
June 16, 2009 
 *Now You Tell Me! 
 
So, Mark Lufkins got booted out of Tribal Council a couple of weeks ago? Wow, 
so, who's taking his place? Is he still getting a paycheck? What's that you say? 
He's in the hospital and not expected to live? Hmmm... ohhhh yeah! Brain rot. 
Same as that other guy that died last year. (Don't make me look it up), the guy 
with pus coming out of his eyes.  
 
Always sad to see anyone waste their entire life like he did. Spent all his time 
doing whatever Walking Ego wanted him to do. Gee, I wonder if Walking Ego 
caught it? I wonder who Walking Ego will use to sign off on all those checks and 
property deals that Lufkin used to be second signature for, deals in Vegas, 
Florida, everywhere... Wonder if Monica, the Village Bicycle (everyone has had a 
ride on her) will demand her share of the loot? Too many questions now.  
 
So, who's sitting in Mark's now empty seat? Shall we have another election? Or 
does Punky get to play again? I can't help you if you don't tell me this stuff, folks. 
 
Playing Church 
 
As the Turdclan finds their numbers dwindling, amortizing in the truest sense of 
the word, dying off... they are desperately trying to patch up their previously 
"impervious" image.  Turdmother scrabbling for the microphone to ramble on at 
any occasion, the sound of her voice alternately droning and whining, is viewed 
as the annoyance at any gathering. Gone is her status as High Elder, the leader 
of prayers, and she-who-must-be-tolerated. Gone is her cover any blanket of 
doubt over what she and her family have done in murders, rapes, incest, drug 
dealings and overall corruption that has darkened the tribe for decades.  
 
With the sudden death of their Black Road Medicine Man, a spiritual gap exists 
for them that leaves them exposed to the consequences of their crimes, and the 
discomfort of feeling the contempt of anyone and everyone around them.  
 
Turdmother's family pays the price first. All who kept their silence, all who helped 
her and her offspring get away with their crimes, are now, visibly, paying the price 
for their complicity, in a way no man nor laws of man, could exact from them. 
Turdmother's sisters are watching their children die.  
 
I can think of no greater suffering than to outlive your children. So many on the 
rez have suffered this because of the dark practices of the Turdclan. And now, to 
the families closest to the Turdclan, the losses come home to them.  
 
Throughout all this, there is a building anger towards the Turdclan and from 
within the Turdcaln against each of them. The darkness they practiced for so 
long, shows on them. They try to hide it, but they can't. Their behaviors are 



Restless Spirit: The Blog 17 June 2009 
Page 2 of 6 

becoming stranger and more bizarre. Used to be it was only Pisster that walked 
around talking to herself, and blurting out how she killed Eddie Peltier. 
 
But nowadays, Turdmother is losing her grip on the rails. She wanders through 
the stores, looking lost in the aisles.  She looks at every that passes her as if they 
are a threat to her. Her verbal diarrhea begins in the middle of sentences, 
meanders all over the place, punctuated by out of place facial gestures (she 
might be trying to smile?), blurts about hatred, and fragments of "didn't do 
anything ..defending ourselves..." . Her sentences don't so much end, as they do 
just wander off into the wilderness and get lost. It is as if she is possessed, 
verbally, by the ghost of Sarah Palin. People have no idea what she is trying to 
say. And then she starts up again... 
 
Some say that the most dangerous place to be is between Turdmother and a 
microphone.  
 
Poopsie, recognizing that the family is floundering without their Black Road 
Medicine Man, is attempting to fill the gap himself. He wants to be seen as a 
"spiritual man" and even, a "respected spiritual leader" (He is making sure that 
introductions to him are prefaced with those words now).   
 
And, to demonstrate his spiritual abilities, he is taking the lead by smudging the 
bodies of his dead relatives, and then smudging those who are sitting in 
attendance, all the while muttering syllables of nonsense.  He can't remember the 
spells, the prayers, or even the order of the rituals. Some say he is 'Playing 
Church' and that, too, will come back against him and his family.  
 
At his cousin's funeral this week, he took the liberty of surreptitiously dropping a 
medicine wheel with a red tobacco tie on it into the coffin. It was Francis 
Littleghost's coffin. This was not 'for the journey' as some might think. This was a 
medicine wheel over which his mother prayed for the spirit to be silent and for the 
secrets taken to the grave to never be revealed. 
 
