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    Foreword by Roger Stone



    Karyn Turk is most definitely not a Karen. Deeply suspicious of big government, and with enough experience with the elites of society who, unlike the rest of us, are not subject to the laws and regulations that are enforced for the masses, Karyn is a tireless advocate for freedom with seemingly unlimited energy. In fact, Karyn has been in the frontline of the effort to “Make America Great Again” since its inception.


    Always stylish, and rarely found at a cocktail party without a drink in her hand, wearing the most chic shoes, and the perfect dress, Karyn is literally the apostle of pep. Always shuffling between podcasts, radio shows, and television. She keeps a schedule that would exhaust a twenty-two year old, Karyn is committed to exposing a narrative far different than the one the government seeks to sell the American people every day.


    There are those who criticize Karyn because of what they view as her excess self-promotion. This reminds me of one of Stone’s Rules: “If you don’t promote yourself, who will promote you?!” Karyn Turk is canny enough to know that she has to have a brand before she can effectively sell a message of freedom and skepticism of a government so obviously missing from the marketplace of ideas today.


    Much like me, Karyn has had her own brush with the U.S. Department of Justice and was prosecuted for “crimes” that normally would not undergo either detection or prosecution were she not an extraordinarily prominent supporter of President Donald J. Trump. Karyn faced her fate with bravery and dignity and emerged with her spirit undaunted and her tenacity unimpeded. The entire experience might have destroyed a lesser woman. Karyn Turk is a warrior, she is also a survivor.


    I have noticed in her an ability to separate those who will actually do what they say they will do from the epic number of bullshitters who seem to pervade any viable political enterprise.


    If Karyn Turk was a man, she’d be what the late Roy Cohn called “a stand up guy.” Always cheerful, never discouraged, and always on the move, Karyn Turk is a human dynamo and a one woman truth squad. Her book will infuse you with the same energy. Enjoy.

  


  
    Chapter 1



    The Surrender



    In 2019, there were a lot of headlines about me; if you didn’t read them back then, you were in the minority. The clickbait spread like a virus before Covid was a thing. Once the first story hit the internet, the others reproduced like rabbits, and each time, the narrative went to a new low.


    The Palm Beach Post kicked it off: “Conservative commentator Karyn Turk admits to stealing mom’s Social Security. Fresh from hosting a fundraiser for the legal defense of Republican operative Roger Stone, conservative media commentator Karyn Turk on Friday admitted she stole her 83-year-old mother’s Social Security checks.”


    Other outlets ran with this information, and the headlines grew more sensational with each publication. Obviously, they used a political angle—why wouldn’t they in the divided climate of 2019? They made me appear as if I was taking checks out of a little old lady’s purse and wouldn’t stop. I was a monstrous thief.


    It was always a relentless onslaught of attacks mixed with political undertones. “Looking relaxed and unperturbed,” The Post wrote, “Karyn Turk pleads guilty in U.S. District Court to a single charge of Social Security fraud. Because the charge is a misdemeanor, the 47-year-old Highland Beach woman who uses social media and her radio and television shows to defend all things Republican would not lose her ability to vote - a right she described as ‘very important to me.’ Instead of using $17,300 in government checks to pay for the care of her mother, who was ravaged by dementia, Turk used the money for herself, said Assistant U.S. Attorney Adrienne Rabinowitz. Turk didn’t dispute the prosecutor’s description of her crime. While she and her attorney, Guy Fronstin, declined comment as they left the courthouse, both said additional information would surface that would explain her actions. The criminal charges stemmed from an ugly fight in probate court that began when she didn’t pay for her mother’s expenses at the American Finnish Nursing Home in Lake Worth, records show.”


    There were shreds of truth in this fake news. It was true that I held a fundraiser for Roger Stone the night before my hearing. At the time, he was fighting for his freedom after a malicious prosecution. It was true that I took a plea to a misdemeanor charge to avoid a fight with the federal government. That was a war that I knew I wasn’t properly armed for—I had no experience defending myself in that arena. Attempting it seemed daunting, dangerous, and expensive.


    I didn’t dispute the crime because, at that moment, there was no point in fighting the system. There was also an ugly fight in probate court that I admit was accurate and undeniable.


    To be honest, I was glad I went to prison. This is probably one of my crazier statements, but if I hadn’t gone to jail, there wouldn’t have been those sensationalized headlines. Without them, you wouldn’t be reading this book—I chose to see an opportunity in this experience, while others predicted my failure.


