
October 6, 2014 
Murder by Suicide 

It started in Pine Ridge, where she was born to a family that moved her back to the 
Mother’s rez, Spirit Lake Nation, where things got worse and worse for Talayah 
Autumn Brown-Ironhawk.  

So bad in fact that she was one of the lucky few given rescue by a good and decent 
Foster Family in Rolla, but it was not enough to repair the damage done, all those 
years of living with abuse in a system that protects, even shields the abusers, at the 
cost of young lives, and then praises itself for ‘making progress’.   

The news of Talayah’s suicide came right on the heels of the latest chirpy PR piece in 
the Grand Forks Herald, praising all the ‘changes’, in Tribal Social Services. None of 
which improved the lives or made more safe, a single child. 

Hint: Are there any criminal investigations into the abuse and neglect by Tribal Social 
Services? No? Then there is no “Progress”, got that? Progress is measured by 
Justice, not by PR.  

She had no idea of how valued, loved and important she was to those who cared. 
That part of her that could have sensed or believed that, was torn from her, long ago.  

Children so badly abused, and then ignored by the system, their abusers protected 
by that system, don’t recover easily, and some not at all.  The government has yet to 
pursue a single investigation of a single Mandated Report. What chance would there 
ever be of Justice? What chance that those who abused her, and who abused others, 
and who continue, to this day, to victimize children, would ever be stopped? None.  

Foster Families don’t get the support they are supposed to receive.  Many do not 
even get the monthly stipends to care for the children they home. If they ask 
questions, they are threatened with removal of those same fragile children, and that 
keeps many silent, allowing those who abuse and those in the system who protect 
those abusers, to continue.  It also allows for chirpy media pieces, that declare that 
things are so much better now… nothing to see here… please stop looking… 

One part of Pat Springer’s piece in Grand Forks Herald that caught my eye was the 
over $800K that has been granted to the tribe specifically to ‘deal’ with the issues of 
rampant child abuse. They plan to hire 3 people with that. Most be a hefty salary for 
each of them, eh? Or more likely, that money will disappear just as all the money 
before it, and all the trust fund monies that were set up for the children in care, and 
the IIM funds … all taken by those who have the power to take for themselves, and 
who never are investigated because anyone that complains loses even more, suffers 
even greater. 

There needs to be Justice. Not PR, not throwing more money down the same corrupt 
toilet as before as if it will ‘maybe be better this time’.   
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Justice is the only disincentive to corruption.  But corruption pays so well! And it 
gathers so many political allies!  It becomes so easy! 

When the mother of a 12-year old girl prostitutes her out to drug dealers in order that 
she can obtain a dime bag, and to another so she can buy some more drugs, and to 
another so she can go gambling… what do you think that does to the psyche of a 
child? How does it affect her siblings? It happens to all of them.  

How does that child grow into an adult and what do they become?  And that child 
reports the abuse and that child is then punished for reporting the abuse by the very 
people in the system that are supposed to protect that child--- what does that world 
look like? 

One of her pallbearers, I’m sure he will weep, is a bootlegger who sells booze out of 
his basement, and whatever else can turn a profit, what does that tell us?  “Children 
Are Sacred”?   

You bet that family has already collected all their funeral money. She may be dead, 
but that 16-yr Old child had yet another profit to turn for that family of hers.  A family 
that created her nightmares, from which even a caring Foster Home could never fully 
retrieve her.  

Her nightmares, like so many other children’s horrors, began on SLN, and even 
though she suicided in Rolla, it was the ongoing injustice for her, and hundreds like 
her, in SLN and in the State and Federal Agencies that support that corruption, that 
killed her. Let’s just call it “Murder by Suicide”, because really, that is what it is.  

The Value of Survival 

Everyday, every night, children going through this, with no chance of rescue, much 
less Justice, are contemplating the very same thing.  As young as eight-years old, a 
little girl, committed suicide on that rez a little more than 10 yrs ago.  The youngest 
attempt I ever heard of was a three-year old who missed his brother, who suicided at 
the age of 9.  

So, you see why I am not impressed when I see these puff pastry pieces that 
essentially just recite what they are told by the very people who are making life a 
living hell for the children of Spirit Lake, and for those who try to rescue them, or who 
seek Justice for them, against their abusers.  

There are some very brave people in Spirit Lake. They are abandoned by the 
agencies and the system that are supposed to enforce the laws and protect them, but 
they keep fighting.  I can tell you this much for absolutely certain: Some of the best, 
the bravest and the strongest people I have ever met or heard from, come from that 
rez, and reservations just like it. They’ll tell you the Truth if you let them. 

