
January 18, 2008  
 
Bizzy! 
 
The software update went just fine.  However, my schedule is a bit jammed up.  So, this 
will be a 'blog in progress' for Friday and I promise to work on it all day thursday.  I just 
wanted you all to know I have received the info you are sending and will get it in here.  
Check ou the "meth" poem page and find the "Iktomi is Meth" story that was sent to me 
last week.   
 
I intend to blog in detail about Willie Longie passing away.  In the meantime, here's the 
info on the service.   
 
WILLIAM LONGIE Jr., 65, Fort Totten, died Saturday in a Grand Forks hospital. 
Funeral Friday, 2 p.m., in Fort Totten Recreation Center, Fort Totten. Wake will begin 
Thursday, 5 p.m., with a prayer service at 8 p.m., both in Fort Totten Recreation Center. 
(Gilbertson Funeral Home, Devils Lake) 
 
 
 
Okay, if you are checking the time stamp at the top of the page, you know this is a late 
night for me.  I'll catch up later. 
 
Later 
 
I doubt that Willie Longie will have any chance at finding peace in the Spirit World.  In 
fact, he is probably cringing and hiding from the monsters he created in this world. The 
light to him, a doorway to reckoning he is unprepared for. 
 
He was part of the conspiracy to murder Eddie Peltier.  He and Amanda Whiteman gave 
QBall and Eddie Fish a ride that night, over to the Old Housing.  Everything went on at 
the Old Housing.  It was called Old Housing because it was approximately 60 units of the 
original homes built on the rez.   
 
Decades of neglect, corruption and worse, made it a haven for drugs, drunks, and rapists.  
Willie and Amanda were part of the conspiracy because they were there to make sure 
Eddie did not become suspicious as to what the plans for later that night would be.  They 
were also there to make sure Eddie did not change his mind and that he stayed close to 
QBall.   
 
They could have argued that they had no idea as to what was to happen to Eddie later, 
and that might have flown just fine.  However, they chose to stay silent and not disclose 
their part in this.  
 
And as 11 +8 innocent people were being rounded up and framed for the murder, and the 
Turdlings were claiming they had not seen Eddie that night nor for days before; they 
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could have spoken up and prevented or tried to prevent, the false accusations and 
convictions of the 11 men who went to prison for the murder that was committed by 
Poopsie, Pisster, Weenie Boy and Qball.  
 
Willie was paid plenty for his silence.  Usually, in cases of beer, bags of dope.  His 
silence was bought and paid for in the currency of demons. 
 
Amanda Whiteman changed her name and moved off the rez.  I wonder how she 
managed to finance that?  
 
As the years wore on, Willie got uglier, drunker, sicker, more scared and smelled more 
and more of death.  
 
So, go to the funeral.  Look upon the countenance of one of those whose silence has 
guaranteed that the evil in your community was able to prevail all this time.  Now that 
your children and grandchildren are being consumed by the evils protected by silence; 
now that you are being robbed by the millions of dollars, of your own lives, ask yourself 
if continuing to allow this evil is worth it. 
 
Look upon the face of the dead man and see yourself, not too far from now, and decide if 
you want the same dark territory to envelope you at the end of your journey.  He lived in 
fear, and self-loathing and he died in fear and self-loathing.  There is no peace for those 
who have fostered evil by their silence.   
 
Of Wine & Poop 
 
There is an old saying, which I have cleaned up for the viewing audience here: 
 

"You can add a little wine to poop and you have poop.  You can a little poop to 
wine and you get poop." 
 

So, when you take the sacred and add the profanity of drugs, alcohol or any Black Road 
practices, you get Black Road Apples. 
 
I hear that at the Round Dance, which is supposed to be sacred, things got out of hand at 
the 'after party', and it had to be busted up.  Damage was done to the facility and a 
microwave oven was stolen.  So, how 'sacred' was that? 
 
You think the Grandfathers, the Ancestors and The Creator bless those events? What 
power do you think you let in with those behaviors?  Is this what you think is "healing"?   
 
You remember on the Thistles pages images of one young man who brags about being a 
singer of spiritual songs...taking hits from a joint in a truck.  You see your singers 
drinking, drugging, and worse, and you think that they aren't the poop in your sacred 
ways?   
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Nothing is sacred when it is desecrated.  Even desecrated a 'little teeny bit', it becomes 
sickness instead of healing, Black Road instead of Red Road. 
 
Your drummers at the pow wow, surrounded by drunks who were 'helping them sing'.  
Sam Merrick and his mutant siblings come to mind.  Drumming is supposed to be sacred 
and you allow that much poop to get all over it?  Whom do you think you are fooling?   
 
No wonder the children think that learning the sacred songs and dances is a joke that 
should be celebrated with alcohol, drugs and worse.   
 
You do nothing to save your children, your money, your land or your sacred ways.  What 
is to become of Indian People who rot from the inside out?   
 
In the Old Days, the People craved visions and quested for them.  Now, they are in fear 
of what is trying to talk to them, show them and guide them, and they dull their sense of 
self and sicken their spirits with drugs, alcohol and worse.   
 
Worst of all, self pity.  You want to blame what was done to your grandfathers as the 
source of your anger against those who have done nothing against you.  Just an excuse 
for you to do nothing for yourself and nothing for your children.   
 
And now, Restless Spirits come in the night to warn you of the error of your ways and 
you hide under your blankets, and drown in your addictions to ignore them.  And when 
the day of reckoning comes, (and very near that is), you who have done nothing to make 
your land better, nothing to heal yourselves or your children, will become the haunted 
spirits of the land, unable to find Peace and Paradise. 
 
You bury these children and then you hug their drug dealers at the graveside.  You allow 
the evil that fed off of you and consumed your children to hold standing higher than your 
own, in your community.  And then you pray for all of this to change.  You pray for them 
to get what is coming to them.  And each time it is your turn to serve up to them by 
standing up to them, and by standing up for those who stand against them, you cringe, 
you hide, you feel sorry for yourself and you pray some more, for 'changes' you have no 
intention of making your part in. 
 
No wonder the great prophets cried when they saw the future of a once righteous people, 
strong and spiritually aware, instead of living in the Light of the Red Road and with 
respect for themselves and one another; living in cold square homes and dying young, 
leaning against the walls of cold grey buildings. 
 
Your children are not proud to be Indians when they drink and drug.  They are not proud 
to be Indians when they bully, intimidate, rob and rape.  That was not what Indians were 
back when they were real Indians.   
 
What do you think the children answer when you ask them what their plans for the future 
are?  Most only plan until the fall of dark at the end of that one day.   
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The Reckoning is upon us.  The children sing like coyotes in the graveyards, unaware 
that they are already dead.  They die in darkness and confusion.  Their spirits unaware of 
the direction of peace because they could not find it in this life of drugs and alcohol.   
 
You praise those who kill your children and you wonder why your children die? 
 
You say you want them to learn and carry on the 'traditions', but I have news your youz:  
They are.  The traditions you have taught them, not with your stories but with your 
cowardice, is what they use to guide them.  
 
Perhaps you need to raise your voices, and carry the light a little higher so that some, 
those who see and hear and want to leave the Black Road behind, would be able to find 
their way by your example. 
 
The weekend is coming.  Plan your funerals early.  They don't respect you because you 
don't respect yourself.  They don't respect themselves because they don't know what 
respect is.  
 
Teach those who have not already lost their way, a better way.  Or stand by their 
graveside, hugging their drunken friends, and giveaway possessions to those who gave 
them the drugs that killed them.   
 
Some of you will bury them tomorrow.  Some of you will bury them 10 years from now.  
Which, do you think, has more to lose? 
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 


