
October 20, 2006 
 
Beasely's Bingo Orphanage 
 
Oh this is priceless!  I got a letter from a total nutjobber who was threatening me that 
something bad  would happen to me if I didn't stop writing this website.  The writer also 
demanded that I stop calling and calling her mom asking for information.. 
 
I had NO idea who the little whacko was until I passed the letter around and people all 
said the same thing:  "Beasely's Daughter", a young thing, already a mamma herself. 
 
"When my mom goes to Bingo," she says triumphantly, "she uses her own money!"  
 
Yes, and I am sure she earned every penny of it working at a job that was given to her 
even though she was not in any way shape or form, qualified for it.  So, essentially, it's 
the Tribe's money and taking it this way is little better than stealing, far as I am 
concerned.  Bingo money could have made a difference if it was invested in education. 
Then again, maybe not. 
 
But, you can see how a Bingo Mom or Dad could lead a child to grow up with their 
values all mixed up.  (Bingo Orphan Syndrome.)   
 
This same child that knows the Yanktons burned her home back in '86 because Beasely 
did the right thing in coming forward and saying that she had been forced to lie (this was 
back in the day when she was trying to turn over a new leaf and have an honest life), 
ended up having Poopsie follow through on his threat to  burn their house down, even 
though there were young ones in there; some of them, his own.  
 
Of course, no investigation because the FBI Poodle back then thought Poopsie was a 
hero. 
 
So, the people this Bingo Orphan sees as her heroes today, are the same people that tried 
to kill her parents and her siblings 20 years ago! 
 
So, I guess that in order to be on little Orphan Annie's good side, I will have to do 
something very destructive to her family, and then she will stand by me like she stands by 
the Turdclan. 
 
Oh, she also declares them as "too old to be killing anyone anymore anyways" so that is 
why she wants me to drop the whole web site.  (Nice to know that they lose the urge to 
murder as they get older.  Child logic.) (A symptom of B.O.S.) 
 
Kids who grow up with parents gone to Bingo every night or most nights; and parents 
who gamble money needed for home and family on Bingo every night can easily end up 
with children so screwed up they don't know what is right and what is wrong. Values lose 
their shine and end up shaped into a perfect hypocrite, logic scattered to the wind.   



Children learn what they live.  So, anyone that is real disappointed on how their kids 
turned out drunk, addicted, lazy, useless; expect the feeling is mutual.  When you call 
them names, you call yourself their teacher. 
 
And, yes, I did phone your momma, but that was months ago and I asked her to talk to 
the reporter from Texas.  She said she would, but then she got a month of free Bingo 
from her sister and Poopsie and changed her mind. (Pure coincidence?) 
 
She said it was because she was afraid of them and what they might do to her kids.  (And 
then she made sure that all her daughters, including the 15 yr. old, got a job at the casino! 
Way to keep 'em safe, Beezer! The 15 yr. old later went out of the casino and got a 
normal job.  I guess having a perv in a diaper grabbing her every night was a bit much?)  
 
I never phoned her again.  Anyone that can be bought for Bingo is what she is. 
 
I vote that the Tribal Council fund an orphanage for the children whose parents are 
addicted to Bingo.  Name it: Beasely's Bingo Orphanage, in honor of the prime example 
of what can happen when children are abandoned, orphaned, by Bingo. 
 
Of course, Beez, I never would have thought of this if that little whacko that had to raise 
herself wondering why her momma thought Bingo was more important than she was, 
hadn't written that off the wall letter, threatening me. (She get that from you?  I hear you 
sic Weenie Boy on your enemies, like Pete Hager these days.  My, my, my!  How comfy 
and cozy you are with the people you know murdered Eddie, forced you to commit 
perjury and then burned down your home! No wonder your daughter all messed up like 
she is!) 
 
And, Beezer, are you really telling her that I call you and call you and call you?  Maybe 
you should, for once, tell her the truth about at least that one thing.  Or, is your mind 
really that far gone and you think that is me on the other end of the line?  I can't do 
anything about those voices in your head, girl.  But I do think that everyone is staring at 
you. 
 
You know where to find me. 
~Cat 


