
January 15, 2008 
 
Not A Real Man 
 
Let us revisit, briefly, the Bed Wetter episode of the previous blog:  A guy calling himself 
Joe Cavenaugh wrote to me, declaring that Cara Williams (who is in a body cast in 
Minneapolis Hospital due to the injuries suffered when a car chase from the police ended 
badly) was 'walking around just fine' and further threatened to burn down my house with 
me in it (directly or indirectly, still legally considered a death threat).   
 
His main thrust of anger on this issue was because he said I got it wrong.  That Cara (who 
is walking around just fine) (Clunk, OW! Clunk, OW0woW!)(in her body cast) was NOT 
the driver of the car that was piloted by a drunk driver, but rather the passenger in the car, 
and that she had tried to get out, but the driver would not let her as he wanted to outrun 
the cops who were chasing him for driving drunk.  The driver, according to Joe 
Cavenaugh, would not let her out and that is how she got hurt.  Strange that he would say 
how she got hurt, but also declare she was 'walking around just fine'.   
 
Turns out, he was telling the truth.  She did try to get out, but the drunken maniac who 
only cared about himself, would not let her out.  And then when the car flipped and 
rolled, she fell out of the car, which left her with all those broken bones, which Joe 
Cavenaugh, the writer of the threats, said were 'only fractures'. (I wonder if he got his 
medical degree in the same place he got his law degree?). 
 
Guess who the driver of the car was? Hah! It was Joe Cavenaugh!   
 
Oh yeah, he was all angry at me because I had written that Cara was the driver.  I heard 
nothing from him saying he was sorry for what he did to her. Not one peep.  His 
minimizing her injuries to make himself feel better were pathetic, especially now that I 
know HE was the driver! 
 
Cara was incredibly stupid for getting into a vehicle with a drunk at the wheel.  She was 
probably drunk as well.  Simple logic.  She paid the higher price, and he is prancing 
around, sissy swatting at me because I didn't get her position in the vehicle correct.  Oh 
yeah, coming from a jerk who drove drunk, got into a pursuit with the cops, ended up 
rolling the vehicle and seriously hurting a 'friend', and then denying that she was 
seriously hurt, I can see where that guy would have a whole lot of 'issues' on his plate.  
No wonder he wets the bed! 
 
I wonder what part of his stupidity or his pathetic attempts to threaten me made him feel 
like a man?   
 
Sadly, more like him out there.  Let me guess:  He is still partying, still drinking, still 
getting drunk, stoned or whatever and you all, who call yourselves his 'friends' have seen 
how he cowardly runs and then tries to duck after he nearly kills one of you, I have to ask 
this question:  How dumb are you? 
 
One of the points he was trying to make in his email was that not all Indians are dumb.  I 
never said they were.  However, looking at the current crop of stupid drunks and stoners 
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that are out there, have to say, there are some who fall into that category and who want to 
take you with them. 
 
So, any of you hold Joe accountable?  Any of you stop in to see Cara and see how she is 
doing?  Or is that too much of a downer for you?  Yeah, best to just ignore it.  Party on 
morons. 
 
Oh yeah, and when one of you is dumb enough to get into a car with a drunken driver, 
wear your seatbelt so that the ambulance doesn't have to pick up so many pieces when the 
thing goes south on you. 
 
My other questions is this:  Why is he not in jail?  Or does driving drunk and dangerously 
and nearly killing a 'friend' fall under "expected behaviors for Indian youth"?  A real fine 
example that one. 
 
Now, if and when Cara can walk again, wipe her own ass again, let's see if she learned 
anything from all this; or if she values herself, her life so little she goes back to the same 
behaviors among the same 'friends' once again.  
 
And the definition of a man, well, that is apparently, very hard to come by out there.  We 
know a lot of bed wetters who think that yelling, screaming, threatening others is manly.  
We know one recently, for sure. He thinks running is a sign of manliness.  It is the mark 
of a coward. Got it? You do something wrong, stand and face it.  THAT would be what a 
man would do.  Running, that is all bed wetters can do. 
 
I feel sorry for the young ladies out there as there must be real slim pickin's as far as 
anything worth having exists.  If you find one, better hang on tight.  
 
Not learning from the same mistakes over and over again is one definition of stupidity.  
Doing the same thing over and over again and expecting a different outcome is one 
definition of insanity.  You pick. 
 
While We Are At It 
 
The New Year's Eve drunk driving accident involving Poopsie's Turdlettes might need to 
be clarified as Beesh was driving but Jaymee Catherine and Whitney Skye were the ones 
that got hurt.  They are 17 and 18 yrs, respectively.  Not sure that it matters much how 
correct that part is at this time inasmuch as they are all always drunk and usually drive 
drunk, so if the order of their driving-injuries is not correct absolutely at this time, wait a 
short while, it is bound to 'correct itself' with their behaviors.  
 
People are laughing at Poopsie and The Fly Catcher for swearing that they were sober at 
the time--which would make it the only time they have been sober!  
 
