
August 11, 2008 
Somebody Get It To You Tube! 
 
I put a link at the top of this page to the video on the Fargo Forum site that shows 
Sticky Fingers (smartest man in the room) matching wits with the store security 
who had him hand-cuffed and awaiting for transportation to jail.  He wants to 
ditch the knife he stole.   
 
Eying the trash can near his chair, he gets a brilliant plan. (*Squeaking sound of 
wheels turning in Brain). You see him reaching into his pocket, working at 
something. He tries to distract the security people by requesting a glass of water, 
which they go get for him.  He then attempts, desperately wriggling like a worm 
on a hook, to dump the knife into the trash.   
 
Foiled Again! (For those who get that pun) as the guard catches on to him, now 
violently faking retching like he will puke, (He had claimed he needed to puke and 
that was why he was moving towards the trash can) they give him another trash 
can, remove the one he was attempting to use as concealment, (He rocks back 
and forth faking dry heaves) and then inform him that there is a camera watching 
his every move.  Yeah, now he really needs to puke!  Outsmarted by $8-10/hour 
hirelings, our noble former USAG, "Top Drawer" Defense Attorney, literally, can 
not argue (nor fake) his way out of a folding chair.  
 
Yup, that is a desperate man.  A man whose sins are showing up on him like 
warts on a witch's nose.  He is what you see there, and worse.  
 
He was, btw, apparently the same guy who lifted a knife from the same store a 
month earlier.  I guess he was trying to get a complete set? He loves to steal 
from sporting goods stores.  Stealing is his favorite sport.  
 
Despite all his friends in high places and all the favors they have given him in the 
past, this time it is too obvious and he has to lose his law license, permanently.  It 
was not just shoplifting you see, it was assault, lying to a police officer and 
worse.  Since he was technically 'armed' at the time, it can be read as 'intent to 
do bodily injury'.   Followed by attempt to destroy/conceal evidence (just like the 
old days, eh boy?)...  
 
Lynn Crooks is scared to pieces now that Fisher is completely unstrung and 
publicly pantsed.  There's not much he can do, not many favors he can pull in or 
strings he can pull that will both make this go away, and keep people from seeing 
the bigger picture and wanting to know more about past crimes and behaviors 
(OMG!  Here comes that RSI case again! Bet some judges are squirming in their 
seats right now...) Wow, what he could tell on so many of the Judges and 
Prosecutors out there!   
 
Now, that would be a book worth stealing! 
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Note to Lynn Crooks:  Think twice about siccing your dogs on me.  It's been tried 
before, and now they are mine. Do what you will.  
 
Stay tuned. 
 
All Hopped UP 
 
We've all heard that expression in relation to people who are all drugged up.  Let 
me give you a more clear picture of what that is.  I am hearing from people that 
they have seen some very strange things out, in broad daylight, that makes that 
saying perfectly real.   
 
Witnesses have seen groups of young people 5 young men in one case and 4-5 
young women in the second case, literally, standing out in the middle of the road, 
jumping up and down, shaking their hands over their heads, flapping their arms 
and lurching like chimpanzees.   
 
I received emails over time regarding this, and the reports got stranger.  Cars 
were charged at, the young men and women, looking wild-eyed, distraught, 
"Crazy, sweating, panting.." that sort of thing.   
 
The only thing in common, aside from the bizarre behavior, was that these 
people had just left the Oh Oh Bar.   
 
Dropping In 
 
Now comes a possible explanation.  And it begins to explain a lot of 'mystery 
behavior' in that area and surrounding that bar.  One of the ways the meth is 
distributed at the bar, aside from being sold outright, is that Pete and Karen, and 
whomever else they can get to do this, will sneak it into the beers and wine and 
other booze that the customers are drinking. This makes them thirstier. They buy 
more. 
 
It also dulls and confuses their senses.  They don't know if they paid with a $10, 
$20, $50 or even $100 bill.  They never get change and they are told that they 
paid just for the drinks.  They have no idea they are being doped.  
 
In the hot weather, the meth acts on the body's system, messing up perceptions 
which makes driving much more dangerous.   It also can cause "crank bugs" 
which is an old term for when a junkie gets their nerve endings all irritated from 
the drugs and they start scratching at nothing, or trying to 'shake off' 'invisible 
bugs' that they 'feel' crawling all over them.   
 
