps.  

 

With Dennis Fisher revealed again, for his darker side, with more to be revealed, 

are they not all of them, nervous?  Coast to coast, North and South, they fear 

what he could reveal; intentionally, or merely to save himself.  And now they 

await his suicide, with the same trepidation that one awaits the birth of a child of 

dubious parentage and circumstances.  Nervous, talking only quietly amongst 

themselves, eyes darting to see if someone is watching, listening, to secrets that 

are boiling over, like a pot of hot potatoes, hissing on the stove.  Overload. 

 

Hoarse Whisperer:  

 

("Will he talk?" "Will he tell on us to save himself?") The answer is already known 

and the decisions already made.  He knows what they fear.  They know what he 

fears.  And now, they all fear one another.  They, better than you or I, know what 

they are made of, and that scares them to the core.  

 

The weaknesses that they exploited in one another, are now becoming the 

cracks through which the levee will fail.  

 

Hoarse Whisperer: "Chains, weakest link, domino effect, house of cards." 
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What they do not see, but what is very close to them, is what is in the air: The 

stink of their guilt and their fear of being revealed, surrounds them, wafting 

outward, defining itself and them, to those with enough awareness to not ignore 

that which is drifting their way.   

 

In some places, the air is thick, the scent is raw.  In the Halls of Justice, it hangs, 

like cigar smoke, greasy, acrid.  It clings to those who have partaken of dark 

practices.  They cannot smell it on themselves and so they think that no one 

knows, no one sees. But it is visible. The beads of sweat on their upper lips, 

reddening of their neck as they intimidate with rage and threats.   

 

Only for a second, a split second, can you smell it.  Easy enough to doubt it, but 

impossible to forget, the smell of fear.  

 

Time is running out for those who did this murder, and the other murders.  They 

stink like the graves they filled with your children, and now, with their own.   

 

It is not the screaming they fear most; it is the whispers.  Whispers that fly with 

shadows and then, like nightfall, surround them.  Swirling like zephyrs, bats and 

nighthawks, confusing them, pecking at them, and making them fall down, 

shouting, thrashing--- at nothing.  

 

Hoarse Whisperer: "Deal with it, make it stop, don't let him talk, stop him, stop 

her.."   

 

And then as, the walls close in, and one by one, they are picked off, left hung out 

to dry, each who has done their part in this evil will be revealed.  Those whom 

they had protected, out of fear or friendship, will do what they have to do, to save 

themselves:  Killing is easy.  They've done it so many times before.  

 

Weenie Boy carries a screwdriver with him, to flatten tires, puncture a heart, pry 

open a window, it's all the same to him.  He and Poopsie like to gut stab 

someone, make them suffer as they die. They have a taste for it, common mostly 

to their family.   

 

But too many accomplices and too many witnesses.  Silence is breaking like 

thinning ice, little cracks and then shotgun blasts as the water begins to break 

through, taking down all that were relying on it to be silent, forever.  

 

Those who have protected him, will turn on him, to save themselves.  He will turn 

on those who protected him, to keep them from talking.  So will his brothers.  

They will, one by one, eliminate their accomplices, to ensure their own freedom.   
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All In The Family 

 

And in the middle of all their endeavors, they will realize their one greatest fear:  

They cannot trust one another.   

 

There was a time, when the only people they could trust, were family.  But now, 

family ties are crumbling. Those days are going, going ...almost gone. 

 

After the murder of Eddie "Fish", Poopsie's Blazer full of blood, he drove it to the 

jail and made a Trustee crawl in there, hose it out, wash it down... tear out the 

carpeting and put it in a pile in the parking lot, where Poopsie set it ablaze: The 

smell of gasoline, burning carpet, that thick black smoke, a signal rising like a 

black, stinking wraith, into the morning air.  Remember the smell? Yes, you do.  It 

shows up in your dreams and in those off times when you think that all bad 

memory has faded. 

 

It would never be clean enough.  Poopsie knew that the blood in that Blazer, 

would lead a trail right to him, his brothers, and his sisters; his mother and their 

friends.  And it would have.   

