
May 26, 2008 
Watered Down 
 
Like to share with you a funny story from a friend of mine who is raising 3 sons 
on her own.  The oldest is 19, the youngest, 13, and the middle-child, 16.  Yes, 
we spoke to her about her pattern.  
 

My friend wrote to me about her middle-son.  He was angry at an 
obnoxious bully at school who had been harassing him, mercilessly, for 
months.  It was a hot day at school, and the cement was like a slate, 
waiting for some bold message to be written across it, and Middleson 
decided to do just that.   
 
He had one of those water bottles with a spout on it.  It was going to be 
the perfect crime.  He was going to write, in water, "Josh Fucks Men!" and 
everyone would see it.  But it would evaporate in half an hour or so, so no 
evidence would be left behind... 
 
However, he ran out of water after the letter "e".   

 
 
 
Anger is like that.  It prevents you from thinking clearly and weighing your options 
and seeing obstacles.  It can undo the person that indulges it.  
 
It proves, in small and large ways, that nothing done in anger will be done well.  
 
As long as the enemy can make you so angry you don't think, you will undo 
yourself.   
 
Take the time to think about what it is you want to do, and how.  Stand in high 
place away from your rage and look at all that is around you.  What is there that 
will work for you and what is within you that will work against you.  Take your 
measure, make your move only after your anger has cooled into a plan.   
 
In this way you will find more victories, fewer defeats.  Victories will bring 
longstanding changes, setbacks will be temporary, and they can be used to hone 
and shape smarter and better plans.  There is no defeat. There is no failure.  
Where one falls, ten rise up. 
 
In this way, you will not poison your own mind, you will not alienate your family, 
friends and loved ones, and you will fear no one and nothing. 
 
Rage can only destroy, but anger, cooled and tempered like hot steel into a fine 
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blade, can cut through the bindings and separate the person from the abuser, the 
murderer from the power base.   
 
What is cut with this well-thought plan will never be rejoined, and the separated 
parts will wither and sink like wet smoke, into the ground, never to be seen, 
heard, nor felt again. 
 
The opposition will taste their own fear, smell their own disgrace, and have 
nowhere to run.  Cheap alliances will shatter like dropped glasses, and those 
who have done this evil, over and over again, will have no surcease and no 
quarter will be given. 
 
You will be as calm in victory as you are in battle.  You will see your part through 
until the end of your time.  At the end of your time you will find Peace and Light, 
for you have constructed this in your heart, with your courage and your humor. 
 
This is how warriors do battle.  This is how warriors win.  
 
The Drought Upon Us 
 
All these many years, generations, with the lake rising, the rivers pushing into our 
homes and lives, we have been, ironically, spiritually, in a drought.   
 
Passions have been squelched by jealousy, addictions and ignorance.  Even to 
this day, the artists, the musicians, the dancers and the poets have been in the 
wind, afraid to touch ground, stake their claim upon this world lest all that is 
around them reject them, abandon them and ridicule them.   
 
Your children bring gifts so brilliant it would blind you with delight. But these gifts 
remain unopened, lost to this world, traded for shallow friendships and worthless 
alliances predicated on addictions and the mistaken values of remaining in the 
slavery of illiteracy and ignorance.  
 
Fear grows where there is an absence of passion. 
 
The drought has been nurtured by self-pity, when it could have been ended by 
the passion to become what The Creator intended all along, for each of us to 
become: "Free". 
 
In each gift of music, art, poetry, dancing, mathematics, and humor, is a key.  
The keys are the only way to unlock the future.  We remain, in this drought, in 
this prison, of our own making. 
 
Oh? You say you are not one of the ones who has murdered, stolen, poisoned 
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the children with drugs? You are not the one who has raped and molested?  You 
think that makes you safe in the hereafter?  You think? 
 
What if I were to point out to you that you are as much a part of the evil around 
you as those who commit these crimes?  What then? What would you change?  
Would you find courage and stand up to them?  Would you, for the sake of your 
children and their children yet to come, be the example upon which they could 
and would predicate their own actions when they are confronted with the 
darkness and the evil that lays in wait for every innocent we abandon by our 
neglect?  
 