Still banging the sympathy drums at the head of their pity parade, they remain, steadfast 
that their children were sober.  The wake of laughter when they leave the room sounds 
like bad plumbing when stifled guffaws and straight faces bust up into belly laughs.   
 
Complicit 
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All this 'bad karma' coming down on so many out there.  Gee, I wonder why.  Some 
would say that if you do nothing to stop evil, evil grows stronger.  If you give your 
children nothing to respect, they go over to those they know you fear and succumb to the 
seductions of all things evil: Drugs, alcohol, fumes, indiscriminate sex and all the damage 
that follows those behaviors.   
 
Why are you surprised when they get hurt or die?  Why are you surprised when they do 
such harm or go to prison?   
 
I look at all the people who saw Eddie's murderers, covered in blood at Azure's and 
Littleghost's houses that night.  All of them keep their silence.  All of them are complicit, 
which means they are a part of this murder.  And even if no court ever sees them, hears 
them finally tell the truth, there is a payment coming due and no way out. 
 
They will pay with their children's' lives.  They will watch as their children suffer and 
die, because they keep their silence and allow the evil to prevail.  The price of silence is 
suffering; endless suffering. 
 
All those who were at Pisster's and never spoke out, never told the truth, your children 
now and your grandchildren, pay the price of your cowardice.   
 
All those who lied and those who keep silent and allow the innocent to suffer in prison, it 
is as though the murder were happening right now.  You think that it was such a long 
time ago that everyone will forget or should no longer 'bother with any of that'?  It is 
now.  Your silence is ongoing, the crime is ongoing.  The time is running out.  Your spirit 
will be afraid to leave this world with the stain of your lies and your complicity holding it 
back from the Paradise of Peace and Light.  You will be trapped here, in the walls, 
restless, fearful and all things will affect you like a thousand needles, each one, your 
cowardly silence.  You live in fear, you die in fear, your spirit cannot get away from here. 
 
And then, when the time comes and the Turdlings expire from this life, they will be the 
only companions you have, for you have tied your fate in this world and the next to them 
and their fate which is one so much worse than anything I or you could imagine, that your 
regret will burn you like hot coals as you realize, over and over again, the crimes of your 
cowardly ways. 
 
But first, before you go, you will see each child and grand child, taken from you one way 
or the other, whichever is the most painful will be what you get.   
 
And they will find out and they will know that the suffering they have in this world, you 
brought to them before they were ever born.  Who will pray for you when they leave? No 
one. 
 
Your spirit staked to this world, tethered by fear, unable to leave, unable to be free, 
forever.  You know it is true.   
 
Look at the children now. Look at what they are becoming.  Still, you keep your silence.  
What comfort find you in your cowardly ways?  What comfort warms you when you are 
cold in your grave?  Wrapped in your blankets of fear, you pray it will all just go away.  
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It goes nowhere.  It stays with you.  In this world and the next, it rides you like rent horse, 
and you will never rest. 
 
And for those who fail to teach their children the dangers of associating with the children 
of evil, what you get is what is coming to you.  Nothing can stop it.   
 
The Wheel turns faster now, and your children are ground up under it, never to be whole 
again.  So, what comfort find you in your cowardly silence?  
 
And those who do nothing, do not be surprised when you are taken down as well.  
Everyone knows to do the right thing and stand up and speak up, but few even try.  This 
life that precious that you eat your fear and wonder why you reap the cancer of your 
ways? 
 
Those who stay silent when one among you stands up to speak out for themselves and for 
the community, you stake your fate with the evil you allow.  You cannot call yourselves 
"Good People" if you do nothing that is Good.  What you allow is what you are.   
 
Page after page of your children swimming in poisons of alcohol and drugs, you do 
nothing. Drugs and alcohol sicken the spirit and it leaves the empty shell behind in a 
suicide; and you do nothing? What, pray tell, what reward were you planning to gain at 
the end of your short time in this world? Rethink that one, because this life, even if you 
live to be in your hundreds, just the blink of time in your totality.  What you do here, 
builds that which you dwell in forever.  Your silence now will be your forever bathed in 
screams, sobs, and suffering because you do nothing to stop it now. 
 
For so many of you, it is not a Good Day To Die, because you are already dead.   
 
If you could see what I see, perhaps you would take your life and do something to make 
it worth living and worth dying for.  Do you know what you are dying from?  I think you 
do.  I think you see what I see and I think you know what I know.  I think you just afraid 
to admit it.   
 
There were warnings and they were ignored.  Now the reaping begins.  Strange things 
will happen and just that fast, someone's child is not coming home ever again.  Just that 
fast they will go into that cold ground, by ones and twos, threes and more. 
 
Every day of suffering you allow, you create more for yourself.  
 
Poopsie and the Turdlings are afraid of you.  They always were.  You are stronger than 
they are.  You always were.  You outnumber them.  You always did.  It is not by their 
doing alone that all this comes to your door.  It is by your allowing it and your 
complicity, that this evil is allowed to consume your community, and spit the bones of 
your children, the hopes of your future, at your feet.  
 
You are the authors and the architects of your own worst nightmares. I am just the 
narrator. 
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 


