
October 4, 2009 
Whores & Buggy Times 
 
I was reading the Obit for Mark Lufkins. Not sure who wrote the fiction, but it was 
entertaining. Apparently, they wrote it for all those who never met, did not know 
Mark--at all--ever. 
 
They talk about him 'serving his community' on Tribal Council. That is where he 
served himself and served (and serviced?) Walking Ego, as the two of them 
ripped off Tribal funds at a breakneck rate. Gambling debts, buying condos and 
other such fancies in Las Vegas, properties in Florida... ahhh! Those were the 
days! 
 
And, Lufkins decided he was tired of the wife, he just flat dumped her, years ago, 
and took up with Monica, the Village Bicycle (everyone has had a ride on her) 
(She has already found a couple of new boyfriends to keep her occupied. She 
always did, she always will.) So, when I came to the part of the Obit that says he 
is survived by his loving wife--- and they name the dumpee... imagine my delight.  
 
One person wrote and put it best: “Monica dumped him after he got voted out of 
Tribal Council and made his living as a drunk." 
 
And the part I liked best, was where they talked about how Mark liked to hunt and 
would (sometimes) share the bounty with the Elders in his community.  
 
Let me see if I get this straight: Rob the community of millions, ignore the needs 
of the Elders, go hunting and claim you gave food to the Elders? Wow, he 
sounds more Indian now that he is dead than he EVER did when he was alive! 
 
So, how was the funeral? All those fat & happy, well-fed Elders show up? Yeah, I 
thought not.  
 
Did Poopsie show up? He shows up at all the funerals now. Uses a wheelbarrow 
to roll in his gut, wears the extra durable man diapers.  Did he do his "Medicine 
Man" shtick? Did he mumble a prayer? Did he use an eagle feather and smudge 
the dead man? The assembled?  
 
Did you get a good look at him? Tell me: Who looked worse? Poopsie? Or 
Lufkins? (Lufkins was the one in the box, remember?).  Lately, people are saying 
that the dead guy looks better and happier than does Poopsie.  
 
Ever since that shape-shifter walked into the casino and started reading off a list 
of names... some of them already dead, and then vanished into smoke as he 
stepped out the door, Poopsie has been looking really buggy.  
 
"Moth-eaten" said one writer. "Like he's been dragged through a knothole in 
Hell's fence line," said another.  
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A Lot On His Mind 
 
Poopsie has a lot on his mind these days--what's left of his mind.  His Black 
Road Medicine Man dropped dead, his nephew and one brother murdered by 
another brother of his. No investigation. No worries. As long as no one asks for 
an investigation, murder just slides by like nothing.  
 
But the family is fracturing. QBall, who wants all the property and the control of 
the family, has shown he is willing to kill to get it. They have to let him. Otherwise, 
he spills what he knows of the Eddie Peltier Murder.  
 
His brothers, in order to use him as an excuse (in case they left trace evidence 
on Eddie, they wanted to have the excuse that they thought it was QBall so they 
might have 'touched him') they ended up, all of them, declaring he was not at 
around, that he was sleeping and they.... well, they all consistently said QBall 
was not where they were.  
 
So, QBall is the only one that if they do get caught for murdering Eddie, can say 
he was not there. He was there, but they all said that he was not there.  He's the 
only one that would have a provable alibi, provable by their words, so they could 
not drag him into this with them.  He can buy his way out of jail, and sell them all 
down the river, just like (*snap) that.  
 
QBall will blackmail or kill his own family to get what he wants. Looks like our boy 
has grown up!  
 
Poopsie not happy about the power struggle. His mother manipulating the brood 
to fight one another, to the point where she had the boys go in at the wake of 
Willy Herman, and start beating up his grieving mother, their sister.  The children 
are divided and conquered on a daily basis. The grandchildren are drugged out, 
hating their families, wondering if they are the products of incest rape, or if they 
got lucky, and it was just a case of too stoned, too drunk to care.  
 
But that is the least of his problems. 
 
Poopsie has bigger fish to fry, and they are frying him. The casino is a mess. It 
stinks and gets horrid reviews from even the most casual of travelers. The big 
time travel critics no longer go there. They already know. They wouldn't put 
themselves through it.  
 
