
January 27, 2011 
Roof Goof 
 
The roof on the jail is, apparently, fine. Looks like someone started to shovel 
snow from it and quit, I am told. That also sounds about right.  
 
So, the roof on the Jail is fine. Won't have to be spending any coin to fix or repair 
that and no one has been hurt. All good news.  
 
Now, let's all go over to where the First Responders have to work and see what 
kind of a hole that place is. That roof leaks, the pipes leak and there is mold 
everywhere. The ambulance drivers on duty have no sheets on their cots. Piggy 
doesn't want to spend the coin there.  
 
How about, since the jail is in such good shape, the Tribal Council take the 
money they have put aside for trips to Vegas, Hawaii and other venues, and 
spend a little fixing up the quarters for the EMT team.  
 
Or has Piggy already submitted forms for the repairs and spent the money on 
'other' things?  
 
Mold will make a person sick.  
 
Cold Comfort 
 
The winter is bitter cold and there are elders who have to choose between a few 
dollars for heating or their meals or their medication. The Tribe is getting money 
for fuel and housing, and that money is not getting to the people who need it.  
Elders should not have to beg for fuel, food or medicine. Families with small 
children, should not have to beg for fuel, food or medicine.  It's hard to be proud 
of your heritage when your current situation is that you must beg your own 
leaders for the crumbs of the cake they've been pigging out on.  
 
Gas Station? 
 
A few months back, the Turdclan with money they have robbed from the Tribe, 
purchased the gas station on Hwy 57.  They gave it to Pisster to run. That is a 
good thing because she lost her job at Head Start. Probably drugs, drunk, not 
showing up.  (That Director is so picky! Sheesh!) 
 
That gas station is the perfect cover for the transfer of drugs and other 
contraband going into and out of the Rez. I mean, who is going to notice a lot of 
vehicles, making very brief transaction stops -- at a gas station?  I wonder if 
anyone is watching?  
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Life as a murderer is a gas.  
 
Sweating The Outcome 
 
There was a sweat held in St. Michaels. Guess who showed up? Eddie. And, 
apparently, he had plenty to say.  He's stirring. He's aware. He will not rest until 
the guilty are brought to justice and the innocent are set free.  He had even more 
to say. Maybe later, we will discuss that.  
 
He's stronger now. His spirit is stirring more now. He's making himself known, 
heard and seen.  
 
Those screams you hear coming from Turdlings in the dead of night? Ignore 
them. You can't help them.  It's when they start screaming in the middle of the 
day, that you know it is coming to a close.  Who was that that startled Weenie 
Boy the other day? Said his name, clear as a bell, but when Weenie Boy turned 
around, no one was there? I don't know. But I do know that he was driving, and 
he thought he was alone. He cranked up the radio really loud and stepped on the 
gas, almost spun out. Who was that that chuckled, just over his shoulder and 
saying "Whoa!"   He arrived, pale, sweating, unable to speak or blink.   
 
Poopsie said he'd take care of that. He can't. Maybe, just maybe, they are 
sweating the outcome of things started long ago?  Coyote is laughing. Did you 
really think this would not return? And did you not realize that when it did return, 
all those other murders would return with it?  Coyote warned you. Shooting that 
coyote didn't make those cries stop.  
 
And now, even more eyes see the Truth. Even more ears hear the Truth. Even 
more people KNOW the truth.  
 
Sweat it.  
 
You know where to find me.  
 
~Cat 


