
August 21, 2008 
You People 
 
I love that.  You have to see my facial expression when I say that. So many 
emails I get begin with exactly that: "You People" and then they go on to tell me 
how I am either racist against Indians (assuming I am non-Indian) and others go 
on to tell me how I am racist against whites (assuming I am non-white), but 
overall, a sentence that begins with "You People" tells me immediately that the 
writer is someone from another planet.   
 
You have to be from another planet or species, to assume that people are 
somehow greater or lesser than other people.   To assume that people are (fill-in-
the-stereotype-here) indicates that the writer is someone so disconnected from 
their own existence, so narrow in their focus, that they divide the Human Race 
into 'sub-categories', inferior to themselves.   
 
I see "You People" and I start laughing.  Nothing I say or do, nothing any of us 
say or do, can cut through that level of ignorance.  Like watching a drunk with a 
bucket over their head, blindly stumbling through a room, trying to find the light 
switch; until they take that bucket off their head and see where they are and their 
place/position in the real world, all they are is noise.   
 
Even more irony is that so many writers assume I am a man.  Thank you, I think? 
I take that as a sideways compliment.  And I do feel bad for the Cat West that 
lives out there, the one that got pulled over and issued a traffic citation, setting all 
the scanners on fire.   
 
Let us all work to remember that we are ALL involved.  What appears to be 
specific to one race or class, is in fact, affecting all of us.  For the sake of 
understanding, at least while reading this blog, assume that we are ALL Indians. 
 
So, now that we know where the "You People" stand, and what is over their 
heads, let us move on to more important business.  
 
Priorities: Where Do YOU Fit In? 
 
One way to measure the value of your elected leaders is to take a good look at 
their priorities and where YOU fit in on that list. 
 
Last year, when Bobby Littleghost died at the Powwow, a lot of things came into 
the light:  The lousy planning, horrible emergency planning, the decrepit state of 
the Emergency Vehicles, etc., etc. 
 
The "rigs" as they are called (ambulances), are supposed to be replaced after 
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100K miles.  That is for safety sake.  Those rigs get the hardest miles on them 
because of their weight and where they have to go, often off road, and it should 
be, should be, a priority to have your emergency equipment in top shape, and 
your crews and the administration all top notch-- it is a matter of life and death, 
right? 
 
Well, it's been a year.  Since the old rig was way overdue for replacement last 
year, let's see what has happened, shall we?  We can measure Piggy 
Cavenaugh's skills and priorities once again, by what she has or has not done.  
 
Yes, the rig has been replaced!  Ooops! It was replaced with one from another 
tribe that had expired its 100K limitation.  (Looks like some tribes care about their 
people.  Not like SLN that thinks your life and death emergencies are a joke)  So, 
essentially, you have another tragedy waiting to happen.   
 
Apparently, and this goes to skill level both in management and in lying, Piggy 
'screwed up the paperwork' and so the tribe did not get the new ambulance.  
(*snap)  The good news is that it is 'on the list'.  Number 14th on the list, to be 
precise.  I wonder, and so should everyone, what the other 13 priorities are.   
 
That is where Piggy places your safety, the life and death of you, your children, 
your elders, anyone in need of emergency medical services.   
 
You need to have her removed, immediately, and all her relatives who are, just 
as she is, unqualified for the positions they hold.  Your life may depend on it. 
 
Another thing to note here, and this goes to why the IHS needs to be thoroughly 
investigated, and not just handed more unaudited grants from the government:  
IHS is supposed to be turning over a 3% increase for the EMS system every year 
but they haven't for the last thirteen years. 
 
Something else to consider, when you are looking at priorities:  EMS employee's 
are paid less than the garbage collector's on the Rez.  Garbage more skilled? 
More important? Or just better 'connected'? 
 
Further: The new garbage collection building that was dedicated earlier this 
summer--a couple million of EMS earmarked money went into funding that 
building.  
 
Well, it looks like you have your answers.  Shouldn't you be asking questions?  
 
I guess Piggy can't spare a dime for you, the people, and besides, she can use 
that for her own self, right? 
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Sirens Are Warnings of Urgencies/Emergencies 
 
So, where do you fit in? Can you hear the sirens wailing? Hope they can make 
the round trip okay.  It might be important. 
 
