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January 14, 2008 
 
Do What Feels Good 
 
That seems to be the motto of the self-indulgent out there.  They offer up pills, dope, 
drugs of all kinds, some worse than others.  They offer up alcohol because they know it is 
death to Indian People and they want you to kill yourself in such a way that you are 
powerless for decades before you die.  And when all else fails, there are fumes for 
huffing, and that destroys whatever part of your brain you might have needed had you 
planned on living another decade or so.  And you go for it.  
 
In fact, so many willingly step into addiction and destruction through both substance and 
self abuse, that many say it is all over except for the buryin' of Indian People.  That 
extinction is assured, and high fives all around for those who have been stealing the land 
and the resources and who will soon have no worry whatsoever of any opposition as they 
take what should be yours, as theirs.  Nary a whimper from Indian People will be heard.  
Just the chucking of earth by shovel, over and over again, as Indians bury themselves in 
addictions, anger, jealousy, and dirt. 
 
I say to you, all of you, that if you think you must take drugs, alcohol or whatever to 'feel 
good,' then you have never, ever, not even once in your life ever 'felt good'.  Drugs are a 
pathetic mimic of bliss, and they carry with them, aside from the damage and the dangers, 
aside from the heartache, and shame; a sense of futility that roots into you, and grows 
with every opportunity to resist that is subdued.   
 
You have never felt good, not for one day, one hour, one minute of your life, or you 
would know the difference immediately and never go near that garbage again.  
 
Anyone who equates getting high with feeling good is lying to themselves, and to you.   
 
We Human Beings were built to feel good.  We were built to get that rush of energy and 
happiness when we do something that helps someone else.  When strangers happen upon 
a crisis such as a car accident or a house on fire, and they risk their own lives to rescue 
people they don't know, they get a sense of happiness and well-being that lasts a lifetime.   
 
When someone shovels the driveway of an Elder, or helps them by splitting firewood, or 
carrying in for them so that they can stay warm; a sense of accomplishment, of 
belonging, and of self-worth, roots into that person and stays with them, making them 
stronger and happier.  One happiness builds on the previous acquisitions of happiness 
gained through helping one another and creates a cycle of happiness, peace, joy and 
energy in a person that no drug, no drink, and no peer-induced bad behavior can come 
close to matching.  
 
This kind of happiness also brings a strength to the Human Being and helps carry them 
through the times of heartache, sorrows and disappointments, more smoothly and swiftly. 
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Those who provide these drugs, and the booze don't want you to know how to find 
happiness, or joy, strength or dignity.  They want you to need them in order for you to 
feel like you might, for that moment of drug/alcohol or indiscriminate engagement, 
belong, even though every fiber of your being tells you it is hollow, worthless, short-lived 
as a match flame. 
 
They don't want you to feel like you are somebody.  They want you to feel like you are 
nobody unless you are doing what they want you to do.  Unless you are supporting their 
addictions and their crimes, they want you to feel like you are nothing. 
 
And when you are alone, for those few times when you can't find anyone to be with you, 
you feel empty, left out, abandoned and you worry if they are betraying you, playing you 
as you know they betray others and play them. 
 
This is why I say your friends are not friends.  They are people that use you and then toss 
you aside like you are nothing.  When all these 'beloved' heroes die off from drinking, 
drugging, or are murdered by their 'friends', you all stay quiet.   
 
Everyone stays quiet because everyone is for themselves and the moment they can get or 
stay high and nothing else matters.  Not your life, not Money Mike's, not Joe Peterson's 
and not Eddie Fish.   
 
No wonder you feel so alone.  No wonder you feel so helpless and empty.  No wonder 
you stay quiet when you see crimes happening to your friends and your friends dying: 
You are empty inside because you never, not once that you can remember, ever felt good. 
 
Don't you think it is time you started to find out what really does feel good?  Don't you 
think it is time you did what it takes to make yourself truly Human and Whole in your 
life? Or are you waiting for 'something' to happen?  Something always does, you know.  
You can set your calendars by the funerals out there. 
 
Indian Torture 
 
One of the cruder, crueler methods of torture practiced as a punishment by some tribes 
back in the day, was to bury a man up to his neck in the hot sand, pour honey on him, and 
let him bake in the desert sun as ants consumed him bit by bit.  No one survived, and no 
one would want to.   
 
And now, I look at all the Indians out there who have done this to themselves.  Buried 
their lives in addictions, fear, cowardice to the point where they feel they cannot escape.  
Instead of honey, they have poured alcohol, drugs on themselves and their bodies and 
spirits are consumed, painfully, while they do nothing to save themselves.  No one 
survives.  Those who do, are so damaged they often pray for death to finish the job they 
started on themselves.  
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Sometimes, when I look across Indian Country, I see parents instilling in their children, 
the habits of addiction so that they too, before they ever know what happiness is, will 
bury themselves alive, up to their necks.  And with their heads above the ground, they 
will cry and demand and scream and protest, but they won't get out because they were 
buried from the day they were born. 
 
Some who manage to escape the pot holes of torture, abuse, addiction and alcoholism, 
will be afraid to allow their children out of the safety of home.  They know that once the 
children are out of their arms, all those talking and screaming heads will be trying to get 
them to join them.  Parents pray that their children will be able to escape the landscape of 
futility and self-pity, addiction and abuse.  But they know their children, like all children, 
will seek peers and will mistake many of these heads above the sand as their peers, and 
join them.   
 
Those who steal from you are your own people.  They want you to indulge, experiment 
and succumb to the ravages of addiction and alcoholism so that you will have no strength 
to stand up to them, and you will never be able to hold them accountable.  
 
The government that seeks to control you wants to make sure you feel you have no 
control over anything in your life and they use your own people to do it to you, and you 
let them.  They want to make sure you never realize true happiness or suspect your own 
potential, much greater than anything they possess, so they lure you with poisons and 
watch as you become less than you were intended to be in this world.  
 
They fear you will figure this out before they have destroyed you entirely.  They fear you 
will self-rescue and see through their deceptions.  They fear you until they can put you in 
the ground. 
 
You know where to fine me. 
 
~Cat 
 
 


