
June 26, 2008 
Déjà Vu, All Over Again 
 
I sort of wish Yogi Berra was here to read this one for us.  It seems that no matter 
how many times they play that money scam on the tribe, it just gets funnier every 
time! It just never seems to get old, now does it? 
 
(Barks Twice comes into the room, wrapped in Toilet Paper) What's that Girl?  
(*Barks Twice, barks twice) You say you remember the old Toilet Paper scam?  
The one where the tribe was 'robbed' of $12 Million dollars?  You say you 
remember how the Tribal Council all hung their heads and said: 'We done got 
robbed by white folk', but how they never pursued legal action to get the money 
back? (*Barks Twice barks twice, and lopes out of the room, toilet paper 
streaming in her wake). 
 
You all remember that too, don't you?  How the TC was willing to just let that 
money go, and never so much as asked for an investigation or tried to recover 
the money.  That is because, the money went into their pockets.  However, the 
rest of you did get some of that toilet paper from those two truckloads of it they 
parked in front of the Blue Building, right?  There ya go! 
 
*(Barks Twice re-enters the room, dragging a chain of cell phones, all tied 
together with a golden wire.  Sits. Wags, barks twice) What's that, Girl? You say 
you remember Golden Eagle Wireless and how the tribe lost over $4 Million on 
that debacle?  You say the company opened and then was shut down within 4 
months? You say the TC all stood on the stage and announced: 'We done got 
tricked by the White Folk,' and how they never pursued investigation into that one 
either? Is that because Carl Walking Ego and his pals took all the money?  Is that 
it? Huh? (*Barks Twice turns and exits the room, dragging the cell phones with 
her.  They make a scraping noise as they drag across the hard floor). 
 
Remember how the TC told you that they had mistakenly 'trusted people they 
met on a plane trip'?  Oh, and did they tell you it was the same group of people 
that 'dun robbed us before'? Probably not. But it was.   
 
(*A lot of scuffling at the door.  Barks Twice backs into the room dragging Varsity 
Bags into the center of the room and piling them up.  Some are real dirty, none of 
them paid for) What are you doing?  Where did you get those?  
 
(Barks Twice goes into full-point pose.)  Ahh ! Yes!  The Varsity Bags scam!  
That was brilliant, wasn't it??  "Why put your dope in hollow cell phones when 
you can put more in a gym bag!"  I remember the slogan!   And when the people 
at Varsity demanded to be paid for their materials, (advanced to the tribe, too 
poor to purchase them initially)(yeah, right.) The TC, once again, hung their 
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heads...(*Barks Twice, bows her head in mock shame).   
 
(*Barks Twice flings herself on the floor, rolls and laughs that wheezing kind of 
doggy laugh) I laugh too, and so should you, because the joke always seems to 
be on YOU! 
 
The TC is willing to laugh with you or at you.  You may as well laugh because 
you are doing nothing to stop them. 
 
Speaking of "What Goes Round and Round, and Round..." 
 
Yes, the Wind Farm.  And we all know exactly how that will go, don't we?  Think 
about it for a minute:  The All Powerful Tribal Council moved Heaven and Earth to 
make that project fail.  Frank Black Cloud, for all he could, tried to revive it.  He 
did not put his heart and soul in it for himself; rather, he wanted this for the 
people.   
 
He is a man of integrity.  Yes, his mother was in a fix, and I think each and every 
one of you out there can relate to her story.  It was too tempting on her meager 
income, to make ends meet, and she took that check every month.   
 
A check, btw, that her loving son, Matthew snagged after the first few.  And when 
she put a stop to it, he turned her in.  Matthew got the money, she gets the 
charges and has to pay it back.  She faces jail, so does his brother, but he gets a 
big cigar for selling them out.   
 
Normally, I say I'm on the side of those who speak up.  But he was not speaking 
up.  He was threatening and terrorizing his mother so that he could take the 
money.  When she finally was able to stand up to him, he played that last card 
and brought the hammer down on her.  He did not do it because it was 'right'.  He 
did it because she quit feeding his addiction.  He was an extortionist to his own 
mother to take the money from her.  Extortionist to keep her in that cycle.  I 
wonder how good he feels about himself about now?  I wonder who his new 
friends are, and for how long? 
 
