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Jan 23, 2007  
 
Suiciety 
 
Violence seems to be the first choice rather than the last resort, these days.  Someone 
pisses you off, usually over nothing, it suddenly escalates into life or death.  The idea of 
killing someone, taking a human life, over things that right thinking people would brush 
off in an hour, is in itself, a sign that the Society that fosters those thoughts, behaviors, is 
a lost village whose hopes and dreams, long ago, were flushed away. 
 
QBall seems to be proud of his aptitude for killing just to get his way.  Alfred Littlewind 
did not want to give up his stereo and speakers.  Q Ball wanted them.  QBall beat him up 
and put him in the hospital and then 'borrowed' them.  Alfred came back and made the 
simple request, while still bandaged up and unable to defend himself, that he get his 
speakers and stereo returned to him. 
 
QBall threw him out of the house, literally, crashing him against the cement steps.  And 
to make his temper more complete, he threw the speakers on top of him, fatally 
bludgeoning him that bright afternoon.   
 
With Poopsie taking the lead on that 'investigation', it was declared that despite the blood 
in the house, the previous beating and the blood all over the steps and the speakers, that 
somehow Alfred had expired on his own and no charges were ever filed.  
 
The FBI on the rez is still at about the same speed today as it was back then.  If Poopsie 
didn't want it investigated, nothing was done.  Today, unless Poopsie gives the nod, Bobo 
and the other Dancing Poodles, ignore the pleas for help from the community if they are 
threatened, raped or robbed, assaulted or killed.   
 
The Turd Clan likes it that way.  Makes them feel powerful.  When Eddie annoyed 
Poopsie by giving him the traffic ticket (speeding and driving without a license) Poopsie's 
rage grew for months, until he was able, with the help of his friends, to set up Eddie to be 
murdered.  Over a traffic ticket!  
 
Florence Peltier, Eddie's sister, had her husband murdered because he thought he could 
blackmail them into paying him to keep quiet, like they paid off so many others who 
were involved.  Ol' Merle not that bright.  If a traffic ticket was reason to murder, can you 
imagine how they felt about being told you knew what they did? They beat him to death 
also.  Even threatened him and his family ( a young daughter at the time) if he stayed in 
the hospital or told anyone what they had done to Eddie or to him.  
 
He dragged himself out of the hospital, went home and died in his bed that night.  High 
fives all around the Turdclan on that one.  Another problem solved! 
 
Sam Jackson, who refused to be silent when he found out what really happened, was 
stabbed to death, by Poopsie, in front of a cowardly crowd who did nothing to help Sam, 
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and who keep their mouths shut to this day, not realizing that their silence ties them to 
that murder, those vile bipeds, and an eternity of fear in this world and the next. 
 
Eileen Eagleman, the one-time common-law wife of QBall, who moved away to South 
Dakota after QBall was sent to prison, started getting visits from both Weenie Boy and 
QBall down there.  Suddenly, her brother shows up dead, and she, like a Zombie, returns 
as the housekeeper for QBall and whatever bag of whatever it is he sleeps with these 
days, and she never says a word.  Her silence amuses them. They taunt her from time to 
time to make her cringe and cry: "You wanna tell? You wanna say something?" QBall 
even picks up the phone: "Here, wanna call the F-B-I?"  And they laugh at her as she 
fends off the blows of his bad temper, and tries to get away from him. 
 
And the community plays denial.  Y'all accepted, without question, Weenie Boy holding 
control over every job out there, even though he himself cannot read a single word.  You 
pay him more than others who would be qualified by education alone, because you are 
too chicken to stand up to these creeps.   
 
You allow QBall to use tribal funds to buy gas for his truck or drive Tribal Trucks for his 
personal use.  He uses the Tribal Credit card to buy beer for himself and his family and 
friends.  You know it.  You all know it, and you do nothing? 
 
You know Pisster and her family are all molesters and rapists and you put her in charge 
of taking care of the little ones at the Day Care?  You pay her and her mutant family and 
allow them access to the littlest children? You do nothing to change it? 
 
Your Tribal Chairman, what a piece of work that is!  Her lover is a known rapist, 
molester, and he gets the highest paying job she can give him while those who are 
qualified aren't even considered? 
 
They are robbing you blind with the Ronin scam and you do nothing?  
 

No wonder your kids are drinking 
themselves into dangerous death 
matches.  No wonder the kids are 
drugging themselves into oblivion.  
No wonder your children, some as 
young as 6 years old are attempting 
and too many succeeding, suicide.   
 
You are the Suiciety Tribe.  You 
allow those for certain you know to 
be evil and unqualified to control 
every minute of your life.  They 
decide if you get a job.  They 
decide how little they will pay you.  
They decide if your child is raped 
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or not.  You have given all your power to them.  
 
Why?  Afraid to be responsible for what you do?  You like being the victims? You like 
burying your children?  You must.  Because you do nothing.  
 
And when somebody does do something, you do nothing to help them to help themselves 
or to help you.  You want them to fail so you won't feel so all alone in your self-pity and 
self-destruction. 
 
You allow the innocent to suffer and then you cry because you feel YOU have been 
treated unfairly?  You merely got a whiff, a taste, of what suffering you have encouraged 
by your own cowardice.  You feel that you have done nothing to deserve these words?  
You feel you have done nothing to deserve these funerals?   
 
You are right.  You have done NOTHING.  You have allowed it all.  Had you done 
something, that might have made a difference. 
 
If you were to do something, that might make a difference.  What? You want a guarantee 
before you even try? How's this for a guarantee:   
 
I guarantee that if you continue to do nothing to make this better, it will get worse.   
 
It already is. 
 
The irony being, that you could have stopped it a long time ago.  You still can. 
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 


