
March 6, 2011  
The Power They Fear 
 
The common theme that has run through the rez, all this time has been the lust 
for power. The Turdclan bullies used Black Road Medicine to keep themselves 
out of reach from the consequences of their murders, rapes, drug dealing and 
general corruption.  
 
Poopsie gave out Eagle Feathers to his 'trusted few' each thinks they are the only 
one who has one. Each is told to not tell anyone else they have it. The quill is 
beaded by Turdmother, as she muttered spells under her breath, telling those 
who heard her that she was praying, or it was 'nothing'. Sometimes she would 
put a cross to dangle from the beadwork, sometimes, a hawk's feather, and in 
one case, an eagle's talon.   
 
All this was her thinking she had the power of magic in her fingertips, and in the 
spittle that came from her mumblings. But, she never had power.  Except from 
those who believed she had power. They believed it because they thought they 
had none, except what she, or her reptilian sons, loaned to them.  
 
The lust for power is strong out there. People who feel powerless, crave power. 
They give themselves over to those who claim power. In so doing, they surrender 
their own power, never realizing what they have lost, save that they know, only 
from that empty feeling inside them, that they have lost something.  
 
And as they pray to those feathers, each time, something more is taken from 
them. They feel robbed, but they continue to surrender, and the cycle of power 
lusting continues.  
 
For those who wonder and who wish for power, I can only tell you this: Those 
who truly have it, as a Gift from The Creator, cannot be bought nor sold, nor will 
they sell any part of what is part of them.  
 
Power is useful the way electricity is useful. If there is a lamp, you have light and 
by that you can see your path more clearly and travel more surely, with purpose 
and knowing. Those who would steal power on the other hand, are those who 
would stick a fork into the outlet, thinking they can master that, despite the 
obvious limitations of them not having nor being the lamp.  
 
Those who light the way, and they are few and far between, have an obligation 
that is the heaviest load a Human Being can carry-- and carry it they must, or 
they have no purpose in this world and will perish on an unmarked path.  
 
Those who try to claim that power as their own, will bring to their lives, to their 
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families, only more suffering and loss.  Those who try to sell that which is not 
theirs, that which comes from the Creator, bring an undoing of themselves, and 
all that they gained, will crush them.  
 
Those who crave power, fear power. Those who claim power, live in fear.  
 
Old Ways 
 
The Old Ways, where land and Humans understood harmony, balance and 
respect, brought healing in times of hurt, and visions in times of being lost or 
hungry.  
 
We are familiar with those who have tampered with the traditional ways. Crow 
Dog has sold altars to those who lust for power, and each altar has been not only 
the undoing of the ones who bought it, but also brought sickness and suffering to 
those who attend the ceremonies held around it.  
 
People used to understand this, and have no dealings with anyone who had tried 
to take or abuse power. But a lot of things have transpired between the days of 
old, and a lot of things have been forgotten or lost.  
 
Now, when someone tries to steal power, or pretend power, they gain a following 
of fools who think they have something great coming to them, when all they have 
is a slow burn from being too close to those who stick forks into the outlets.  
 
When Contact was made, and the puny Europeans and their pox ridden 
Churchmen came to this land, they were in awe of the beauty, strength and of the 
knowing in the people they encountered.  
 
They wanted this power for themselves. They knew they could not conquer the 
people unless they first stole all their power. So they stole their Pipes, and killed 
their Dreamers and Visionaries. But the power they were seeking, still eluded 
them. They stole the land, and destroyed the waters, starved the people, but they 
could not conquer the people.   
 
In order to completely take the land, they had to completely destroy the Indians. 
They stole and they starved, and they herded the People as if they were cattle, 
from pen to pen. The Buffalo, Brother to Indian People, were slaughtered in 
mindless waste, for sport of the ignorant.  This broke the hearts of Indian People, 
but it did not break their spirits. Indians did not go away.  
 
They outlawed ceremonies, made healing illegal. Their churches carried the hate, 
calling the gifts they could not take for themselves, Evil and Witchcraft.  They 
took everything of value: Buffalo, language, Spiritual Practices, Visionaries, 
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horses, children and the lands... But still, Indians did not go away.  
 
They broke every Treaty, but still, Indians remained. A reminder that this land, 
this powerful, beautiful land, does not belong to those who steal it. It belongs to 
those who care for it. It belongs to the Old Ways.  
 