 

But there was another way to solve it, involving family.  Lemon Longie, the rapist 

you have heard so much about recently, the one who raped his wife's children, 

including the 6-yr. old who has multiple handicaps and is in a wheelchair, unable 

to defend herself or to speak.  That Lemon. 

 

He was important for another reason, 25 years ago.  He worked at a place that 

did reupholstering for vehicles.  The Blazer was brought to him.  He did his part.  

Every fiber in that vehicle, carpet, door panels, overhead; all the seats, the dash, 

all of it, stripped out and replaced.  Like new.  

 

And Lemon was taken care of for his part.  He was allowed to rape children and 

never called to answer for it.  Decades of his molesting were erased as 

paperwork disappeared from the files accessed by Poopsie and his minions.  

Reports, gone.  All of them.  Including the ones of his rape of these latest little 

ones.   

 

Gone, baby, gone... not quite.   

 

Somehow, because one child he raped repeatedly, would not stay silent, the 

system was forced to act.  He was arrested.  Poopsie got him released.  For over 

a year, he laughed at the impotent Badgers who just looked the other way.  

Doing their part to enable the evil and disempower their own community, their 

own people.   
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He laughed, raped some more, and kept on doing what he likes to do, with no 

fear.   

 

But one child would not stay silent.  Finally, he was again arrested, and thrown 

into a jail that was outside of the easy release of Tribal Jail.   

 

I hear that now, he is still in holding in Grand Forks.  Real jail.  If that is true, and I 

pray that it is, the hoarse whispers will rise like an angry cloud of hornets, as he 

begins to tell what he knows, to save his sorry self, one more day of miserable 

life.  

 

In prison, he is not protected very well.  He will tell.  Poopsie and the Turdlings 

know, he will talk.  He will talk to lawyers, to Feds and to everyone that will listen.  

He will tell what he knows to save himself.  

 

Poopsie wants the trial to be delayed.  He wants Lemon out on bond... so they 

can make sure he won't get the chance to spill his guts.  They will do it for him.  

And then they will claim the high road for ridding the community of an evil child 

rapist.  They will seek your approval, your protection.   

 

Will you?  

 

When you can't smell their stink anymore, it is because it is on you.  Remember 

that.   

 

Eddie's murder was not their first, nor their last.  Let that be the reason we make 

the changes in ourselves, each of us, to bring us together, to rid Indian Country 

of the corruption that has fouled the entire system, from the top down.   

 

It began in Indian Country, when we were not aware of what was being done to 

us, by us, in our name.  We can't fix that which we ignore, that which we deny, 

that which we fear.  We have to, if we are to make this a better world for the 

children, come together and do this one thing right.  

 

And those of you who will be witnessing the trial in Tribal Court, of Gaelan 

Robertson this week, ask why the charges of rape, which carry Felony weight, 

are being tried in Tribal Court.  He should be tried in Federal Court.  Tribal Court 

has no jurisdiction over felonies.  Or did they get it reduced to 'littering'? 

 

Let me know. 

 

Elections 

 

Something as important and as relevant in our lives, is the elections of our 
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leaders.  From small towns to the highest office in the land, we need to pay 

attention and stop bickering.  We need to see what is true and what is a lie.  We 

need to stop the politics of fear and intimidation.  We need to turn off the TV 

when a 10 minute speech is made and then the 'commentators' get up and tell 

us, for the next 6 hours, what it 'meant'.   

 

We need to learn again, to think for ourselves.  We have abdicated too much for 

too long.  We need to take back our own thought processes and judge for 

ourselves, without the garbage commercialized prattle that rattles on afterwards.  

 

We need to listen to everything and then search for ourselves to find what was 

the truth and what was the lie.   

 

Once we do that, we can see who is telling the truth and who is lying.  We don't 

need to be led on for hours and hours, brainwashed by polished silk suits and 

their stations agenda.  We are capable of listening, understanding and searching 

for ourselves.   

 

Once we take that back, our thinking processes become our own again, the 

choices will be very clear.  And we will not be so easily misled.   

 

It does not matter what party you belong to.  It is not about the "party", it is about 

the people.  It is about US. U.S., US.  

