
July 29, 2008 
Good For Evil 
 
Now that the Pow Wow is over, let's get back to work.  
 
Until I got a really up close look at the FBI, I thought, like most people, that it was 
a near 'immaculate' agency. Composed of the best of the best. There to serve 
our country by hunting down criminals, and bringing them to justice.   I would not 
have thought twice about the integrity of any FBI Agent.  I would assume, 
'squeaky clean' by default.   
 
I was brought up on stories of men who were heroically pure in their pursuits of 
criminals. "Elliot Ness" each and every one of them.  Agents of truth and Justice. 
They were the stuff of legends, dreams and TV Serials.  
 
Hundreds of scandals later, the agency is still a split personality: The show FBI, 
for public propaganda, and the underbelly, where scandals breed like flies. FBI 
Agents who have sold their souls to become party to the corruption and the 
killing, cover-ups and worse. Some have been compromised by their own 
weaknesses: Drugs, Booze, sexual deviancy,  money, money and more money. 
 
The badge and the power give them access to two doors: Good and Evil.   They 
are weak and they choose evil.  People see only what the agency wants them to 
see. What was broken inside, from the outset, remains broken to this day. 
 
Don't you wonder about some of the mysteries? Why was that USAG in New 
York Murdered? What was he working on? Why suddenly were there these 
rumors floating about making it sound as if he was leading a double life?   
 
The insinuations were of a sexual liaison. Titillating.  But why was his computer 
stolen?  Who broke into his office and destroyed all his files? Why did that 
mystery fade so quickly? (Britney, Paris Hilton, drunken celebs and bouncing 
bear stories flooded the news cycles and we forgot.)  
 
We forget what we are not told repeatedly. We are told "junk information" or 
"spam news" repeatedly, to erase our minds and to stop us from questioning 
what is going on.   
 
Young minds are conditioned to be 'reactive' rather than 'inquisitive' by the flood 
of video games. We addict the young to junk reflexive processes so they never 
learn how to question anything they are fed as 'information", from any authority. 
They never learn coping skills and rely on addictions, which destroy them. 
 
This is how it is so easy to kill a USAG and smear his reputation, with no 
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lingering after effects such as questions.  This is how it was so easy to fire 9 
USAGs who were working on criminal cases that led to high places,  all but one 
of them on cases that were about the crime and corruption in Indian Country.  
Abruptly fired.  
 
Still, any information on that is hard to come by, but CNN can show you where 
some vacuous celeb barfed, or was arrested for being stupid, and the ever 
adorable bear stories; bears in trees and on trampolines... as if any of that is 
news.   When you see those kinds of stories, know that your mind is being 
erased. 
 
There are important stories out there, but the watch dog of democracy has 
become a lap dog to special interests and stories that affect billions of our tax 
dollars, and the corruption it breeds  and feeds in Indian Country, is something 
that for some reason, these powerful corporations, don't want you to think about. 
 
They don't want you to think about the soldiers being injured and dying because 
the armor they were issued was defectively manufactured so that some rich 
people in Indian Country could skim thousands of dollars a day into their own 
pockets, and laugh at the blood spilled in the sand over there.   
 
That when the FBI acted on tips by brave people within the company, and found 
proof of the skimming, that the investigation was worthless because the Senators 
and their cronies pushed for and got, that same company triple the original 
contract to replace the defective materials they originally ruined! The new 
contract covered the  pittance of fines issued to SMC. SMC's Carl McKay was 
allowed to slander those who turned him and his cronies in, with impunity.   
Anyone care? Would you care if you knew? 
 
Which brings me back to the dead USAG.  
 
He must have been after some very powerful people. But we will never know.  
His demise will never be solved, because very powerful people control what gets 
investigated and what gets smeared. 
 
They had to kill him to stop him.  It was right around the time of the Jack 
Abramoff Investigation (Another Indian Country Scandal, in case you lost track of 
the billions that go missing there that year alone). I wonder what he knew? I 
wonder what he was after?  The smearing of his reputation was done to insure 
that no one looked any deeper. I wonder if anyone has? 
 
The Justice Department was supposed to be used for good in this great country.  
But it has been misused, and those idealistic types within the agency, have also 
been misused, and badly over these many decades.  It has been the mask 
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behind which many evils thrive in secret and with immunity.  
 
We don't want to know. We want to keep our illusions.   
 
