
January 24, 2011 
Jail Roof--*POOF!* 
 
I got word, but only from one source so let me know if this is in error. This source 
is usually right. They said that the roof on the Tribal Jail collapsed. Too much 
snow! So, no one was hired to shovel the roof? I know, Tribal Council doesn't 
have enough money. *Cough 
 
I hope no one was hurt. I have, as I said, no further details on this, so I don't 
know.  
 
The other irony is this: I am told that Tribal Council was wanting to build a new jail 
and use the old one for a Funeral Home. Funeral Home would be a real going 
business out there. People die younger, harder, faster out there than most people 
realize.  
 
Also, having their own funeral home would make it easier to cover up murders, or 
other suspicious deaths.  
 
So, if they were wanting to turn it into a funeral home, the irony is that if anyone 
was killed, it's already creating 'jobs'.  
 
Allowing the fundamental structures of government out there to rot away, is not 
acceptable. The horror stories that come from people who have worked or have 
seen the ambulance/rescue garage or whatever you call it, are horrific: Mold, 
mice, leaks, bad plumbing and Piggy won't put sheets on the cots for those who 
have to sleep over on 'watch'.  
 
She does, however, use the credit card to buy all new computers, around 
Christmas time to give to her family as 'gifts'. Did she do that again this last 
Christmas? Anyone know?  
 
The Jail holds people against their will. They cannot just walk out (Unless they 
are Kalum and they give him the keys and tell him to be sure and lock up behind 
himself). If there is mold, or other unhealthy conditions, the jail is responsible for 
what happens to people who work there or who are incarcerated, that get sick.  
And if the place catches fire, or the roof collapses, the Tribe is responsible for 
that, as well.  
 
And, if that roof collapsed and anyone was hurt or killed, serious questions have 
to be asked of the Tribal Council as to how funds that are intended for such 
things, get spent--and by whom.  
 
Let me know.  
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Gamble 
 
The Casino remains with a lot of questions as to its future. Records, apparently, 
were not 'well kept'-- which is a nice way of saying that the books are a mess.  
What the Turdlings have done to the place is horrendous. Millions of dollars 
vanish from that place every month. Still, no one is keeping records and the 
Tribe, the People, are not getting any benefit from it.  
 
It really needs to be investigated. From top to bottom. Start at the roof. Check for 
leaks, weak spots, illegal antennae arrays, that sort of thing. Meanwhile, get 
someone in there to dig through the records, especially the Count Records. That 
is a joke.  
 
There is a second safe in Poopsie's Office, sorry, "Old Office". You might find 
some very interesting items in there.  
 
If the Tribe ever gets rid of the corruption and gets honest, skilled, competent 
people to run things, there will suddenly be loads of money 'found' to make 
fundamental repairs to things like government building roofs, pipes, windows... 
and who knows? Maybe a few houses, or a few hundred houses, might get 
repaired.  
 
So, how are those $100,000 each "mobile" homes or "Crap Shanties" (I'm being 
nice), holding up for the few who have gotten them? Imagine how much of a real 
home could have been built for $100K. Imagine also, the skills being taught to the 
younger generation as they were being taught carpentry, basic plumbing, 
electrical, landscaping... etc, as they were being built.  
 
Go ahead, imagine it. It never happened. Those homes were purchased from a 
man who is under investigation by his own tribe for corruption, embezzlement or 
worse! But this current Tribal Council decided it would be 'a good deal'. Go figure.  
 
Winter is especially hard out there for those not taking vacations to warmer 
climes. Especially hard on those without enough heating fuel, or insulation in their 
homes. People who deserve better than what they are getting.  For them, every 
day, every storm, every freeze—is a gamble. 
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 