She is not denying it.  She is owning up to it.  He is not.  Yet, he gets no 
consequences for his part.  He gets a small reward from Poopsie and NLO, for 
making it possible to attack Frank by attacking his mother.  I stand on the side of 
anyone that owns up to what they have done, regardless of how large or small of 
a crime it is, and they are willing to be accountable.  THAT is the right thing to do. 
 
Either you stand with those who do the RIGHT thing, or you stand with those who 
do the wrong thing.  Most have become accustomed to doing "NO THING", but 
that is changing. 
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Matthew found a way to punish his mother, and his brother, because they wanted 
to stop the stealing.  They had even made arrangements to pay the money back.  
Try to get ANY one in the Casino (I'm talking about the Turd Clan and their 
trouser monkeys), or anyone in the Tribal Council, who have stolen MILLIONS 
upon MILLIONS from everyone out there, to pay back any of what they have 
stolen--HAH! (There's that joke again!) 
 
Yet, they felt that they could disgrace a good man, and you would all go along 
with it, finish him off, cluck your tongues, point your lower lip at him.  But, oddly 
enough, this time, that did not happen.  (*Ground rumbles) 
 
Frank is a man of integrity, and the Tribal Council is, well, you all know what they 
are, don't you?  If not, Barks Twice will be happy to go dig up some of the other 
scandals, some more recent than others.  (I had locked the screen door so she 
could drag in Q1, Ronin or any of the others.  Just too darn messy to drag all of 
them across the floor for review at this time). 
 
The TC and Turdclan needed to get control of the funding coming in, ostensibly 
for the Wind Farm they have no intention of completing.. 
 
And, between NLO and the rest of them, including Poopsie's Poodle, they 
managed to turn what is legally speaking a minor, petty larceny, into some sort of 
Federal Offense, solely for the purpose of removing Frank from having any 
access to the program.  (Start up that laugh track!) 
 
And they put in his place: (*Drum Roll) Russell McDonald.  Yup, selling little 
Mary, all those years ago, has really paid off for the McDonald Clan!  Russell, 
who has run every program he has been allowed to run, directly into the ground 
with mismanagement and incompetence that has to be seen to be believed, even 
by SLN Standards!  (Hey, should we call it "SNL"? The laughs just keep rolling 
in!) 
 
They make it a point of removing the one person who was doing it right and for 
the  right reasons and you install in his place, the one person you know is inept, 
crooked and without scruples.... what, pray tell are you all expecting?  What do 
you think will happen? (Tell me you can all connect the dots by now.  Not like this 
is unfamiliar in pattern or anything like that.) 
 
Start selling those front-row tickets now, for the Tribal Council Show!  The one 
where they stand before you, shrug, shuffle their feet, and say they have no idea 
where all the money went.  (You know it's coming.) 
 
For those of you who still have your heart set on getting the wind farm, and who 
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still believe, despite all the crooked people and their crooked history, that this 
time, THIS TIME, they will do right by the tribe, not much I can offer other than 
this:  Your optimism is based in a denial so powerful, it will break your heart.  
Your blindness is deliberate.  What you break by refusing to see what has been 
and what clearly is now in front of you, plain as can be, cannot be fixed.   
 
To prevent the heart of the people from breaking over yet another lie, scam, con, 
scandal, you must, all of you, continue to demand that Frank be made whole 
again.  That the charges against his mother be dropped and that no charges 
against him be allowed to stand. They are trumped up, blown up and only serve 
to remove him from being in a position to help you.   
 
Poopsie has his hand in this.  NLO could not do it without him.  You know who 
these people are; you know where they work, where they live and so on with 
every member of their family.  Shun them.  
 
Make signs that spell out your disdain: "NLO, Corrupt! Thief! Embezzler!" The 
same for Poopsie, every member of the Tribal Council.  For the Poodle, a sign 
that says "Poodle!" He will know who you mean.  Picket them.  Stand together, 
day after day, one of you, ten of you, a hundred of you, and chant "Out! OUT! 
Out!"  
 
