
May 8, 2008 
Winning the Fight Against Survival 
 
Just a quick note for those of you who have heard nothing more on the Wind 
Farm Project that your Tribal Council, with the Cowards, and the Corrupt being 
led by the biggest moron among them, has all but killed off entirely...  consider it 
dead. 
 
Your Tribal Council authorized, enthusiastically, a bus to nowhere, with all the 
bells and whistles, leather seats, DVD players, required to take your drunken, 
stoned players to games they can only lose.  Your tribal council gave QBall a 
brand new pickup truck, which they pretend is for his job as chief Sewer Rat, but 
we know because we can see, he treats it as his personal property, at your 
expense. You pay for the gas for the bus (Price of Gas x 150 or so gallons) and 
you pay for the gas that Qball burns up (Filler up!) and now you can pay for the 
gas in the truck that Aaron Ironheart drives around.   
 
What? Yes! Aaron gets to drive the EPA's new truck like it was his own.  Si 
Ironheart, now has a few extra dollars in his budget since Naked Lawn Ornament 
fired Frank Blackcloud because he tried to save the Wind Farm deal she allowed 
to go under the heels of Lois Leban and Punky Brown.  
 
Those of you, struggling to get to and from your low-paying jobs and who are 
now illegally being taxed by your own Tribal Council to pay the taxes of Ronin 
Wireless, will find yourself choosing between food and gas, medicine and gas, 
shoes and gas... but your Tribal Council and their cronies, can't burn it fast 
enough. 
 
Anyone organizing protests against the behaviors or demanding answers out 
there? Hah! I thought so.  I hear the whining, but no one raises their hand, steps 
forward and nothing changes.  
 
I hear that there was a third company willing to step in and pay the costs of the 
environmental impact studies for the tribe.  They would not have to give up their 
fancy bus to nowhere, Qball and the rest of them could carry on burning up your 
money in their tanks.  Emails, letters, and phone calls to your tribal council with 
this deal have not so much as been answered.   
 
Professional Courtesy, Common Sense, Integrity, nowhere to be seen in your 
Tribal Council. Anyone looking around to see who among them would be willing 
to stand up and replace these corrupt, gas guzzling pigs? No?  Big surprise. 
 
So, you just going to wait until a couple of weeks before the next rigged election, 
look to see if anyone is standing up, and then wait to see them fall down.  Don't 
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bother lifting a finger, raising your voice or putting your support behind someone 
that would be a good candidate, because you would have to get off your blankets 
to do that.  Just 'wait and see'.   
 
See? Nothing changes. Until you change. Until you get a spine. Until you decide 
that you have buried enough children, been walked over and robbed enough, 
nothing changes.  
 
You must like it the way it is. 
 
Your Tribal Council not worried.  They count on you all being gutless.  They brag 
about how they bestowed a judgeship on one woman to shut her up about her 
dead nephew.  NLO says it was easier than she thought it could be.  The woman, 
23 years old, no degree in anything, would rather be bought off than fight.  
 
I guess that is what you are all waiting for, eh? So, what have they paid you so 
far? What has it cost you?  When is either 'enough'? 
 
Spring 
 
Spring is here.  The winds drying the grasses to a tinder.  Your children, their 
noses catch the wind, their fingers flicking matches, hungry for the flames of 
destruction, wait the opportunities to destroy around them what has been 
destroyed within them.  The wealthy and powerful, escape arrest.  The rest, well, 
they don't matter either.  
 
Younger and younger, they contemplate suicide.  Younger and younger, they 
accomplish suicide.  
 
You do nothing.  
 
People ask me: "Do you think this will make them stand up for themselves?" 
 
I just laugh.   
 
"Why do you keep doing what you are doing?" They ask me.  "You see they do 
not change.  You see they continue to allow all of this to go on." 
 
I just laugh again.  "What makes you think this is about them?" I ask. "What 
makes you think this is not about all of us?"  
 
It is, about all of us.  We all allow this.  We all make this. We all need to stand up 
against this. We all need to find a way to come together, as brothers and sisters, 
neighbors and nations, to help one another to heal, repair and rebuild and make 
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this a better world for the children that are left and the children that are to come.  
 
Too late for us, but not too late for us to save them.  
 
But first it must start. First, there must be a fire in the belly, courage and a spine.  
The Good People of Spirit Lake must take the first step and reach out to the 
outstretched hands of those who are reaching out to help. 
 
The racism, the jealousy as deadly to the spirit of Human Beings as the alcohol 
and drugs they consume in the place where self-esteem has starved, and 
darkness has grown, like thistles.  The venom of ignorance and self-pity, racism 
and ignorance more toxic than the wastes dumped from the SMC plant, leaching 
into the ground waters, poisoning all.  
 
Until the Good People of Spirit Lake reject the false pride of racism, and until they 
stop sucking on the tit of self-pity, nothing good that within reach can be grasped, 
will be achieved. Continue to fold your arms and hold your silence, and those 
who have poisoned your children and taken them to the graveyard, will continue 
to laugh at your pathetic weakness and shrinking cowardice as they roll past your 
hungry eyes in their brand new trucks and busses.  
 
Spring is here. Then comes summer, then fall and winter.  
 
I don't write this because I think you will change.  I write this because I know you 
can and you must.  Somewhere in your numbers, must be someone Indian 
enough to stand up and say: Enough!  Somewhere, in each of us, must be 
something that knows our extinction is at hand if we do not change the path we 
are on. 
 
But I have to laugh.  Good men and women brought down by the ravages of 
addiction, and children raped, their cries ignored, their suicides not counted in the 
scores of what is lost.  The millions of dollars that have been stolen this year, last 
year, next year, and the lies you hunger to believe; when is it enough? If not the 
money, if not the cemetery full of children, if not the highway full of restless spirits 
crying out for justice, then, what?  What will it take for the Good People of Spirit 
Lake to save themselves? 
 
If you have the answer, let me know.  Until then, continue to allow innocent 
people to serve in prisons while the murderers steal millions from the casino and 
the community.  Continue to turn your backs on the innocent and kiss the boots 
of the guilty, and nothing changes.  Continue to allow those who rob you to deny 
you even the smallest chance at a future different from the darkness you have 
now.   
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Somehow, I think you all believe this is 'easier' than actually making things 
better.  Not sure about that.  An innocent man rots in prison for the murder of 
Eddie Peltier.  But at least he can look himself in the face and know he is a man 
of courage and integrity.  Not sure if anyone out in Spirit Lake can do the same.   
 
Which is worse? Being falsely imprisoned by the lies of murderers? Or being the 
ones to kiss the feet of the guilty, and watch the children being poisoned in body, 
mind and spirit while you do nothing? 
 
The key to freedom and a better life is in your hands.  It has always been in your 
hands. You have always known it. Now deal with it.  
 
Coyote laughs at your tears and the Ancestors fade from memory.  What are you 
becoming? Is it really easier to be humiliated, robbed, your children raped and 
murdered?  Is that really the easier way? 
 
Between the Windfarm you can build and the graveyard you continue to fill up, is 
there anything you want to change?  
 
Would survival perhaps include dignity?  
Dignity does not taste like what you have been eating so far.  Perhaps, just a 
taste to see if you like it? 
Spring is here.  What are you sowing? 
 
Spring is in the air.  The winds are drying the grass to a tinder.  Children burn 
with anger and self-hatred, violence is the first response to frustration.  We built 
this.  We watch it burn. 
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 