Francis's spirit may not be happy about that. However, the Turdclan is pretty 
much without power these days. Losing Joe Tiona was a real blow to their 
spiritual tyranny. He had the magic, they never did, never will. Poopsie is merely 
trying to mimic what he has heard and seen back in the Joe days.  
 
Dropping wheels and fetishes into the coffin of a dead relative is no guarantee of 
silence. Whatever spell he thought he knew, never worked in the first place. 
Think about it. If it had worked, Eddie's Restless Spirit never would have stirred, 
and none of this would ever be known. At best, Poopsie is impersonating the 
most failed spell of his former ally.  
 
And pretending to be the 'spiritual man', "Playing Church" is not fooling anyone. 
Those who manage to keep a straight face in the presence of the Turdlings, can 
barely contain their guffaws and laughter once out of earshot.  
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It appears that Poopsie will have plenty of opportunities to practice Playing 
Church as those who kept their silence, watch their children go down for a dirt 
nap.  Each one will be more innocent than the previous. Until the price paid is all 
that mattered in this world.  
 
Look at that Turdclan, are they worth it to you? Worth more than your children? 
Your grandchildren? I can't help you. Only you can help yourselves. And you 
won't.  
 
Bugaboo To You Too 
 
I heard from one reader that "Some medicine man in SD said that 20 young men 
would die after John Chaske's son died.."  
 
Well, where to begin? John Chaske, a wannabe Medicine Man with no blessing 
from the Grandfathers, has violated the sacred rites by performing them without 
blessing and for ignoring the signs that were telling him not to perform those rites.  
 
The Sundance that he put on in Crow Hill back in 97 was an insult to all that is 
sacred. He was told not to. But, he was jealous of Melvin Grey Bear, whose 
property adjoins his, and wanted to be known as Bigger and Better than Melvin 
Grey Bear, so he put on a Sundance of his own.  
 
Everything went wrong. The tree fell down. NEVER should that tree have been 
propped back up and forced to endure the sacrilege. But John did that. Worse, 
after the Sundance was over, he left the tree standing---for months! I saw it 
myself. I have no idea when it finally was taken down or if it just fell down on its 
own. But that was a violation.  
 
Anyone that danced at that dance will, to this day, be paying the price in suffering 
and sorrows, related to that fiasco.  
 
Not just anyone can perform these ceremonies. You have to know WHO is 
running them and you have to know for a fact, that they are guided by the 
Grandfathers to do it in a good way. Impersonators are spiritual poison. Chaske 
pays the price. His son's sickness and death was hard on him. But still, he is also 
"Playing Church". Steer clear of anyone that impersonates Spiritual Rituals/Rites.  
 
However, back to our lead into this subject, someone telling you that "20 young 
men will die.." unless I have much more to go on, is bogus.  
 
Consider that we are talking about a rez that has a high death rate, much of 
which is related to the violence and damage done by alcohol and drugs.  
 
Also, we are ALL going to die--eventually. So, giving the number "20" means 
nothing unless it connects to a time frame or type of incident of some 
significance.  Regardless, after 20 die, more will continue to die, so it needs 
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much more to make it credible.  
 
Also, I don't know anyone that knows the name of the supposed Medicine Man 
who said this so I can't fact check it. That also tells me that this is being repeated 
by people who heard it from people, (carry that as far as you can) none of whom 
heard it directly from the Medicine Man, if there ever was a medicine man saying 
it.  
 
It becomes and "Ooh!" moment, but nothing more. Tying it into Chaske's 
behaviors, bad as they are, makes no real sense inasmuch as it is the Turdclan 
that is being hammered right now, and that is directly tied to their behavior, not to 
Chaske's.  
 
About Smudging 
 
One thing everyone should know about the ritual of smudging, regardless of 
which tribe does it, or how they do it, there are some definite "DON'TS" to watch 
out for.  
 
The sage must be picked the right way. It is never to be pulled up by the roots, 
ever. Cut stems or plucked leaves, okay.  
 
