
 

 

July 24, 2008 
She-nanigans 
 
Now, the Old Biddy of O'Town did not write to me, but she was thinking about me 
and worried that I would blog some of the events that have been happening in 
that tiny rundown town, named for a planet that circles Uranus. 
 
I have been neglecting O'Town and the clowns that run the place, almost my 
entire summer. Traveling here, there and everywhere, not finding time, or internet 
connection (or both/neither) to catch y'all up on the goings on out there.  Info has 
been coming in, and I do take notes, so let's do our best to get it all caught up.  
Oh, and the next time Old Biddy tells someone she hopes I don't get ahold of 
some of this and blog it, rest assured, your deepest darkest fears will be realized. 
 
Let's start with one of our favorites: Karen, Petesky's favorite bed monkey.   
Remember how I told you that she never had cancer? How she only took all that 
money from those fund-raisers for personal entertainment? Many of you thought I 
was being cruel to the little sicko.  After all, she had fought and beat cancer 
before (with the help of fundraisers). 
 
Well, she must be doing her own drugs these days, because she slipped up, and 
was bragging, in an open doorway, of a home, loud enough for all to hear: "And I 
never had cancer!" It just came blurting out of her. She was bragging about how 
she had fooled everyone.  
 
And then she looked around, realized how many people had heard it, sniffed and 
went on as if she had said or done nothing wrong. BTW, it is a felony to raise 
money under fraudulent tactics.  
 
Seems Like she Is Coming Apart 
 
And, around voting time, she was a 'volunteer' at the polling place. I guess she 
thought she would be the only one. And, with Obama running for office, there 
were more peeps show up than expected.   Karen had been trying to get her 
sister, Cheryl Logan and her Hunky bunky, Petesky, onto the School Board.  That 
is the one place that that cloudy group had never been able to take over and raid 
the resources of, and they were itching to get their hands on those funds and 
steer things (especially contracts) to their buds.  
 
Karen would jump up every time a drunk would stagger in to the voting place and 
since a lot of them are hard of hearing, she could be heard telling them who to 
vote for, how to spell their names (Pete and Cheryl).   And then she would return 
to her seat and act as if everything was fine.  Like no one would hear?  Those 
ballots were illegal, and she was told that she had been caught. 
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Things went from bad to methy for her after that.  One of her frequent flyers, Willy 
Boy from Ft. Totten came in looking for her and it was not to vote. He was mad. 
He wanted his drugs and he wanted them now!  
 
She tried to pretend that it was not her that he was looking for: "I can tell you 
where Joey is," she offered.  Joey Thumb is another meth dealer, so it was 
obvious she knew what Willy had shown up for.  Willy was not about to be 
redirected.  Nor put off. 
 
He was mad, sweaty and bug-eyed, jonesing for his fix. "They told me I could find 
you here, " he said. "You promised! I want it right now!"  So, she did the only 
thing she could: Stepped outside with him and there, where everyone could see 
her,  sold him meth. 
 
So used to being able to get away with anything, lying, drug dealing, murder, but 
now, feeling the heat of people watching, but still unable to not reveal her true 
self, Karen is coming apart at the 'seems'. 
 
Seems like people see her for what she is and what she is doing and trying to do. 
People waking up and not buying the lies, especially the really stupid lies, any 
longer. Not for a minute.  Ooops. 
 
Now, evening comes and Karen is in a knot over not being able to secure the two 
seats on the Board of Education that she had promised her Bed Monkey and her 
sister she would deliver to them. 
 
She approaches one of the quieter members of the Board, someone she thinks 
will be flattered when she bats her eyes and makes a small (Mincey fingers) 
teensy weensy request to have a "recount". Now, not sure if she is afraid that the 
ballots she tried to put in there were there and would, because voter fraud is a 
felony and there were too many witnesses, get her into hot water… OR, she 
thought she could, with her feminine wiles and smiles, (bat-bat), persuade him to 
'assist her in getting a few more ballots in that might have 'fallen on the floor... 
and she picked them up... and she forgot she had them... and it would not be fair 
for them to not be counted, so could we put them in now?' Of course, I am just 
guessing. I am sure she can explain it much better than I can. Ask her. 
 