    I think that’s part of the natural karma that has unfolded. The shots aimed in my direction weren’t fatal; they only took me down temporarily, and I recovered stronger than before. The three-ring circus I experienced gave me a platform to tell my story. When it was happening, I reminded myself that the comeback could become greater than the setback. I just needed a little more patience.


    It was strange to be publicly shamed and labeled a criminal. It was also strange to become a target of the cancel culture that I despised. I’ve had a few titles over my lifetime—daughter, mom, wife, CEO, and even Mrs. Florida—but being called a criminal was not something I’d ever considered, even in the months and weeks leading up to my incarceration.


    This ordeal gave me more faith than I had previously. I knew there had to be a point where the road would be a dead-end for the people who attempted to silence me.


    “Mrs. Florida looked relaxed and unperturbed, pleading guilty in U.S. district court.” That statement was another speck of truth behind the headlines. I was unperturbed because life had taught me that the drama of an emotional moment is always temporary, and in the end, good always prevails over evil. This story isn’t over yet, but the Florida sunshine has finally started to peek through the dark clouds of the last few years and the momentary hell has given way to fearlessness. The craziness of it all has allowed me opportunity to tell the story of what happened to my family and expose the truth hidden by fake news.


    In reality, the nursing home was paid in full, despite the claim that I owed them money. The lawsuit that they waged against me was voluntarily dismissed a few months after I went to jail. The media wasn’t interested in reporting this dismissal, the same way it was uninterested in how my mother died in that same nursing home. It was selective reporting—if it wasn’t unflattering or sensational, then the media ignored it.


    There is a real racket in the con, the lies, and the profitable game that is guardianship. You may or may not know about this swindle, but people are waking up to the reality that elderly victims are used as pawns for litigious profiteers.


    When my news hit, there was no public outcry. Since then, the issue has become more visible through the #freebritney movement, spurred by Britney Spears and her conservatorship saga. Then there’s the Netflix smash hit I Care A Lot, in which a vape-smoking guardian takes hostage of elderly victims for profit.


    Previous documentaries on the subject have received very little publicity or attention. Families have demanded action for their relatives over the years, but it’s a topic that the media and public often ignore, perhaps because the pain is not something anyone wants to deal with. Maybe the corruption of this system goes so deep, these organizations are able to silence the press. All of these stories seem to be ruled by a similar motive—the almighty dollar.


    In my case, the elderly victim was my mother. Ours was journey of giving up our rights, and I got a hard, fast lesson on what happens when you lose control.


    Nevertheless, I knew there had to be a silver lining. That belief was what kept me going. It got me through the dark moments of my mom’s death, the loss of my freedom, and the massive legal bills that could have broken us financially. I could’ve gotten swept up in the short-term pain, but that would have given the devil what he wanted. I don’t make deals with the devil, and I wasn’t willing to give in to that to save myself.


    My stint in the clink was self-surrender; there was no knock on the door, no takedown, and no handcuffs in the back of a cop car. I simply showed at the prison, and they took me in and locked me up. It was a pre-planned event. The whole thing was very surreal, like waiting for a surgical procedure you don’t want to have, but that you know will save your life.


    Of course, there was a big part of me that just didn’t want to deal with it. I kept going on with my life as if it wasn’t happening. In the weeks before, I made an unconscious choice to live in the moment. There were the usual events, dinners, and work engagements I continued with to distract myself. I simply could not allow my thoughts to be consumed with the chilling reality that the clock was ticking.


    The papers created an alternate reality and reported that I was alone. Where were my husband, my kids? The reports painted a picture that I was abandoned or shunned by my family. The media was strategically laying the groundwork for my cancellation.


    Missing from those headlines was my decision to take the hit alone and control what little I could. I wanted to shield my family from the media circus. I was a lone wolf in the courtroom and when I entered prison. The paparazzi snapped cover shots as I climbed the stairs with my lawyers by my side. That fateful climb sealed my fate as an inmate.


    The term “self-surrender” makes the whole ordeal sound voluntary, but it was far from that. It felt more like an inescapable outside force placing pressure on me until I broke. I had no choice but to give in—there really wasn’t another rational option.


