
October 30, 2006 
 
Around the Pumpkin Patch 
 
And, just so you all know, sometimes when I am not writing in this blog, I am working 
on a piece for it.  Stuff comes in all the time.  Documents show up and I have to figure 
out how I am going to use them or if I am going to save them for any upcoming media or 
investigation.  And to answer the question from the far center of the pumpkin patch, it 
can take anywhere from 45 minutes to 3 hours for me to assemble a posting for the blog.   
 
I hear there was a Wopida Ceremony at Little Hoop to honor Paul Yankton, Sr. whose 
Indian name means Little Hoop.  Everyone, just about was there.  Even the Turdclan 
showed up, however, this night was not about them.  It was about honoring the Yanktons 
who have made contributions to the community, and done right by the people.   
 
It was a big do!  Speeches were made, gifts were given, smiles all around, except in the 
front row where the Turdclan huddled, ignored by all.  Considering the amount of 
disgrace they have brought to a heretofore honorable family name, I think they should 
consider themselves fortunate to be able to sit in the same room and breathe the same air 
as the better side of the family! 
 
Poopsie stomping around already today, feelings all hurt and all.  Gee, can't a serial 
murder/rapist/bully/thief/embezzler get a break?  Ahooo-Yaaahooo-ya! I guess they 
know now that the community can carry on, come together, and don't need to kowtow to 
that brood! 
 
If not for Turdmother and the monsters she turned her children into, the Yankton name 
would shine everywhere.  But for now, as it is now, remember Poopsie and his siblings, 
his mother and their drug dealing, raping off-spring as a separate entity from the Yankton 
Family.  Hence, the name "Turdclan." 
 
Everyone Is Related 
 
And yes, that is very true, and in some cases "too true!".  This is why so much goes on 
out there and people know it is wrong, but they feel they have to stand up for family, 
regardless of the crimes, small or horrific.  Denial comes in handy.  In fact, it is a reflex.  
We all do it.   
 
Imagine someone coming up to you and telling you that your brother or sister was a 
sexual predator, murderer!  Imagine your first reaction would be to slam the door.  
 
Imagine later, little by little, you learned it was true?  What would you do? 
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Touching on Residential School Points  
 
*Nothing in-depth, but the topic can be researched by anyone interested in knowing more 
than what is only lightly touched upon here. 
 
And, considering the way Indians were so atrociously mistreated by both church and 
government for over 200 years, all that they had to survive, to get through, was family.   
 
It is understandable as to how deeply ingrained this denial and protection of a criminal in 
the family can be.  Not that people want criminals in their families (with the Turdclan 
being the exception), but because the thought of having government come in and take 
away a member of the family -- again, triggers old memories of government coming and 
doing whatever they wanted to the Indians, taking them away from their families, and 
forcibly removing very young children from their homes and families and forcing them 
into residential schools, miles, hundreds or thousands of miles away from their families. 
 
Forced to stay there, beaten if they spoke their own language or prayed to God in their 
own way; many were mistreated and abused and they had no recourse.   
 
It would be years before they could return home; strangers in their own lands, their pain 
only grew, or dug in deep as they worked to survive; only to have their children ripped 
away from them and so on and so on... 
 
So, you see, it is very understandable that the first instinct is to protect, shelter, conceal 
any criminal in the family because of the history of contact with government and the 
"laws", which were always different (and still are) for Indians.   
 
This practice of forced abduction into Residential Schools and the abuses that followed 
was carried on even into the 1960's, in North America.   
 
Indians were considered "non-persons".  Remember: They had to be considered as less 
than nothing in order to justify the taking of lands by force and by deceit.  
 
So, Indian way of life was in transition from the point of contact up until present times.  
Life had gone from having balance, and being able to work out conflicts to confronting 
an enemy that had no honor.  And those with the power, trust me, had no honor.   
 
Can you imagine, look around at your family, and imagine that you know it is coming, 
that knock at the door, or the door being kicked in, and police hauling away your sons or 
daughters, beating you until you let them go, and taking them to a place where their lives 
would be in jeopardy, their spirits broken until they "learned to be like anything except an 
Indian", imagine your children being ripped away from you and not allowed to relate to 
any of the teachings you had to share with them.   
 
And then, when they were 15-18 years old, having them dumped back into your life, 
angry, bruised, confused, a stranger.   
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Imagine you knew from the minute they were born that was going to happen to them 
because it happened to you. 
 
Can't do it, can ya?  Most of us cannot.  It is too horrible to imagine.  And it happened in 
every tribe, everywhere, until too many of them became lawyers and sued the crap out of 
the Church and the Government and made it known that this practice had to be 
abolished.   
 
Good people protested all along, but their voices were few.  That did not stop them from 
decrying the outrages they knew were happening.  But the practice stopped when the 
Indians were able to join in and defend themselves, speak up and be heard.   
 
Wake of Destruction 
 
The aftermath of Residential Schools, regardless of lawsuits or pitiful compensation, is 
the complete disjoining of families and communities.  This slo-mo holocaust took its toll 
in lives ruined, generations past and still to come. 
 
It was never about the money, mind you.  I know survivors of Residential Schools in 
Canada and the US and what it is about to them is acknowledging that a terrible wrong 
was perpetrated on each of them.   
 
An apology from government and churches involved. That would have gone a long way.  
But, since so many who profiteered off the system of Residential Schools are long since 
dead, all that is left is to seek remuneration to help glue back the pieces of shattered self, 
identity, dignity, left in the wake of destruction. 
 
