
August 29, 2009 
That's Gonna Leave a Mark 
 
Since we are all still on the Time Bus, we may as well go over to Pisster's house. 
There's a lot of activity over there. Even though it is hot, the windows are closed 
as Pisster and a few others are working away inside, cleaning up the blood from 
the murder.  
 
Buckets of clean soapy water stain red when the mop is dropped in. It's like the 
mop itself is bleeding. Poopsie generally avoids the house today. He has more 
'important' work to do. He is at the Badger Hole, writing and re-writing the 'eye-
witness' statements of Jeannie Charbonneau and his brother, Weenie Boy, who 
are trying to concoct a more and more plausible, if not believable, rendition of 
how they found Eddie's dead body on the road earlier that morning. There will be 
more than 8 versions of this bull by the end of the day, and more than 30 by the 
time they get to court, years later.  
 
Jeannie had gotten tired of coming in for interviews and re-interviews. She just 
signed a stack of blank papers, left it to Poopsie to fill in the text later.  Yeah, love 
can only get so far, eh Jeannie? 
 
From time to time, later in the afternoon, Poopsie drops by Pisster's house to 
check on the progress. To his dismay, she has been dumping buckets of bloody 
water out in the backyard. The toilet was backed up for some reason. That 
happened a lot at her house.  
 
Poopsie urges her to work harder and get more done. The other sisters, not so 
much. Pisster is exhausted having not slept nor been allowed to pass out for over 
16 hours.  Poopsie tells her that she has no real value if she doesn't at least do 
her part in helping 'the family' clean this up. That it would not be so hard if she 
had not been such a lousy housekeeper.  
 
He goes to the Blazer (Weenie Boy's) and drags out more buckets, mops, Lysol, 
Bleach and rags. He has, out of the generosity of his heart, brought her more 
cleaning supplies.  
 
He does not thank her or tell her any appreciation for her helping him to clean up 
the murder. He only derides her for not doing more. He tells her that she is 
'stupid' for dumping the bloody water out into the backyard, because 'it can be 
found later'.  
 
"Who would have thought a skinny Indian would have so much blood in him?" he 
jokes with Weenie Boy who has also stopped by to look but not to help.  
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The carnage is still evident everywhere in the house. The brain matter, the blood, 
and all the debris that is typical of someone being beaten and stomped to death 
leaves behind, is sticking to the corners, the walls and the windows.  
 
The sweat pours off of Pisster. They start to argue. Voices are raised. Poopsie 
departs, not wanting to draw attention from the neighbors.  
 
The neighbors have been wondering all day, what was up over at Pisster's. Hot 
weather, cars coming and going, windows closed, voices raised, cleaning 
supplies going in, people coming and going.  They assume it is the clean up after 
the previous night's party and fights.  
 
The fight was heard all over the hood. Typically, Turdlings ganged up on people 
after they were drunk and beat them up, or raped them, or both. It was always 
noisy and gross over there. But last night's fare was far different, far more 
distressing. "STOP HITTING HIM JAMES!" A woman shrieked. "YOU'VE 
ALREADY KILLED HIMMMM!!!"  
 
Some say it was Jeannie's voice. Some say it was Pisster's. There was enough 
screaming to go around. Unmistakable were the grunts from the Turdlings as 
they beat Eddie with the baseball bat and stomped him: "Die you Mo-ther-fuck-
er!" 
 
It's late afternoon now.  Word has spread all over the rez that a body was found 
on the highway. It was too mashed up to be recognized. There were strange 
inconsistencies about the dead man. The pants he was wearing were several 
inches too long for him and too wide at the waste. And, despite the obvious 
brutality of the attack that left whoever it was, unrecognizable, there was no blood 
at the scene.  
 
"It was a hit-and-run," Poopsie and the Turdlings tell people.  
 
Wow, first the scary weirdness at Pisster's the night before, and this morning and 
afternoon, as weirdness continues at her house, word of a dead man on the 
highway, spread like prairie fire through the rez.  I wonder who it could be? 
Everyone wondered who had lost a son or brother on the highway.  
 
