
July 23, 2008 
Laughing, Thinking, Laughing 
 
Now this is funny.   About 45 days ago,  a woman was pulled over for speeding in 
Devils Lake.  Of course, they ran her plate and it came back to "Cat West".   
OMG! So all the scanners lit up like the fourth of July and Christmas all rolled into 
one; I hear it even made the evening news! (Why????)  
 
So, as things go out there, rumors flew that it was ME. Apparently, there can only 
be one Cat West in the US, the World, the Universe... and people don't realize 
how common a name that really is.  (Trust me, it is very common).   She was 
issued a ticket  and sent on her way.  
 
But the next morning, and for most of the next day, the talk around the rez 
stretched from "They finally got that Cat West,"  to "They finally caught and 
arrested Cat West. She was snooping around Devils Lake and they caught her." 
(What? No SWAT Team?).   
 
Arrested me? For What? What crime? How bass ackwards are y'all that you think 
Law Enforcement is going to arrest me for blogging? Telling the Truth, in the real 
world, is not a crime.  The image of me being hunted down (whup-whup-whup: 
Helicopter sound effects), like some fugitive is comical.  I feel sorry for the poor 
woman who got the ticket, being famous for about 48 hours, must have been 
embarrassing.  
 
Now, if y'all had any practice at 'critical thinking' you would have easily dismissed 
the rumors as bogus. 
 
If I had been snooping around in Devils Lake or Oberon, or the Rez, New Town, 
Jamestown, yadda, yadda, yadda, I would rent a car. I would not drive my own 
car. I would not fly into your area, buy and register a car in my own name. I would 
Rent one.  I would use a different name.  
 
Meanwhile, the fantasy fiction of me being 'finally chased down (rooruh-rooruh: 
Sirens) and arrested" "Step away from the v-hickle! Turn around and sit your fat 
ass on the curb..." might have momentarily given false hope to Opposition,  
namely Carl  Walking Ego (New Name: Talking Eagle) and the rest of them.  But 
of course, the idea that I would be that close (and for how long? Who did she talk 
to? What did she find???) would immediately wind up the panic key in all of them.  
 
Well, fun while it lasted.  
 
I take this opportunity to remind all of you who think you know who I am or really 
must know, to tell you that Poopsie has a whole collection of photos of me  from 
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when Chuckles the clown and his wife, Wide Mary, took me to the casino, for the 
express purpose of letting Poop and the rest of them get a good look at me.   
They didn't think I was much of a threat at the time.  
 
I remember hearing Poopsie snort that I could not be The One he had been 
warned about. "She can't do anything!" I just don't look like anything anyone 
would be afraid of.  All his Black Road Medicine man could do was scream. But 
Poopsie was right: I am harmless. It's just that since I got onto this thing, things 
have not gone right for that bunch out there.  Can't explain it. Probably just a 
coincidence.  It has nothing to do with me.  If you think about it, you realize that is 
true. Nothing to do with me.  
 
I think, for awhile, they were getting really scared of me. That fear was totally 
misplaced, as they found out later. It was not me they had to be afraid of. It never 
was. It was you. It always was.  It still is. 
 
Fat Man on The Hot Seat 
Carl Talking Eagle Is measured for a Jumpsuit 
 
You know, Carl, you had a lot of opportunities to change things for the better over 
the years. Instead, you chose to rob the people,to lie, and fill your pockets with 
cash; stash a fortune in the coffee cans buried in your back yard; but it was never 
enough.  
 
Your greed got bigger and bigger.  You and Mark Lufkins used tribal money to 
buy hookers by the dozens in those resort towns and locally, gender optional 
parties,  all great fun.  You bought a bar for yourself, apartments and resorts in 
Las Vegas and other places; but it was not enough.  
 
You robbed the children, the elderly, the sick and turned your back on the people 
you left impoverished, while you raided the money room like it was a piggy bank, 
and you were the biggest piggy of them all.  
 
And then you and your cohorts dreamed up the perfect money laundering 
scheme with Ronin Wireless.  Whereas your Golden Eagle Wireless ($4 Million) 
was small potatoes as far as theft and embezzlement, fraud and worse went; 
Your Nature's Way scam netted a paltry $12 Million, your other scams, big and 
bad as  they were in their day; paled in comparison to the Ronin scam. 
 
And you just could not keep your greasy paws off of the Tribe's money.  It was 
too easy.  
 
Until lately. I hear that now you are not showing up for work because you want to 
spend as much time as you can with your 'beloved' grandchildren before you go 
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to Federal Court this week.  Or is it next week? 
 
