
August 27, 2009 
Vigil 
 

I know many of you are watching the Kennedy 
vigil on TV now. There is much to be said 
about that man and his life and the end of one 
era, the beginning of another. I will leave that 
to the pundits, commentators, wags and the 
detractors, depending on what nation station 
you subscribe to. 
 
Today, this blog, we talk about Eddie's 
murder.  Yes, it's that time of year again. I 

want us all to step into the Time Bus and venture back to this date in 1983. 
Buckle up, the road is full of holes. I will let you figure out exactly what kind of 
"holes" mark this road, on your own time.  
 
Watch where you walk, watch how you step, the Black Road is very nearby. No 
singing and do not distract the driver.  Buckle up. Observe the Flight Attendants' 
instructions as we taxi into the Time Zone take-off.  
 
FLASH! Okay, we're here. Watch your step. You see that guy over there? The 
good-looking one in the white painters' pants? That's Eddie. He never wore blue 
jeans. Ever. Always said he would not be caught dead in them. (Well, we'll talk 
about that later.)  
 
Yup, he is smilin' and stylin' totally unaware that his on-again/off-again friendship 
with the Turdclan is going to be the brutal death of him.  
 
He is unaware that the application he put in for Highway Patrol, has been 
accepted. He never thought it would be. He did not realize that there was a push 
to hire minorities in order to 'balance' the ratios in State and Federal 
employment.   
 
He's toking on a joint now, and that will stay in his system for at least 11 days, 
and he would fail the drug test, anyway. But he doesn't know that. Like I said, he 
just filled out the app on a lark. He wanted to collect unemployment and he had 
to show that he was "actively seeking employment" -- but he really did not want 
to be a cop again. He didn't really know what he wanted to do or be. He just 
wanted to have fun. He was, after all, only 24 years old.  
 
He is totally unaware of how deep the rage ran in the veins of Turdclan's biggest 
bully, James Yankton, Jr. Presently known to all of us as "Poopsie" because he 
has no bowel control. Poopsie had been given a ticket by Eddie shortly before 
Eddie quit the Devil's Lake PD.  Eddie liked giving tickets to his friends on the 
rez. He knew this one would piss Poopsie off more than anyone else, because 
Poopsie, despite being a BIA Cop, and driving Federally funded police cars, had 
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no driver's license.  
 
Poopsie, who was at the time, the biggest drug dealer on the rez, needed that car 
for his deliveries, often delivering from the trunk of that car. On a few occasions, 
when he was transporting a prisoner he had brutalized (he liked to handcuff them 
and then beat the stuffing out of them), he would stop by and deal a few kilos out 
of the car. ("Who ya gonna believe? A cop with a shiny badge? Or that beat up, 
semi-conscious drunk in the back of the car. The one spitting up blood?) 
 
By now, the plans were all in place. The Turdlings would get Eddie over to 
Pisster's house, for a 'party'. They would drug his beer. When he passed out, 
they would beat the crap out of him and kill him. They would then leave his body 
on the highway, run it over, leave the scene. It would appear to everyone (in their 
minds) that it was a typical drunken Indian, hit-and-run, case closed.  
 
They had been planning this for a very long time. Back in the bus. We are going 
back a couple of weeks. 
 
Mexican Fall Guy  
 
FLASH! Stay in the bus, it won't be that long. See? That is Poopsie leaning over 
Patricia DeMarce, aka "Sissy Bigtrack", as she makes the phone call to her 
cousin, Richard LaFuente, out in Texas. Poopsie has this theory that any crime 
can be attributed to a Mexican, especially if that mexican is visiting the rez. They 
are going to need a 'fall guy' just in case someone tries to solve the hit-and-run. 
Sissy's cousin, half-mexican, will do. 
 
Poopsie points to the talking points on the note. Sissy tells Richard that he is to 
receive some money, but he has to be on the rez to collect it. Richard is not 
expecting any money. "It's a one time pay out," Sissy tells him. Richard asks how 
much. She stalls. "How much? Uhh..." Poopsie writes down "$1500" and points 
to it. "Fifteen-hundred dollars!" she tells Richard. 
 
Still, that was a long way to travel. He hesitates. She adds that the lawsuit over a 
faulty stove that killed members of their family, is going to settle. There will be a 
bigger payout for that. It could be any day now..." The store that sold the stove 
was sued and the family got a big settlement," she tells him. Every member of 
the family who is here, will get a check…(wait for it) --for TEN THOUSAND 
DOLLARS!"  
 
So, to Richard, the total $11,500 was too good to pass up. He packed his bags, 
and got his friend, John Lopez, to take the long, dusty drive out to Spirit Lake with 
him. It would be a road trip. Be gone less than a week. He would have enough 
money when he came back, to move his life forward.  
 