    Fighting against the government would have financially broken me and ripped my family apart. I needed the stress to end—I needed to stop the crazy train. According to my lawyers, it would take hundreds of thousands of dollars to fight with a not-guilty plea. That just wasn’t in the cards. It was enough already. I never thought of it as giving up—simply put, I was giving in.


    The prosecutor had created a three-ring circus in the courtroom—it was surprising that there wasn’t a popcorn machine in the corner for spectators. The cast of clowns in included the nursing home director, a few cronies, and Democrat lawyers on the other side of my civil lawsuits. The magistrate well received the prosecutor as she conducted a courtroom ringmaster’s act shuffling around in her bright purple pantsuit.


    Several days before the circus, the premonitions started. I felt it in my gut that the ringmaster was going rogue. I knew somehow that she was going to throw her promises out. My attorney’s reassurances were not comforting; the panic was setting in.


    After it was over, it was all in the transcript—it was clear as day for anyone to review. The motion to stay was denied, and there was no chance to avoid the stay behind bars. The appeal my lawyers filed was just red tape moving slowly through the necessary ranks. The letters to the then Department of Justice Attorney General Bill Barr and the White House probably wouldn’t yield any action before surrender.


    The duration of the sentence appeared strategic; it was perhaps chosen for effect and optics. As I was a conservative commentator, there would be no Club Fed. Despite the lack of any priors, I received a thirty-day prison sentence for misappropriation of social security funds, a misdemeanor.


    The jail was a towering, high-rise lockdown, with no fresh air and no sunlight. There would be no transfer to a Martha Stewart-type minimum-security camp. My short sentence meant that they would hold me at a Federal Detention center in one of Miami’s most dangerous neighborhoods.


    FDC Miami is a maximum-security facility and a real concrete jungle in the city. I would be housed in the general population with murderers, gang members, and drug dealers. These would be my roommates. Before my surrender, I was advised that my public persona and political leanings would make it even more dangerous for me in this prison. I was at risk for my safety because of my positions—equal justice was not on the table for a Trump supporter in 2020.


    That morning, it seemed the clock was on fast-forward. Before I was mentally prepared, it was already 9:00 a.m. I had about thirty minutes left until my freedom was stolen. As a high-profile celebrity attorney, my lawyer, Guy Fronstin, was more than familiar with the headlines and paparazzi. He rolled up to the valet at my building at 9:30 a.m. He was the only person who knew the ropes.


    The night before the criminal hearing, I held a fundraiser for Roger Stone. At a private dinner after the fundraiser, I confided with him about my sentence. His advice was always great, and that night was no different. He looked at me and said, “You’ll get back up from this stronger. They hate us because we make a difference.”


    I found comfort in his statement as we drove south on I-95 towards the jail. Guy’s cell phone rings onto the Bluetooth, shattering an awkward silence as he speaks to a reporter. I can tell he feels guilty about his promises and reassurances. I know he tried, but he couldn’t have calculated all the factors. I don’t blame him. Despite the way things went down, he had the best intentions, but the culture and political climate had hit a new low, where the old strategies and best-laid plans didn’t matter.


    We rolled into the parking garage on the southside of the expansive judicial complex an hour before my scheduled surrender. I spent those last moments updating my profile picture on social media to a photo of me in a black and white striped prison costume. In the years before, charity events were a big part of my life, and the photo from the American Cancer Society Jail and Bail event seemed very fitting. (I had to make light of this somehow. Posting that comedic picture was slightly satisfying.)


    There was a lot of waiting around—I sat on a small wooden bench as guards laughed with each other. My invisibility was evident as I overheard them discuss what they did the night before and had planned for the weekend. There was a break in their conversation to take fingerprints, then I heard a somewhat snarky comment on my newly manicured pink and white nails by a female officer. I wanted to respond with my signature brand of sarcasm but bit my tongue.


    They snapped my mugshot in front of a height chart on the wall. This was a prison step and repeat, without the red carpet. I thought of this and smiled at the camera. A male officer acknowledged me for a half-second and remarked on my outstanding attitude.


    After lunch and what seemed to be a shift change, a female officer appeared to lead me through another massive metal door to an expansive room where brown and green garments lined the shelves. The plastic bins below contained dollar store shower shoes. These shoes and brown knee-high socks were my footwear for the duration of my stay.


    The wall to my right was lined with curtains separating small dressing rooms. These dressing areas gave a strange illusion of privacy. The guard behind me watched as I undressed; it was a raunchy strip show of sorts as I picked up each boob and turned to face her. She instructed me to turn around and spread my cheeks, then told me to squat and cough.