Gee, what can that possibly mean?  You willing to sell your soul for a few 
dollars? Now you want to throw your cohorts under the bus (Make that a freight 
train) to get a reduced sentence for yourself? 
 
You could have possibly saved yourself some of this grief had you spoken to that 
group of guys that was asking you questions (based on the information Mark 
Lufkins gave them). You might have seen that as a warning; writing on the wall, 
so-to-speak, and packed your bags (Josie still your bag? Curtis Black? Which? 
Both?). You could have gotten out of town. But you were too greedy and you 
stuck around. 
 
And then the warrants came down.  The investigation turned your pants brown. 
(Somebody shoot the poet!).  You agreed to talk with the Investigators, but you 
misunderstood who they were and where they were from.   
 
I love that the wife answers the phone, and the agents tell her who they are and 
ask to speak to you, and she threatens to call the FBI (Who have been in your 
employ for decades, apparently) to shut them up, and she gets this from the 
other end of the line: "Lady, who do you think you are talking to?" 
 
And, so you met with the investigators.  You offered them money. Lots of money. 
To make it 'go away'.  Always worked in the past. But not this time.  Bribery is just 
another offense. 
 
Which brings us to that Court date. Federal Court Date. Sounds to me like you 
plan to cop a plea for a reduced sentence.  In trade for a lighter load, you give up 
all you know about Ronin, and everyone in it; including NLO,  Zit Puppet, all your 
"partners". . . But that is not the end of the story you now have to tell, is it? Not by 
a long shot.  
 
You have to reveal, and I understand you already handed over your notes 
detailing which agents you paid off and when and for how much...So now all 
those people will be mad at you.  Bobo the Dancing Poodle is really nervous 
these days.  Nowhere to go to cover his tracks, I wonder whom he will sell out to 
save himself?  
 
You think Carl McKay is not m-m-mad and s-s-s-s-sc-sc-scared? Poopsie? I see 
your buddy on Ronin abruptly quit his job and has moved out of the Federal 
jurisdiction, taking with him, all he could.  He was obviously, the smarter of the 
bunch.  
 
So, with the house of cards about to cave in, what do you think your life is worth 
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right now? Well, that depends on how you look at it. Your friends want you dead, 
and some of them are listed as your beneficiary so your life would be worth a lot 
to them, but not in a way that will make you feel good about it.  
 
As far as your value as a crony, an ally, a partner in crime, you are not worth 
much right now. I doubt that you can get a phone call returned all of this month.  
You are poison.  
 
Everything you have, even what you have hidden, is being sniffed out by 
investigators and they will take it all.   If you ever get out of prison, you will be 
naked and homeless.   Nothing is left.  Your children do not get to keep any of it.  
All Gone. 
 
Now, with things looking this dim, you are contemplating suicide, perhaps?  Well, 
that would be an even bigger wrong turn and I think you know why.  The Devil 
Himself is waiting to put you on your knees in Hell. All those people you robbed, 
all those lives you ruined, all come due upon your arrival on the other side of this 
life.   
 
Are you in a big hurry to pay that one? I don't think so. If you think that the 
consequences of being caught at what you have done here are 'uncomfortable', 
imagine if you can, with that  booze-soaked brain of yours, something far worse 
and from which there is no escape.  
 
Take what is coming to you, here and now.  Do all you can between now and the 
day you die (of natural causes) to redeem yourself. Redeem yourself by telling 
the truth, and do what you can to begin to set things right.  That is the only 
chance you have to escape a far worse forever.  
 
Oh, and Carl Talking Eagle, don't you wonder why it was YOU they came after 
first? Have you figured that out yet? Or are you still guessing? 
 
Was it Carl McKay? Chuckles the Clown? Poopsie? NLO? Other 'Partners'? Or 
some combination of all of the above? Even when you are 'rich' with the money 
you had robbed from your people, even when you were full of groceries while 
others went hungry… even then, no one wanted to be you.  Even less so now, as 
they watch you sweat like the pig you are.  
 
You know this is just the beginning, don't you? The only satisfaction you have is 
knowing what you have told them and knowing who they are going after next.  
 
Enjoy your time with the Grand kids... before your Hot Date in Federal Court. 
 
You see? No one needs to be afraid of me. I have done nothing here. I am just 
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the messenger.  These 'bad guys' do it to themselves. Can't blame me for any of 
this trouble. I didn't make them steal, murder, rape and worse.  Just the 
messenger. 
 
Nothing to be afraid of here. I'm harmless.  
 
You know where to find me.  (And they know where to find you!) 
 
~Cat 


