
March 27, 2011 
I Heard Your Mom Has Cancer... Bummer--BINGO! 
 
Imagine getting a diagnosis as shattering as Cancer, or Diabetes, or any other 
life changing illness. You just found out about it. You are trying to deal with it, 
take it all in, readjust your life, wrap your mind around it.  
 
Then, after you get yourself together, you want to be able to break it to your 
family... in a way that will not fill them with shock and fear. No matter how you do 
it, it will stun them. So, now you have to to take all that on as well.  It's a lot.  
 
Now, imagine, as you are driving home from finding out, word of your diagnosis 
has already hit the Moccasin Telegraph. Confidentiality is always breached at the 
clinic. Piggy Cavenaugh & Rosalie Baer (Bear?) tell their cousin, whom I am told, 
is addicted to Bingo... and she blabs it all over to anyone that will listen.  
 
That is unfortunate. I knew one other woman, I called her Bingo Queen, who 
seemed to think that being the center of attention, having all that inside 
information to share, regardless of who got hurt or how badly, was her privilege.  
 
What is it about Bingo? For that one split second when you yell "BINGO!" , 
everyone looks at you. You are the star... until there's another Bingo that is.  
 
Having confidential health information on people is also a way to get attention. To 
be the center of attention. Revealing who has to go onto kidney dialysis, who has 
a brain tumor, heart condition, cancer, diabetes or even athlete's foot, is 
personal. It should not be spread around for attention.  
 
If you are the go-to person when people want to find out private, confidential 
information about others, please, please, please rethink yourself.  
 
Imagine how the other person feels. the one trying to wrap their mind around a 
shattering diagnosis, and how to break it to their family. Imagine how they feel 
when their relative comes to their house and says: "I heard at the Bingo Hall that 
you have a brain tumor."  Now what?  
 
You are adding to that person's hardship. You are adding more misery to that 
family. You are denying them the right to deal with this in their own way, in their 
own time. You are doing it for childish reasons.  
 
Please stop.  
 
Please learn to respect confidentiality. If you care for people or you don't, allow 
them to deal with it in their own way.  



Restless Spirit: The Blog 27 March 2011 
Page 2 of 2 

 
I hear a lot about different sicknesses out there. I don't divulge it. Unless it is 
contagious and it involves the local rapists, abusers and people need to know to 
protect themselves.  
 
I don't put anything in here that is not already general knowledge. For instance, 
Poopsie has no bowel control. That has been obvious to everyone for years. He's 
publicly crapped himself more times than most can count. Pisster pees all over 
herself. She stinks. She doesn't bathe. Everyone can smell it. Everyone sees the 
wet stains down the front of her pants. These are not secrets. These are 
broadcast facts. Common knowledge. QBall is another of the Turdclan rapists. 
He has had so many venereal diseases I'm surprised his dick hasn't fallen off.  
 
Their pals and other abusers on the Tribal Council? Also fair game.  Although, I 
don't disclose what I have heard until I know they have already shared it with 
their family--most of the time. Walking Eagle is the exception. He has drained the 
Tribe's finances into his own pocket and people need to take a good hard look 
under his hood, and see if they can get it back before he dies.  
 
Those abusers are fair game.  
 
The rest of the people out there, deserve privacy.  
 
I am concerned about the cancer clusters in certain areas. I think they should be 
looked into. But that is someone else's job, not mine.  I've been keeping track of 
a few areas. Red dots on a map. I don't post that. But strong patterns are 
emerging.  
 
I hope to have a complete list of who all is running for Tribal Council early in the 
week.  
 
Meanwhile, those of you who breach confidentiality for any number of self-
serving reasons: Extortion and attention, shame on you. Treat people with 
respect. Especially those who have issues of healing.  
 
You know where to find me.  
 
~Cat 


