
September 24, 2009 
Mission Impossible? 

 
(Cue the Orchestra--light up the brass section. Show that 
fuse thingy burning... 'Mr Phelps, your mission, should 
you accept it...' ) 
 
When I first began this project, people asked what I 
thought I would get out of it. 
 
"Nothing" I said. "I might write a book... but this isn't about 
me. This is about who we are as a Nation; how we treat 
one another and how do we fix what is broken." 
I could not ignore, could not turn away from, what I had 
seen. 
 
Then I was asked what was my goal in pursuing this 

project.  
 
"I want a new investigation into the murder of Eddie Peltier," I said. "And I want 
an investigation into the investigation that allowed the murderers to go free while 
falsely accusing, convicting and imprisoning, the innocent." 
 
Everyone laughed. Even me. We all knew that once the government has won a 
case, legally or otherwise, they would not re open it for any reason. Reopening 
this case would mean that they had to investigate themselves. They would have 
to look at who was involved, who enabled, and who facilitated not just the 
murder, not just the cover-up, but all the corruption that followed.  
 
An new investigation would cost money and time. And, "It's only about Indians" 
so we all know that it would never happen.  
 
A new investigation would open up a whole can of corruption worms, at several 
levels of government, and expose one of the biggest criminal enterprises in the 
nation, and snare not just Indians, but corrupt DOJ, corrupt judges, criminally 
involved FBI Agents, and a host of political types.  
 
I knew that anyone that attempted to get this case reopened for a new 
investigation would face many obstacles from within their own department. That 
they would be offered bribes of promotions, transfers, or threats of firings and 
dismissals.  
 
Why would anyone re open this case? DOJ has been happy to keep it in that 
dark back room with all the other crimes against First Nations, some which are 
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hundreds of years old, and no one has bothered to look at those.  
 
But this one, this one case, began to smell funny, and that was not funny at all. 
This one began to not look right. People began to wonder.  
 
But still, why would anyone in the DOJ open up a case, knowing it would lead to 
a world of monsters and eels, most of which are from within the Federal 
Government. What other cases would come undone based on what is found in 
this case? 
 
No. No one would ever reopen this case. The murderers would continue to steal, 
rob and murder again. They were safe. No one would look for them because they 
know they would find predecessors among the predators.   
 
Besides, the SLN are known throughout the land as "Blanket Indians".  Other 
nations laugh at them. They never stand up for themselves. They never help 
anyone else.  
 
The Wheel Turns 
 
But I was shown that this was my mission. This is what I was supposed to do. 
And do my best, I would. Regardless of how it turned out. I would do my work 
here. Plant my Coup Stick in this ground and from this point I will not be taken 
away while I draw a breath. I cannot quit. I am not allowed. I do not know how.  
 
I light my C'anupa, and I pray. I see the smoke and the smoke sees everything. I 
do not question the outcome. I just do what I know I must do.  
 
Never have I been alone in this. Always there was with me the spirit of the 
Human Beings who have gone before. Oyate: Past, Present, Future. All are here. 
 
This is not about me. How this turns out is about you, and how you want it to be. 
It is about all of us, and how we want it to be. It is about a Nation that has been 
deceived and split, set against itself from within, on every level. It is about ALL of 
US coming together to heal, repair and rebuild.  
 
I cannot fail for this is not mine to finish. This is everyone's.  
 
There has been so much help from so many who have taken such enormous 
risks to reach out and trust me, a stranger, to tell their story, share their words, 
help them to help themselves and their community.  
 
These are Blanket Indians no longer. These are people who are standing up. 
These are people who feel that tingle of dignity rise up through them and make 
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their heads raise up. These are people who are doing whatever has to be done to 
fix all that is broken in their community, in their Nation, and who are doing it 
without credit or naming or thanks. Just doing it. Because that is their mission. 
Because they know that if they don't do it, it won't be done, and their children and 
grandchildren will have to first do the things left undone and may not have time to 
do their work.  
 
People who do not know me have prayed for me and I have felt it at times when it 
is the most needed and I am the most grateful.  
 
So, with that, I bring you all good news:  
 
There is an active NEW investigation not only into the Murder of Eddie Peltier, 
but into the way it was handled. This new investigation is coming from the 
USAG's office. They are, essentially, opening that door, turning over those rocks, 
tracking those bad smells.  
 
I don't know how far this one will go before it gets shut down. It could go all the 
way. But I know this one true thing: What we have all worked so hard for, and 
what we continue to work for, cannot be stopped. Whoever is knocked down will 
get up again. Whoever is taken out will be replaced by many more.  
 
I know that the walls are crumbling and the light is coming in. I know that if this 
investigation is shut down, that will also add to the smell and draw another, even 
more intrepid curiosity... and another, and another... 
 
We continue, as we have been all this time, working, praying, and coming 
together. We continue to do the very things that have gotten this thing this far 
because that is the only way it will go farther.  
 
The Wheel is turning. Faster. Harder.  
 
The light is coming. Brighter.  
 
The People are standing up. Taller. Stronger.  
 
This my friends, is the beginning.  
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 