This, more than anything, speaks of the resilience of spirit that lives in Indian Country.  
Unbreakable, surviving, even if not well, the atrocities of ignorance, greed and pure evil.  
Surviving to tell the story that they are still here.  That they are still standing and that they 
are People and they count in this world. 
 
The worst part of the destruction visited upon the Indian People, from what I have seen, 
is the way not only government destroyed the balance and freely ran over the Human 
Dignity as if it was a mud puddle, but the way they were able to turn their own against 
them. 
 
It was, many times, the only way to survive for some.  They were not the smartest, nor 
the strongest, but they were willing to be the abusers and government was willing to 
support them, enforce their will regardless of how many laws were broken to do it, just 
because even after all the many generations of abuse, indignities, corruption and 
mistreatment, Indians were still standing.   
 
Old stories, old ways kept resurfacing, and the people held on to one another, even as 
they learned to not trust their own kind, Indians kept on standing up again.  It was 



Restless Spirit Blog, October 30, 2006 
Page 4 of 6 

becoming too difficult to get people in government to do the work of following in the 
footsteps of the previous abuser.   
 
The trauma was becoming too clearly written out and many could not stomach it.  The 
government, after hearing complaints from their own people, were in fear of them "going 
native" and taking up on the side of right against their own government.  It had happened 
in a few places, and it was happening more and more.  Too risky for the government to be 
front line on this.   
 
The government gave up, but they did it in a way that permanently keeps the people from 
getting too steady on their feet.  They put into place a system of corruption, thuggery, 
murder and worst of all, apathy. They key in a few people that will do whatever it takes 
to stay in power and keep the rest of the community down. A government that is 
completely indifferent to what is really happening on the rez. (Research PIne Ridge to see 
how that turns out) 
 
A government more in denial than any community I have ever seen.  A government that 
has and continues to this day, to turn their back on the law, the people and the Human 
Side of this world.   
 
Those who step out of line and speak up in that corrupt system are pounded down into a 
small place where no one can hear their voices.  But even they are finding a way to work 
towards making us all Human Beings again.   
 
Yes, there are some in government, as there has been all along, who are offended by what 
is being done in their name, and with their tax dollars.   
 
Of course, they pay the price, and they have to look under their beds at night and their 
vehicles in the morning, but they are not entirely silent. 
 
The Denial Mechanism Revisited 
 
Now, you see how denial in some forms has allowed people to survive, as a group, a 
family, a community, when there was no other avenue for them to do so.   
 
But it is time for Denial, both in the community and more so in government, to be let go 
of so that the healing can begin.  
 
Time for families to look at bad behaviors among their kin and say: "That is unacceptable 
and you are accountable." Time for the molest, incest, addictions to be faced and healed 
before we lose the generation coming up.  The one that is supposed to take care of us!   
 
Healing doesn't always mean "Punish that bastard and put him away forever", healing has 
more to do with understanding on all sides as to how this came to be, and for each of us 
to make the adjustment in our self that will allow the changes overall to take shape and 
the healing to be permanent and ongoing. 
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But when it comes to murder and more murder, theft and deception, where a single 
family has repeatedly done great harm to the community, that family needs to be held to 
account by both the community and by the family members who carry the same name 
with dignity.   
 
This thing is so complex, the families so intermingled, intertwined, everyone has a dog in 
this fight and everyone feels they need to protect their dog from the other dogs.   
 
What if we stop making this a dogfight?  Start making it a community standing up and 
declaring that it is not going to take it anymore?  What if the community did this 
together? That is the only way it will happen.  The only way it will work.   
 
I sense it is starting to happen.  Not from anything I have said to you, but from what I 
have heard from you all out there.  Something is stirring, getting stronger, and louder.  
Respect is growing like the wild grasses, showing up everywhere. 
 
You have survived everything done to you as a community, as a nation, as many nations.  
You are here, today, as living proof that you have a right to be here and no one can take 
that from you.   
 
There has been a lot of damage done, generation after generation have felt the blows.  It 
won't suddenly go away and everyone be fine.  It is going to take a long time starting 
when it starts in each of us.  Collectively, the proof is there: Indians don't go away.  Their 
spirit is indomitable. 
 
We cannot do this alone, any of us.  "When Nations come together..." so it was said.  
That means we have to let go of racism, old grievances and any other luggage that is 
slowing us down, and come together, all of us, as nations.  There is strength in that.   
 
Imagine: Indians survived all they have survived.  What can come if they actually all 
come together?  Not as a war party, not as an uprising.  But as a rising up of the spirit, a 
holding fast to dignity and self worth. 
 
Hard to imagine, but we must if we are to end the tyranny that binds us all in ignorance, 
fear and misunderstanding.   
 
Time to all of us, crawl out from under those blankets of denial and see what is really 
going on in Indian Country because it is being done in our name. 
 
What is done to Indians in our name will be done to us by the same government.  We 
make it possible by allowing it to continue.  Sooner or later everyone gets to be the 
Indians.  Hmmpf!  I guess Assimilation worked after all!  
 
Aaaa-Hooo-eyah! Coyote got us all! 
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You know where to find me! 
 
~Cat 
PS: We will resume the current topical bloggery again, but I felt it was important that 
more people have an understanding of how things got so dysfunctional in the Reservation 
system, Government especially!   


