
September 20, 2006 
 
Turdmother and the Indian Hereafter 
 
I know, I know, I kept finding more important things to do, but 
a lot of you want a glimpse into the hereafter that awaits the 
warty one on her journey after this life is done with her. Oh, 
before I forget, I am going to put a printable version of each 
episode at the top of each episode.  So, if I forget, remind me!  
Usually within a day of posting, I should have it "pdf'd" 
 
Our fictional journey begins: 
 
Turdmother has breathed her last gasp of air and exhaled her 
last curse.  For days prior to this, she had been seeing them. At 
first, she thought it was just a shadow, or her eyes were 
playing tricks on her.  Or, that her mind was going.  
 
But they seemed  real, more real every day.  They were the 
darkness in the middle of the day, the rotting smell she 
thought came with the flowers that Pisster brought to her. 
 
No one else seemed to see them.  She would point, her bony 
finger trembling, but those who were in the room with her, 
only saw air. "Shut up!" Gawk told her. "Nuthin' there but air!" 
 
Pisster had quit coming around because, even as drunk as she 
was, as hopped up on meds as she was, she too, could see 
them.  Sometimes as they would lean over Turdmother, get low 
to her face and hover there, they would suddenly cast a 
reddish eye in her direction, and smile that smile of the evil 
dead. Pisster knew they were real.  She could see them.  It was 
a "gift". 
 
Slowly, the evil gathered around Turdymom, putting black 
smoke in her breath, making her choke and cough and 
wheeze.   Telling her not to be afraid, that it would not do any 
good.  Her brother, Richard, the one that raped young Q-ball 



when he was only 3 years old, was there, hovering, stinking of 
rot, the rope still around his neck. 
 
Suddenly, a tall, strong man appears and the evil around her 
shrinks into the shadows once again. Turdmother recognizes 
that he is a Medicine Man, wearing pure white buckskins.  But 
she does not know who he is.  A white smoke floats around 
him, an eagle dances in the distance, balanced on the updrafts 
in the sunlight. 
 
She feels relief! "You come to save me?" She asks? 
 
The man says nothing, but drums start to beat and the man 
produces a rattle that looks like deer hooves and shakes them 
around her.  
 
"Help me! Save me!" Her voice crackles through the room.  
Poopsie and Weenie Boy are at the table and they hear her 
struggling to speak.  They wave her down and go back to their 
card game. 
 
Now the faces of good men and women walk up and peer over 
the edge of a cloud like window frame.  They look, and nod.  
Each one in turn looks in on her, down on her and nods.  She 
recognizes some of them.  Eddie's visage appears briefly, looks 
and nods, and like the others, turns away and moves on. As 
each one nods, turns and leaves, Turdmother feels like a tether 
is being cut somewhere in her being.  She grows heavier with 
each passer by. 
 
"Come back!" She yells at Eddie.  "I don't want you to be mad at 
me! You were already dead!" She yells, but the window starts to 
grow more distant, her voice falls into hollow echoes.  "I 
wanted them to clean you up so you would not be all dirty!" 
Her feeble explanation renders no conversation. "I tried to 
make you look better!" No one in the room hears her. The 
conversation is in her going mind. 
 



The window begins to recede.  Briefly, a woman with a small 
baby in her arms shows up at the vanishing window.  The baby 
looks at her and nods, and they turn and leave. 
 
The drumming grows louder. "What do they want from me!" 
She clutches at the Medicine Man's sleeve, but her fingers fall 
through air at nothing.  Another tether, cut, and then another, 
and another. Heavier, heavier. 
 
"Decency", says a man's voice next to her.  The smell of rot and 
the sight of the rope, the red glowing eyes of those who now 
surround her, terrify her. "All they wanted from you was 
decency. You did not give it then, and it is too late now." 
 
The drumming gets harder, she feels her heart rising out of 
her chest, keeping beat to the drum. "What are they doing?" 
she asks, "where are they going?" The drum hits a harder 
slower pace and her chest begins to open up. 
 
"They are watching you go to the place where there is nothing.  
A total nothing.  The window was so each one could identify 
you as the one who committed crimes and sins against them. 
 
"Who is that Medicine Man?" She asks and realizes how 
soothing the evil man's voice is that responds to her.  "Maybe I 
can pay him to save me from ..." 
 
"From what?" the evil man asks her. A laugh that can only come 
from the darkest corners of the deepest holes, welled up from 
the direction of the growing darkness that was now beginning 
to envelope her. 
 
"They are identifying you," said the voice from the darkness. 
"And they are forgiving you.  They don't condone what you did, 
and you were not brought to justice to answer for your crimes 
in your life, nor theirs, nor their survivor's lifetime.  So they 
forgive you here, and move on in their light.  They leave 
behind what you are, what you have become, to us." 
 



The last tether cut, Turdmother lets out a rattling cry that is 
squelched by her own dry windpipe. 
 
The drumming continues, but each beat is slower, harder.  Out 
of Turdmother's bony chest rises an ugly, ugly black mass. 
Frantically, she turns to stare in the direction of the voice that 
has been explaining the process to her. 
 
"He is a good man.  He is praying away the evil that you 
created.  Sending it away, far, far away, where it will never hurt 
anyone ever again." 
 
The Eagle screams as it talons the slimy black mass in mid-
flight and carries it to the darkest side of the night. 
 
With that, her chest flew open, a searing burning pain like a 
hot molten metal poured into her being. 
 
She stands now, beside her dead body.  The drumming has 
stopped, and the light has gone.  All is blackness except for a 
window like opening, where she looks through to see her 
surviving family standing around her, well, 6 of them, anyways, 
the rest were off getting drunk.  Poopsie pulls the sheet up 
over her face.  
 
"She looked scared, didn't she?" Weenie Boy says to Poopsie.  
Poopsie shoves her hand clenched into a fist with a finger 
pointing towards him, under the sheet. 
 
"Nah," he says.  "She just finally dead. What's for dinner?". 
 
Before Turdmother can realize how things have gone so wrong, 
a strong wind begins to swirl around her, like a tornado, 
tearing at her, cutting and ripping, burning and searing.  The 
blackness swallows her up like a cinder, her being sinks into 
the ground like a stain, and is gone forever. 
 
And that, my dear friends, is how Turdmother goes into the 
hereafter.  Her evil lives with her now and forever.  



 
Forgive them when they are gone, and let them go where they 
are meant to go. 
 
For those who are here now, who have offended you, seek no 
revenge, nothing that would tether you to them in the next 
world.  Forgive them in that it is not up to you what happens to 
them.  Pursue them for the Justice that is in this world, for your 
sake and for theirs. 
 
Your strength, your goodness, your courage in standing up to 
them will keep you from being tied to them by your silence, or 
your anger.  
 
Our little journey into the Indian Hereafter is over for now, but 
it will come again.  Be ready to say that you did your part to 
make the evil stop when you had the chance, here and now. 
 
Or roll the dice and see what Forever will be like when it is your 
turn. 
 
You know where to find me! 
 
~Cat 