Free Will is both a gift and a responsibility.  It is not there merely as a concept, 
but it is the core of our covenant with God.  We were given this aspect of our 
being so that we could choose to stand up to that which strikes fear into our 
heart, and blights the land.   
 
If we don't use it, we lose it.  We become slaves to the darkness, and are 
consumed by monsters we tolerate to share our air, water, food and economy.  
We become something worse than the misguided evil that we know exists: We 
become its protector.  
 
It is a choice we must make, each of us, within our self: stand against all that is 
evil; or become, with our silence, its protector.  The more it is protected, the more 
it grows. 
 
How do you answer at the end of your days when the question comes: "And how 
did you choose?" 
 
All your excuses, all your self-pity, all your rage, worthless to your soul then as it 
is now.  
 
Children And Water 
 
And now the lake is dropping level.  Some look across it and fantasize that the 
lands swallowed by this lake will be recovered.  Others say it will not.  There 
would have to come a duration of drought beyond anything we have seen before 
the land would come back to us.  And then it would be to dried, too fouled by the 
darkness it has swallowed, to be any good to anyone, except as a monument of 
all that has been lost. 
 
Your children are your future.  The Lake has taken them, time and time again, 
and spat them back at you, to be dragged into their graves.  Still you ignore their 
addictions, and continue to excuse your own.  
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After you have done nothing to stop the evil that surrounded them, protecting that 
evil with your silence, the future looks like what is left when the dark water 
recedes.  
 
Perhaps you fantasize that some force of nature will move over them, and bring 
what they could have been into view again, clean and whole.  In some sad, too 
late, too wrecked, soggy way.  We leave to Nature and to God, that which was 
always ours to do.  
 
You think this is not our work?  It is.  All of it. And it remains in need of healing, 
repair and rebuilding. 
 
Evil could not survive much less thrive as it has, had we not, with our silence, self 
pity, jealousy and cowardice, protected it, nurtured it, instead of the children.  
This is our work. 
 
Where there is thriving evil in this world, it is because we tolerated it.  We are 
guilty. 
 
The drought is coming.  It will reveal what lies beneath.  We will see the 
wreckage of the land, the children, the toxins will sparkle in the sun, and reek of 
foulness that will make the air we breathe, sicken us.  It will be too hot to close 
our windows, and we will pray for rain, but get only wind.   
 
For those who have done nothing in this world to make this world better for 
others, nor better for our children and safer for their gifts to be opened, the keys 
within to unlock the Universe that surrounds us… for those who have kept their 
silence and done their participation in the evil that hurts the community, the 
nation, the children, in small ways or large; for those, there is no surcease of the 
anguish and the agony, for this is of our own making. 
 
Prepare now for what the drought will reveal.  Prepare now for what will be 
revealed. 
 
Change Course 
 
We are a nation in the midst of changing course.  We have traveled far too long 
down this road of ruin, and tolerated leaders that lie, deceive, trick, and rob us of 
our life's energy.   
 
We have been bullied by Madmen and lied into wars where we are the 
aggressors.  That stain will be upon us until the end of this world, as it has been 
upon other nations who went down that road, following the madman, afraid to 
stand up and speak out against what they knew then, and we know now, is 
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wrong. 
 
Afraid to unite, we have been divided and kept so in our ignorance, allowing the 
blasphemy of racism to poison our mouths, and to feed that poison to our 
children that they too, can poison theirs. 
 
We have learned to be afraid of people not like ourselves, and to ridicule those 
who struggle to belong, as if we alone hold the keys to the Kingdom of Heaven 
and the club of Human Beings.  
 
What seems like a powerful perch, thinking we are better   or stronger, or more 
entitled than this or that person, for any reason, be it their race, their gender, their 
sexual orientation, or some affliction we deem comical or loathsome; is in fact our 
undoing.   
 
We are undone because we fear uniting.  The very thing that will empower us, 
save us, we fear. 
 
The evil that surrounds us, rules our lives, also fears our uniting.  Our uniting is 
their undoing.  
 
