
SnapRead!

I was kidnapped. Legally. I have cerebral palsy. My 
body does not move the way I want. But other than 
that, I’m like other people. I read books and play 
video games. I live in a group home. 

My aide gave me a shower and breakfast. We were 
going to a baseball game. I was wearing my favorite 
baseball shirt. Game day is the best. Games are 
more fun with friends. 

I was ready to leave. My aide yelled, “Sir, please 
wait.” The door to my room opened fast. My older 
brother walked in. It took me a minute to see it was 
him. I haven’t seen him for ten years. 

He said: “You are coming to live with me.” He turned 
my wheelchair. My iPad fell to the ground. 

He emptied my trash can and put some of my 
clothes into the bag. Then he rolled me out the door. 
It happened so fast. My aides didn’t know what to 
do. 

My brother is my legal guardian. He makes the 
rules. So, I can’t stop him. 

I can’t speak, but I have a lot to say. As my brother 
rolled me out of my house, I hit the “NO” sticker on 
my wheelchair tray. 

No! No! No!
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SnapRead!
Nick’s house is as ugly as the broken fence. There’s no 
ramp for my wheelchair. 

Nick opens the car door. He gives me a fake smile. He pulls 
me up over his shoulder like a child. He grunts under my 
weight. He is puffy and round. My feet kick him in the 
knees. I won’t make this easy for him. 

I see an older lady. “Nick! Hello!” 

“Hi, Lanie. I’d love to talk, but my hands are full.” 

“Let me help you.”  She rushes to the door and opens it.   
"Is this your brother?”

“Yes. This is Sam.” 

“Hello, Sam! It’s nice to meet you.” 

He drops me onto the sofa. I pee. Lanie walks in and sees 
it. She grabs a towel. 

“Sam, you live in Michigan, right? What a long drive! You 
must be tired.” She moves toward me. 

“I got it, Lanie. Thanks for your help. We’re fine.” He shuts 
the door on her and locks it. 

“Crazy cat lady.” Nick drops the towel next to me. 

He walks down the hall to watch a game. I’m sleeping in 
wet pants tonight. I would yell, but that would make Nick 
happy. He likes that I’m helpless. I’m not going to give him 
what he wants. 

Lanie taps on the window. She points to herself, then the 
house next door. She smiles, waves, and walks away.
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SnapRead!

Nick moved to Minnesota fifteen years ago. I didn’t care if 
he left. Nick and I were never close. 

My parents adopted me when Nick was ten. It’s not easy 
having a brother with special needs. Mom and Dad spent a 
lot of time taking care of me. Nick was left out. 

Nick puts corn quesadillas on the table. He takes beer out 
of the refrigerator. The baseball game is on TV. We watch it 
together. This is nice. Maybe Nick does want to live with 
me. 

Nick pops open a beer and starts eating. He forgets that I 
need help to eat. I call out to him, but he’s too busy. Salsa 
drips down his shirt. Looking at him makes me sick. 

When Nick is done, he looks at me. He puts some food in 
my mouth. I cough and food sprays onto Nick’s face. He 
jumps back and yells. 

It was an accident. He gets a glass of water. He starts to 
pour it in my mouth. But I use a water bottle. 

Nick keeps trying to feed me. It's a mess. Food falls in my 
lap. Water runs down my chin. My shirt is wet. I can’t stop 
crying. 

Nick leaves the room. 

An hour later, Nick comes out wearing a baseball shirt. He 
walks out the front door, starts his car, and drives away. 
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SnapRead!
Lanie opens the door. 

“I saw Nick leave. Can I sit with you? Maybe you and I can get to 
know each other.” 

She takes the towel off her basket. It's full of cookies. 

“I woke up in such a good mood!” She points to a cookie with a 
smiling face. “So, I made some cookies. Cookies make me happy!” 

“But my cat knocked over the bag of flour.” She points to a cookie 
with a sad face. 

“I love my cat.”  She points at the happy cookie. “But he is trouble!” 
She points at the sad cookie. 

Lanie says Nick is not a nice person. “His girlfriend told me. Nick 
lied to her. When he was caught stealing, she left. She told me to be 
careful. Nick was up to something.”

Someone knocks on the door. Lanie answers it. A man asks, “Is 
Sam Jackson here?”

Lanie says. “This is Sam.” 

“Sam, you are served.” The man hands me a thick letter.

“What’s this?” Lanie takes the letter.

“I don’t know, lady. I’m just the delivery guy.” He leaves. 

Lanie reads. “It’s a letter from the court. Someone named Nita 
Rhodes wants you back in Michigan. You go to court this Friday.”

Yes! I knew Nita would fix this!

This is good news. I want Lanie to come to court. I need someone 
on my side.
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SnapRead!

Today we are in court. 

A lady who came to speak for me said, “Your honor, Sam 
uses an iPad to talk. He doesn’t have his iPad now. We 
need to hear from him what he wants.” 

Then someone says, “If I may?” 

It’s Lanie! 

The judge is angry. She tells Lanie to sit down. 

But Lanie takes two cookies from her bag. She puts the 
sad cookie to my right and the happy to the left. She asks 
me questions. 

Lanie asks, “Sam, do you want to go back to Michigan?” 

I move my arms to the happy cookie. 

The judge bangs her gavel. She says the court is not a 
game. 

Still, Lanie asks me more questions. 

“Sam, do you want to live with Nick?” I move my arms to 
the sad cookie. 

The judge bangs her gavel again. The judge sits down. She 
looks angry. She says “Sam and Nick should be together. 
They are family.”

But she says I can go back to Michigan. I am happy.
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