People forgot about the Turdlings. There was a dead man mystery floating 
around. "Would it be Owlboy?" one would ask. "I don't know. It could be. Could 
be Owlboy." Eyebrows knit over hushed tones of speculation. 
 
Weenie Boy took it a step too far. Although it would be much later, early 
Tuesday, before the body was identified by fingerprints (too mutilated to be 
recognized even by his father), Weenie Boy goes house to house to spread the 
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word that Eddie Peltier was dead. The victim of a hit and run.  
 
Looking back on it, people wondered how he would know before the fingerprints 
came in. Two days before. Two whole days.  
 
It was a casual slip by the not-so-bright Turdling. But it left a mark. People 
remembered.  
 
Knock Knock 
 
It's the end of the day now. Pisster has passed out from alcohol and exhaustion. 
The water in the buckets still turns red. The carpet was ripped out and taken 
away, but the floor still shows blood from everyone walking through the puddle 
and tracking it through the house.  
 
Poopsie shows up, looks around at the interior. The smell of bleach and lysol 
clings to everything and overwhelms his senses. He realizes that the windows 
are open. They had been open for a very long time.  
 
"Who opened these fucking windows?" He demands. There are some shrugs, 
guilty looks from the 'cleaning crew'. Poopsie strides into Pisster's room and 
drags her out by her hair. The smell of vomit gives him the dry heaves.  
 
She clearly will not wake up. Like a rag doll, he drops her onto the floor. She 
groans, but ignores him.  
 
Standing in the front room, surveying the corners, the walls, the ceilings, the 
floors, Poopsie decides that the house is a forensic nightmare. The only solution: 
Knock it down. All of it. And build a whole new house.  
 
The following Monday, we see him directing a contractor to tear it all down and 
haul it all away. Even the cement walkway, even the foundation. Everything. 
Even though there was not so much as a crack in the cement and it was perfectly 
good. The contractor scratches his head, wondering about the waste, but not 
wondering too much. There was good money on a hurry up job and he was the 
man to get it.  
 
Besides, the contractor was a little distracted. He knew Poopsie was a cop, so he 
asked him if they had found out who the dead man on the highway was.  "Eddie 
Peltier," Poopsie tells him. "Can you have this done by the end of the week?" 
(The fingerprint identification would not be in for almost another 24 hours.) 
 
The contractor knows that Eddie had an on-again, off-again friendship with the 
Turdlings. Poopsie seemed to have no interest in his being brutally murdered. 
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Just another day. Knock it down, all of it.  
 
FLASH FOWARD 
 
Pisster has moved into her new house. It was built exactly on top of the old spot. 
Everything is the same. Just all of it brand new. No blood anywhere. No evidence 
anywhere. It was clean.  
 
"Now," Poopsie tells her, "keep it this way, hear?"  
 
Pisster is happy to finally get out of living in Poopsie's Cellar and shuttling her 
kids back and forth between Turdmother's and Poopsie's house. She can now 
move into, her very own, brandy new home.  
 
The knocking started that first night. "It's just the house settling," she was told. 
"Don't bother me with that crap." 
 
But, as we all know, it was never" the house 'settling'". It was the old score 
coming back to be settled.  
 
Eddie's murder haunts that house. Shadows leap like mountain lions from wall to 
wall and across the floor. Shadow puddles show up in the kitchen, dark and 
swirling... vanishing and appearing again, defying her pleas, her prayers, and all 
the Black Road Medicine Poopsie could conjure up.  
 
A ghostly foot kicks at her, trips her as she walks from room-to-room. Visitors 
don't stay long. The stench of stale booze, cigarettes and the over-medicated 
perspiration smell that exudes from every pore that is the hide that covers the 
haggard frame of Pisster, makes people want to leave.  Noses twitch, cigarettes 
are lit, gum is chewed, but the smell won't leave. It clings.  
 
Pisster hears her name called, loud and low, by a dead man. She answers back 
that she is sorry. From the spirit side, there is only laughter, that rolls like thunder. 
 