It doesn't take much to render this effect.  The heart rate increases, body 
temperature fluctuates, the person gets angry, even violent, vision is messed up, 
sense of speed or distance is skewed...  
 
Now, I look back at a few instances that were really puzzling.  The kids jumping 
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up and down, like they are full of ants, probably a result of being drugged at the 
bar.   
 
Then I look back at the recent roll over accident with that couple from Texas and 
Florida, the Linehans.  They were at the bar for a very long time.  They were 
seen very drunk (or was it that they were just disoriented?) 'Dancing' on the 
sidewalk outside of the bar.  Were they in fact, 'dancing'? Or had the drugs hit 
their system and the 'crank bugs' started to get to them?  
 
Immediately after the wreck, before the bodies are even freed from the twisted 
steel of the truck, Pete and Karen are going around, door to door, telling a stone 
cold lie about how they had only been there long enough for 'one drink', when 
everyone knew they had been at the Oh Oh Bar all day.   
 
NOW it becomes more clear!  They needed to cover their asses, not just for 'over 
serving' but in case there were drugs found in the bodies of the victims! 
 
Which brings us to a previous incident where there were 4 fatalities, where Azure 
crashed his car after leaving the Oh Oh Bar.. and Petesky and Karen are door-to-
door saying that "they were young college students on their way back to 
college..." when in fact they were not enrolled anywhere, and not even sure if 
they graduated High School, or just graduated HIGH.   
 
Again, the mystery was "What are they so guilty of that they need to create an 
alternate, fictional reality to cover themselves?  
 
Now, with the latest revelation, it seems very clear.   
 
They are setting people out, after they have robbed them by drugging their 
drinks, drunk, stoned, unaware of what they have consumed, unfit to drive; on the 
same roads as you and I.  On the same roads as the School buses travel, and 
they are doing it day and night.   
 
This is one way they make their money out there.  There is also the drug dealing, 
the illegal fighting, the serving of minors, and the occasional killing.   
 
Drop in sometime.  See what they drop in your drink. If you are lucky, you can 
watch Darren Trottier making out with his boyfriend.  Anything goes at the Oh Oh 
Bar. 
 
What goes around, comes around.  This one will bite them when they run out of 
cover up stories, and their friends in High Places (State Attorney's Office, etc), 
start running for shelter from the shit storm that is going to cover them all with 
stink.  
 
Petesky's Obsession 
 
And, apparently, Petesky has done too many of his own product, as they say.  
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His mind is gone.  He, and a few of his friends out there, for the longest time, 
have had an unhealthy obsession with the Stensland family.  No one can figure 
out why.  (So much so, that they had to install surveillance cameras to protect 
themselves). 
 
Well, under the heading of "What in the world was he thinking??" Pete, having 
claimed for years that the Stenslands haven't paid their water bill to the town 
(Note: They are on their own well water, so they don't owe the town anything, and 
Petesky knows that), Pete decides to vandalize their property. 
 
Being that he sees himself as the 'Smartest man in the room', at least when The 
Old Biddy is not in the room, he concocts a plan to not only vandalize the 
property by monkeying with their water valve, but to hopefully blame it on the 
Rural Water agent who was with him, but who was unfamiliar with the area.   
 
Paul Stensland is working on his property and sees that the property across the 
way has 'visitors' around the back (cameras?).  He goes over, and there is 
Petesky, with a wrench in his hand, attempting to open up the valve, which would 
flood Stensland's basement in that property. Paul tells Petesky, and the Rural 
Water guy, to leave it alone, as it is well water (obviously) and that if he opens 
that up it will flood their basement.   
 
He then takes the Rural Water guy into the house to show him where the pump 
is.  Meanwhile, Pete is outside, still working that wrench!  Paul comes out, angry 
this time and tells him to back off and get off the property.   
 
Pete starts shaking, (he hates being caught at his crimes) and backing up until 
he is on the road. "I'm on public land now!" He yells back to Paul, who is still 
advancing. 
 
"Who put you up to this??" Paul demands.  Petesky motions towards the Mayor's 
house.  The rural water guy looks astonished (clearly there was a difference of 
'opinion' in that one) and then he points to the Mayor's house.   
 