Further, the person doing the smudging must be sober. The sage is ignited and 
fanned out and then fanned with a feather or paper or whatever, to keep it going.  
 
IT IS NEVER TO BE BLOWN INTO BY HUMAN BREATH--EVER.  
 
Anyone that blows into the sage, or the sweet grass for that matter, is putting 
their energy into it, and pushing out the cleansing energy. In other words, if they 
blow into the sage and then you are smudged with it, you are being smeared with 
all that is dirty about them.  
 
You can refuse to be smudged by anyone you think is not clean enough, 
spiritually, to be performing the ritual.  
 
I can't imagine people sitting at a funeral, and being smudged by someone they 
know is a murderer, rapist, incest rapist, and as corrupt as Poopsie is. Bad if he 
did it without blowing on it, but knowing him, he could not resist making it worse.  
 
That which he is, is now on you. Think about that. Now, go get some good sage, 
light it up, fan it, and pray as you wash the smoke over yourselves and get that 
spiritual stink off of you.  
 
Big Money Surprise 
 
Remember how the last Tribal Council snubbed the Wind Farm because they 
didn't want to invest a few hundred thousand of the Tribe's dollars, which they 
consider their own personal piggy bank, into a project that would help the tribe 
thousands of times over?  Remember how they said they could not afford it? And 
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then they magically found over $1 Million to invest in a fancy bus for the 
Basketball team, complete with leather reclining seats, video ports, flat screen 
TVs, and amenities above and beyond what a drunken, dope smoking losing 
team or their worthless coaches could deserve? They wanted to travel in style, 
while living a destructive lifestyle. 
 
And then when the Elders wanted to use the bus in the off season to get them to 
functions, they were told they were not worthy of it, that it was only for the 
players?  How's that working out so far?  
 
Is the team or are their coaches making any attempt to deserve the most 
luxurious ride in the State? Are there rules for sobriety? Are the coaches who 
encouraged partying, drinking and drugging fired?  
 
Well, things are a little better in that the Tribe, because of new blood on the Tribal 
Council, has got an agreement to build the Wind Farm.  Wonder if they will have 
any input into the behaviors of the players and their coaches to lift them up to 
what would be a better, healthier lifestyle? You might want to make that part of 
the agenda. You have at least 3 GOOD members on Tribal Council now, help 
them to help the community to heal.  
 
The Wind farm project got the green light and that is a good thing.  
 
But, I was surprised to learn that the Casino apparently got a green light also. 
They got the go ahead to build two new ballrooms valued at $3 Million dollars. 
How did that happen?  
 
The casino is the source of most of the corruption out there. It is the 
power/money base that the Turdclan predicates their behaviors on. It is where 
the cash comes from that bribes the judges and the politicians and pays off the 
drunks to get them to vote the way they want them to.  
 
Why put millions into a casino that doesn't pay you but a fraction of what you are 
owed from the profits? You may want to bring that up at the next Council/District 
meetings. You have good people in there now, ask them. 
 
Personally, I can not see putting a dime into that dump as long as the Turdclan 
holds all the controls. If they were to move them out of there and put honest, 
educated people in there, maybe.  But as it is now? Nuh uh.  
 
An even bigger question is this:  
 
Where did they suddenly find $3 Million to improve the casino? I thought the word 
always "we are broke! Shut up!" when people needed things like heating oil for 
the elders, or the students who obtained AIP grants and scholarships were being 
denied their checks, or... when you tried to get the Wind Farm the First time...  
 
Find out from your Tribal Council, all of them, how it is they do their math. Keep asking. 
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And, oh, while you are at it, start looking around for replacements for Naked Lawn 
Ornament, Walking Ego and Skunk Drunk Lufkins. The next election is not that far down 
the road.  
 
Look what you have been able to get done with this last election. Just imagine the 
possibilities if you dumped the rest of the corrupt and replaced them with good 
people.  
 
You know you can do it. You did it last time. Do it again. 

As Promised 
 
And yes, I promised several pics of me if you got all three of them in 
last time. One in each blog. I thought that the first one would be 
comical enough that you would not want another one. I was wrong. I 
have received a few emails saying... "you said..." Okay, Okay... 
Blog 74 had one pic. So, here's the pic for Blog 75. 
 

You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 


