
December 23, 2008  
Whose Side? 
 
Perusing the GF Herald piece of the previous blog posting, I noticed that Cheez 
Whiz Wang, who is, while being paid to be the State Attorney, acting as a private 
attorney for the Mayor of Maddock who was arrested for meth and theft.  Wang, 
speaking as his client's attorney, stated that the theft charges stemmed from 
Mayor Kevin Winson stealing copper wiring from farmsteads in the area.  
 
Typically, your attorney says "Allegedly" or "is accused of" rather than "he stole" 
this or that.  I think the Cheez Whiz Wang mental process has been degrading for 
some time, and now, is officially, a brain pan full of Cheez Whiz.  Good move 
there, counselor.  (Is he appointed? Or elected? Whose fault is it that this criminal 
is in the State Attorney's Office?) 
 
Election Note 
 
The word has come down: Brian "Zit Puppet" Pearson is of no further use to the 
Turd Clan. He is falling apart.  He gets the shakes and DT's if he doesn't drink 
enough to make him drunk. He has been in court for drunk driving dozens of 
times. He is of no use to the Turdclan, and of no use to his mother.  
 
According to her, he never was.  'He never was entirely a he.. tee hee.' She is 
saving herself. In fact, it was her idea to have Poopsie's whore, Lisa Greywater, 
run for Brian's job this spring.  She is secretly supporting it. Giving her 
information to help her beat him should he be so stupid as to run again.  
 
He looks like the AIDS got him solid in its jaws.  Maybe it does.  He has spread it 
around so much, he won't die alone. But he looks so bad. And he smells like cat 
piss. That is typical of meth heads. They smell like used cat litter.  
 
Lisa, of course, is just beaming. All those years on her knees to Poopsie are 
finally going to pay off! Secretary-Treasurer! All that Money!!! Poopsie can control 
her easily enough. And for that reason, he has already promised that his Turd 
Clan will throw their support behind her and get her elected.  
 
And of course, since those with an education who could do a proper job for the 
tribe, have been run off, you have no one else.  Remember: You yelled at them 
all those racist slaps: "You think you are better than anyone else just because 
you got some school!?" and you called them "Apple Indian" and "Half Breed!".  
And then you would not let them get the jobs they were qualified for.  You 
watched and said nothing as cronies and relatives with no brains, no morals, took 
all those jobs.   
 
You ran all the people off, your own people, you ran them off.  Now your choice 
this spring: Zit Puppet, falling down drunk and dumb as a post; or Lisa 
Greywater, even dumber.  
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Good luck with that.  
 
Things That Make You Say: Hmmmm 
 
There are so many things out of place and so many things that point to the 
Turdclan as the murderers of Eddie Peltier.  Let's start a small list, shall we? 
 
Despite being drunk, admittedly drunk at the scene on the road where Eddie's 
body was 'reported' as being found, and being the only vehicle on the scene, it 
was never investigated. It was never checked for tread marks that would have 
matched the treads across Eddie's chest. They ran over him, twice, to make it 
look like hit and run.  
 
Drunk driver, dead body, vehicle never inspected, investigated. Hmmmm. 
 
Eddie's body was not officially identified until the following tuesday when his 
prints came back. He was so disfigured from the beating, his own father could not 
recognize him. Yet, within two hours of the body being reported, Q-Ball and 
Weenie Boy were telling people that it was Eddie that had been killed. 
Hmmmmm. 
 
And why was Eddie's body given first to the mortician and embalmed? Why was 
he not given to the morgue? Who gave that order? (Poopsie). Hmmmmm 
 
And given that this was supposed to be at first, a hit and run, and then morphed 
into a party that never happened at Bernice Juarez's house 1/4 mile away, and 
he was supposed to have been chased by this 'gang' that beat him up 3 times, at 
different locations from the Juarez Driveway, the woods and then the highway, 
why were his clothes, which didn't fit him (they belonged to QBall. His clothes 
removed and he was bathed after they murdered him.  They dressed him in Q 
Ball's clothes), why were the clothes so clean? Why were the shoes spotless? 
Even on the bottoms? The Ambulance drivers noticed a lot of things were out of 
place. No blood on Eddie, nor where he lay. (*because he bled out at Pisster's 
house, and because he was bathed).  Hmmmmm 
 
There was less than 7cc of blood in his body, but no blood on his clothes or 
around him. Hmmmm 
 
And this improbable, absolutely contradictory scenario was presented by Lynn 
Crooks as a beating that supposedly took place at the Juarez house.  The Juarez 
House, btw, was spotless inside and out. Not like a party of 50 or so drunken 
Indians and a beating took place. Hmmmm 
 
And Lynn Crooks, supposed to be a smart guy, ignores all these 
contraindications and continues to present a case, chock full of what he knows 
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are lies... hmmmmm.  One has to wonder why he did that.  
 
It was easy enough to do. Paul Benson was as crooked and stupid of a judge as 
ever took the bench. And they were pals from their Freemasons' involvement.  
Hmmmmmm 
 
Now, looking at what was going on back then, I wonder.  The M'd'wauken tribe, 
which has since been proven to be a fake, total fraud, started by a man without a 
drop of Indian blood in him, verified by other crooked tribal leaders, a man named 
Stanley Crooks... Hmmmm.  That tribe immediately got millions of government 
dollars for each member. Members vouched for by, well, one another, while 
actually denying status to those who were the real M'd'wauken tribal members... 
millions and millions of dollars.  Government never audits the money that goes 
into tribes.  
 
The Casino was starting up in Spirit Lake, plans all drawn up.  That would also 
bring in millions per day, unaudited, unaccounted....  
 