The hook was set. Sissy hung up the phone. The pit of her stomach chilled a bit. 
Poopsie gave her a whole six pack of Heineken, "the good stuff", not just the 
typical "Coors".  
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Everything was in place. Richard LaFuente would arrive within a couple of days. 
They had their "Mexican Fall Guy". He was enough of an Indian that it was 
understandable that he was on the rez visiting family. He was enough of an 
outsider that no one would support him, or doubt that it was his car that ran over 
one of their own. Perfect. Just flippin' perfect. Poopsie chuckled to himself. He 
was, at that moment, the smartest man he knew.  
 
FLASH! we moved forward now. It's been a couple of weeks. Sissy is avoiding 
talking to Richard. Richard and John are becoming restless waiting for the 
fictional checks to arrive so they can go back home.  They are getting tired of 
sleeping on the floor of the Dunns, Maynard & Terry's mom's house.  
 
Sissy keeps stalling. Saying that "there has been a delay..." shrugging her 
shoulders, avoiding Richard. 
 
The Plan, Delayed, Perfected 
 
What was the hold up? Let's drive the Time Bus over to Crow Hill. Aren't you glad 
you all stayed buckled up? Yup. See that blue house? That is the home of Melvin 
Grey Bear. He is the Chief of Police for the Tribe. He is, technically, Poopsie's 
boss. Melvin comes from a tiny town near Poplar, Montana.  His sister, Coretta, 
and her family, still live out there. So do many other members of his family.  
 
Melvin had been having dreams and visions lately. Indian kind of visions. The 
kind that come to people who are destined to carry an altar, bring ceremonies, 
and heal the people. He has been resisting these dreams and visions, but lately, 
he realizes, something very big is changing, and he is both troubled and 
unsettled about taking on this new role. It would be years down the road before 
he was able to do so.  
 
But something was up, and he was uneasy. New things were coming. Energy 
was shifting. Unrest  and disquiet were seeping into the typically dysfunctional 
ambiance, portending something more dire, dark, but not yet revealed. 
 
Frequently, he travels to Montana with his wife, Lorraine, to visit Coretta, and 
discuss these things with her. Also, because he misses his family, these regular 
trips keep them closer.  When they go, they leave their oldest children, Melvin, Jr. 
and the oldest daughter, Collette, in charge of the other kids.  
 
These trips were fairly predictable. However, for reasons unknown to, and 
frustrating to Poopsie, Melvin did not leave town that weekend, nor the next.  
 
The reason they needed to wait until Melvin was out of town was because they 
did not want anyone to be able to call him and report anything, nor did they want 
him to be able to be on the scene to investigate the 'hit-and-run'.  They had all 
their players in place.  
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Pete Hager and Jeannie Charbonneau were ready to say there had been a 
disagreement between Eddie and 'some Mexican' at the bar. Pete Belgarde, also a 
cop, would say that he heard 'tires squealing' (from how many miles away, 
dumbass?) and that he came out to see only tail lights (which would match Richard's 
Ranchero) racing away from the scene. All this would be enough, if no one bought 
the original hit-and-run, to lay suspicion onto the Mexican Fall Guy.  
 
Spencer Hellekson, the drunk-out-of-his-mind FBI Agent assigned permanently to 
the rez, was there to steer any local investigation away from the logical, and onto the 
Mexican Fall Guy (MFG) should his expertise and authority be needed. (And they 
were). 
 
To assuage Patricia's discomfort with setting her cousin up (and all she knew was 
that she was setting him up, at the time, she would not find out until later, for what), 
Poopsie told her "Don't worry. We won't use him unless we really need him." That 
six-pack was gone in less than 40 minutes.  
 
Meanwhile, all this extra time, has given Poopsie, the Turdclan, and their 
accomplices kept going over and over their plans, at the kitchen table at Poopsie's 
house, and in the Oh Oh Bar, in Oberon.  Just more time to rehearse and make sure 
they had all their ducks in a row.  
 
We drive now to Poopsie's house. It's late. It's dark. It's hot. The kitchen window is 
open. The planning continues. Sissy Big Track's curiosity has gotten the best of her, 
and of her husband. They were determined to find out 'what was up', and why the 
stalling to keep Richard, and his friend, John, stuck on the rez, all this extra time. 
That's them, crouched under the window, listening in. That's Sissy, retching, as she 
realizes it is a murder being planned. A murder of someone she knows. Eddie 
Peltier.  
 
"What was that?" Weenie Boy hears the retching. The Turdlings flood out the door 
and catch Sissy on her knees, Kenny trying to drag her to her feet to get her out of 
there. Frozen with fear, they stare into the flash lights. "oh shit." 
 
Eddie's still alive. Still spending time with his sisters, their kids, and his friends. Eddie 
is still loving life. No clue that he won't survive the weekend. No clue that he has 
been accepted into the Highway Patrol.  He has even forgotten about the application 
he submitted two months earlier.  
 
Only Spencer Hellekson knows that. And he has told Poopsie about it. Just a couple 
of weeks ago. Which is why Poopsie decided he would never get another traffic 
ticket from Eddie. Ever.  
 
Melvin was going to Montana tomorrow. "oh shit." 
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 


