
July 21, 2007 -- Blog in Progress 
 
Tony Walking Eagle Died 
 
So, I fully expect Carl Walking EGO to immediately head on over to Lois's office and 
collect $200 for every member of his poor family.  Don't be surprised.  I know Lois will 
be generous with him because he is so needy.  Oh yeah, and throw in some extra money 
for the other relatives, because Carl will tell her that he will distribute it all to all of 
them.  And of course, with his pockets bulging with that cash, he will deny he took any of 
it and the relatives will show up and get 'seconds'. 
 
Keep in mind that when other people who are not politically well-connected must bury 
their loved ones, Lois slams the lid on the money box shut.  If they don't get the money, 
she takes it out for herself and writes in the ledger that she paid them.  It's free money, 
right?  Someone has to get it.  Why not Lois? 
 
Let's see what kind of a funeral ol' Carl puts on for his daddy.  And while he is standing 
graveside, do what he would do in your place, and go dig up his backyard and help 
yourself to some cash-filled coffee cans.   
 
He can't say they are 'missing' because he denies they are there.  Smart people already 
know where to dig.  
 
This is tomorrow's blog so we will return to the topics on tap.  This has been a 'breaking 
news' update. 
 
(We now return to our regular programming.) 
 
Boarding School Curriculum 
 
I received a letter from several people who have had survived the horrors of Residential 
or "boarding" schools as Indians.  
 
Some were just tear soaked, others very matter-of-fact, and some were disjointed, as if 
the writer was shaking all over as the memories flooded back.  
 
I am going to share one of these letters with you so that you will better understand, both 
Indian and Non-Indian, how things came to be so destroyed in Indian Country.  
Remember to multiply this one writer's story by hundreds of thousands, over a period of 
7 generations, and you can see trauma piled upon trauma. 
 
Like a pile up in the fog on a super highway, the wreckage cannot be missed if you know 
what it is you are looking at. 
 
It needs to be dismantled, this wreckage, and dealt with.  This cannot be achieved any 
other way than for us to all understand how it happened and what twisted lives are left 
behind and what needs to be done to begin the healing. 
 
First step is to make it safe for people to heal.  That means that only the most qualified 
can run these programs, not those who step in by running off the qualified, and then use 



their position to spy on the innermost secrets and pains of those trying to crawl out of the 
wreckage of their lives.  
 
Only counselors with experience and training should be allowed to participate.  Not that a 
college degree for counseling is required, but training is a must!  And harsh consequences 
to anyone that is caught breaching confidentiality MUST be in place.   
 
Otherwise, only more damage can ensue. 
 
This pile-up on the interstate we are viewing here, is a Nation. It is Human Beings, our 
brothers and sisters. 
 
Here, without further adieu, is the story of one person's experience in Boarding School: 
 

I was reading what you wrote about the boarding schools. I started school in the 
1950’s. 
Fortunately for me, at that time I was already formed as a person inside and out, but it 
was a constant struggle to maintain my identity in the face of threats and whippings. 
 
I met many other people like myself in those schools, and we remain friends to this day. 
Too many of them have left for the spirit world now, but there are still many of us 
scattered across Indian country.  
 
When we get together we talk about those days in those schools. I explained to them 
once that the children’s self-esteem was lost too many of them who were not yet strong, 
and that it was not their fault that this happened. 
 
The priests and Nuns, Teachers and Dorm Matrons, etc did this by saying things like 
"backwards little bastards", Dog eating little bastards.” There were other horrendous 
abuses, but the venom coming from the mouths of ‘God’s People’ was toxic to so many, 
so young and tender and so far from home or help. 
 
Once I heard one of them say to another boy," You probably don't even know who your 
daddy is."  
 
Teachers would slap them when they did not pronounce the words right, and they did 
this in front of everyone. I wish we had the same rights as the children have today, but I 
know that this was all done to destroy us.  
 
I watched the little children's faces when the Teachers put them in the back row when 
they had their Christmas concerts. I watched their faces when they were told they did 
not need to try and get a part in the school play, and then groom the kids who looked 
white for the main parts.  
 
