
May 20, 2012  
Bent Twigs 
 
"As the Twig is Bent, the tree inclines." -- Virgil 
 
Children grow up. They don't stay children forever. If they are loved, nourished, 
educated, guided, they grow to be loving, nourishing, intelligent people who raise 
their children in the same manner.  
 
If they are neglected, traumatized, abused, uneducated, mistreated.. they either 
grow up to be abusers of others; abusers of themselves through addictions and 
destructive behaviors or both. They can, on rare occasions, if rescued by those 
with courage and compassion, given the elements of compassion, caring, 
education, become amazingly strong survivors.  Sadly, it is rare to have those 
kinds of survivors. People don't want to get involved. 
 
The Twig Snaps 
 
Some will not survive their abuse, neglect, trauma and they will die at the hands 
of those who abuse and neglect them, or they will suicide, unable to endure it. 
The graveyard yawns in small ways, like a sigh, to take them in, while those who 
do these evil things, laugh at you while picking their teeth with tiny bones.  
 
Heavy Lifting 
 
I wonder which is heavier for those out there, who know the horrors of what 
happens to these little children: Picking up the phone and calling the Governor's 
Office? Or Heaving a tiny coffin, walking that last few yards to where an open 
grave waits; wooden cross that will fade and be forgotten, shining like an 
undrawn sword, "Put it here, where I am stabbed into the ground," you need not 
worry about being involved. It's like they never mattered to begin with... well, not 
enough... to lift up the phone... and try, one more time, one more person.  Giving 
up before everything has been tried, is somehow, easier?  
 
Ongoing 
 
The crimes against these children have been going on for generations. The bent 
twigs that survived and became bent, abusive adults, now slaughter the children, 
like so much meat for the taking, in horrors you don't even want to know, where 
screams are the last sound they ever make.  
 
Children are not safe in your silence. They are still being dragged away from 
rescuers, taken from safe homes, and thrown into the pits of abuse.   
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This is not just Tribal Social Services, it is the County enabling it by keeping 
silent, and the State ignoring the complaints because someone, in levels above 
and below, is getting money, or product, or being blackmailed about some 
past/current behaviors-- whatever it is, the top and bottom make it possible and 
the man in the middle just wants to keep his or her job..., so they look away 
rather than look into the neglect, abuse, rape, torture and murder of these 
children.  Judges are involved. They have to be. Look how they rule to protect the 
abusers. The BIA just looks the other way, and they KNOW it is going on, but as 
long as their agent on the rez never files a report, they have no obligation to act. 
And, Rowdy Cavenaugh has never filed a report.  Neither has Bentley Grey Bear, 
even though he personally, has witnessed these abuses. Not one single report. 
(Who raised you, Bentley?) 
 
The clinic, still run by Piggy Cavenaugh, who has hired one of her daughters as 
the ambulance director! Her other daughter, Nina, who lives in Fargo, ND is 
director of the garbage department. Nina doesn't even show up for work and 
draws a full salary, $30 per hour or more, tax free. Piggy does the time sheets 
and Weenie Boy signs off on them. 
 
More Corruption is on the way. You have an election this week for Secretary-
Treasurer. April St. Pierre Longie and one of the Merrick's running for it. Outright 
thieves. There is no lesser of two evils here. They are pretty much equal.  
 
And you can vote for them... whichever one you want to rob you now, because 
you have no better options. Your options all dwindled down to none as you did 
not show courage when the time was easier, to stand with those of good 
character-- you let the ones with education and integrity be run off, by bullies of 
no character, greedy and evil by Nature and Nurture.  
 
Now, you complain about your choices. Where were you when you had a 
chance? Waiting? For what? "Someone is coming"? Perhaps with a red cape, 
boots and tights? That "someone" is you. It has always been you. It still is you. 
But you are waiting ... for it to get bad enough that you will do something? Or until 
it is too late?  
 
You are being robbed of your money, your chance at life, your dignity... and your 
children, the very future of your tribe, are being bent and torn, tossed into the 
graveyard like beer cans from a speeding van, driven by a drunken Turdling, 
laughing at your 'discomfort'.  
 
You make it easy for those who hurt children, by your silence.  They grow up to 
hurt your children, the ones you raised so carefully. The ones you were so sure 
would make it.  
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So I ask you now: What did you think would happen to the children that survived? 
How did you think their behaviors and the demons that chase them, would be 
acted out on your community? The community next door?  
 
So I ask the neighbors of the rez: Do you think that all this ugly would be possible 
if not for your own racism, ignorance and biases? Your own assumptions about 
people you know nothing about, gave you comfort until, it was your child that got 
hurt, your grandchild that got abused, or killed. Now you wail in anguish and want 
to know "How could such a thing happen?" 
 
Everything happens for a reason. Bad things tend to happen in a chain series of 
bad events, unbroken by anyone who watched it happening.  
 
Have you ever questioned why some judges allow major crimes to be treated so 
lightly? Do you really know whom you are electing? Whom they are appointing?  
 
Of course not! You just watch as things fall apart, and think it all started less than 
five minutes before it fell apart.  
 
I am here to tell you all that it happened when it did, because it began a long, 
long time ago... and no one wanted to get involved. And those who did get 
involved, were made to stand alone, because none of you could be bothered to 
stand up and give support to someone fighting the battles that would have 
prevented all this sorrow from coming to your door.  
 
Now is the time. Past time. Long past time. And, what are you doing?  
 
Look! Up in the Sky! It's a Bird! It's a Plane! It's... nothing.  
 
Walking to the graveyard, despite the crying, sobbing all around, there is a 
profound silence that envelops each person wherein they can hear their own 
heartbeat, and feel it to their core, when they step on a twig. 
 
I can hear your heart beating from here, and feel your shoulders shake as you 
walk through sorrows. You don't fool me, even if you do for awhile, fool yourself.  
 
You know where to find me.  
 
~Cat 