Our choices, at every juncture, mark us. 
 
Our nation is at a juncture.  Great opposition to the light of our freedom and our 
uniting works to undo us.   
 
The voice that seeks to unite us and bring us together for the greater good, the 
healing and the changing course of our lives as individuals and as a nation, must 
first teach us to not be afraid to remember who and what we are.   
 
The corrupt play upon our fears and threaten us with "unknowns" so vague that it 
is left up to our own minds to defeat us with imaginings of horrible things, 
scandals, or too a'feared to look.   
 
Nothing is given that we can draw from, but the vagaries continue, hoping to take 
root in our imaginings, and that we will do again, our own unraveling.  It has been 
so easy in the past.  No one wanted to stand up, appear to be the only one who 
didn't know, and ask the obvious question:  "What are you talking about?"  
Instead, everyone looks around, no one shrugs or admits they don't know.  They 
all nod, knowingly, and then go feed their worst fears in the dark. 
 
But we, as a nation, as Human Beings, are becoming wise to those vaporous 
threats of horribles that do not exist (for if they did, they would have been 
produced by now), and the more we ask: "What is it you say we will regret?" The 
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more the potential for regret is repeated.  It becomes comical.  It used to work on 
us.  But now it becomes comical.  
 
Old School Politicians, so accustomed to the power, so accustomed to deceiving, 
and to being excused (because we expect our leaders to be corrupt), are now 
meeting with a new awareness, and the old tricks are not working on us.  The 
awareness brings the light and the light is becoming a wave.  
 
Change is upon this land and a new day is coming.  But there are dark forces out 
there that believe that if they kill the messenger, the people will return, quietly, to 
their self-enslavement.   
 
The corrupt have made a miscalculation, out of habit.  Those who have been 
accustomed to power, are assuming that they have it as theirs.  They sense it is 
being ripped from their grasp, by a force they have not reckoned with before:  
Integrity.  The power they had was not theirs.  It was ours.  We must take it back. 
Integrity.  Keep it, demand it.   
 
I believe that if messengers are taken from us, that we are capable, all of us, as a 
nation, of uniting in a way that will bring the rock of Integrity to every corner of 
this land.  It is not the messenger that leads us.  It never has been the 
messenger.  It is the message. 
 
The message sounds within each of us, regardless of goodness or corruption, 
feel the ring of truth in our being.  It sounds right or it sounds inharmonious.  It 
heals that which is good in us, and it sickens those who resist it.  
 
It always has.  It always will.   
 
If we do this right, this time, in this nation, we will have a leader who fulfills the 
promise of this nation, to all its people and to the world at large.   
 
Regardless of whether the messenger is taken from us, or we are fortunate 
enough to keep that mighty heart that is willing to lead us out of these dark 
places, a change of global proportions is moving across the land. 
 
The message is "Unity".  
 
Discard that which prevents you from healing.  Clean out those ideas that poison 
your children and alienate you from your brothers and sisters in this world.  Do 
what you must to take back the power that others had stolen from you with their 
offer of drugs, racism, jealousy and lies.  
 
It costs you nothing to heal those parts of yourself  It costs you the children, the 
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future, if you do not.  It costs us all, their gifts unopened, the doors to greater 
possibilities will remain locked against us. 
 
Time to choose which way you are walking:  Are you protecting the children and 
the future? Or are you protecting the evil in this world?  You know, and so do we 
all.  It shows. 
 
Grad nights all over this land, but on the rez, the children are offered poison in 
place of their passions, addictions instead of support.  The water is waiting for 
them to make all the mistakes we are doing nothing to guide them away from.  
And they are too young to see or understand how valuable they are, treasures 
from The Creator to this world, in all that they can be, come too close to the 
water's edge, too fast to stop. 
 
Learn to be the warrior heart. It is where we find our true power.  Fear nothing.  It 
is in the Free Will, the choices and the redemption we make in this brief lifetime 
that carry us or abandon us in eternity. 
 
Stand up or stand around, seething in your discontent, water bottle in hand, 
waiting to make a move that will backfire on you and change nothing. 
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 