 

I am amazed at how stupid we have become, overall, that we have allowed those 

with dark agendas to lead us to the darkest places of our collective souls.   It is 

not the person you elect as president that is responsible: It is all of us that allows 

them to be elected.   

 

A simple rule to govern our voting preferences is this:  Pick the candidate that 

most closely supports, in their lives, in their judgment, our core beliefs.   

 

Don't just listen to what they say, without remembering what they said before.  Do 

not take them at their word what they stand for, look at their whole history.  

 

I remember the Keating 5, All the S & L Scandals, Enron and I see homes 

abandoned to bad loans all over this country.  

 

If you voted for Hillary and you are so angry that she lost that you will vote for 

McCain, then you align yourself with McCain.  In your heart, he most closely 

meets the standards of Clinton.  It's your vote, it's our country, it's our turn.   

 

Those who think the Democrats should have an upheaval at the convention, 

overthrow the one that won and replace him with the one that came in second, 
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ask yourself what that says about you and about what you represent.   

 

It is that kind of threat that tells me how broken this system is.  That we would 

throw away the rules and use force to get what we want.  If that is what happens, 

then we get in place of a corrupt, secretive government that has led us into war 

and stained our good name, with even more of the same.   

 

If intimidation is the tool we use, it is what will rule us.  In that case, we have 

already lost. 

 

The rules matter.  It is what makes us civilized or uncivilized.   

 

Vote and hold accountable those who get in.  Or just make a mess of things and 

whine.  It would be true then, what McCain's Chief economic advisor (also 

involved in the economic scandals) that we have become a nation of whiners.  

 

When people want to throw out their values because they didn't pick the winner, 

and choose instead to become the enemy, I have to wonder: What were they, 

really, to begin with?  

 

I heard a man, angry that Hillary was not chosen as VP say that he would vote 

for McCain because Biden was a plagiarist.  That was a long time ago, that 

plagiarism thing.  McCain and his buddies (Keating, Enron and the rest) have 

committed far greater crimes than plagiarism.  But that is his choice. "I get my 

way, or everyone is sorry," seems to be acceptable coming from adults lately.  

Scary.  I suppose the "Bullets over Bosnia," and the other outright lies by his 

candidate were not an issue?  Is he really thinking? Probably not.  He has put 

voice to the ultimate undoing of our democracy:  Reactionary voting.   

 

We need 'thinking' voting.   

 

Ignore the small stuff, Sunni or Shia, and pay attention to the big stuff: Policy.  

Policy is what causes wars, not someone juxtaposing or momentarily losing track 

of a complex issue.   

 

I hear McCain, over and over, saying:  "I would rather lose the election, than lose 

the war."  I wish he would stop saying that!  To a thinking person, one who listens 

to what is being said (over and over counts as once is a misstatement, over and 

over is solid error).  What he is saying is, if you follow the rule of negatives in 

speaking: 'To win the war, I must lose the election.'.  I know that is not what he 

intends to say, but he keeps saying it.   

 

My mind wanders:  Are we being warned?  
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And when it comes to politicians and felons, trust me, every politician out there 

has at least one in his donor list. The corrupt seek out the powerful to gain 

footing.  It's what the politicians do when it is exposed that either ties them closer 

or frees them from the association.   

 

I wish McCain would stop brining up Tony Rezco.  That has been dealt with.  But 

it leaves a greater closet door rattling in his own recent and distant past.  Keating 

5, S & L scandals, Enron and now the Mortgage Meltdown, and he and his chief  

financial advisor, Phil Graham, tied to each and every one of them by political 

donations, favors, and laws passed to protect them from accountability.  

 

So, when you are listening as I listen, and you are thinking, with your own minds, 

you too can figure out for yourselves who is more aligned with your values and 

will do the best job.  It will rest on what they have done with the political power 

they have now and have had for a very long time.   