Apparently, the wiles and smiles stunk like an old walleye in the midday sun.  
She only managed to get, yet one more person convinced that she is, what I 
have been telling you she is for a long time now.  
 
And then there was the graffiti: After the vote, someone scrawled in big orange 
letters on the steel storage tanks at the end of town, and on the personal property 
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of some of the land owners out there: 
 
"Pete Hager is a murderer, Karen had no cancer, Oberon is a meth bar" 
 
Well, it is true.   But people don't like their property all messed up like that.  Some 
people prefer to have their place look clean.   So, they went out and painted over 
it. I'm sure it will pop up elsewhere.  Hard to keep the truth down these days. 
Sometimes, it just blurts out of Karen. Did that handwriting look like hers? Would 
not surprise me.  
 
She feels the irresistible urge to just spout off these days.  As if one of the ghosts 
is possessing her and making her reveal herself.   Probably should stay out of 
that graveyard, Karen. Spooks got ya and they aren't finished with you yet.  If not 
spooks, then it's just the drugs having worn a flat spot on her brain. It happens, 
y'know. 
 
I think the graffiti was just advertising for the Oh Oh Bar. Now you all know where 
to go to buy your meth. 
 
Oh Oh Bar, Strikes Again 
 
You have all read about the two couples that were so drunk they rolled their 
vehicle in the ditch after leaving the Oh Oh Bar. Two women died.  
 

"Oberon, N.D. (AP) The Highway Patrol has identified two women  
killed in a Friday night pickup rollover in Benson County.  
 
… 38-year-old Rhonda Linehan of Heath, Texas and  
43-year-old Becky Ryan of Suwanee, Georgia, were pronounced  
dead at the scene of the crash, which happened about 6:30 p.m." 

 
Now, this couple, the Linehans, were out of towners that had purchased a piece 
of property just outside of O'Town. They were rather wealthy and for the most 
part, did not socialize much with the local locos. But they loved to drink. They 
would fly their friends in and entertain themselves that way. All in good fun. 
 
However, the day of this fatal accident, that bright red truck was parked, from 
early on in the day until a little after 6:15, in front of the Oh Oh Bar!  They were so 
drunk in there, that they were seen outside, dancing in the street.   It's a small 
town and things like that are winked and shrugged at.   
 
But like they say: "It's all good fun until somebody rolls their truck and dies." 
 
Were they over-served? Absolutely! The drunker they are, the more money they 
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spend! And who can imagine a fun-loving couple like the Linehans and their out 
of town friends, spending all day in a run-down bar and only having one beer??? 
 
But, immediately after the accident, there goes Karen and Petesky again, going-
door-to-door, telling people that the accident was a terrible thing, and that the 
couple and their friends had not been in the bar very long and had only had ONE 
BEER! 
 
If that sounds familiar, it's because you have heard it before. Several times 
before.  Remember when Azure's car rolled after leaving the bar in the early 
morning? All those people killed. And Karen and Petesky going door-to-door, 
early that morning, right after the rollover, telling people that they were not in the 
bar, but that they were young college students who were on their way back to 
college?  
 
A lot of coffee went through noses on that one. They do this with a straight face. 
Same story every time: Essentially: "We had nothing to do with this and you can 
know that is true because we are telling you." 
 
Like the little kid with crumbs all over his face, a cookie in his hands and a broken 
cookie jar at his feet, looking into the eyes of his mother and saying: "Nuh uh! I 
didn't do it!" 
 
Clearly, their guilty consciences are all frothed up,  bubbling out from their lids, 
scrambling to clear themselves before anyone even begins to connect the dots.  
 
Be there first, with the dumbest lie you can think of and you win? 
 