Give them a very small taste of the discomfort they have brought to your lives.  
Be constant.  Be loud.  
 
And if one gets knocked down, run off, then ten more stand up.   
 
You outnumber them.  They are afraid of you.   
 
They consume your children, lick their fingers soaked in their blood; poison the 
future with addictions, depravity and futility.  They do this boldly and always 
because you do nothing to stop them.  
 
They know you are too afraid to stand together.  They know they can divide you 
by rumors and threats... 
 
It Used To Be Easy 
 
But something is changing.  They are becoming uncomfortable.  Instead of you 
all being quiet and allowing Frank Black Cloud to be trampled on, and shamed for 
something which so many others are far more guilty; instead of him being 
isolated, he is finding support.   
 
Letters are sent, supporting him, encouraging him.  People shake his hand, talk 
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to him, wish him well.   
 
That's a start.  
 
It is not unnoticed.  
 
Poopsie, so fat he leaves a grease trail, like Jabba The Hut, down the halls of the 
casino that has been his fortress and his piggy bank, is more nervous than ever.  
He senses his end is near.   (The joke being that his 'end' is so near the ground 
that the trail is unmistakable!).   
 
NLO, more paranoid and asking for protection.  Her drunken son, guilty of felony 
drunk driving, time and time again, afraid that if his mommy is pushed out, he will 
go to jail for his part.  
 
All of this mess, which grows by the day, will have to be sorted out when people 
of integrity are installed in the Tribal Council and in the Courts.  The longer you 
wait, the worse it gets and the more is gone from you.  
 
People starting to wake up, stand up, and people making gestures of support to 
someone who has been attacked... all this is, to the corrupt, like the early 
rumblings of the ground beneath their feet.   
 
They don't know if it is buffalo stampeding over the land coming to get them, or, if 
it is an earthquake, going to swallow them up.   
 
Poopsie knows what it is.  That stroke he has coming to him, is on the way.  It will 
not kill him, but it will leave him in a condition where he wishes he was dead.  He 
will not be able to speak, nor feed himself, nor change his own diaper.  The 
agony he feels, will not even be noticed in his moans will only be hoarse 
whispers only heard in his mind.   
 
Of course you will say that this was "Just a lucky guess." True that.  He is so fat, 
one could choose from any array of afflictions at his doorstep.  But I think that the 
one that is coming is special, more special than the others, because of how it will 
leave him, for all the world to see.   
 
Remember when I warned him about his daughters getting into car wrecks?  He 
scoffed at that.  I warn him, not to hurt him. I have no power to do that, nor would 
I if I could.  I warn him because I know he will ignore it, and not do the thing he 
must do to prevent it.  
 
The part of this play we come to is where I must warn him and he must scoff at it, 
and then it comes, the "Wind". 
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I remember hearing how Custer ignored the warnings to stay away from the 
Greasy Grasses.  How he arrogantly led himself and those willing to follow him, 
into their most painful death, out there, in that hot sun, the life oozing out of them, 
their screams carried on the winds.   
 
I warn Poopsie to give him the chance to do the one thing he knows he must, in 
order to prevent what is coming.  The daughters and their wrecks, were just a 
warning as to what is to come and how.   
 
I warn him, because it is my belief that no matter what anyone has done in this 
life, that as long as they are able to draw a breath, they can redeem themselves.  
They can clean themselves.  This world is not about perfection.  It is about 
redemption.  Redemption is where Human Beings find their true power in this 
world.  Fear obscures the view of our Redemption.  Greed is sprung from the well 
of our deepest fears. 
 
Without it, without redemption, we have failed as Human Beings.  Even Poopsie, 
as dark as his prospects are, and the prospects of his redemption dim by the 
hour, still has a chance.  Otherwise, he would have, by now, drowned in the 
cauldron of his gluttony.  
 
I say these things, not because I wish them on anyone.  I do not.  If I had my 
way, everyone would have a life worth living, and all that they need to grow and 
prosper.  But I am not in charge of this world, nor any part of it other than the part 
that I personally occupy.  
 