 

Betrayal 

 

Being a war hero is a tremendous thing.  But when I hear the story of the guard, 

drawing a cross on the ground, in Viet Nam, I wonder.  I wonder how much is 

true, and how much is just a lie, to drag me around by my admiration for those 

who serve.  I wonder because, it sounds so very much like a passage from 

Alexander Solzennitzyn's "Gulag Archipelago."  But most people don't read heavy 

books like that, so the anecdote is probably safe for now.   

 

I cannot say for a fact that he adopted someone else's story as his own.  Just 

saying that the familiarity of it is troubling.  It gives me doubts that lead to more 

doubts.  

 

But if it turns out that it is not true, and it was lifted, the question has to arise: "If 

he had the POW experience he claims, why would he need to embellish 

something that is already so horrific?"   It opens up too many doors.  It is a raw 

appeal to those single issue voters that are rabid Christians and who need to 

hear powerful stories like that in order to persuade them to vote.   

 

How do we, as individuals and as a Nation, cope with betrayal?  Do we continue 

the path of denial and endlessly rationalize that which used our core beliefs, lied 

to us and in our name, committed horrors upon people who had done nothing to 

us?   

 

Or do we wake up, come to our senses, take the reigns of power away from 

those who have misused our trust, mistreated our fellow Human Beings, and 

damaged our credibility in this world and our standing in the light of God, and 

bring it to a halt, change direction and begin the long, arduous process of going 
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back to where it went wrong to begin with and seeing, doing what needs to be 

done NOW, to restore our faith in ourselves, and the faith of the world in our good 

intentions? 

 

It began, in this country, with our government, to go sideways wrong, in Indian 

Country.  Where we are today is only the result of not changing that course, not 

holding accountable those who have done the damage.  Our imbalance on caring 

for our citizens carrying less weight than the profits of corporations who have free 

run of the resources that should belong to ALL of us, as a part of our National 

Wealth, not to be awarded to fat friends who will then sell it back to us, at a 

fortune; our imbalance in caring for the ill, and of providing truly equal opportunity 

for each and all, falling behind on the scale that weighs wealth and power over 

the common good; is readily apparent.   

 

Yet, we ignore the obvious, and maintain a national level of denial.  We are easily 

led by slogans and lies, as long as they are lies we want to hear.   

 

We can do better than that.  We must do better than that.  We must begin the 

process in earnest, to look at the wrongs and address them.  Look at the corrupt 

and hold them accountable with the laws that were written for ALL Citizens.  We 

must come together to repair and rebuild, take back that which is ours, ALL of 

ours, for All our sakes.  

 

The betrayals came early in our history.  Those who spoke against the atrocities 

against Indian People were labeled "Indian Lovers!" as if it were a smear and 

their judgment was not right.  That same slam, different first words, is used to this 

day, to set us blindly against what is right and lead us, generally, to allow what is 

wrong.   

 

Those who speak up against the lies, the deceptions and the atrocities are 

labeled "Anti American".   

 

We need to question anyone that slings that label at anyone else.  We need to 

see that it creates in us a fear of questioning our government.  We need to see 

that anyone that uses that slogan, that tactic, is betraying us.  

 

Ultimately, the greatest betrayal does not come from those who lie to us.  Rather, 

it comes from us not responding to the clear signs that we have been lied to, 

misled, misdirected and deceived on all levels. The greatest betrayal is our failure 

to act in our own best interests when we realize a wrong has been done to 

someone else, in our name.  

 

I know there are people, salivating, counting on us to not be able to think for 

ourselves, not be able to figure this one out. They are counting on us to use 
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force, intimidation and throw out the rules so that they can control us from here 

on out.  

 

Think. It doesn't matter if it is a Tribal Council Member or the President of the 

United States.  The one time you have the power is when you vote.  Sell out for 

beer, anger, a few bucks, and you are accountable.  Stand up and demand 

better, hold accountable, and things will move in the right direction.  

 

If we don!t do something to fix it, and it is ours to fix, then surely we have no 

complaints when it is done to us. 

 

There's a sharp turn up ahead, and there is a steep cliff drop off on the present 

path.  Be ready.  

 

Remember: Monday Night is Steak Night at the Casino. Yumm!  What do I smell 

cooking? 

 

You know where to find me. 

 
~Cat!