The problem here is that the people who were killed, were people who were 
cared about.  Not like all the other deaths where the only people who care about 
them are confounded by the system where the rules are stacked against them. 
These people have people that care about them, and what happened to them. 
They might not be able to shut this one up. No sweeping under the rug. Just the 
door-to-door lies for sale. Don't know if anyone in Florida or Texas are buying. My 
bet is that they won't. 
 
Side Effects 
 
As the sirens sped down the rural roads; police, ambulance and fire trucks, 
another guilty conscience redlined and tached off the dial:  Joey Thumb, another 
meth dealer out there in O'Town, thought they were after him.  
 
He was driving with his girlfriends and their little girl.   He ripped over off the road 
and started taking drugs and other stuff out of his Pick Up Truck and transferring 
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it to the trunk of a small car, and then he got into his and sped off, sans gf and 
baby girl.  
 
He and she are not supposed to be together because of the assault charges he 
has on him for beating on her.  She, however, needs him for her drugs.   But, if 
they are caught together,  it breaches Joey's probation and he goes to prison.  
She loses her child to the State for putting her in danger (again, and again, and 
again...). 
 
So, while they lay dying in the ditch,those who over served them were out 
covering their asses, door-to-door; Joey Thumb and girlfriend were dumping 
contraband and leaving dust clouds in opposite directions;  emergency personnel 
were doing all they could, and nothing could be done. 
 
Short Takes 
 

• O'Town has not been quiet even though I have not had the time to report 
on the goings on, so I will summarize here: 

 
• Chris Barr, a dealer from Fargo, had a blow out with Karen at the bar.  I 

guess he is tired of being ripped off?  Tired of her excuses? Does she feel 
safe? 

 
• A Week ago, (or so), on a Friday night, Greg Demaris and his son got into 

a fight at the Oh Oh Bar. Greg got his head split open by a shovel. Karen 
was claiming that someone was chasing her with a shovel at the same 
time. (You need a shovel if you are going to believe anything she tells 
you). 

 
• However, Greg's car was found up by Oberon School, with all the windows 

broken out (by a shovel, perhaps?) and him still inside, bleeding from the 
head wounds. Karen was seen up there, with a shovel, but she claimed 
that someone was chasing her with it. She was not hurt.  (Oh thank 
goodness!) Gee, do you sup-pose that juuust maybe, Karen possibly 
might have, could have, ... Nahhh! She already claimed (door-to-door?) 
that someone was chasing her with the shovel. 

 
• Critical thinking would lead one to ask her 'who was it?' as obviously, since 

she had the shovel, she must have taken it away from them, so she must 
have seen them, right?  Or were they also wearing a scary mask, and long 
robes to hide their clothing and their voice was disguised, and and and 
and... 
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• The Oh Oh Bar has had some improvements made to it since last we 

discussed the goings on in that black, tarry hole. Karen herself, amazingly 
strong for a woman who had only recently recovered from fake cancer for 
the second or third time, built a wall behind the bar so that no one can see 
in to the back room. 

 
• That same back room where the "special" Bingo games are held and 

drugs are sold, money is exchanged, where things happen that you don't 
know about, nor would you want to know. In that back room, now are held 
"Ultimate fights". These fights are illegal and there is no medical safeguard 
available. 

 
• So lay your money down. If you are lucky, someone will be beat to death 

right before your eyes. You might even be able to help drag the body out 
to another location so that it won't be found near the bar and Karen and 
Petesky won't have to go door-to-door,  their mouths full of stinking lies. 

 
• You can find Indians passed out drunk in that bar, just about anytime of 

the night or day,  non-Indians too,  and these people are so dangerously 
pickled by the time they are removed from the bar, and turned loose to 
drive home, on the same roads used by everyone else. Good luck y'all. 

 
• Petesky gets his medical help in Rugby these days.   He was seen limping 

into the clinic there a month ago.  (Was a shovel involved?) 
 

• Chuck Trottier has fallen out off the good list and onto the poop pile with 
Carl Talking Eagle. Carl wants to float Chuckles off the rez, strip him of his 
tax exempt status, get him out of the picture. 

