
July 18, 2007 
 
How To Kill An Indian 
 
Sorry folks, the cherries took way longer than I had anticipated.  There were so many of 
them!  Gloves did not work because they were awkward (too big) so I had to use my bare 
hands.  I had cherry juice half-ways up to my elbows!  I had cherry juice in my 
fingernails and around the edges.  I scrubbed and scrubbed, dug and dug, but could not 
get it all out.   
 
It was like my fingernails were telling the tale of cherries that met their end by my 
hands.  Oddly enough, all that red stuff on my hands made me think of Pisster.  I wonder 
how she and her brothers got all the blood off of their hands?   
 
I know they showered and hosed off outside, trying to get all that red stuff off of them.  It 
was all over their faces, in their hair, and I am sure, it was in their fingernails, telling the 
tale of the murder and how Eddie had met his demise at their hands.  I know they could 
not get it all off.   
 
For me it was cherry juice.  For them, Eddie's blood.  I wonder how, for days and days 
after, even as Pisster's house was being totally demolished and buried, they were looking 
at their hands and trying to get the blood out from under their fingernails, hoping no one 
would notice.  That if anyone did notice, they would only think it was dirt. 
 
I was thinking perhaps I should phone Pisster and ask her what she used to clean her 
hands after the murder, and then I realized, her hands are still dirty. 
 
The same hands that tend to the little children in the daycare that she runs, stoned on her 
ass, stinking of urine, those same hands will never be clean. 
 
Cherry juice is all faded off of my hands now.  But blood on your hands, that must be a 
seriously different story, eh? 
 
That Indian was killed by being beat to death and then laid out on the highway to look 
like a hit and run.  Too many people saw the boys, Jeannie Charbonneau and Bruce 
McKay at the scene, staging the body, and yet all of them have so far not been charged 
with their crimes because they control the community with lies and fear.   
 
They committed murders before and since and continue to this day, killing anyone that 
gets in their way.  The blood on their hands will never come clean until they come clean 
and admit what they have done, to Eddie and the others.   
 
Jamming that screwdriver into the gut of Sam Jackson because he was going to tell, and 
then Poopsie holding up his hand with the blood on the screwdriver dripping down his 
arm, threatening all who saw it that if they spoke up, they would end up with the same 
thing. 
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Fear is killing those Indians.   
 
It is eating them alive from the inside, all of them.  Those that do these murders and those 
that keep the secrets that enable them to keep on keeping on with their evil ways, that is 
killing those Indians, one by one, bit by bit, bad hearts, bad legs and bad blood, all 
consumed by the evil that is feeding on the Indians who stay silent.  
 
That fear is being fed to the children, in futility, anger, addictions, alcoholism and 
suicidal self-esteem.  They are dying by neglect, by fear, by abandonment, all so that the 
evil that rules your lives can continue to go unchallenged.  
 
The children are the future.  The future is dying, wandering lost in the abyss of apathy 
and denial. That is how the Indians of the future are being killed, today. 
 
Silence is how you kill the Indians today.  
 
Those who speak up are left to stand alone because the rest of you want to stay safe in 
your silence. I have to ask you; How 'safe' do you feel as your children spiral into the 
void?  How has your silence made it better for you, your children or anyone? 
 
The next time someone stands up, stand with them, or stand back and watch as the 
darkness takes another child, another loved one.   
 
You allow their arrogance to run your lives and you say nothing.  Don't worry, soon there 
will be no voices to speak up.  Those who can, will abandon the darkness and leave 
behind their homes and their way of life for the shelter of assimilation.   
 
Your culture will only be for show, because no one will be around that knows it well 
enough to teach it and no one will want to be an indian enough to learn it.  The loss will 
be profound, and that blood, my friends, will be on your hands. 
 
Small Pox 
 
We all have heard the stories of how Indians were put onto reservations, which were in 
every way, 'concentration camps' (see Floyd Red Crow Westerman's videos).  These were 
not 'safe havens', but a way of isolating Indians from one another's tribes, removing from 
them all power to control any aspect of their daily lives, and they were not allowed to 
speak their own language, practice their religion and forced to send their children to 
'schools' that debased them for being Indian.   
 
They were starved, and the food supplies that were supposed to be given to them were 
withheld by corrupt 'managers', and the government turned a deaf ear and a blind eye 
while all this was going on.   
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The only person they listened to on how things were going on the reservations were the 
appointed managers.  No one else had a voice. 
 
Then, one fiercely cold winter, the government sent the blankets (Indians were not 
allowed to do their weaving or trading with other tribes, so 'blankets' were part of the 
'care' and 'support' given by the Government to the Indian People. 
 
The blankets came in and were distributed immediately.  They were not withheld and the 
Indians did not have to beg for them.  They were tossed off the wagons to the cold and 
hungry Indians as the wagons came into the compound.   
 
In a matter of days, a plague of smallpox broke out among the Indian People.  It ran like a 
prairie fire, cutting them down in the worst possible ways. No medicines were provided, 
there was no care offered.  
 
Only later was it revealed that the army had deliberately sent blankets with the disease on 
them to the Indians, as a way of wiping them out.  Genocide by germ warfare. 
 
But not all the Indians died. 
 
Oppression and Revolt 
 
Indians were given alcohol, as much as they wanted, and many of them succumbed to the 
numbing embrace of that soul stripping addiction.  It was their way of self-medicating, a 
temporary escape from the reality of their conditions in the confines of the concentration 
camps.  
 
Many died from this, and many more were just plain ruined. Families were abused, and 
there were rages that created more rages, and Indians were being destroyed from the 
Inside out. 
 
When members of the tribe could no longer tolerate the abuses, the starvation, the rapes 
and the sickness, they would revolt.   
 
These were called 'uprisings' and the Government dispatched the military with all its 
force, to kill indiscriminately, men, women, children, the elderly and the animals.  
Indians were punished for not tolerating the abuses. 
 
Very few people had insights into what was going on on the reservations.  Our 
government was still very new and most people had a sense that our government was as 
idealistic as the soldiers and statesmen who brought it into being.   
 
They had no idea of how many lies they were being told so that the government could 
commit genocide on the Indians.  In fact, it took hundreds of years, many wars before 
people began to look into the motivations and connections of those in government who 
prospered from the genocides of Indians and other people all around the world.  It would 
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take almost until today before enough voices would raise up and question the reasons and 
the hidden agendas that required lies, genocide and racism in order to advance and take 
from Indians, all that was theirs, and then take from all of us, that which we always 
assumed was ours.  
 
When there were uprisings, only those who had intermarried with Indian people and were 
close to them understood the dynamics and questioned the Government's abuses.  
Communication back in those days was at best, telegraph and penny novels.   
 
Penny Novels sold out if they talked about how our government, our military had heroes 
who kept us safe in our beds, by stomping down the Red Man, whom we were all told, 
were Godless, heathens and savages.   
 
Telling the truth would have put the ugly where it belonged and all good people in the 
land would have revolted against our government and the way it was doing business at 
the expense of all we valued as Americans.   
 
The Press was not free, it was bought and paid for by those who made their fortunes 
stealing, lying and murdering to make their prosperity greater than the next man's wealth. 
 
Indians were marched in death marches, most commonly known as The Trail of Tears, 
but there were other marches, other kangaroo trials, executions, hangings and 
imprisonment. 
 
But still, Indians survived. 
 
(Next) 
 
Residential Schools 
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 


