
May 5, 2011 
Fan 
 
Sorry for the absence this week. I know, just as things really turn to crap, the blog 
gets no updates. My poor, very old computer blew a fan. But we are back. 
 
So, anything happen while I was off?  
 
Correction: 
 
Johnny Tikayne was not taken by the Lake. Rather, he drowned in a ditch. 
Alcohol got another Indian. Left him so confused he could not drive and ran his 
car into the ditch, in the rain. Left him so confused he staggered out of his 
wrecked car, with his coat wrapped over his head, and fell down in the ditch on 
the other side of the road... and drowned in a few inches of water. His feet were 
on the road.  
 
If Alcohol can take down Indians, into a ditch, imagine what that Lake is going to 
do?  
 
Alcohol is an addiction. It kills. It takes mother's sons, husbands, brothers, and 
friends, and it kills them.  Your tribal leaders have no interest in helping the 
addicted to find wellness and sobriety. They are laughing at you as they steal 
your fuel assistance funds, rip off your general funds, use your money to pay 
their lawyers who defend them in court, for stealing from you... it never ends.  
 
Imagine how rich the tribe would be, how many houses would be well built, how 
fine the schools would be, and how healthy your families could be... if you had 
good people in Leadership... but you let them all be run off... with silence.  
 
Election 
 
Folks, I strongly suspect the election was rigged. But let's assume that it wasn't 
and go from there. You now have one of the Murderers of Eddie Peltier as you 
Tribal Chairman. He cannot read or write, and he is addicted to prescription pills 
(as is his entire family), so this should be interesting.  
 
His whole family will be over at the Blue Building every day, getting bag loads of 
cash, and probably scoring their drugs on the spot. I'm sure Piggy Cavenaugh 
can arrange for prescription pads to be filled out.  
 
I know, you hate having bullies, drug addicts and murderers running your tribe, 
but let's take a look at that, shall we?  
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How We Got Here 
 
It's what happens when you don't stand up to the bullies, murderers, thieves in 
your community. It's what happens when you make friends with them and your 
children marry into their families and you think you are safe because you are part 
of their 'family'. It's what happens when you sit on your blankets and watch as 
those who worked hard, stayed clean, overcame every obstacle of drugs, 
alcohol, abuse the tribe had to offer them; went to school and got degrees, came 
home to help their tribe and were run off by jealousy, incompetence and bullies. 
Calling them "Apple Indians"... denying them the positions they were qualified for 
and giving it to the unqualified who were 'part of the family'... 
 
You may not have been the one calling the names, but neither were you the one 
standing up for those who were trying to stand up for your community. Your 
silence hurt as much, if not worse, than those who were bullying them.  
 
So, along comes an election and your choices are not great: So you get the worst 
of the worst. Why? Because of petty jealousies, family feuds and because so 
many of the good people who would have stood up for you and with you, were 
run off--- by your silence.   
 
And lo and behold, what you are left with is what your silence brought you. They 
bullied the good people and now, they own you. They own your income, the jobs, 
the housing, the food, and they own you. They own your children.  
 
How does it feel?  
 
Who To Blame? 
 
Look around. There are good people who have been standing up for you in your 
own community, but not enough of you could even bother to stand up with them, 
for yourself.   
 
The blog has been here for more than ten years. A place for you to speak and be 
read. A place for you to bring information. A place where you could do your part. 
But so few of you ever bothered.  
 
I did get lots of emails from Blanket Indians saying: "We are all just sitting here 
waiting to see what you think you can accomplish. Not seeing you have any 
success out here. Your failing to make changes.." things along that line.  
 
Those emails were always very bold, about how I was not succeeding... and they 
would fail to sign their real name. As if they were afraid? They were afraid. They 
are afraid. People who chirp like that and hide without giving their real name? 
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What are they afraid of? People out there knowing it's them? Or do they know, 
instinctively, they are wrong and too embarrassed to put their name on an email.  
 
It doesn't matter.  
 
This is not about me. It never has been. It is about you. It is about your 
community. It is you waking up and coming together to make the kinds of 
changes it takes to save your own community, your own children, your own lives, 
and your own dignity. It's not about me. I am just the messenger. And I narrate 
what you send to me. And I will narrate this all as it unfolds and as the suicides, 
overdoses, murders, rapes, come to my attention.  
 
Those who complain that I never have anything good to say about Spirit Lake 
Nation are also lazy cowards. If you want something "good" written, you must 
send it to me. But you never do. What kind of a childish mind do you have where 
you think it is up to someone else to do the work you see needs to be done? You 
see it, you do it. It's your community. You want good news? You never send any!  
 
Coyote is sniffing the air and catching the scent of your fears, lies and laziness. 
They know they won't have to chase you. They know you are too lazy to run. Too 
lazy to save your own self, and you are theirs, whenever they decided to take you 
down, drag you off and feed you to their young.  
 
You get mad, you get sad, and you blame other people. The truth is, it comes 
down to you. You know you failed. You know you didn't even try. You know that 
when the murderer smiles at you, you are going to smile back and hope, just 
hope, they like you.   
 
Maybe, if you are really quiet, and never disclose anything you know... maybe 
they will like you--- and things will get a lot better...  
 
Well, let's see how that works out for ya. So far, it's given your tribe the most 
embarrassing election results ever. I'm sure, if everyone just stays quiet, doesn't 
try, doesn't lift a finger to do the right thing, things will be just fine.  
 
AhhooooOoooOoo Yaaaa!  
 
I think Coyote got one. Or was it two?  
 
Next 
 
There are things you are going to have to do now. One of them is to take a good 
look at who you are and how things got this way and figure out what you can do 
about them. Figure out or perish.  
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If you ever had faith, then these dark days and the ones coming, will be the test 
of that faith. It is easy to "Praise the Lord!" when things are good and life is easy. 
But you will have to find your connection to your faith now, when you realize that 
your preachers are agents of the Devil, and those who claim Black Road 
Medicine are ready to take you into their lodges.  
 
You will have to find, in yourself, what is real and what will work.  
 
No one is going to tell you what to do. No one is going to fly in with a red cape 
(Or a broomstick!) and make this all go away for you.  
 
Now, this, today and every day forward-- it is your job, your work. It has always 
been your work.  
 
When you realize what it is you can do, individually and together, you will find 
what you have been seeking... and the light will shine and all this darkness will 
flee. But it is up to you. When you think it's as bad as it needs to be, then maybe, 
just maybe, you will get up off your blankets.  
 
Some of you never will. Just lie down and try to enjoy it.  
 
You know where to find me.  
 
~Cat 


