
September 21, 2009 
Memory Rewrite 
 
Poopsie gets drunker and drunker, earlier and earlier these days. The stress of 
stealing all that money, beating people up, sex, very weird, frustrating, 
incomplete sex with various partners, takes a toll on a guy. His habitual incest 
seems to be returning. Hey, you want a new car, girlie, you gotta make Poppa 
happy. Add to that all those murders. Eddie, Fulton, Sam... and the others.  
 
Poor Ol' Poopsie is getting on in years. Things are catching up to him. He hears 
footsteps. He sees ghosts. The ghosts he ignored, will not be ignored. 
 
Gone are the days when he would strut around, proudly boasting of murdering 
Eddie Peltier, and threatening anyone that crossed him, with the same fate.  
 
Now, as he gets drunker and more stoned, and more medicated... often with his 
buddy Wayne Anderson, he becomes more and more adamant that he did not 
murder Eddie...it wasn't him... he thinks it was maybe sister Pisster, but it wasn't 
him.  
 
He is desperate to rewrite history. Desperate to buy his way out of the amount 
due now that all that Black Road Medicine is pulling him down, demanding to be 
fed.   
 
"I swear," he slurs, "I did NOT kill Edward!" (*Note: Eddie's name is Eddie, not 
'Edward') He slams his drink down, and looks over at Wayne to see if Wayne 
bought it. In the silence that passes between them is the shrill memory of a 
woman screaming in the night: "Stop Hitting Him James!!! You've ALREADY 
Killed him!" 
 
Drink up Poopsie. Talk all you want. The Truth is out there, and nothing you say 
or do will change that.  
 
Oh, and just as people thought you could not go any lower; blaming Pisster is 
about as cowardly as you can get.  Even Q-Ball says it was you. All he did was 
lure Eddie over. He claims he never hit him. He claims he went to bed. That's 
what he's saying.  
 
You and QBall should get your stories straight. Lies are tricky things to 
remember. You think you are protected by them, but now they tangle you up.  
 
QBall says it was you. You say it was Pisster. And that scream in the night 24 
years ago, still rings true. It was YOU.  
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Only When He Drinks 
 
The other thing about Poopsie drinking, is that is when he wants to have sex with 
his own family members. Not his wife, mind you, but his offspring. Or, their 
offspring. Even better if they are his by them to begin with. The inbreeding in the 
Turdclan is something they proudly proclaim makes them "Pure Bloods".  But, it 
does not. It makes them inbred. And doing that to your family, Poopsie, is why 
they all hate you.  
 
Those were your little girls. You raped them. They bore your children. Now, look 
at them.  
 
Yeah, a new car, that will make it all okay. And more booze, more drugs. More 
lies.  
 
The girls say, he is only like that when he drinks. He's drinking now. Right now. 
This minute. He's thinking about it. He's looking at the little ones.  
 
The question is: Are you going to let him?  
 
The Warm Up Events 
 
Poopsie's behaviors follow a typical pattern. The drinking and drugging become 
more and more extreme. He then has to bully or beat up someone. He gets a 
rush out of intimidating the elderly, or those he has handcuffed.  
 
He and his buddy Wayne, showed up at the doorstep of an Elder. They were 
drunk, both of them, and you could smell it on them. Poopsie was demanding 
that the woman hand over her grandchildren to him. As if he was the law.   
 
Wayne just looked embarrassed to be a part of it. But a willing participant, none-
the-less. Wayne still thinks Poopsie has Black Road Medicinal Value. He still 
thinks that beaded feather, the one with the medicine wheel and the cross, will 
protect him from harm. It will not. Time to rethink your loyalties. Time to save 
yourself. That feather is nothing. Look, it's coming undone.  
 
He will claim it was "Official Business" if you bring it up to him. But one has to ask 
why, if it was "Official Business" did he feel he had to get drunk before going to 
intimidate an old woman, who lives by herself, in the middle of the night. Is that 
how "Official Business" is conducted out there? Is that the "Indian Way?" Or was 
that just Poopsie, working up to bigger things? 
 
Why is your Tribal Council not doing anything about him? Why are they letting 
him continue? Are they intimidated by a drunken, sloppy, fat man? A man they 
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know murdered Eddie Peltier, raped his own daughters, and steals millions from 
the tribe.  
 
Winter is coming. It's going to get cold. Elders and others are going to need 
heating fuel to stay warm.  
 
Poopsie is lying, crying and denying in his beer.  
 
He's just warming up. He's going to have to prove he can kill and get away with it 
again. It's in his pattern. Only when he drinks... only when he lies... only when he 
goes after an old woman in the middle of the night... 
 
And then, there is that scream. That woman screaming. Some say it was Pisster. 
Some say it was Jeannie Charbonneau... but that scream cut through the 
sweltering summer night, like a knife. It cuts through the denials that Poopsie 
slurs out from his boozy breath.  
 
He inhales deeply. Takes another swig. Looks across the table at his drinking 
partner, Wayne. "You believe me, don't you?" He asks, demands, pleads.  
Wayne thinks of that magic feather, the power promised to him, the secrets he 
has been told.  
 
He nods slowly, not able to speak the words, afraid they will sound weak and 
Poopsie will know, Wayne may not be loyal enough. 
 
Poopsie accepts the nod. "I did not..." he starts again. But every time he speaks 
that lie, the screaming woman...cuts through the sweltering lie, like a knife.  
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 