Her brothers and her mother, her sisters and their friends, they all hear these 
things, all see these things, smell these things. They all know. They just pray 
harder to the god they have offended, but will not reconcile as they must, for any 
of this to end. 
 
The knocking on the doors, walls, windows; the shadows, the blankets being 
pulled from her as she sleeps, her hair being pulled, the bugs showing up from 
nowhere in huge squadrons, the flies that mass on the walls and windows in the 
middle of winter; all these things and more are the signs of the Restless Spirit of 
Eddie Peltier, wanting justice to be done for the brutal murder he endured.  
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The Evil that was done in that house has left its mark on everyone that partook of 
it. Those who committed the murder, those who covered it up, those who lied. 
Now, the nightmares begin afresh, and with more vigor than ever before.  
 
The children who were not born until much later, tell their dreams of things they 
have seen their parents do.  Ugly, scary dreams, that will, in time, and with more 
lies told to them by their parents, drive them into addictions, and acts of 
disrespect upon themselves. Some will die young. Some will just lose their 
minds.  All of them, marked by this one of many murders. All of them marked by 
their parents cowardice and greed. And their children too.. until there are no 
more. 
 
Their mothers and fathers watch as their children pay the price, over and over 
again. Their silence unrelenting as their children become more helpless in the 
karmic wash.  Later, hung out to dry.  
 
But people know. The whispers start and they rise like wind through the rushes, 
"It's because of the mother...Their father is the reason for their suffering...too 
selfish to admit the truth and spare their own children, grandchildren..they had it 
coming..they could have stopped it...it's going to happen again..."  
 
Soon, there will come a buzzing, like hornets stirred from their nests, rising up 
and swarming, a noise like no other, a thousand spirit voices speaking all at 
once--deafening to the mind, breaking at the knees.  It will be too late by then. 
When the whispers turn from rushes to swarms, it is already too late. 
 
And Eddie is not alone. He was not the first nor the last to be murdered by the 
Turdlings.  
 
The activity does not subside, it only becomes more audible, visible, active. The 
smell of blood surrounds the Turdlings, clinging to them like cigarette smoke, 
thick and foul. Whispers only they can hear, dog them like angry bees.  
 
The smell of death walks through the house like a member of the family, going 
where it wants to go, sitting where it wants to sit, opening cupboards, playing with 
the lights, the phones... putting its clammy hands around Pisster's neck, down 
her back.  
 
Everybody, hang on tight. We are going back to the present. You can see the 
effect all these murders and lies have had on the Turdlings. You can see how it 
has affected all of them.  
 
If you look really close you can see a darkness threading around each one of 
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them. You can see their spirits are sucked out of them and hang like wet webs 
across their backs.  
 
This is the Anniversary of Eddie Peltier's murder. The Turdlings usually have big 
family cookout to celebrate it. I wonder if that is what they are doing today? Or 
are they just going out for dinner.  
 
Pisster looks tired, crazy, out of her mind with fear. Her favorite son was recently 
murdered by her brother. She knows it. She just canʼt prove it.  Life has not been 
good to her. She has not been good to life. 
 
Poopsie is more and more a walking pile of dung. Paranoid, scared, suspicious of 
everyone. Wanting to know everything that is being said. Afraid to hear it. Angry 
when he does. Fuming over the Restless Spirit that wonʼt stay down.  
 
Weenie Boy, Q Ball and Turdmother; Demus McDonald, Tony and Lavigna, 
Mary... all of them have been marked by this vulgar crime. It marks them and it 
marks us all for knowing who they are, what they have done, and pretending they 
did nothing. It marks us as we do nothing. All of us who allow this evil to go 
unreconciled, unanswered for, are marked by it. All of us who do nothing, are 
marked by it, for our cowardice and our greed. 
 
Yeah, it left a mark. And it is not done yet. We are not done yet.  
 
This is going to be a very different next 12 months, I guarantee it.  
 
Here, in the present, as we abide murderers among us-- and the mark is upon us 
all.. 
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 