    On the first round, I don’t dip low enough. Exasperated, she said, “Again.” The cavity expulsion exercise yielded no result. I was more annoyed than humiliated, and I asked the guard about a tip.


    She gave a slight smirk as she handed me the stack of green and brown garments. The green jumpsuit was enormous. It’s frayed edges on the bottom indicated the simple difference between women and men—women are missing the bottom part.


    “What shoe size are you?” she asked, as she rummaged through a bin on the floor. There was the hollow sound of plastic slapping the concrete, and I noticed one of the pinkish-brown plastic sandals was significantly lighter than the other. (Strangely, they reminded me of a pair of Jimmy Choos that I once bought on sale. They had been on display for a long time, and the right shoe had been lightened by the sun in the store’s window.) I slid the dollar store shoes over my socks.


    I was then told to hop up onto an odd-looking body scanner, set up just in case the squat and cough allowed something to remain in a cavity. After placing your chin on a platform, the scanner scanned your head as you tilted it from side to side. My new attire-distributing friend brought in another guard when the machine didn’t appear to work. After several minutes of troubleshooting, they collectively gave up. It crossed my mind that I could have brought in a shank or a small bottle of tequila.


    I followed her out the door toward a set of jail cells. These looked exactly like what you would imagine—everything was an industrial shade of a minty green, if not a filthy beige or gray. The concrete cell contained a metal toilet with an attached sink and single faucet. Around the walls were small wood benches.


    The metal click locked the bars behind me. I heard the keys jingling on the chain from the guard’s waist. I looked around at the aluminum sink and toilet combo for some toilet paper and felt a deep sense of relief when I found it. There was only cold water tinged with rust. I used water to wet the toilet paper and wipe the bench and the half wall. There was a tangible satisfaction in cleaning the cell, and it took ten minutes off the clock.


    I expected the dirt, but nothing prepared me for the temperature. I unsnapped the jumpsuit to my waist, folded my arms inside and kneeled on the bench. I managed to stick my head inside the jumpsuit and maintained a facedown fetal position with my forehead and knees pressed against the hardwood. It was one of those times that it paid off to be petite.


    All I thought about was the anger that I had toward the ridiculous circumstances that put me here. I reassured myself that this was rock bottom—there was only one way to go from here.


    The passage of time was impossible to gauge behind bars. I heard the metal click, and I started to get up. The guard said, “Not yet.” A pretty, young black girl was ushered in. She was wearing nice name-brand glasses. Her tattoos resembled a child’s art and seemed to contradict the designer frames.


    She sucked in her teeth and complained about the last time she was here. She paced beside me as I curled into a fetal position on the bench. Four or five hours passed, and men were being ushered into cells around us. The guards brought us a portable hospital curtain to block their view. More time passed, and several women were ushered in and with them came brown trays containing unidentifiable slop and cartons of milk. I was not yet desperate enough to eat and offered my milk to one of the larger occupants in the cell.


    After the meal and more attempts to keep warm, there was an intake medical exam. A friendly, smiling doctor and a space heater were the first comforts that day. After she shut the door, I made as much conversation as I could just to stay in the confines of her space.


    As we talked, she seemed confused. She said, “So they put you in a maximum-security detention center for a misdemeanor? Are you sure this isn’t one of those ‘insider’ documentary things?”


    Sadly, it wasn’t.


    Hours went by. It was late evening—the way we knew this was by seeing another shift of guards rolling in, which meant eight hours had passed. The jingling that I had become all too familiar with approached. A guard told us to line up and handed each of us a stiff, rolled blanket.


    The men started to catcall as we were escorted from the curtained cell. The guards quickly ushered us through another massive metal door and into an elevator. We were told to face the back of it as we ascended upward. Its destination was a mystery, just like the passage of time. It was impossible to tell how high we climbed.


    The doors opened behind us to the only women’s unit. It sounded like a zoo from the hallway. There was an undisguisable clamor somewhere between screaming and laughter. Just inside the door, there were banks of retro payphones and cafeteria tables. It was just as cold as it was downstairs and smelled like disinfectant with an undertone of mold. As we walked in, a certain energy hit me. It was the feeling of being on a busy city street in a questionable area—you’re scared stiff but stuck and have to deal with whatever you find around you.