I wonder if the name of Lynn Crooks and Stanley Crooks is one of relatives and 
there is some benefit going on there that relies on corruption, sealed by blood 
and murder, and sexual deviations, and never truly investigated... I wonder if that 
was the payoff, given that the murderers are running the casino in spirit lake, and 
they had been running the HUD, and all the employment on the rez; all the 
housing, the welfare, the drugs, the grants... just makes me go... Hmmmm.   
 
How about you? 
 
There is the possibility that Crooks was just stepping on the innocent Indians to 
get his self noticed for a Federal Judgeship on down the road. Guilt/Innocence of 
no consequence to him: Easy notches, the more corrupt the better, suited him 
just fine.  
 
He missed that Federal Appointment to the Bench.  He was shattered. I mean, he 
committed a whole lot of sins, and continues to shore up the old cases that tend 
to fall apart under impartial scrutiny, by 'assisting' whomever is assigned or has 
charge of what's left of those records.  
 
He knows his work will fall apart and turn to crap and stick all over him if he 
doesn't keep prying eyes from looking too deep, too close. Some of those looking 
into his older work are saying: "hmmm?"  They don't want to believe what they 
are seeing. It must be some mistake. But it is no mistake. They are seeing what 
they are seeing. He has come up with excuses, but those are falling apart as 
well. 
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Now, those who are running these old cases, trying to prepare for appeals and 
seeing that the cases were corrupt have to make a decision: Go along? Hope for 
a promotion? Hope that when it does fall apart, it is not going to be on them.  Or 
do they make the noble stand, reveal what they have found and continue to find, 
and be the one to bring out the truth?   
 
Many before them, have gone along to get along. "Don't' rock the boat" and they 
didn't.  There is a way to get to everyone.  Some people can be paid off. Some 
people can become involved in 'compromising' situations that could land them, at 
the very least, in prison themselves.  Some just walk away, pretend they did not 
see what they saw.  
 
The line up of those being paid off is so many these days, Poopsie can barely 
keep up. Those he has threatened with exposure if they speak out, might get 
tired of being threatened.  Those who do not stand up and reveal the truth, fall 
into one of two positions: Being paid off and resented, possibly in line for an 
accident to stop the pay outs; or those who must constantly be threatened that if 
they speak up, those videos, those pictures possibly involving drugs underage 
children, same sex, or worse, will show up.   
 
I have to wonder why anyone would not think it through. Why anyone would step 
into either of those lines. How safe can they feel? Ever? Is it worth it? Hmmmm? 
 
And the Truth never changes. It never goes away. It is always there.  Waiting. 
And when it comes out, it keeps coming out. Every dirty connection will be 
revealed.  Will it have been worth it? Hmmm? 
 
Everyone that looked the other way, will be revealed.  
 
Look at all the slime demons you have to hope keep their silence. Poopsie, 
Weenie Boy, Q-Ball, Pisster, and all their siblings. They all use drugs, they all 
drink too much. They all talk too much.  
 
And then there is Lemon. He helped cover it up.  But now he is facing hard time 
as a child molester. He will talk. No backbone. He will talk. Anything to save 
himself. He goes down harder and harder each time. 
 
Galen Robertson, now in prison for Rape. He will talk. He is already talking. 
Trade you this prison cell for a better one. I can give you a crooked judge, 
crooked Tribal Leaders, kiddie Porn rings, meth cooks... he will talk.  
 
And those in the vicinity, all pals.  All playing the same reindeer games: Drugs, 
sex, child molest, theft, trafficking.  All were safe, all were protecting one another, 
until now. Now we have the mayor of that nearby town, arrested. He will talk. His 
wife, arrested. She will talk.  
 
Click, clicka, clicka... dominoes starting to fall. Poopsie just plain wore out trying 
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to carry bags of money to make payoffs, running to the bars to collect Pisster 
before she yells and screams at the patrons on how she and her brothers 
murdered Eddie that night.  To her, it is always like it was just last night.  
 
Carl Walking Eagle, now hanging around with Poopsie, stuck to him like glue. 
Poopsie goes, Carl goes. Hey, wait! Wasn't he up on Federal Charges for the 
embezzlement scheme? And worse? He was due in Federal Court and was 
going to be sentenced. Now, he is out, butt buddy with Poopsie.  Shouldn't 
Poopsie wonder if Carl might have made a deal with his name on it? Shouldn't 
Poopsie be saying: Hmmm? 
 
The whole system depended on no honest people getting in the way. No honest 
people getting into position to unhinge the mechanisms of payoffs, and 
extortions. Decades this has gone on. And it has gone deep. Mayors, Judges, 
State Attorneys, FBI Agents, local cops, trains, planes, automobiles, bankers, 
and bakers and boaters and paper floaters... Bar owners, horse riders, insiders 
and outsiders.  It has all collected like lint on a turd ball.  And now, so it seems, it 
is starting to come undone.  
 
None of it comes off clean. None of you will come off clean. But how much do 
you want to have stuck on you at the end of the day, depends on how you find a 
way to get yourself out from under this turd log, and into the light.  
 
Don't wait until you are like Lemon, or Galen, the Mayor, or the body that floats to 
the surface when the icy waters take you down.  
 
You might want to look around. The lies are getting deeper and darker.  The truth 
is getting stronger.  More people know the truth now. Lies just trip over 
themselves in panic and confusion.  People in High Places brought down low by 
those who lived under rocks, and who hurt children, and who killed sons and 
daughters, and blamed the innocent for their crimes. 
 
Well, it's Christmas.  Let's let those Sugar Plum Fairies dance in their heads.  I 
wonder what the New Year will bring.  Don't you? Hmmmm? 
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 