So, when we take stock of our despair and naively ask 'why'  all seems to be 
going so wrong in so many places, we are not really looking for answers, or we 
would easily find them and be able to begin the work of repairing and rebuilding 
this nation, side-by-side.  
 
We would see that so much that is wrong began when we allowed because we 
did not know, did not understand and were misled and deceived about what was 
really being done to Indian People, Indian Lands and who was becoming wealthy 
and powerful at the expense of Indian People and the price we have all paid and 
continue to pay to this day. We would see that and we would have to make some 
fundamental changes in our attitudes and our convictions, and begin to fix, at the 
core, what is wrong with this nation and make it better for all of us. 
 
We would see all of that and have to do all of that.   But we are easily distracted, 
and we want to look away. We can't bear to see the truth because it is our doing. 
We prefer and we are accommodated in our denial, by the illusions of Justice 
which we think is for our good, but which is in fact slaved to evil. 
 
We satisfy ourselves, as a nation, by dividing ourselves from one another, "us" 
and "them", and trust not them nor they us.  
 
Our youth are fed junk mind candy and trained to be reactive, consumers, unable 
to form a critical question, even to save themselves, much less anyone that 
comes after.  Drugs are too easy to come by, and children too eager to try them, 
wasting lives, like used Kleenex,  dropped here and there, not particularly 
valuable. 
 
We do nothing? And we wonder why it only gets worse? Gee. 
 
The winds carry a wicked high screaming laughter from all four directions and we 
say it is just the wind. Nothing to pay any mind.  
 
Turdmother sashays through the casino, sucking on her teeth, smiling like a 
snake can smile; her eyes set on a victim for affection, too drunk to protect 
himself. Barking spiders escaping her skirts as she passes through the slot 
canyons of the tribe's ruination, hissing.  
 
She senses a shifting in the energy. Power fading. People used to be afraid to 
laugh at her, now they can't help it.  Masked with coughing, like a storm, she 
senses a shift.   
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She pretends the end is not near. Eddie's ghost is close enough to trip her.  
 
All that is wrong and evil in Indian Country and is supported by the weak morals 
of Special Agents who cover up her family's murders, rapes, molestations, 
embezzlement and drug dealings, which leak out from under the borders of the 
rez, affecting lives near and far, as far as Iraq and Afghanistan, where blood 
soaks into the sands, politicians and power brokers moved by unseen hands.  
 
Turdmother and her festering offspring epitomize all of this. Easy to see if you 
only care to look. You cannot mistake that hissing, or that smell of rotting 
democracy for anything other than what it is: Unfinished business, ours to do, in 
Indian Country. 
 
Are we so different from one another in this nation, in this world, that we think we 
are immune from what we allow to happen to others? Can we not see that it is 
happening to all of us? Ours to undo, repair, rebuild. Maybe we are waking up. 
Maybe that is what scares the corrupt and makes them more desperate lately. 
 
There is a change out there, in here, all over.   The Good is starting to rise up 
and resist the powerful and hold them accountable.  What used to be easy, has 
now become more difficult. People who were unable to defend themselves have 
learned to come together. Unstoppable.  
 
Shifting 
 
Even the FBI has begun to change course.  
 
It's still more corrupt than not, but there is a movement, a stirring within, a quiet 
dismantling of the dark structures and a letting in of the light.   It will take a very 
long time, and the agency may collapse on itself, the internal war boil over, 
before that day comes. 
 
Other agencies, not so easily corrupted, better led and stronger willed,  like a pry 
bar, undoing the structures of corruption, one weak link at a time. (They are all 
weak. They all will sell out their 'friends' to save themselves). 
 
Maybe Indians are not so easy to kill after all? Maybe the fact that they are still 
here, despite the corruption, the murders, the wrongful convictions, despite their 
lands being stolen, treaties broken, every one. Despite the residential schools, 
the genocide ongoing, the suicides and the addictions; despite all that has been 
taken from them, Indians are still here. Look around, they are everywhere. Even 
in our own bloodlines we find, Indians. We find ourselves. Not so different now. 
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Maybe we still have a chance to find our way to the Red Road, build a True 
democracy,  one that respects the rights of ALL people. Maybe we can, if we 
wake up now, do this together and save ourselves. 
 
Meanwhile, the casino is the hunting grounds for the mother of all evil in Indian 
Country.  Don't linger too long to try your luck, and don't drink that alcohol or you 
might wake up to the sound of starlings, barking spiders, in the embrace of a 
smiling snake, who wants another kiss. 
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 

 


