
July 22, 2013 
Turn, Turn, Turn 

To every season… a time to laugh, a time to cry… turn, turn, turn… 

There have been some horrific events having occurred on the rez lately:  

People suiciding, babies being murdered, and now a strange accident… which I 
still don’t have all the details on, but am looking into.  

It seems like chaos with a tune playing as an overlay, out there these days.  

The Good People of Spirit Lake Nation struggle within the boundaries of legal 
avenues to regain control over their reservation, and oust the corrupt, all the while 
those who are in position to enforce those very laws and restore the balance, 
seek instead, to thwart all legal actions.  

Thirteen Mandated Reports have been improperly ignored by every agency, 
director, and even the USAG, to whom the abuses and rapes have been reported.  
All seem bent, not towards following the law and protecting victims; not towards 
justice and Truth, but rather towards the protection of one of the most corrupt 
criminal enterprises, and at it’s center, a family of rapists and murderers, from 
ever being held accountable.  

There is no reasonable explanation for Timothy Purdon to ridicule and intimidate 
witnesses and those who report child abuse and rape, or even murder.  But he 
does.  

He thinks he is protecting a system which can forward his career far beyond the 
desolation of North Dakota and in a couple of election cycles, perhaps into the 
Federal Appeals Judgeships, or even higher.   

He seems to think that those who control billions of dollars in unaccountable 
funds, every month, are his allies and by them and them alone, he will achieve his 
ambitions, regardless of the evil they do.  

He conceals the truth. He has friends who are in denial and they still think that he 
will, or that he is, doing the right thing, when in fact, there is not a shred of proof 
that he is doing the right thing, and much more proof that he is, in fact, doing the 
wrong thing, the evil thing.  

Denial is not reserved for those living on reserve, suddenly finding their own 
family tangled in child abuse and murder, and wanting, to this day, to believe that 
a child with a crushed skull and broken ribs and worse, died from SIDS.  No, that 
denial is on a self-preservation level and it runs rampant on the rez.  

There is another kind of denial, and it has to do with good people in the system, 
who have no idea how evil their ‘good friends and colleagues’ really are. They 
don’t want to believe it because they think they knew that person. They think that 
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person is like them and has integrity… and they don’t want to admit that someone 
they thought they knew, had deceived them and is deceiving them, and there is 
no reward at the end of the loyalty tunnel, only disappointment. Even though the 
creeping realization that they have been used or misled or lied to or deceived… 
makes itself evident, that evidence can be outrun by denial, over and over again… 
until, until someone hits a wall, and the reality they have been running away from 
becomes the very thing that is surrounding them.   

What they do at that point is probably nothing.  The hardest thing any person of 
integrity can do is to stand up to someone they think is their friend, and confront 
them with the Truth.  They want to believe the lies.  

Lies feeding denial are like potato chips.  You think you’ll only consume one or 
two.  Before you know it, you’re at the bottom of the noisy bag, licking your 
fingers, mopping up crumbs, hoping for one more taste--- and then, when you 
look in the mirror… you can’t.  

You think you’ll quit eating the bullshit… and then, that friend, the one that lies 
and deceives, brings you a new bag of chips… and they taste just like the lies 
before them, and the ones before them… and now, again, crumbs. 

Your Political career is going nowhere, Purdon. You can take that to the Bank. 
Take it to Western Bank.  You can feed your friends bullshit, but you live in fear 
that next time you offer them a bag of bullshit, they might, just might, see you for 
what you are, decide they want nothing more to do with you, decide they never 
really knew you, and that the promises you made or implied, the rewards for their 
loyalty to you and not asking you the questions, that those were all then and 
moreso now, worthless.   

You were careless Purdon. You made mistakes. You allied with people you 
should never have allied with. You’ve been dancing with the Devil since before 
you were appointed, and now, as the Good People of Spirit Lake Nation struggle 
to overcome obstacles you yourself put in their way, do you see a way out for 
yourself? How do you undo the damage you have done?   

You look at your own children… are Indian Children worth less than your 
children? Baby Laurynn was murdered because you refused to take action. You 
protected those who removed her and her twin sister from a safe foster home, and 
you allowed the most dangerous to take them in.  

Who were you protecting? Roger and his family? The Continuing Criminal 
Enterprise? You were not protecting the victims. You were not protecting the 
children.  How many times have you found yourself using your office to protect 
murderers and rapists; child pornographers, pedophiles; the corrupt and the 
powerful.  

The laws are supposed to keep the powerful from crushing the vulnerable… and 
yet, there you are, clearly, unequivocally siding with, working for, protecting the 
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very evil you swore to fight on behalf of the vulnerable, the victims, and the Truth 
itself.  How cynical has your life become that you cannot see how obvious it is?  

You keep handing out bags of chips, political chips, junk food promises to those 
already loyal to you. What will you hand them when they get a bad taste in their 
mouth and no longer believe you stand for anything they thought you stood for?  

So, on one hand, you are protecting the evil. On the other hand, you are 
pretending to be the man of integrity that your most long time, loyal friends think 
you are. There will be a reckoning. What you say and what you do will collide.  

You have been careless TQ. And you know it. You crossed the line so many 
times… do you wait for that phone call, that email, that message carrying your 
biggest fear: That you have been revealed?   

You know it is out there. Don’t you wonder why it is taking so many smart people 
so long to figure it out? Maybe, just maybe, they already have? I bet that makes 
you just a little jumpier these days, a little less smooth, a little more sweat on your 
upper lip, a little more raising of your eyebrows when you are lying… must be 
hard to monitor all those things all the time, while waiting for that next call to cover 

up for crimes committed by those you 
have been protecting… 

You think you are politically too 
powerful? You think you cannot be 
brought down?  

Keep thinking that. I’m counting on it.  

And now, despite your best behind the 
scenes efforts, Roger is being 
revealed as corrupt, as a murderer, as 
a rapist, as a pedophile, as a child 
trafficker… 

And the good people fighting the good 
fight, are not giving up. They are not 
turning to violence, even though that is 
what you want them to do, to justify 
what you do next… they are not 
turning to violence--- they are turning 
to FaceBook and they are laughing.  
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  They are fighting, and they are winning. Roger is going down and he will take 
you with him.  The Good People know 
they have more fights ahead. But they 
know the truth, and it makes them laugh 
at the very man you are the most afraid of 
right now.  

 

What on earth made you think this was 
the key to your ambitious future? And why 
were you so willing to sell your soul to 
him, to get where you think you are 
going?  

All your education, and you’ll be taken 
down by a man who can barely read, but 
who has you on a very short leash and #3 
on his speed dial. I’m sure he’s going to 
be phoning you in the middle of the night 
more often now. You don’t dare turn him 
down, even as he clumsily thrashes 

about, making more obvious with each thug move, that he is part of a very big, 
very corrupt enterprise… and he owns YOU.  

How does that feel, TQ? Hmmm? A rapist, child rapist, murderer, thug, thief, owns 
you. This won’t end well.  Worse for you because everyone already knows the 
truth about him. You, now that’s a different story… but it will be documented.  

It’s going to be hard on your family. I feel for them. I do.  

There is a time for Truth to be hidden… a time for Truth to be told. You can’t stop 
the Truth, and you can’t burn a paper trail.  

All in good time.  

You know where to find me.  

~Cat 

 

  