They tried terrorizing the people, stealing their children, forcing a religion onto 
and into them, to crowd out their own ways, and leave them lost.  But still, Indians 
survived. Their children, those who survived and those who returned, came home 
to families they did not know, and languages they had forgotten.  They brought 
with them, the fears, behaviors and shame inflicted upon them. They resented 
being Indians, because they were taught that being Indian was a powerless way 
to be. They had no idea! 
 
So, now, in order to finish taking everything from everybody, and giving it to just a 
few, there are poisons in the community, that call to the children and tell them, for 
this minute, this hour, all the pain will go away... and some children take that 
poison, but the pain only gets worse.  
 
Some give that poison as a gift to other children, telling them this is the way to 
belong. But it is only the way to be lost. The children take that poison, alcohol, 
drugs, and they feel like they belong to the lost.  And we lose Indian Children, 
eaten up by futility of injustice and corruption, willing to consume the poisons, 
given to them by other children, thinking that at last, they will belong.  
 
The rites of drugs and violence try to replace the rites of passage of the Old 
Ways. Courage is not tested, but stupidity is. Silence replaces truth, and Lies, 
lies, lies... protect those who abuse.  
 
And the Darkness grows. And it continues to grow... but Darkness has a fear. 
Darkness fears the Light. The spark of courage, of unity, of laughter and of Truth 
being told, makes the Darkness quake, knowing that it can be banished by just 
one light. Just One Light will reveal that we are all here, in the same place, and 
we are all, each of us capable, of bringing a light.  
 
The Darkness fears US.  
 
It fears us realizing how powerful we are when we decide to be our True Self. 
 
Indians are still here. As long as there are Indians, the Land will never be 
completely lost. The Land and the Waters, The Wind and the Sun, could find 
Harmony and Healing. There is a chance for this place as long as there are the 
Original People who were put here to care for it.  
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Those who tried to steal the power of this amazing place, who killed the 
Visionaries, Stole the Pipes, Outlawed Ceremonies and Dancing, could not kill 
the Indians, and the Spirit is alive.  
 
The people are wounded, but they are waking up. Something inside them is 
waking up. Dreams are coming back. The language is returning. The languages 
were supposed to be lost forever, but each teacher passed it down to their 
children, and their children kept it alive, and now it is being taught in the schools, 
spoken in homes... awakening spirit.  
 
I saw a group on horseback riding alongside the road, next to the safety belt 
(trees) when I was out there. At first, it was a small group, maybe ten riders. The 
leader held a pennant that streamed out in the wind. The horses began to canter 
and the riders moved in a motion, like waves of tall grasses in the winds.  There 
were more horses and more riders joining in... the spirit was connecting, through 
the horses, to the land, to the rhythm of what once was... that could never be 
extinguished.  
 
For that time, that ride, those riders were escaped from the world of futility and 
nothing making sense into a rhythm of balance, unity, strength.  
 
Each time I think that the suicides, the murders, the addictions and the corruption 
are winning, I see those riders, and the riders from long ago, who rode with them, 
and I know the Spirit is still alive.  
 
The battle continues. The only way left for Indians to be defeated is by their own 
people. They may be wounded, lost from their old ways, addicted and falling 
down on the cold sidewalks of cities where once were villages or hunting grounds 
of their Great-Great-Great-Grandfathers... afflicted with all the damage done over 
generations... but they are still here.  
 
Indians are unbreakable.  They cannot be separated from this land. Even if they 
don't know their Old Ways, the Old Ways know them.  They are not forgotten and 
they are not lost.   
 
The more we realize how much strength there is in Unity, Truth, and Courage, 
the more we gain, from one another, and from Brothers and Sisters who stand 
with with us.  
 
The mistake made by those seeking Power was that they were seeking Power. It 
is their undoing.  
 
The gift in this world is our Mortality. Peace at the end of our road. Power is the 
Burden of those sent to carry it through this weary world, where it is not 



Restless Spirit: The Blog 6 March 2011 
Page 5 of 7 

understood, and so many try to steal it, corrupt it, disrespect it.  
 
Fear is how we got lost, and Greed is how we are controlled, if we lose our sense 
of being Human Beings.  
 
