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Remotely Possible 
 
I have heard from so many of you, deeply outraged at Richard Street's behavior. 
"He is not enrolled in any tribe!" One reader shouts, "and he drinks!"  One told me 
that Mr. Street, after he holds sweats, instead of the traditional feast, he supplies 
hard liquor. Yeah, way to honor the old ways, boys! 
 
Apparently, many of you know that he has been one of the Eagle Killers out 
there. You are disgusted by it. You are deeply offended by it. As are we all. It is 
because he is willing to do Black Road Medicine that Poopsie keeps him close 
by. The Altar he bought from Leonard Crow Dog has already lost its steam.  
 
More than one writer has written to tell me about his antics. In fact, several of you 
have. I have to share this one tidbit. For those unfamiliar with Yuwipi 
Ceremonies, it goes like this: (Short version)  
 

Everyone is smudged off, there is an altar in the center of the room, the 
people make a circle around the altar. The Yuwipi man is tied up in the 
center of the altar, the lights are turned off and it is pitch black in the room. 
The singers and drummers start singing and drumming. Spirit lights come 
through. The lights move around the room.  

 
There is much more, but that is the basic idea.  
 
Altars are for calling in the healing spirits. Dirty altars, ones that are carried by 
men of weak minds, dirty spirit behaviors, men who drink, do drugs, cheat on 
their women, abuse, etc.. those will bring only sickness and sorrows. If they have 
anything, any juice at all, they are bad medicine.  
 
I'm not sure if there is any juice left in Richard's altar. I doubt it. So many of you 
have written about "The clicker".  That after the lights are turned off, Richard, or 
one of his accomplices, hits a remote control, and an LED light in the altar lights 
up. "The Grandfathers," Richard announces, "have entered."  Yeah, right.  
 
So, with Richard, you either get Bad Medicine or a bad show. Respect him not. 
Respect is not remotely possible.  (Punny me). 
 
Eagles 
 
In places where people respect eagles, eagles thrive in great numbers. Take a 
look at these pictures. I took them with a crappy 1 MB digital camera that had no 
zoom feature. To get these close ups of the eagle, I had to get close up to the 
eagle.  
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I belly crawled closer and closer. She noticed me right off 
the bat. "Eagle Eye".  But she knew I was not a threat, so 
she continued her meal as I got closer and closer. In the 
second picture, you can see her mate, the male, in the 
background, watching.   
 
When I had used up all the memory on my tiny memory 

card, I had to stop taking pictures. That was when I realized I was close enough 
to her for her to shred 
me if she had wanted 
to. Less than 3 feet 
away.  
 
Now, the funny part is 
this: I was in the 
village. I looked over 
at the road, and about 
30 or more villagers 
had lined up watching 
me get 'too close'. I 
suspect they were 
taking bets as to 
whether or not I would get attacked or not. I saw money changing hands as I 
stood up to walk away. One guy waved a fistful of cash at me, got into his truck 
and drove away, laughing. He bet on me. 
 
The feeling one gets from being that close to a creature so powerful, magnificent 
and strong is awesome beyond description. To be allowed to get that close and 
not be considered a threat, is a powerfully intense honor.  
 
To watch the skeptics lose their bets--Priceless! 
 
This is what you are all being robbed of by allowing Eagle Killers in your midst. 
This is the type of experiences you and your children, are being denied.  This is 
the kind of thing, with your heritage, your bloodlines, YOU should be 
experiencing. These are the kinds of things you should be telling your children, 
and they should be telling to theirs. And this was just one hour with the eagles.  
 
This island had so many eagles and the eagles are so respected, that feathers 
are common place. Every spring we went out 'feather hunting'. They literally, fell 
from the sky.  
 
There were common experiences, mystical events, and amazing encounters, all 
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happening, every day somewhere, to someone, on that island--because the 
eagles were treated with respect.  
 
When I first came to the islands, I got lost, and it was an eagle that called to me 
and guided me back to the road. What she did was call to me and tell her mate to 
lead me out, and he did. Flying 20 yds at a time, calling to me so I would not lose 
sight of him, over and over again, until I arrived at a path that would lead me to 
the road. Then he returned, straight line, back to the nest.  
 
Stop allowing eagle killers to steal from you that which symbolizes your strength, 
your spiritual connection to this world and to The Creator. Stop letting them walk 
boldly among you, as they have taken from you that which would guide your 
children home when they become lost.   
 
Stop tolerating them. Shun them. They poison your children with disrespect for 
themselves, their history, their ancestors, and their future. Without that sense of 
respect, they are already lost, and I hear no eagle calling to guide them back to 
the road that will take them home.  
 
You already know how to be Indian. You were born to it. You know when 
something is not right. You need now to make yourself stronger so that you are 
not undone by it. You need to find the strength and teach the strength that will 
help your children to stand up against those who are offenders of body, mind and 
spirit.  
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 