    We were lined up as another inmate in a green jumper greeted us. She was a tough-looking, short-statured woman with long braids and a shiny, gold smile. In her custodial position, she manned the supply closet by the entry door and handed each of us a roll of toilet paper, a toothbrush and toothpaste set, and a bar of soap. All the girls begin asking for pantyliners, which seemed strange at the time but made sense pretty quickly. (They were professionals, and I was the newbie.)


    I looked around and realized that I was standing in the middle of a raised platform. It was almost like a stage in the center of two floors of cells. There were women on the lower floor peering through the railings to see who just came in. There was the sound of arguing in the distance and a clamoring of voices in Spanish and English. All of them ran together in the echo of the space.


    A male guard yelled at us and directed the natives circling the platform to go back to their cells; he then ordered me to follow him. All eyes were on me as I exited the stage to the right, climbing a stairway to the second floor. Things became utterly chaotic when a group of Cuban women started to argue with the guard about where he was placing me and directed him to take me back down the stairs.


    He reluctantly submitted to what they told him to do. I was too cold to wonder about the dynamic and his seeming lack of control. I was just anxious to get situated. We wandered back down to explore what rooms had open bunks.


    A tall, thin white woman opened her door. “She can come in here,” she said. He looked relieved to finish this task. He pointed in her direction and slammed the door behind me.


    The woman was missing her front teeth apologized to me for her appearance, explaining that they were knocked out when she was arrested. Her name was Lynn. She was rail thin—I was chilled to the bone, and I couldn’t imagine how cold she must be. She crouched down to the brick-colored footlocker on the broken linoleum floor and began her mission to help me. She proudly handed me a thermal undershirt. It was yellowed and shredded at the elbows, and the cuffs were ringed with dirt. I didn’t care—I was just happy for her hospitality.


    “You can take the top bunk,” she said, crawling under the covers on her bed, fully clothed. I climbed up onto a thin foam mattress with no pillow. I unrolled the blanket, which revealed two flat sheets, one small hand towel, and a single brown washcloth. As I shivered, I made the bed; I pulled the sheet tight and tucked its edges. I looked around the room at the dirty walls and linoleum floor, and the single, leaking sink on the cluttered concrete counter. The two square vents above the toilet were rusted with black edges. I realized the black was a sprinkling of mold, and these vents were forcing the refrigerated air into the small cell.


    My new roommate saw me shake as I wrapped the blanket around myself. “Don’t worry. We cover the air vents with panty liners after they count us for the night. I’ve been in a few places like this one. I have a problem with drugs. I’ve been in and out of jail.” Her straightforwardness was something I wasn’t expecting.


    As we waited for the final count that night, she told me her story. It was reminiscent of many stories that I heard that month. These were stories of people who had hard choices to make, and people who had made mistakes. In some cases, they were born into the system and spent large portions of their lives behind bars. They were people who lost control of their lives and lost their freedom. These women were mothers and grandmothers. Their stories defined how they got to where they were on a journey that led me to stand before them. They were people just like you and me.


    “It is said that no one truly knows a nation until one has been inside its jails. A nation should not be judged by how it treats its highest citizens, but its lowest ones.”


    —Nelson Mandela

  


  
    Chapter 2



    Standing in a Swamp



    In South Florida, anything greater than five miles west of I-95 is alligator country. It is swampland that has been filled over, far beyond the ‘burbs. The landscape is dotted with retention ponds and canals, and the fill serves to keep the water table from rising. It’s a coordinated effort to keep the swamp and its contents from surfacing. Florida developers have mastered the skill of making things look manicured, even when building on top of a swamp.


    The proverbial swamp in D.C. co-mingles with real swampland in Florida. Politicians and political corruption run together into the Everglades. In my mind, it’s a well-established process to keep the bodies buried.


    What should be a peaceful goodbye to my mom was simply a facade hiding a darker truth. As I stood on the edge of the swamp, I looked over my shoulder and noticed the darkness was setting in, with help from the perpetual cloud cover that was set in motion during the events of the last few years.


    I held onto my dad’s ashes until she passed. I had imagined that I would take them to Saint Thomas, where they once spent their honeymoon. But now was not the time I could do that. The beauty of my mom’s memory had quietly been stolen, just like her memories were stolen by Alzheimer’s.


    When my mom’s dementia advanced, she had a fear of “robbers.” She called me almost every
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