I know why they did not feel proud and were ashamed that they were Dacotah's. I hated 
those Teachers and "administrator's" for doing that then, and I hate them now, because 
I see the results of what they did everyday.  
 
Now there is a division that is growing between the Full bloods and the mixed bloods 
because of this. It goes back to the days when they were separated and segregated by 
skin color, even back then.  



 
I call this the “colonial mindset”, where Native people will always listen and follow the 
advice of a white person regardless of how ridiculous that advice is. It is this same 
mindset that makes the Native people think an educated Native is a threat and someone 
who should be watched closely and with suspicion. 
 
As our resources dry up and funding becomes scarce, this division will grow even 
more, as they will be threatened by being left out, no housing, no jobs, no justice in 
Tribal Courts, so it is a bad situation that is rising but no one notices. They all have the 
same mindset. 
 
While this battle rages, the white people exploit it and use it for their own purposes and 
fan the flames. It is really sad that all this goes on at the expense of the people. 
 
I wish I could find a way to restore self-esteem to the people, I try to do this, to 
reinforce the sense of self with people I work with. 
 
I explain this whole process to them and tell them the same thing you say, that there are 
forces and people who do not want you to be sober because you would realize what is 
going on.  
 
If everyone did not drink and abuse drugs we would know what is going on and would 
stop it. There would be no children in foster care, there would be no one walking on the 
sides of the roads to Devils Lake, where they go to be abused by the police and the 
people in that town.  
 
There would be no children wandering around the community at 3 and 4 am. No parent 
in their right mind would allow that to go on 
 
The people as a whole would not tolerate police abuses in our community, and there 
would be no need for a Juvenile Court. We did not have that in the past. In the 50's and 
60's Juvenile offender incidents were once or twice a year, and usually the same 
offenders. 
 
Now it is 4-5 incidents a week, our community is becoming a dangerous place to live, 
just like the inner cities in the poor and gang infested neighborhoods. 
 
If you follow the trail back to where these things came from, it will lead back to those 
boarding schools and the treatment the children received at the hands of the 
“Christians.” 
 
In Chamberlain, S.D there is a school called St Joseph's. The Christians there would 
take a electric clipper and shave a stripe down the middle of the children's heads if they 
attempted to run away from the school. 
 
They would also have older children hold you up by your legs and arms, and as you 
hung sideways they would use a belt and whip you across the belly and back.  
 
I told my children about that school and the effect it had on some of the people here, I 
told them so they would understand why the people are the way they are. Why they 



drink themselves to death and why they taught their children to drink and use drugs and 
why the cycle goes on and on.  
I also told them that my friends and I would always be proud of the stripe down the 
middle of our heads, just a few thoughts you might be able to use in your website.  
 
Take care and pray for the people. 

 
 
Added Note: 
 
You may think, many of you, that the government is giving 'handouts' to the Indians to 
repay them for the broken treaties and the mistreatment, but that is not true.  The 
'handouts' go directly to those thugs and bullies who wallow in self-indulgence, luxuries, 
and do the work of abusing their own people, and of keeping them down. 
 
They are paid zookeepers, essentially, making sure none of the people ever gets a sense 
of progress or healing or improvement in their lot in life.  
 
These corrupt officials then point to the human wreckage in their care and demand more 
'handouts' and who could refuse?   
 
All Indians want or need is equal rights.  They do NOT have the same Civil Rights as 
every other American has.  They have no recourse, nowhere to go to seek justice and the 
abuses continue to pile up as the drive to extinguish their spirits, erase their footsteps 
continues, out of sight and out of the glare of public scrutiny by a disinterested media that 
cares not for informing the public, but for selling the most product and gaining the 
biggest sponsors. 
 
We must ask ourselves, at some point, how we can sleep at night, knowing what is going 
on in our name?  These abuses and the governmental neglect, is just plain wrong.   
 
The next time you see a drunken Indian on the street, hustling or passed out and filthy, 
take a second look: What you see is someone not yet dead despite all that has been done 
to them by a system bent on making them extinct.  
 
Instead of judging them as failures, better admire them for surviving for this long, given 
the circumstances and ask yourself how long you would manage any sign of life had 
these 7 generations of circumstances been heaped upon your wretched soul? 
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 