It’s not the tribe that’s hurting these children, it’s the corruption that allows these 
tribes to be ruled over and run over, by the most corrupt, the most evil in their midst. 



Restless Spirit  
6 October 2014                                                                                Page 3 of 6 
 
 

We need more survivors. Like those who survived the generations of abuse at 
Residential Schools, where the combined power and influence of the Federal 
Government and the GOD those priests and nuns supposedly worshipped, stripped 
every child from their home, and then took their dignity, their sense of safety, their 
identity of who they were in this world, and replaced it with a self-loathing, sexual 
abuse, beatings & berating that alienated them from their families, their own children 
later on, and themselves overall… there were survivors of that.  They had miserable 
lives and many became abusive themselves, but they survived and they told their 
stories.  They tell their stories in rehab, recovery, and sometimes, to the person 
sitting next to them on a long train ride across the country.  

They told their stories over and over again.  History books omitted those parts when 
they educated our nation, for generations, leaving the Indian Man, Woman and Child 
as an enigma, and their social degeneration, their violence, their suffering, 
unexplainable and misunderstood, even to this day, by the nation as a whole.  

But they keep telling their stories, and the stories keep being retold and the Truth 
gets out, despite every effort to smother it by those who prospered and profited from 
it then, and now, as the families who built their fortunes and political power bases on 
all that they stole from Indian People, and the rest of us, for generations.  

And while that story gets told, by survivors, and that hard curtain that divides us by 
race, begins to fray and melt away, as we see more and more our Brothers and 
Sisters, with hopes and dreams like our own, we begin to understand.  

With that understanding comes the awareness of what is ongoing, and what must be 
stopped. For the outrages of the past are screaming at us today through the suicides 
and murders by suicides of young people, unable to take another step forward.  It 
glares at us from the eyes of the addicted, the blank stares of those we pass on the 
street with no idea how they make it through each day.   

We don’t want to know. It would break our hearts and it would raise up in our nation 
an anger so hot at our government that we would act to change how it is now, 
because it is too late to change how it was then. Our anger would drive us to demand 
justice, for the survivors and for those who could not take another step forward.  

The more who survive, the more chance we have to hear the stories and to demand 
Justice.  But we need survivors, as many as can make it, to keep the Truth alive and 
to tell their story, and to show us their scars, their un-healing wounds that we can see 
more clearly who and what it is that drives the wheels of power in this nation. What 
we abide by our ignorance of what really happened & what keeps happening. 

There will be resistance to the stories. We won’t want to believe. We will seek out and 
choose to only believe those chirpy pieces that declare it’s so much better now… but 
keep telling your story and tell the stories of others that you know who have told their 
stories to you and it will seep into the light, despite those who would smother it before 
anyone ever saw it or heard it.  
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It will be believed by those who know the truth when they hear it, and who will pick it 
up and carry it with you.   

Keep beating your drum and you will hear the sound of other drums beating. And 
then more drums and more drums… That drum is your heart and it must keep 
beating.  It must keep beating because somewhere out there, another drummer is 
drumming and hoping to hear they are not alone. Only you can provide that for them. 
Your drum has to be heard. It must keep beating, or their drum will quit beating for 
the silence in return. 

We who fight this fight are not doing it out of “hope”. We are doing this out of the sure 
and certain knowledge that these wrongs must be told; they must be told by us and 
by those who lived through them.  

For the most part, media will ignore you, or try to counter with puffy, chirpy pieces of 
pabulum designed to appease the corrupt and those who prefer the lies & denials to 
the truth, but you will know your story is powerful because if your story was not 
threatening to them, they would not bother trying to paint over it with cheery 
nonsense, like bandages that don’t stick, & have to keep being re-applied. 

The Truth has a way of piercing through the lies regardless of how many generations 
deep those lies go.  The Truth never changes. Lies must constantly maneuver, 
change and try to get in front of you. The Truth just is, and eventually, when the lies 
crumble at the intersections of their contradictions, and the minions of darkness and 
their allies scramble to reassemble around it, you will glimpse that shining, piercing 
clear as a bell Truth, and so will others.  

The more you see it, the more it can’t be hidden from you. The more people who see 
it and know it, the more glaringly obvious it becomes until everything they throw at it 
just slides off and rolls away. 

I cannot promise you Justice in my lifetime or even in yours, but I can promise you 
this: Survive as long as you can, as best as you can, and your story will become a 
part of that truth that rises out of the fog that surrounds and occludes from view of the 
nation, and it will get bigger and stronger for your surviving, and it will be seen, it will 
become known and there will be a turning of the stone that will undo the entirety of 
corruption that has planted itself in the heart of Indian Country.  