The Wind Farm Project is stalled somewhere between grant monies coming in, 
and suddenly, the casino, with less than 10 minutes of discussion, wrangled 
$3MILLION for a major renovation, that will do nothing to fix the issues that 
underlie all that is collapsing around him.  
 
Face it kids, the Tribal Council gave your Wind farm Money to Poopsie. But he 
says he is suffering, "Like my people..." cracks me up. He, and his family, are the 
biggest cause of all the suffering on the rez.  
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But I digress. (I almost said, "I degrease", but we know you can't degrease the 
stain he leaves as he drags his gut and his butt through the buildings and down 
the roads...) 
 
The Mystery Stranger, coming in, reading off names, vanishing into thin air, right 
on surveillance, spooked him bad. Knowing that the Stranger is coming back, 
with another list of names, gives a more raggedy edge to the terror he is 
beginning to feel. 
 
And There Is Morley 
 
But now there is, or appears to be, an investigation by the USAG.  
 
So far, Poopsie has been able to keep track of Jan Morley. She is the USAG. He 
has Bentley on the job. Bentley escorts her from place to place, and then reports 
back to Poopsie, within the hour, whom she talked to, what they said to her.  
 
He's not a cop. He's a keeper. A minder. A spy who reports to murderers, in case 
someone tries to turn on a light. Turn over a rock. Find the truth. 
 
Poopsie puts in a few phone calls to his friends in high places. He tells them of 
the risks. "If I go down on this," he reminds them, as he has many times before; 
"I'm taking all of you with me." 
 
He will. He will take them all down.  He will disclose how they helped him cover it 
up. He will tell how they lied and how they beat up and terrorized witnesses, just 
to turn them into witnesses who would follow the script-- or to stop them from 
telling what they really saw, that night.  
 
He will tell about the rapes. Of beating a man and tying him to a chair, and then 
raping his wife in front of him. He will tell it all. He will tell how it was all Kelly 
Brunelle's idea. How he came in and found it happening and then he stopped it. 
He has already figured he can blame Brunelle. Brunelle was always easy.  
 
So far, he has no fear that Brunelle will talk. No fear that Brunelle will call the 
USAG and say, "I need to speak to you...about what happened..what we did..." 
He is afraid that Brunelle has already told too many people, and one of them 
might back up the story.. "He made me do it." Kelly's name is scribbled on a list, 
to be scratched off later.  
 
The real work is trying to round up all who heard Kelly say these things. Some of 
whom, maybe a long time ago, Kelly himself (?) told it to me. It is a Dogtown of 
nightmares. Tracking all the 'leaks'. Kelly? (*snort), "He's easy." 
 
But, Poopsie trusts no one. Not his family. Not his accomplices. Not even Wayne. 
He keeps real close to Wayne Anderson. He might have to do something if 
Wayne looks reluctant to get drunk with him. He's looking at Wayne these days, 
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the way he looked at Eddie, before he had to ... you know... remove the threat. 
You know. He had to do it. Nothing personal.  
 
I hear USAG Jan Morley wants to know who all she should talk to. She is asking 
the wrong people. She is thinking Bentley will help her. After all, his brother, 
Loren, was among the wrongly accused. You would think Bentley would want the 
Truth to come out. It was, after all, his father's dying wish. 
 
But Bentley sold his soul, a long time ago. Like so many others, he looked 
around and weighed his options. Poopsie had all the power. Do for Poopsie and 
you can go far. Refuse to do for Poopsie and you go nowhere. You might even 
get yourself 'accidentally' hurt or killed.  
 
So, Bentley has gone down that road, with Poopsie. Bentley watches as USAG 
Jan Morley walks through the fog, not knowing whom to talk to, or really, what to 
ask. He shrugs. He remembers our conversations, and he hopes she never talks 
to me. He said too much. I know too much. He shifts uneasily in his seat. He 
knows what his father told him. He knows what his father said about me. He 
knows it is true. He wishes it wasn't.  
 
He can't look her in the eye. Barely can he even look in her direction. He tries to 
sound official. He tries to sound helpful. He parks the vehicle. He gets out. They 
knock on another door. He squirms a little more. Exhales deeply.  It's coming. It 
can't be stopped. It's coming.  
 
He can stall. He can misdirect. But he cannot stop it. He needs a drink.  
 
