
July 13, 2007 
 
You Feel Lucky? 
 
Wow! Another Friday the 13th!  Almost time to put up the ol' countdown clock leading 
up to Eddie's murder.  Let's fire up the Way Back Machine, one more time and go visit 
those 'Good ol' Days', shall we? 
 
Eddie was completely unaware that his on again, off again 'friends' were planning to 
murder him.  He was just going about his business, being Eddie.  In order for Eddie to get 
Unemployment Bennies, he would have to prove, from time to time, that he was seeking 
work.  Eddie had quit the Devil's Lake PD and he would rather party than work.  Then 
again, who wouldn't, eh? 
 
One of the things he did to prove he was actively seeking work, was to fill out an 
application with the ND Highway Patrol.  He expected to be turned down.  Even if he had 
been accepted, he knew he would not last long because, for one thing, passing the drug 
test would be a problem.  
 
But he was not worried.  The NDHP was not actively recruiting and he didn't give his app 
a second thought.  (His mother talked about how, the day after he died, his letter of 
acceptance arrived in the mail, and even she was unaware that he had applied).   
 
But, our favorite paranoids were not unaware.  Eddie's previous employer had been 
contacted as a reference, and someone in that department (you know who you are) picked 
up that red flag and ran it over to the Turdlings. 
 
They knew about the bad blood between the Turdlings and Eddie.  Just about everyone 
did.  One of Eddie's 'gottcha' moments while in uniform, was to write a ticket to Poopsie, 
who had been driving for years, without a driver's license.  Poopsie was a badger at the 
time and above all, it was important to him and his sibling Turdlings, that they never, 
ever have any kind of legal mark against them.  They wanted to keep their perfect record 
of immunity intact.  
 
Dealing drugs out of the police car, raping his daughters, and being able to beat up drunks 
after he handcuffed them, anytime he wanted, were 'perks' of the job.  No one ever dared 
question Poopsie.  
 
And, as a bonus, his brothers could do what they wanted, rape, rob, embezzle, molest 
their children and other family members, and it was all 'taken care of' very quietly, with 
no reports anywhere. 
 
Poopsie always needs to feel 'all powerful' like a god on the rez. Eddie wrote that ticket 
while Poopsie was sputtering and spitting and yelling and everything, and Eddie just 
laughed. 
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Bad enough that was, but the thought of Eddie going into a branch of Law Enforcement 
that Poopsie had not yet bribed, or extorted, would once again, put him in danger of 
having one man on the rez more powerful than himself.   
 
Eddie knew a lot of things about Poopsie and how he did business.  Most of it, Eddie did 
not agree with, but never really had the ambition to do anything about it. He knew about 
Skip Longie and the rest of them and their parties at The Ranch and what went on at 
Graham Island in general.  Eddie also knew about the drug runs and could really put a 
dent in ol' Poopsie's and the rest of the Turdclan's action.  Why, he might even want a 
piece of it.  A big piece! 
 
Such was the paranoia and tantrums of the Turdlings. They found out about Eddie's app 
for the ND HP, and put their best drunken FBI Butt Buddy, Spencer Helleckson, on the 
job.  Spencer monitored the app as it traveled along the system and kept Poopsie posted. 
 
Quite frankly, it seems as if Eddie had forgotten all about the application, almost as soon 
as he handed it in.  He knew he would not make it.   
 
And, had Poopsie not been so stoned, so paranoid and so juiced up with rage and 
stupidity, he too would have known that Eddie would not make it.  But paranoids have a 
way of home-growing their worst fears, and nothing can stop them.  
 
Still angry at being put in the position of having a traffic ticket (most people get over 
these things, but not Turdlings), he was just looking for an excuse to murder Eddie. 
 
Imagine Eddie's confusion on that night, when he went outside to take a leak on Pisster's 
house while the drunken party indoors was in the process of passing out, and Poopsie 
followed him outside. 
 
