
October 3,2006 
 
Sevened Out 
 
I see that the illustrious Tribal Secretary, Brian Pearson, The Rapist, can't stay sober more 
than 10 minutes.  Good thing you don't have rules on the rez that apply to Tribal 
Council!  Good thing the laws are only for those who are not well-connected to the power 
train!  Or The Rapist would have been suspended for more than a few hours, floated off 
the rez, investigated, oh yes, and jailed! 
 
Only by being part of that Turdclan can you seven out over and over again and no one 
takes the dice away from you.   
 
It's your future he is playing games with.  Who's next? 
 
Accountable 
 
Not sure who the accounting firm of Brady and Martz Associates is working for, but if 
they were any kind of real CPA's like it says on their web site, by now they would have 
found tons of erroneous and falsified documents, accounting fraud, embezzlement and 
noticed that several documents are missing from the audit they are doing for the Tribe.   
 
Not even the most creative of accountants can make that pile smell anything like anything 
other than what it is!   
 
Now, are they there to help the Tribal Council to conceal their deeds? Or to root them out 
and report to the government?  We'll have to wait and see.  Two words for you boys and 
girls at Brady and Martz:  "Arthur Anderson".   
 
Meanwhile, funds have been shuffled from account to account to make it look like each 
account has the funds in there that they are supposed to.  Pathetic shell game.  Let's see if 
they get away with it or not! 
 
Manslaughter vs. Outstanding Tickets 
 
Those of you who think that Chubby Shaw has paid the price for driving drunk and 
killing her baby, might be interested to know that when she was taken to lock-up (and 
was only in there for a couple of hours) it was not on the charge of driving while drunk, 
manslaughter for killing her baby, but rather "for outstanding unpaid tickets"  Yup, pay 
the fine, walk out, get drunk and stay that way.  Nice to just have dead babies made to 
"go away", isn't it?   
 
Meth is the Money Maker 
 
Not only is Kalum making money off of selling poison to your children, but the Tribal 
Council has applied for funding to fight the epidemic of meth addiction in their 



community!  Oh? You thought that money would go into prevention or rehab?  More and 
tougher laws?  Sorry, just going where most of the grant money goes these days kids, into 
the pockets of your Turdclan and their cronies.   
 
Yes, fighting meth is a nobel and worthy cause.  However, since Kalum deals so openly, 
and has never been investigated (how many have been beaten up? How many have died?) 
one would think that the first step to getting meth out of the community would be to stop 
overlooking the fact that a major dealer lives in your midst!   
 
Have him arrested, floated off the rez.  That would be a start.  But, is anyone willing to 
start?  How about the cop that lives across the street from him?  Any chance he could do 
anything?   
 
How about the community coming together and demanding that he be arrested, floated 
off the rez?   Anyone? Anyone?  It's your children he is killing.  Your grandchildren.  Are 
they worth standing up for?  Yes? No? 
 
Well, with funding coming in to help the Indians fight these drug epidemics, and being 
used to fund more new cars, snow mobiles (winter is coming) and high living for the 
Turdclan, one would think that the general population would at some point be moved to 
action.  Speaking up is a good start. 
 
Meanwhile, the Turdclan and their spawn make more and more money off of both Meth, 
and the Government's naive belief that they will use the money to help the people.   
 
I dunno.  If it were me, my town, I think I would be making it known that I am upset with 
how these things are going.  Most of y'all out there, however, you just mind your manners 
and don't say anything until the next funeral.   
 
Cowardly Types 
 
Strikes me as really stupid that I hear from people who feel they have something to say, 
but won't put their real name to it.  One woman who has been writing to me claiming to 
be Justine Littleghost.  Even said that was her real name.  Sounded stupid enough to be 
one of them.  She went back and forth and all over the map, couldn't make up her mind, 
and said that Chubby killing her baby was just gossip, then says it was true but not her 
fault because she was drunk... I would post the letter in the moron squad, but it was so 
rambling, almost incoherent, full of the weirdest twisted logic and assumptions I have 
seen this side of a Funny Farm.  Very defensive of the Yanktons and their crimes; but is 
also willing to overlook their murder of Eddie, or the others because Eddie's family has 
some skeletons in their closet too.   
 
Then, realizing she had crossed her self out too many times, in this last letter, claims that 
she is NOT Justine Littleghost.  Okay, someone should go speak to Justine Littleghost 
and tell her that some coward out there is using her name to write some of the dumbest 
stuff I have ever seen come across my email.   



 
Justine should be informed that some coward out there, unwilling to use their name, has 
performed the ultimate in cowardice and used the legitimate name of someone out there 
(JLG) to vent their spleen.   
 
Justine should be aware that this person might also be writing bad checks in her name, 
making crank calls in her name,  or whatever.  I find that cowards will do anything and 
not care who gets the blame. 
 
Oh, and when you are talking to Justine Littleghost about this, tell me if her face goes 
pale. 
 
Gee, I really wonder whom the real author of those moronic diatribes is... NOT! 
 
Pisster's Swift Hand of Death 
 
The article in Texas Monthly Magazine (DO read this one!) tells about how so many 
people have seen Pisster so drunk, crying about how she killed Eddie that night, and how 
she hit him with a beer bottle... But the part she really can't bring herself to tell anyone, 
no matter how drunk she gets, is the incident with the rock.   
 
You want to tell them, Pissy?  Or shall I?  Well, looks like it falls to me. 
 
After they had beaten Eddie to pieces with the baseball bat and dragged his bleeding 
body out to the porch while they decided what to do next, Celeste, uh, Pisster was told to 
go out and make sure he wasn't moving.  They gave her that mission to give her some 
focus and get her out of the house because she was shrieking and whimpering so much.   
 
She grabbed a rock about the size of a can of beer and approached his lifeless body.  She 
thought she saw him move.  She brought that rock down with a shriek and hit him in the 
skull one more time.  
 
And then again, and again.  
 
Poopsie came out to see what she was doing and pulled her off.  "He was moving!" she 
said, pointing at the pile of blood and bone on the porch.  
 
That was when they decided to put his corpse in the Blazer and drive over to Morris 
Azure's card game where they knew they could find Turdmother and she would know 
what to do. 
 
The rest you already know.  
 
Nowadays, that murderous woman is in charge of the safety and well-being of the little 
ones!  She runs the daycare! Her and the rest of the Turdclan.  Incest, child rape and 



murder, in my way of thinking, would NOT qualify them to be around, much less around 
little children.   
 
I hear that Poopsie has her so jacked up on meds she is close to OD'ing several times a 
month.  That she is not allowed to go anywhere without an escort because she starts 
talking.  Talking about that night.  But that she manages to sneak past their watchful eyes 
(they pass out drunk or become too involved in porn to pay attention to her) and next 
thing you know, she is at the Oh Oh Bar, or at Web's, drunk on her ass, moaning about 
the murder.   
 
Only Poopsie comes to pick her up soon as he realizes she is missing.  Not sure why the 
others don't pick her up.  Maybe because he has the plastic in his truck for her to sit on. 
 
Hey Pisster!  I don't care what anyone says about you! You Rock! 
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 