Jan, if she wanted to know anything, would have asked me. But she tells people 
to not read the blog. She tells them that I get 'a lot of the names wrong.' I wonder 
if that is what Bentley tells her? Well, Jan, I got your name right.  
 
And I know to whom you should speak. I know whom you should protect. But I 
have a feeling, you are afraid of your obligation in this case. Your family too close 
by. They could be affected if you do the right thing. They could be at risk. Your 
career might require you making some decisions you cannot find comfort with. I 
know how you feel.  
 
I do. There are no easy options from this point forward. The road, either one you 
take, will only get bumpier. One way or another, you will have to cross that 
bridge. I know you can't see the other side right now. I know there is a lot of fog. 
 
I also know that you have a deeper faith than what anyone ever knew. "The 
Shabbat is Holy," you were told. And even though you didn't understand why, 
you respected those who told it to you. Remember it now, and respect those who 
told you, about things you don't yet understand, and maybe never will. It is the 
respect that will protect you. Respect yourself.  
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I know you are being pushed by your boss, to look at this thing. I know that there 
are real simple questions that you are afraid to ask. I know you are having 
dreams again, and they are ruining your sleep. I know Bentley will steer you 
away from the truth, as much as he can.  
 
People in suits, behind desks, will look at you as if they think you are not 
debriefing in full, or not taking full direction. They need to know that no matter 
what you find out, they can control you. That you are not a threat to them.  
 
You thought you knew them. Well, you will. Trust me, you will. It will never be the 
same for you. No matter what. Sorry 'bout that.  
 
I know Lynn Crooks is upset, and so is Dennis (Shoplifter) Fisher. I know they are 
pulling strings of influence all over the DOJ, local, State and Federal, to make this 
thing go quietly away... again.  
 
The FBI is looking differently to you now. You are looking like a different animal 
to them too.  Itʼs subtle, but it is real.  Trust your instincts. 
 
It won't end. And you will have no rest until you do the right thing. Until you talk to 
the right people. Until you ask the right questions. Until you make your case. 
Tough Spot for an ambitious woman. But it is the only spot to be in if you want to 
make a real career. You should have gone to cooking school, but you chose the 
law. Now deal.  
 
You may not like me. I have made your job more uncomfortable than ever you 
thought it could be.  
 
But people have to know, ..you are the one they need to talk to. You are the one 
they need to call. You are the one.  
 
You are the one making Poopsie squirm these days. He's afraid you will trip over 
something, turn over a rock, and that you cannot be bought off, you cannot be 
intimidated. Either way, it will cost him. He's running out of money, influence and 
magic.  
 
People with money are avoiding him. People of influence don't want to be seen 
around him and are not returning his calls until they are safe at home..."Don't call 
me at the office anymore."  
 
"I'll take everyone down with me.." he says.  
 
He's running out of magic. Black Road Medicine is in backfire mode now. Pay the 
Piper time.  
 
I annoy him.  
 
Shape Shifters spook him. 
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But you, Jan Morley,You scare him.  
 
As much as the Mysterious Stranger, a Shapeshifter, and other things you don't 
believe in... terrifies him. And now you are there. Still not knowing who to talk to? 
 
Start on the list of defendants. Then talk to all the witnesses. Then talk to 
Jonathan Garass and ask him why he never filed those Affidavits that people 
gave to him-- eye witnesses. Ask him how he sabotaged the new evidence when 
it was delivered to him: Police Reports, 302s, etc. Ask him what happened to 
them. Ask him why. Tell me if you believe him. And then talk to me and tell me if 
you still believe him. 
 
I can tell you. But you would have to do something that scares you as much as it 
scares Poopsie. You would have to talk to me.  
 
This thing will not end, there will be no peace in the night, until the Truth is told, 
heard, believed, and until the innocent are free, the guilty answer in a court of 
law-- all of them. Those who committed the murders, those who covered them 
up, those who lied. All of them. All. 
 
All of them will answer, in a higher court. But I really want you to get to them first. 
I will only help you find the truth. I will not help you to bury it. I will not help you to 
hide it. I will not help you to avoid it.  
 
Put on your Big Girl panties, Jan. 
 
You know where to find me.  
 
~Cat 