Eddie was a big enough boy that he could take a leak without supervision, but Poopsie 
was peppering him with questions about 'did he ever want to be a cop again?' and 'would 
he want to be a Tribal Cop?' and Eddie was shaking his head 'no' and muttering that he 
wanted to collect unemployment until January, if he could.. 
 
All of which fed into the paranoia of Eddie wanting to be a cop and lying to Poopsie 
about it so he must have some sinister plan that would lead to Poopsie's downfall... 
 
Finally, unable to pee in peace, Eddie was trying to figure out what Poopsie wanted from 
him.  It sounded like he wanted Eddie to apply for a position as a Tribal Cop.  Eddie 
really didn't want to do that because he knew he could get that job and he did not want to 
go back to work --just yet. 
 
But maybe Poopsie was going to report to the Unemployment Dept. that he had offered 
Eddie a job and Eddie had refused.  That would cut him off from benefits.  He knew 
Poopsie would do that.  So he just shook it a couple of times, zipped up, shrugged his 
shoulders and said: "Yeah, maybe you could get me a job as a Tribal Cop." 
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Since there was no 'good answer' for Poopsie, that one, being a turn around from him 
saying he didn't want to be a cop, proved to Poopsie that Eddie was lying and had some 
plan... 
 
"Just one more beer?" Poopsie offered.   
 
Eddie followed him into the house.  But the beer tasted 'off'.  Eddie knew that someone 
had drugged his beer.  That was a total buzz kill for him. He began to rapidly sober up as 
the adrenalin rushed into his blood stream.  
 
Poopsie caught that glimpse of instant suspicion and moved fast.  He jumped on Eddie, 
and Roger kicked Eddie's legs out from under him.  Eddie kept getting up. "Get my bat!" 
Poopsie yelled to Q-Ball, and QBall opened the closet door and before he could get the 
bat to Poopsie, Pisster had swung a cast iron pan at the back of Eddie's head, stunning 
him. 
 
He shuddered from the concussion and fell to the ground.  Still, the beating did not stop. 
Jeanie Charbonneau and Pisster were screaming at the tops of their lungs, as Poopsie  and 
Weenie Boy, and Q-Ball continued to beat and kick Eddie's convulsing body.  Poopsie 
did not let the bat go to waste.  He swung over and over again. 
 
A few houses away, the windows open because of the sweltering night air, the screams 
and thumps woke up those who had been restless in their overheated homes, lying in their 
beds.  The screams from the women pierced the night air. 
 
One woman screamed: "Stop hitting him James! You've already killed him!"  (Which one 
of you ladies would like to take credit for that one? ) 
 
Thus it was announced to the surrounding homes, that a beat down had turned into a 
murder at the home of Pisster. 
 
They dragged Eddie's lifeless body from the kitchen to the back porch.  Pisster was still 
in hysterics.  They gave her a job. "Watch him" they said.   
 
The floor had become slimy with blood and the Turdlings slipped and Poopsie fell, only 
to be given a bloody hand up from Weenie Boy, his hands so slippery, that Poopsie fell 
again. 
 
Another scream from the backyard.  It was Pisster, holding a bloody rock.  "He moved!" 
she said. 
 
I think it was just one of those twitches that happens when life is beaten out of a body.  
Muscles contract.  But to her, it was as if he was coming back to life, going to get her. 
She gets drunk all the time these days.  Says she is sorry for killing Eddie.   She cries that 
everyone should just get over it.  
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The best part is that during the day, she runs the daycare for all the little babies whose 
mommies go to school and work at the college.  Imagine having someone that drunk and 
stoned on pills all the time, someone who helped to murder Eddie Peltier, watching the 
children?  Only in Indian Country! 
 
 
 
Stay Tuned 
 
We will continue this story, after all, it is the favorite summertime ritual on the rez, 
remembering how the Turdclan murdered Eddie Peltier, and others, and how they all 
keep their silence and feed their young to the corruption that consumes them. 
 
No wonder the monsters are rising up from the depths of the lake.  There is so much evil, 
fear and cowardice on that rez, and that my friends, is what those creatures feed on. 
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 


