
July 25, 2011 
Reopening Wounds 
 
The definition of "Stupid", so I heard from a friend, long ago, was "Someone who 
wakes up in a brand new world every morning." In other words, people who 
cannot connect the dots. People who do not realize that things that happen 
today, were put in motion long time ago... Nothing "just happens." Everything is 
connected to everything. Everyone is connected to everyone. The sooner we get 
a grip on that one, the sooner we can foresee the logical or inevitable outcomes 
of our own actions, or from our failures to act.  
 
Protecting the Guilty out there: Murderers, drug dealers, embezzlers, rapists, 
child abusers... means you cannot protect the Innocent: The children. You cannot 
protect them, they are not safe, you will lose them. Let me count the ways... 
never mind, just go read their headstones.  
 
People want to forget painful things. People want to not face painful things. 
People do not learn how to deal with painful things. Those painful things keep 
causing pain.  
 
Because the Tribe has been run by the corrupt, the money for housing has been 
squandered, so there is less and less housing for more and more people who 
need it.  
 
Because the lake is rising, more housing is being lost, but there are no houses 
for people to move into... because the corrupt have squandered the money. 
 
And because the corrupt have raised their families to feel like they don't have to 
show any concern or consideration for others, or for the law, or for rules... illegal 
fireworks (stuffed into artillery shells, no less) (Really stupid) burnt a few more 
homes to the ground and threatened others.... 
 
More people now need homes... 
 
One of the projects going on is a crew goes around and cleans up the more 
derelict houses out there. Cleans them up, makes repairs, to try and make the 
houses more habitable. But those houses already have families living in them... If 
a house is livable, people are already in them. The list grows longer... 
 
And then... 
 
Because of the housing shortage, someone in Tribal Council, probably one of 
those who pocketed the housing money for themselves, looked around and saw 
a house that was not lived in... and they sent the crew to go clean up that house.  
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It was boarded up, it was not lived in. It was killed in.  
 
It was the house where the two little children were abused and murdered.  
 
The crew showed up and began to reopen that wound... I doubt that they wanted 
to. Who would?  
 
As the boards came off so they could get in, neighbors started shouting: "BURN 
IT DOWN!" 
 
Neighbors have said that the smell from that place, especially on hot days, or 
when the wind blows, seeped through even when the doors and windows were 
boarded up. But when it was opened, it sickened many of them... to their core. 
 
It's hot out there... the putrid smell that had been festering in that scabbed over 
wound, sealed up until the boards came off, swam out into the summer air, like a 
school of rotting fish.  Neighbors, went indoors, closed their doors and windows, 
trying to keep the stink out.  
 
But there it was... as real and pungent, reeking up the rez.  
 
I don't know if they can ever get that clean. Bloody mattresses were hauled out to 
the dump. The workers looked sickened. I can only imagine what they saw in 
there, smelled in there... in the place where all the evil that had been running the 
rez for so many decades... came to a head. The scene is one I don't even want 
to imagine. BURN IT DOWN! 
 
And then the men in suits showed up... went inside, and came out again. They 
had something or saw something or knew something. The old wound gave up 
something. Something in that stench, rose up, reached out, and claimed the day.  
 
That was two weeks ago.  
 
Last Friday, Jr. Herman, whom many suspected was involved in the abuse and 
murder of those children, but who has, up until then, smirked and gotten away 
with it because his mother is one of the Murderers of Eddie Peltier and his 
Uncles, especially Poopsie, control the whole rez, and the FBI does whatever he 
tells them to do. The FBI does that because he has co opted them, long ago... 
well, all of the older ones. There are some new ones in there now. They are not 
from Grand Forks. They are not paid off and they are not co opted. They take 
their job seriously.  
 
They were the suits that showed up.. and then, Friday, surrounded Jr. Herman's 
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home, hauled him away.  
 
There are dots to be connected here... One thing is connected to the other. And 
there is more.. 
 
There is another wound that never healed up, but is about to re open... If Jr. 
Herman goes to prison, he will talk and talk and talk, to save himself. He will talk 
about his mother, his uncles, his grandmother, and he will talk about Eddie's 
murder.  
 
He will talk because he has to.  
 
The Turdclan knows he will talk. Qball is already planning ways, many creative 
ways to kill him, just to prevent that.  Jr. Herman knows they are planning to kill 
him. He has to talk if he wants protection.  
 
And the story of how Eddie was lured to the party, how Weenie Boy was released 
from the drunk tank too early, just so Poopsie would not have to do it without 
every member of the family involved-- Remember, the family that kills together, 
stays shut tight together... silence is their bond. So is fear and so is cowardice.  
 
And when Eddie's murder story is told, it's going to stink up the whole rez. The 
chairman will be handcuffed as he pisses his pants and snivels, and they will 
haul him away. Poopsie will be dragged out on a barrel cart, Celeste will be 
dragged out, kicking and screaming; her hair looking much like it does today, all a 
tangle.  
 
FBI who helped plan and cover up the crime, abuse witnesses, destroy evidence, 
will get that stink on them as well. So will Lynn Crooks, who is watching the 
Turdclan Empire crumble, as he sits in his retirement, planning his suicide before 
they get to his door... 
 
The stink that will come out from that will writhe like snakes, drift like smoke, and 
come into every house through closed windows and slammed shut doors.  
 
People will want to turn away. They will want to forget. But the stink of it, still 
festering in the silence of those who protect the Guilty out there, will erupt and 
claim the season for itself. No one will be untouched. Not one family will escape 
the the filth that they dabbled in, sold their children to, and ignored as it was 
taking root under their own roofs.  
 
Those who have done nothing, have allowed this. Those who protected and 
befriended the evil, have made that place, that rez, unsafe for children.  
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So, when the Children's Dance happens at the pow wow next week, and you see 
them out there, making their moves... treasure it. They won't all be here much 
longer. It is not safe for them. No one protects them.  Too busy protecting the 
Guilty.  
 
Like a boarded up house, you may think your vile secrets are safe... but they are 
not. You never know what events will lead up to someone prying off the boards 
and peeking into a place no one would want to even look.  All these events will 
come to pass. They were set in motion a long time ago. Just waiting. 
 
No one can live in that house. The innocent cannot survive on that rez. The 
reasons are the same. 
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 