When corruption is exposed and justice is pursued in Indian Country, there will be a 
domino effect of corruption failing everywhere in this nation, because once the 
mechanisms by which they have prospered and profited in Indian Country are 
exposed, they will be exposed everywhere.  

If there can be Justice in Indian Country, there can be Justice throughout the land.  If 
we can take down the corrupt where they are the most obvious, we can take it down 
everywhere.   
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If we fail to address it directly in Indian Country, where it is the most obvious, the 
most blatant and the most damaging, if we tolerate it there as if it is not affecting us, 
then we can only expect it will get worse for those in Indian Country, and for those 
who think it only happens in Indian Country.  Nothing will change anywhere until it 
changes in Indian Country, where it began, and where it’s roots are the deepest and 
where it generates the poisonous tree. 

As long as we tolerate Murder by Suicide, and think there is nothing we can do to 
prevent the next one, nothing will change.  

Many are becoming pro active. Many are becoming more politically aware and 
politically active. That helps. It helps a lot. This monster has to be dismantled 
politically and agency-by-agency, brick-by-brick, puppet-by-puppet.  

Those who have stolen the wealth of nations, continue to steal from us all. The way 
we know it is still going on is by the ongoing damage being done in Indian Country, 
where the corrupt are even placed in State and Federal Agencies, to keep the 
corruption in place, while appearing to be ‘dealing with’ the ‘issues’.   

Nothing is being dealt with, nothing is being solved until you see them pursuing 
criminal prosecutions of the corrupt.  Not just the abusers, whom we see show up in 
court when the murder of children in their care becomes public knowledge, but the 
corrupt who placed those children there, ignored the 960’s, dismissed the disclosures 
of children, and who never bothered to investigate the rapes of children reported to 
them.  

You have a USAG in Timothy Purdon who literally said that “…there are two sides to 
every rape story”, when confronted about the rape of a 13-yr old girl by her mother’s 
38-year old boyfriend. The boyfriend never investigated (because he said she wanted 
it) and the girl taken to an institution as punishment for speaking out.  Keep in mind, 
the rapist never denied raping the girl, but said it was consensual and that’s good 
enough for Tim Purdon!  

Would it be good enough for you--- If it was your child? Or are we to expect that 
Indian Children are okay with rape and abuse?  

We have to become more aware.  

We need a greater and greater awakening. We need to listen to those beating drums, 
over there, through that curtain of fog.  We need to go and listen to them, and pick up 
a drum of our own and start beating in their cadence, to let them know they are being 
heard.  

I think just being heard is more than most of these kids expect right now. We must do 
more than just hear. We must speak out for them, with them, on their behalf.  
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And we need those who have survived, to give strength to others so that they will 
survive. They need to drown the air with their drums beating so that no one will be 
able to ignore them any longer.  It will save them. It will save us all.  

It is our children and grandchildren who will inherit from us a society of corruption or a 
society of Justice.  The awakening begins, the journey starts, and we cannot rest in 
this lifetime until we have taken this as far as we can.  

And for those who have fallen, those who have succumbed to the damage done, we 
must reach out to where they fell, pick up their drum, and carry it for them. In that 
Great Circle where we are all judged for what we have done in this life, let us hear the 
drums! 

To those who have profited and prospered from this evil, all this time, and who 
continue to harass, attack and try to silence those who speak the Truth, we see your 
fear in your desperation.   

You fear the Truth, and the Truth cannot be killed.  Do what you will, in the end, the 
Truth will pierce you and reveal you to generations past and present, and you shall 
be lost to this world and the next. Evil and greed need only those who will keep their 
secrets, to thrive.  Your secrets will all be revealed. All. Be. Revealed.  

Those you have struck, those you have wounded, those you have damaged, will all 
rise up, whole and strong, to defy you.  

That is what the opposition fears. They fear the Survivors. They fear the Truth.  

Somewhere, a wheel is turning. It’s a very big wheel so it takes a lot to get it to move, 
but once it starts moving, it cannot be stopped.  I sense that wheel is turning. So do 
the bad guys. And they fear it.  

Survivors: Beat your drums, sing your songs and know that you are Precious to that 
Great Circle, and you are needed here, to turn that wheel.  Every time the truth is 
told, the wheel turns. We are, when we unite together, more powerful than all that is 
evil, corrupt and hateful.  

They are afraid that we will awaken to that. They want us to go back to sleep 
enveloped in that fog… We’re here to make you restless, and unable to return to the 
comfort of that mist, regardless of how they try to woo you back from their shadowy 
corners, hoping you won’t see them or sense what they are doing.  They’re afraid that 
if your eyes open, you’ll see them as they are.  

Stay Restless. 

You know where to find me. 

~Cat 


