
Warm winds carry the scent of white lilacs, jasmine and apple blossoms through 
my open window. Never has an approaching storm seemed so irresistible. 

 
May 21, 2011 
So Many Stories, All End The Same Way 
 
If you live in St. Michaels, you already know: Two little children are dead. 
Murdered by their father. It was earlier this afternoon when the phones started 
ringing. Destiny Dubois, age 9 and her younger brother, Travis Dubois, Jr., age 
5.  Gone from this world.  Taken by an even that should never have happened.  
 
Their father either shot them to death, or stabbed them and slit their throats. 
Depends on who the information is coming from. Doesn't really matter at this 
time: They are both needlessly dead and the community is in shock. Their family 
and friends are traumatized. But not surprised.  
 
Another sibling was away from home at the time, so was spared. I am hearing 
both that the mother was also shot and or stabbed and in the hospital; or, she 
was not even home when this happened.  Have to wait and hear on that one.  
 
The father, who was taken into custody after being on the run, but never making 
it off the rez, is sitting in Fort Totten Jail as I put this blog together. He should be 
transferred to Federal Custody very quickly. That jail is not safe for him. If he is 
suicidal, they will ignore him and he will hang himself.  If he is not suicidal, there's 
enough anger out there that someone could kill him, and, since they don't do 
autopsies on Indians, declare it as a suicide.  A lot of people out there would not 
question it. Even though they should.  
 
Connecting The Dots 
 
I'd like to be  able to tell you this all started this afternoon, but it didn't.  
 
I'd like to tell you that it started on Monday when Head Start visited the home and 
the father, Travis Dubois, was drunk and incoherent.  And when they visited on 
Friday, yesterday, he was still drunk. But that is not when it started.  
 
It didn't start when Kim Carlson, who ran the battered women's program out there 
got busted for embezzlement and they closed the program down (right after they 
had gotten a huge grant).  Truth is, Kim was set up by a couple of people on the 
Tribal Council. She took the fall, but it was Jason and/or Justin who set her up, 
signing checks, not asking questions, just doing as they said.  
 
It's something that Myra and Brian, before he was sent to prison, twice, for drunk 
driving felonies, used to do often. It's how they drain the programs.  Get the 
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grants, clearly there is a need, and then drain the accounts by having whomever 
is in the job do as they are told and 'get cash' for them.  
 
Now, the battered women's program on the rez is closed down.  There is an 
outreach program of sorts in Devils Lake. Go there, and you get pamphlets. 
Programs are short of money these days. Be sure and thank your elected 
officials for voting to give BIG OIL a few extra billion dollars every year, while they 
are cutting off funding to programs that are needed by people they never want to 
associate with.  
 
Be sure and thank the FBI for never, despite all the complaints, investigating how 
any of these programs are actually spending money. Thank them for ignoring the 
complaints of embezzlement for decades.  
 
Thank Piggy Cavenaugh and her family, who have every single job at the clinic 
for themselves. Her daughter, who barely shows up for work, gets paid overtime 
every week. None of them are certified. None of them are qualified.  
 
There is nowhere for the drunk and drug addicted to go to heal.  
 
There is nowhere for the battered and abused to go for refuge and safety.  
 
There is plenty of money for your Tribal Council to go traveling to Las Vegas... 
 
Plenty of money for your Tribe to pay the legal bills of Walkingeagles and all the 
rest of them that got busted... 
 
Plenty of money for the Tribal Council to give themselves huge $25K bonuses for 
last Christmas...  
 
Just no money for the Elders and the poor to have fuel... that all goes to the 
wealthy and the powerful... 
 
Just no money for the battered and abused women and children.... 
 
And now, two very young lives are ripped cruelly from our midst. No longer on 
this earth, no longer laughing, or playing, or crying because they are neglected, 
hungry, abused, beaten...  
 
One Thousand Reasons 
 
There are a thousand good reasons why things got this bad out there. There are 
horror stories I have never spoken of in this blog.  
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But there is only one reason that it is still going on: Corruption.  
 
There are many reasons the Corruption still goes on: Cowardice, jealousy, 
racism and lies.  
 
Good People have to become more Good People.  People have to stand up. 
People have to speak up. People have to tell the Truth. 
 
Letting the murderers roam free, allowing the innocent to remain in prison, is 
cowardice.  
 
It leads to corruption.  
 
Corruption leads to a house in St. Michaels.  
 
You can't miss it. Crime tape. Police cars...  
 
And so many family members the police had to move them all to the Rec Hall.  
 
There is crying, moaning, shock, and shouting.  
 
There is a storm coming, because people didn't speak up, speak out, sooner. 
There is a storm coming.  
 
The innocent will be swept away until there are no more innocent.  
 
Then, my friends, it will just be us. Maybe by then we will have lost enough that 
we can put aside the jealousy, the cowardice, the lies... and find a way to come 
together, to remember who and what we are.  
 
Until then... remember: One of the murderers is now your Tribal Chairman.  
 
Killing solves nothing. Violence is not the answer. Courage requires we stand up 
and be heard. And if no one is listening, we still keep telling the Truth.  
 
There are more drunken parents out there. More drug addicted parents and 
children out there. They have nowhere to go.  
 
Neither do we. 
 
You know where to find me.  
 
~Cat 


