
March 5, 2012  
Hollow On The Inside 
 
It took me weeks to track all of this stuff down. It seemed too good to be true. I 
got word that Poopsie was hocking everything he owned and some stuff that he 
doesn't own... to get bail money to get Haley out of jail. He is.  
 
He got that huge sum cash 'back pay' voted to him by the Tribal Council, with 
utterly no precedent, no procedure... and it was over $150K. Normally, that would 
be a lot of money to anyone else out there-- but not to the Turd Clan.  They are 
used to being able to walk in anywhere and take what they want.   
 
Those days are just about gone. He can't just walk into the vault at the casino 
and fill his briefcase and pockets anymore. Especially not since they loaded up 
Joel, and Kevin Brownshield just before Kevin skipped out of State.  (Kevin had 
several trips where he filled up his 'computer bag' with cash from various 
operations on the rez, but the Casino Vault was always a special, endless 
fountain of cash... and Kevin was one of the favored few who could -- with an 
escort, walk in and fill'er up! 
 
That Tap got turned off about the time the State and the BIA started 
"investigating" where money was going. (Don't worry, it will pass-- but not fast 
enough for Poopsie) 
 
Poopsie was then given a made-up job by Peggy Cavenaugh to "watch the 
landfill". I kid you not. $4K a week to 'watch the dump'. And he never shows up 
there. It is, after all, a made-up job. It's just an excuse to give him cash every 
week-- and he needs a lot of cash! 
 
So, that lump sum 'back pay' did go into a major drug buy in South Dakota. It was 
an online drug sting. Oops! She got popped, then she phoned her Poppy to get 
her out of jail. Bail was too high I guess. Or, he had no money. Or both. He 
started borrowing money from everyone: A hundred here, a few hundred there... 
after awhile, people started saying they wanted their money back... so, he started 
selling flat screen TVs for cheap. I don't know if they all came from his house, I 
doubt they did. I suspect Jackie helped him push a few out of the back doors of 
the Spirit Lake Casino Resort.  
 
Play Stations, Nintendos, flat screens, furniture... and his vehicles... all gone.  
 
He had just bought a Yukon and a Dodge --for cash-- on December 31, 2011. By 
Mid-February, he was trying to hock them everywhere. Ended up selling them or 
hocking them both.  His daughter, Penny, had the back window of her car broken 
into-- and money stolen out of that.  Poopsie can't look her in the eye, so I am 
assuming he did it. She keeps money in her car? What? She either needs to 
have a wad of cash on hand at any given moment-- or she doesn't trust her own 
family, her own house.  
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For some reason, after her car got broken into, she started yelling at her dad, 
calling him a “Pill head”-- yes, yelling. Everyone heard it. And then he hocked her 
car or sold it. I have no idea where she hides her money now. 
 
The State took away tons of money from the Social Services Program, and so did 
the BIA. In fact, they had demanded a return of cash funds for the previous 
month. It appears that each child, depending on needs, is worth about $20-50K 
per year to the tribe-- or at least, to Social Services. Money, by the way, that the 
real Foster Parents never saw. (Where did it go?) *shrug. 
 
Saturday Night: Ryan Leaf got mad at Weenie Boy and rammed his truck into 
WB's house. Well, that will ruin a weekend!  
 
Not sure what Ryan is mad at Weenie for. Ryan is the designated pisser for the 
drug tests for the family out there. Lately, he has been getting drained a lot. And, 
he is supposed to be paid for every clean test and something tells me Weenie 
has also fallen behind on his payments. Or wrote a bad check. Not sure. But it 
was not an accident. I'm sure of that.  
 
So, Poopsie is hocking everything to throw bail. I imagine that their house is 
pretty much hollowed out on the inside... and ready to fall in on itself in one 
screaming ball of hate and paranoia.  
 
Petition Peculiarities 
 
The petition against Roger was all in order, but he has found ways to ignore it for 
months. Molly McDonald and Pete Belgarde are working to keep him in place by 
inventing laws that don't exist. There is a recording of Larry Levinthal, Tribal 
Attorney, talking on the phone to Patty Cavenaugh and a few others in a room (I 
doubt that he knew he was being recorded) where he said that Molly was 
completely off her rocker and her rulings were causing big problems for the tribe.  
 
Everyone laughed when he said she was off her rocker. "Well," said one person, 
"she IS a McDonald." To which the entire room broke into howls of laughter. I am 
going to get a copy of that (I have it) and put it on the web for you all to listen to.  
 
What struck me as odd about the Petition on Roger was who it was that was 
taking it around, who had started it: It was Porky Cloud (of punch-the-Head Start-
Administrator-in-the-Face-for-firing-her-daughter -from-the-program, Fame).  
 