I say these things to remind those who have forgotten about that perfect balance 
each soul must abide in this world and in the eternity beyond this world.  In that 
perfect balance, which is by the hand of The Creator, all things are weighed.  
Those who think they have escaped justice in this world, find their Eternity in the 
Shadows, and no way to end the terror.   
 
The Creator loves us enough to allow us, regardless of what we have done, 
many and many an opportunity, some (so it seems) more than others, to redeem 
ourselves.  We never know when that last opportunity runs out and we are truly 
lost.   
 
I like to think that Creator has a conscience and wants to be perfectly clear when 
the consequences come down, that every opportunity was in play, and ignored, 
before that final gate opens, and the screaming begins.  
 
And while that evil is at play amongst us, it is also our part, to call it down.  We 
are given every opportunity, you see, and failure to do our part by be viewed as 
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'allowing' by not doing our part, this suffering we see all around us, and choose to 
ignore.   
 
The evil that is represented by the behaviors of the Turdclan, the McDonalds, 
NLO and the rest of them, is there for a reason.  It is there to show us what 
becomes of us, what can happen to our children, if we do not stand against the 
evil that we see and know by name.  It is there to remind us, that up until now, we 
have not done our part, and we have allowed... It is ours as much as it is theirs 
and we must come together to stop it, to save ourselves, and the children. 
 
You see it.  You know them by name.  It is time for each of us to do our part to 
unite and put "Unity" back into "Community" and become the people we were 
meant to be in this world.  This is an evil and a darkness that can be defeated, 
and we are obligated, to ensure our own redemption, to not stand idly by and 
watch it grow, thrive and consume our children, and their children.   
 
I send the warning out to Poopsie, and he knows from where this warning comes, 
I send it to him for him to do his part.  I send it to him, publicly, for all to see, and 
to know they too, have a part that must be done.  
 
Many of you are standing up.  But far too many are standing by, watching it 
grow.  To save our Nation, we must save our community.  To save our 
community, we must save ourselves.  To save ourselves, we must  STAND UP.   
 
Stand up for those who have been attacked.  Stand up for those who were 
standing up for us.  Stand against the evil, stand up for the good in each and all 
of us.  What you stand up for is what changes the world.  
 
There is that subtle rumble and the evil that walks among you fears that time is 
nigh. The time when all that they have done, catches up to them… in this world 
or the Forever, where, all that we have done or failed to do, dwells with us. 
 
Evil thrives in your fear. You feed it with your silence.  You feed it your children.  
 
You know that Poopsie and the corrupt fear you.  Yet, you protect them, by 
pretending you don't know.  They know you know.  They know you know they 
know.  (Carry on, it becomes funnier by the mile.) 
 
The Dance 
 
And yet, we see this silly pantomime, this crazy dance of eyes shut, silent tears, 
continue.  But I see some of you, opening your eyes, raising your voices, leaving 
the dance.  
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It's hard to do, I know, I know.  Your friends, still in the dance, wave you back in, 
stare you down, angry that you shed your blankets of denial.  They want you 
back, so they won't feel like they are alone, in that crazy dance.   
 
They don't want you to leave them there and they are afraid of leaving to come 
with you.  They are afraid to save themselves and their children, so they continue 
to dance with their addictions, falling down, pretending they are doing what they 
want to do.   
 
If you leave the dance, they realize, that you see what is real and that they are 
living in the unreal.  They don't want to see it for themselves even though they 
know it.  They don't want you to see it unless you are willing to pretend you 
don't.  To do that, you must keep dancing with those addictions, putting off the 
hard work of healing.  
 
You feel disloyal when you leave the dance.  Your friends are friends no more.  
They name call you and you wonder, if that was what they really thought of you, 
why did you go to that dance with them to begin with?  Did they always hold that 
hatred in their hearts for you?  "I thought we were friends."   
 
That dance you see, all wild-eyed, crazy from their addictions, that is not your 
friends you see.  It is what is left of them on their way to more and more pain.  
What you hear yelling those names at you, is not the one you love.  It is the drugs 
and the alcohol, mixed with anger and shame, desperate to be heard, only able 
to spew venom.  
 