Man Without A Plan 
 
So, Plan A was to damage the Stensland's property and not get caught.   
 
Failing that, Plan B was to make it appear as if the Rural Water Agent had made 
a mistake. 
 
Failing that, Plan C was to blame the Mayor? (This is your brain on drugs).  
 
Special Request 
 
Someone told me that Clarice quit the Smoke Shop in the Casino.  Good for her.  
Lisa was making life miserable for her.  One of her customers told me they were 
saddened when they learned that the only professional and knowledgeable 
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person who was in that shop had been run off.  "She's the only one that could 
count change.  I never trusted Lisa." I was told.  That customer wanted to put a 
message into the blog for Clarice.  
 
I said that I would do that. Here goes: 

 
"Clarice if you are out there and read this "Blog" do it for your people.  
From what I hear, you clean up nicely and you are a good person at heart.  
 
You took the time to take care of your dying mother and to be there to the 
very end for her.  You have to have a  really good heart. At one time your 
mother was part of your people here. This Blog is here for people like you 
that need to be strong and to help and guide you to stand up for your self.  
 
It is only Lisa "__ Mouth" Grey Water your up against; not the whole tribe. 
You may have resigned but it is never to late, think of the future. From 
what I hear You ran that Smoke and Gift Shop like a real professional and 
connected with each and every customer you helped.  
 
You don't know who I am writing this but you did serve me as a customer 
and you remembered exactly what I wanted and what every other person 
that walked through that door wanted. Now that was service! 
 
Lisa, can you remember all the customers and what they want? I seriously 
doubt that you could.   I never see you behind the counter, and maybe that 
is a good thing.  
 
We all see you sniffling from supposedly 'allergies', and dressing like a 
tramp.  Isn't there a dress code at the Casino? I'm pretty sure there is. If 
not, there should be.  
 
Just remember this Lisa: what you stole it will come to you worse.  
 
Clarice on the other side is recovering from the recurring nightmare of 
looking at you stuff your face and act like you know what your doing at a 
business that is owned by your people. Yeah the same people you stole 
from. I hear all your employees at one time or another wished it was 
Clarice running the Gift shop instead of you. 
 
Good Luck Clarice! You will be missed!" 

 
So, there you have it.  The mismanagement at the Casino and Resort has run off 
yet another person who knew what they are doing, leaving fewer good people to 
cover the crap of the unqualified who run all the departments.  
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Also on the Gone List:  Lori Brown has quit as General Manager.  She was not 
qualified, but she was better qualified than Wacky Jacky, (Turdling).  Lori's 
problem was always that Jacky was getting paid more than she was, and that the 
title of 'interim manager' which was supposed to be the cover for Jacky being 
'trained' for the GM job (again, pointless as she was not qualified by any stretch).  
But Jacky kept getting the GM salary and Lori seemed to be the constant 
bridesmaid.   
 
Lori downloaded the contract that her predecessor had from my documents 
page.  She had enough inside info to negotiate a very sweet deal for herself.  
Personally, I think she should take it to the Gambling Commission---oops, no can 
do that!  Walking Ego and Poopsie are running that now.  Okay, howzabout the 
FBI? Hmmm, past history indicates that they are just the enforcement arm for the 
corrupt in Indian Country... Good luck on your new life, Lori!  Oh, and get a good 
security system for wherever you decide to live.   
 
The Casino is Hiring 
 
They need to get a college educated, qualified person into the GM position at the 
casino/resort.  They need that person to be hired, and stay just long enough to 
pass a preliminary inspection.  Soon as they are sure there will be no more 
inspections, that person, the qualified one, will suddenly be gone.  Wacky will not 
see any change in her pay except more bonuses and advances and raises.   
 
Lest We Forget 
 
Monday is Steak Night at the Casino!  Let's see who shows up this time.  Let me 
know if Poopsie is still walking.  I hear that he hasn't been able to feel his feet for 
years.  Now his left arm is going numb and his neck hurts.  Be fun to watch.  Get 
the 'little woman' (threw up in my mouth a little on that one), to cut up his meat 
and feed it to him, drool running down the side of his chin.   
 
Sweet dreams, Poopsie! 
 
You know where to find me.  
 
~Cat 