There is more to this existence than we will ever know in one lifetime or in a 
thousand. There is more to this Universe than we can imagine.  All of this is ours 
to seek and explore and wonder at, if we allow ourselves to survive.  
 
Those who try to make us fear them, do so because they fear our awakening. 
Once we awaken, Fear has no power over us. They will flee to the shadows, and 
be routed out, not by angry mobs, but by methodical cleansing of the lands, the 
waters, and the Spirit of the People.  
 
The Awakening Has Begun 
 
I have seen the shift out there. I have seen it close up, and from far away. Those 
who used Darkness to cover their crimes, have lost more and more influence and 
power.  
 
The People standing up, brought in a new Tribal Council. And they will have to 
stand up to this one, and the next one, until they get leaders who are accountable 
and not corrupt. It did not get this way overnight and it will not be fixed in just one 
or two elections. But it is happening.  
 
Poopsie losing his job at the Casino, and being brought down over a drug test 
that he failed. He had always made a mockery of those tests, and then, one 
day... he had to take a real one and he was gone from his power seat at the 
casino.  
 
No one ever dared touch him before, but now, he has been brought down, and 
he continues to be brought down. 
 
I am still standing by the report of him and his wife being busted for drugs. Until I 
learn otherwise, I take it as real. And it happened in a most unexpected way. 
 
All those drug busts that he had steered to other Reservations in the past, to 
clear the way for him and his family to have the business to themselves... all 
those drug busts began a domino effect.  
 
People talked to get out of trouble. Druggies are not brave, not strong. And when 
they cannot bully their way out of a situation, they sing like canaries and point to 
all the others. Eventually, there were no more small fry to point to.  
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There were too many who told the same stories on Kalum and on other members 
of Poopsie's little clan.  
 
So, the SWAT Team showed up. I am told they were looking for Kalum and for 
Desmond Driver. Desmond is married to Poopsie's Daughter, Sky.  
 
And as the SWAT Team headed for Poopsie's house to arrest them, a phone call 
was made to warn them that SWAT was on the way. There is always a phone 
call made. Mary Lohnes, aka Mary MacDonald--the same woman whose lies 
keep Richard LaFuente in prison and keep Poopsie and the real murderers out of 
prison, was probably the one who made the phone calls.  
 
Like she has done so many times in the past, making that phone call, probably 
from her cell phone, to warn the murderers whom she has protected... about a 
bust rolling their way... 
 
So, SWAT arrives and, big surprise, Desmond and Kalum have disappeared. 
But, Poopsie and the Missus are at home... now, here is the unexpected part: 
When SWAT arrives, they don't just knock on your door and take your word for it 
when you tell them the people they are looking for, that they KNOW were just at 
the residence, are no longer there-- and go quietly away.  
 
Nope, they have warrants and they enter and they look for them---and they look 
for drugs. Well, they could not find Desmond and Kalum, but they did find drugs, 
and Poopsie, and the Missus.   
 
You know, it would have been better for them if Mary, or whoever, had not made 
that call to warn them. It would have been better when they got that warning call, 
if they had not answered it and let Kalum and Desmond get away. SWAT would 
have just taken them, and that would have been it.  
 
But that phone call made them have to look for them, and anything else they 
could find.  
 
I know the cops know about those warning calls. I wonder if they were really after 
Kalum and Desmond, or if they wanted to have an excuse to go through that 
place, overturn it, find the drugs. I just wonder. Coyote was laughing, so who 
knows? 
 
Phony Medicine Men are abandoning their Altars, throwing their Pipes into the 
Lake, hoping to escape the thing they know is coming. Pretending they are 
humble men, as their children continue to sicken and to die, taking with them the 
children of those who protected them.  
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Those who thought the consequences of running with, protecting, marrying into 
the clan of murderers would not come back on them, sense the earth shifting 
under their homes, and cast a wary eye upon the innocent children they brought 
into this mess with them. They know what is coming, even though they pretend 
not to. They are Indians, and they know. They have always known.  
 
Now, Turdmother complains that the power has been diluted by Poopsie using it 
all up, and giving away those feathers. Her beads spill from her lap, and needles 
hide in carpeting and furniture, as if intentionally sticking her. Those silly feathers, 
held in the sweating hands of fearful men, offering prayers for their own 
protection, as the darkness flees the light of the coming dawn.  
 
The People are Waking Up.  
 
You know where to find me.  
 
Cat 