What you hear is not your friend.  Not your son, daughter, mother, father.  That 
name-calling rage you hear is what has captured them in that suffocating 
embrace of addiction, fear, paranoia and shame.   
 
That sound you hear, is not the one you know.  It is what has them captured, like 
a raggedy doll, making them dance by pushing them around, sucking their will 
out of them.  Leaving them more lost than when it found them.   
 
Somewhere, in that limp, raggedy doll, is that Human Being you once knew and 
loved, unable to raise their voice to save them self.  Helpless in the grip of 
addictions, unable to signal they need help.  Out shouted by the demons that 
drag them down, lower, lower, lower, they feel they have nowhere to go, and they 
don't want to be alone and they don't want you to leave the dance.  
 
But if you don't leave the dance, no one that you love will ever be able to find 
their way out of that madness, because no one has gone before to show the 
way.   
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To those that have left the dance: I salute you.  You are the strongest and the 
best of your people.  You have, despite the odds, and the catcalls from your 
friends, and the ever present temptations of self-destruction, redeemed yourself.  
Your path is a light for others to follow when once they realize they can break 
away from the addictions that have enslaved and consumed them.  They will find 
you, and you will help them find themselves, again.  Even if only by example of 
what can be, you light the way. 
 
Those who created the dance; those that promote the dance; and those who 
perpetuate or protect the misery of that crazy dance, will find that their part of the 
payment due, is many times that of the numbers they brought down. 
 
That is why I send the warning, so that when you see Poopsie who presently 
resembles a Star Wars Slug Villain, reduced to his essence, wallowing in his own 
excrement, choking on his own drool, unable to break the grip of what afflicts 
him, we will all be reminded of how exquisite the consequences can be, if we 
don't take the opportunity to redeem ourselves, while the possibility is still within 
our reach and our arms, hands and fingers, can reach out and find others 
reaching out to help us save ourselves.   
 
If we don't do our part, we are no different than the evil we tolerate, allow, deny, 
ignore, protect with our silence.  If we are no better than they are, what, pray tell, 
are we expecting when that exquisite balance comes to level us with what is 
coming our way? 
 
So, when this comes down, feel free to mock him, and laugh all you want.  If you 
have not done your part to stop the evil that he and the others have planted in 
your garden, you might be next.  When it comes, it comes in ways, tailor made to 
our journey.   
 
When it comes to him, pity him. When it comes to you, self-pity has probably 
given you a head start on how to prepare.  
 
To avoid the leveling effect, leave the dance and clean up what is left of yourself 
and get ready for what is left of your life.  Use what is left to teach others, warn 
others, prepare others.  Help others to find their way home.  Help others to avoid 
the dance.  Help others to help themselves.  
 
Whatever comes to each of us, after we have done our part, if we have done it 
well, is not there for us to suffer.  Rather, it is for others to understand, and to 
learn.  It is there to measure our compassion for one another, again, as fellow 
Human Beings. 
 
In the end, when our time here is done.  It will be a good day to die.  
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Until that time, as you can see, we have much work to do.   
 
Poopsie's time is coming and you will all see it on display.  Mock him if you will, 
but remember when you do, that you, you and you... all of us allowed.   
 
More, what you will see, are those around him.  He calls them his 'slaves', and 
they might be just that.  But when, as the Chinese say, the *Wind comes, 
(*"Wind" is their symbol for 'stroke'), those slaves will consume what is left of him, 
in a feast more horrible than any of us can imagine.   
 
His wife will abandon him, thinking that if she gets far enough away, her failure to 
do her part, failure to speak the truth, will go unnoticed by the Fickle Finger of 
Fate (God bless Rowan and Martin!), beckons to her account.  She will take all 
the money she knows how to get her hands on, and she will run, leaving behind 
the children, grandchildren, to whatever comes to them. 
 
Those who are ready to leave this part of the dance, now is probably a good 
time.  The exits are closing and the path is growing narrow.  It's getting crowded 
in there, what with all the children joining in.   
 
Those who have left the dance and have done your part, you are the light they 
can find and follow when they realize that what has been allowed, all this time, is 
wrong. 
 
The children are watching.  What are you going to do? The Dance is calling 
them.  Will you allow it? 
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 

 