 
Federal Marshals 
 
Just so you know, it was Federal Marshals who swept onto the rez with 8 
warrants in hand to arrest the most egregious of the rapists last month.  The 
Badgers seemed to not know where the guys who were named on the warrants 
were. A lot of shrugging, shuffling, muffled coughing as the Marshals drove 
around, and spotted them, out in the open (not hiding).   Lemon Longie, Gaelen 
Robertson, and Greg Greene (Any relation to Mary?) as well as 5 others, popped 
like overdue zits that afternoon. 
 
Those guys are still in jail. So you see, it can be done. It could have been done a 
long time ago. How can you look in the mirror, knowing that those rapes to those 
children happened because you did nothing? 
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For those of you who don't know: Galelen Robertson has pretty much been 
raping at will. Charges always dropped because the Badgers don't investigate. 
Shelly,  with tribal funds, pays for his attorneys, and throws his bail. It's been a 
real joke. Gaelen and his friend, Greg Greene, looking for a real challenge, tied 
up an 8 year old girl and repeatedly raped her. That child was Shelly's niece.   
Still, she doesn't care. Her denial is baked in Tribal funds, served to free him time 
and time again.  A little something to think about the next election, or before.   
 
And while you are at it, why don't you ask her why he is not fired from his job at 
the rec department? Why is he still getting a paycheck? Sound right to you? 
 
The FBI seemed unable to do anything because they were waiting on the 
Badgers, who never investigate anything. You'd think that the obvious facts that 
the badgers have never investigated one rape, one molestation, one burglary, 
despite the fact that these crimes run ten fold in Indian Country, might have been 
a clue to the mighty mighty FB-Ity, that sitting around, drinking coffee, 
occasionally harassing and intimidating someone that is trying to get a crime 
investigated, is pretty much what their life will be. If there is any real work to be 
done, it will have to be the US Marshals that come in and get it done.   
 
FBI is just for show. Not a real dog, but an over-groomed, pampered, hollow in 
the cajones (neutered) Poodles.  
 
I know this is becoming an embarrassment to other FBI Agents. I know they get 
mad at what I say.  But they also know, those that care to or dare to look at what 
is really going on there, in the shadow lands of Indian Country, that I am right. 
Their anger comes from their embarrassment of sharing a badge with people like 
Helleckson, Steve Wilson, and Bobo the Dancing Poodle. 
 
Now, the really scary part for those who care or dare, is that this has been going 
on for decades. It is no accident, not a coinkydink, but by design.  Now, when you 
look at who all benefits by all of this corruption, and you don't have to look very 
far, like a stone to the gut, the realization sets in. 
 
So boys and girls, what are you going to do about it? Ignore it? Hope it goes 
away? Or wait for the day when some other agency, perhaps the US MARSHALS 
Office, or some other task force, moves in to clean up the mess that is growing 
by the day, and just hope you are well-retired by the time that all hits the 
proverbial fan? 
 
You want to have pride in what you do, real pride in what you have done? Then, 
your work is just beginning my friend and who ya gonna trust? 
 
It's getting harder and harder to keep a lid on the scandals that burst out from the 
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seams out there. The SMC scandal, so closely tied to the deaths of our soldiers 
in Iraq, could bubble up, worse than ever, at any moment.  
 
Bloggers have gone after it, one NY Times reporter went after it and was then 
promptly 'laid off' after the story went to print, senators, congressmen, all being 
pushed to investigate. It's not going away. It will show up, Clown faces and all.  
At which time, the question will be: "Why didn't you do something?"  
 
Perhaps it will be the family member who dies because of faulty armor that puts 
the sharp knife of grief to the core of your being and you agonize over what you 
coulda, shoulda, woulda... can you live with that? 
 
It might be the family of a friend, searching for the answers that find them in 
places you can't keep quiet, that comes to you and wants to know...why. 
 
Can you live with all of that? Can you retire in comfort on that stone pillow? Can 
you find peace? 
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 