Think, every time you hear the sirens, think.  Think about what Piggy has done to 
fatten herself and her family.  Think of the people who suffer and die because the 
EMS is under equipped, under funded, while she gobbles up the glory and the 
dollars, comfortable in her warm cozy bed at night, while someone, somewhere is 
overdosing and won't make it.  While someone, somewhere, frantically waits for 
the ambulance while their loved one is having a heart attack.  While someone, 
somewhere, is on the phone trying to get help for a baby in convulsions... 
Someone, somewhere.   
 
If it is not important enough for you now, it will be when that someone is you or 
yours.  Too late then.  By that time, it is your fault for doing nothing.  
 
Listen to the sirens.  Think. Think. Think.  
 
Be Specific 
 
I had one reader write and tell me that the latest rape by Gaelen Robertson and 
his partner in crime, Greg Green, was actually Seashelly's sister.  I had heard 
that prior.  That he had raped her.  Shelly doesn't care.  However, I did hear, from 
more than one source, that Gaelen and Greg tied up the sister's 8-yr. old 
daughter and raped her for hours. Still, Seashelly can't be bothered with the 
issue.  
 
So, either way you look at it, whether it is a family member, old or young, Gaelen 
is a rapist and Seashelly gets him out of jail, over and over again. The Tribe pays 
all his legal bills.  They pay for his bail.   
 
So, not sure if "just raping her sister" really diminishes the crime to the 'lesser 
importance' file or not.  He was arrested, held in jail and she got him out, again.  
How many times is that now?  I would say 15 or 20, but I could be wrong and it is 
only 14, and that would be a real crime!  
 
Wouldn't that be awful? Imagine, accusing a serial rapist of one too many! 
 
Job Gods 
 
I remember when I was out there, I was amazed how Mary Wide Legs, who was 
running the commods distribution at the time, was able to use the employees for 
her own personal slaves.  She had one man there making the jingles for her 



Restless Spirit: The Blog   21 August, 2008 
Page 4 of 5 

Jingle Dress.  The Tribe paid for him to make her dress?  Yes.  
 
She loved the power.  If they didn't do what she wanted, they could lose their 
jobs.  I imagine that practice is still prevalent out there.  I wonder what all Lisa 
has her employees doing?  I wonder what all Wacky Jacky has her hirelings 
doing?  I know what Poopsie has his doing and (*Shudder) it is enough to make 
the strongest amongst us, puke.   
 
Another thing that was amazing to watch, was the way Mary 'flexed' her power 
muscles.   
 
Some dumbass fool, drove past her house, and tossed trash from his car, and it 
landed in her driveway. She phoned the cops and they tracked the guy down!  
(No rapes to investigate? No robberies? Littering was the crime of the day?).  He 
had to come back and report to her who it was.   
 
He did.  Not satisfied with that, she ordered the cop to "Bring him back and make 
him pick it up."   
 
Even for a Badger, that seemed excessive.  "You're kidding, right?" He said.   
 
Her gaze fixed on some distant point, where only the powerful can go with their 
minds, "No.  I am serious," she said.  "I want this picked up."  
 
The Badger moved towards the empty carton.   
 
"Not by you," She ordered.  The Badger shrugged. All that gear, the jacket, the 
holster, the shades and the hat, those special cop shoes, all in the service of her 
royal Heinee.  He went to the Badger mobile and took off.   
 
A few minutes later, the criminal of the hour was brought before her.  He picked 
up the trash, apologized and then waited for her to either show mercy, or 
pronounce further punishment.   
 
"Don't do that to my yard again," she said.   
 
Obsequiously, the criminal left.  Bowing slowly as he backed away from her to his 
vehicle.   
 
The Badger, was then dismissed.  Off I am sure, to some other major crime.   
 
You have to be there, to see that sort of thing for yourself, to know how far that 
kind of corruption and abuse stretches.  Those who control the jobs, control the 
lives.  They rob you first of your dignity.  The rest really doesn't matter.  People 
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out there get used to this.   
 
I think it is time to get uncomfortable with it.  I think it is time to stand up, even 
against these small dictator like abuses.   
 
Make it not okay.  In order for that to happen, you have to get rid of the Tribal 
Council that makes it okay.  Put in one that will work for the people; not just bleed 
them.  Time to take your dignity back.  And hold accountable all who abuse 
dignity out there.  Yours, or someone else's.  Doesn't matter.  Dignity and 
Respect require, demand that we come together.   
 
Meanwhile, Jingle Dresses are made, Star Quilts are stitched, rooms are painted, 
Blazers have the blood washed out of them while the Evil that rules over all holds 
your dignity between thumb and forefinger.  
 
You want better? You must work for it.  Come together. Work together. They 
can't stop you.  
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 