Porky is NLO's (Myra's) sister. They have depended on the Turd Clan for 
everything they ever stole from the tribe.  Then, when Porky, instead of filing the 
petition, turned over the names to Weenie Boy, one at a time (also weird) and 
those people started to be threatened with disenrollment, a beat down, a burnt 
home... the usual, I thought: 
 
Oh! The usual! They are in it together to prevent anyone from challenging Weenie 
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Boy on his corruption! Of course! That made perfect sense. Well, in that world.  
 
Then came the second petition (people got angry at being intimidated? That's 
new) and it too, got all and then some, signatures needed to oust Weenie Boy. 
(That is the one that is currently stalled). But it too, was being pushed by former 
members of the Tribal Council. The most corrupt members of the Tribal Council: 
Shelly Lugar, chief among them.  
 
Then I put more pieces of the puzzle together:  Duane Jackson had, the first day 
he was installed in office (after Justin Yankton had been yanked out by petition) 
(it can be done), gone rummaging through boxes and found a box full of credit 
cards... the same credit cards that I told you about years ago, where the Tribal 
Council had taken the personal information of Tribal members and gotten credit 
cards on those names-- but sent to a different address (most of which went to 
where they had their Ronin Headquarters on Baker Street, at one time... I think it 
was Baker Street. But, I digress...)  Shelly, Myra, and Peggy, and more of them... 
had all been using those cards; some with a credit limit as low as $500 or as high 
as $10K, as their personal, disposable, piggy banks!  
 
People found out about the credit cards and demanded an investigation. The FBI 
was nearby, so... the cards were all turned over to them... and Weenie Boy had 
no way out-- he had to call for an investigation into who had ordered and used 
the cards. Had he not, he would have been the first one looked at.  
 
Besides, he was mad. He and his family thought they controlled all the money 
scams, drug trade, and corruption out there. Those credit cards were a surprise 
to them all.  
 
When the investigation is over, it will point to jail time for Myra, Shelly and the 
rest of them. This is one crime that Weenie Boy was not in on. The irony is: They 
want him out and they started that petition in the first place to use to hold over his 
head in order to threaten him so he could not proceed with an investigation. But, 
'Bright as they are' they did not count on the FBI being there and Bank Fraud is a 
biggie with FBI and with the Secret Service... so this has to be looked at, and 
Petition or no, it will be brought home.  
 
The first petition was a threat-- empty threat. The second Petition now languishes 
as Molly makes it up as she goes along.  
 
Larry Levinthal has started to lose his mind, wondering if the bargain he made 
with the Demons of Spirit Lake, oh so long ago, are coming home to burn him; 
And Poopsie tries to bail out the daughter who got busted in the drug sting in 
South Dakota, while the State continues to posture as if they are doing their job, 
taking away the money, while ignoring the children who are presently at risk, in 
homes a dog would not be safe. The BIA is making noises about the money, but 
not the welfare of the children they too, refuse to investigate or protect.  The 
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vaults are closed... There is a truck stuck in the side of Weenie Boy's house. 
Weenie Boy can't read any of the documents in front of him, because he's 
completely illiterate, but he knows they are all going to bite him. He stares, 
blankly.  
 
Janice Morley hears the sound of a child somewhere, hanging herself, and she 
laughs. Molly laughs. Larry Levinthal can't find a jacket that fits him. He doesn't 
know who he is anymore. 
 
And the Tribal Council, unwilling to give up the life style they are accustomed to, 
have begun to raid the vault and the funds from the SMC Plant. So much so, that 
the plant cannot pay its bills and will be out of business in 6 months or 
thereabouts.  
 
There are fancy drawings, architect's drawings on the table over there. They are 
for a Taj Mahal of Tribal Government Buildings. Very luxurious and elaborate, 
well appointed and fitted out.  The Tribal Council watches houses go under 
water, roofs fall in, children get sick, the Elderly live with rats, but they plan to 
build an edifice to themselves-- a very special, royal looking place, with the 
money that is disappearing faster than the belongings in a Turdling's House.  
 
They want to look all proud and strong. They bristle up and put on SIFs (Serious 
Indian Faces) if you mention Fighting Sioux Logo... but they are, the Tribe itself 
is, hollow on the inside, just waiting to collapse.  
 
The people have to learn to come together. They have to learn to teach their 
children Respect, not fear. They have to save themselves, and time is running 
out, money is gone. 
 
 Poopsie sits on his scooter, wondering how much he can get for it if he were to 
sell or hock it. Slowly he eyes the other things within reach, not any of them his, 
that he can take and sell.  
 
This is the man that the FBI, several judges and politicians, a few USAGs are 
terrified of. That quivering mass, stewing in his own diaper, unable to bail his 
daughter out of jail because-- he just spent the money getting high again, and 
payday is a week away.  
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 


