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I am 17 years old and am diagnosed with Asperger's syndrome. I had some problems and
needed a specialist to help me with my challenges. My mom is disabled and didn't have the
money to get the help I needed so she asked Cass County Children's services to help her help
me. They took over as my guardian and then they treated me like a common criminal.

They put me in a foster home where I was abused. My mom had to get the sheriff to get me and
take me to the hospital because I got hurt and my foster parents wouldn't take me to the doctor.
They keep me drugged on medications and' don't even have a doctor experienced in
Asperger's to work with me. They just use a general practitioner to keep me overly medicated
and sick..

They spent a year ignoring me and not helping me. My mom told them to let me come home
with her so she could move to a state that could provide services for me, but Childrents services
refused. They haven't helped me get through school, they haven't helped me With counseling,
and they won't even take me to the doctors when I am sick.lfl were to ask for a Christmas
present, it would be that my mom and • could be reunited, but neither my mom nor I can find a
lawyer who will help us.

if Cass County gets their way, j win be forced to live in a group home, and North Dakota tax
payers will be paying for me to be there. My mom is willing to help me, Why can't ChikJren's
Services?

Richard Bond

xopuma@hotmail.com

701-219..;9566

4360 Pleasant Valley Road

Mandan, NO 58554
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This is a COpy) my letter to the editor when+lioed j,~.ac.'fostefRome in:-M.. a.n.dan. i w.. as so-angry
and I couldn't c~ntrol my rage. I'm still nots~hat'makes11J~_~xplodelbut IChave .

.... .. I

some ideas. I wi hi had a counselor to talk m"-last~henI was at mV..Y'tPrst. Hart of my
problem is my perger's, part is a vague metliQl~Ofabuse from my stepdad, a~d a lot is from
asking for help nd instead of being helped, I was punished for having a develop;mental delay.

People like me I at a more intense level. My anger can be compared to the spic:iness of
salsa. Calm peclPle have a mild angerJeve~ like mild salsa. Most people are like !medium salsa,
where they hav a slow intense bum that qUickly dissipates. I am like a hot sal~Where I can
bum so high, I ister and scorch whatever I touch.

t because of·,myimmaturily -or tack of control, but because my br~in processes
. When i was an infant, 1had some things happen to stunt the g~Qwth of my

brain. Not all m brain was affected by the incident. rather, just the communica~part of my
brain that sends messages from my eyes, ears and touch to my blain forpr~'9and
reasoning, parts of my brainlbatdonl normally do this job took -over to \compensate for
the damaged' 'n reDs,l have to adapt the way" understand things. This is veryifrustrating,

I

First I have to I am not seeing, hearing or feeling what is actuaHyhappenilJ, I then have
to adapt myself 0 understand that what f uooerstood,might not be what was actually
happening. 1 to adapt my knowJedgemrompensatefor what my iAstincts.~ telling me to
believe. 1must· nta1ly tell my body to ad:·in a way thatdoesJTt feelright.• may~ to myself to
make sure I am appropriately for a given situation. This is all in an etforti10 fit in with,
and be by my peers, teachers, neighbofs and othef"members of the coiJnmooity.

\A1hen 1was 16, was sooverwhe1med by:tJyiQg to fit in and do the 'fight1hing~ t was out in
pub1icthat 1 bum -outande-xp1odewhen J-came bome.Mybome with;my~was the
only sanctuary I could feel safe enough to let my real feelings and frustrafioo oul. I wasn't
aware that I on the edged a breakdown or bow bad 'was frighteningmy~. I knew.
wantedhe1p, dido' mowhowlo aSk forI. VIhen my mom begged me to .express,myself in a
safer caJmet'" •"blew up at her. 1would·esca\ateand·pUt het".··ottd'controI·~:shewould
yell at me. Thisbelpme to justifymymeltdowns. She finally asked for helP.lrom
Children's . The police would come tollle house and yeI at me like f _:their kid. That
would make me angly, 1tried to say that 1needed -someone to talk ·to, bt4 the poliCe heaId that J
wanted to make trouble for my mom. 1was made to feel that 1was brea100g the1jM'when Jgot
angry. I went to . .. St John as an in-patientand was loIdfhat I was acting Iil(e a juvenile

detinquenll cidhave some posiIftte. communication wiIh Dr-. Hanson fFom~~ but when
Children's took over, 1didn'tget to ·talk 10 him anymore•.1W0tMgef: medicine from
doctors 'that 1 had~ withand·1!JIben1 started laking,JDesio·~what
was going on. 's sefW:es Jlad my joumal. taken from me. f fellike my~ was in a
vacuum. f "t focus - myback and kidneys hurt constanlIy and when' askecfifor help, ,got
told to quit . '1 went to a foster home~e the foster parents yeIed.and told me to do
trnngsthat 1 were wrong. They to1dme abolt 'the girt who was in foster:careiwiltl4hem
before f moiled wiIh them.. Shewas 11, front Fargo. t·.., tel you her 1&118, ...tat· tel



you about things she was expected to do and personal things that the foster parents regaled to
me. When she turned 18, she left the foster family and that was how I got there. ;They told me

I

that my mom was a trouble maker and they were going to put her in her place. ljhey yelled at
me and the other foster child that was living there. Once the other boy wrecked ~n his bike and
hurt himself, and the fostet: family refused to get him checkeq out. He had a larg~ bump on his
head and was bleeding and they just put a bandied on his head and told him to ~o back out and

I

play. I couldn't handle the yelling and stress and I started to pace the fl90r. The roster dad went
to work and as soon as he· left, the foster mom left me and went to her mom's because she said
she was afraid of me. I called my mom, even though I was told I didn't have permission to, and
my mom called the sheriff to check on me. I had bumped my'head and the Sheriff asked if I
wanted to go to the hospital. I said yes and then the foster dad said that I was doing this for
attention and told me that he was going to get me placed in a mental institution l)ecause I was
crazy. I got placed in a safe home and was not allowed to ca,1 to my mom. Then II was placed in
another foster home in Mandan. Those foster parents were kind, but they were Qlder and the
wife worked. The husband was disabled and suffered from depression. I would Qome home from
school to a darkened house; the dad was sitting on the couch watching South P~rk or other
such shows. I would have to wait for the mom to come home to get a dinner, or "ake something
myself. I would cook dinner for the dad, another foster son and myself. When~ mom came
home, she could relax and eat a plate also. It was like living with disabled grandparents. They
couldn't help me in school,they promised to look for a tutor to help me, but never got around to
it and as a result, I failed most of my junior year. I tried talking to my children's ~rvices case
manager and was told if I could show that I could go a length of time without losi~ my temper, I
could move back home with my mom. When I said I needed ~counselorto help (me see why I
was angry so that I could have some closure and get on with-my life, I was told tp "Be a good
little boy and behave mysetr. The case manager had no intention of ever letting Ime reunite with
my mom. I was supposed to have some orthodontic work dome. but she refused to send me as
she -didn't feel I :needed my teeth worked on. I wanted to getmy driver's license, iand was told
Foster.kids weren't aJlowedto drive cars. The foster girl in that first foster home drove the family
car and drove the fann equipment also. The case manager would make ambigupus statements
leaving me to believe that I was going to be reunited with my·mom. It was as if tIley tried to
makeme have a meltdown so they could justify keeping me on unnecessary medications.

They tried to take my driver's license from me. They had no clue how to help me so they kept
me medicated, and waited for me to tum 18 so that they could put me in an assiSted living place
so that I could get on welfare. They went so far as to drug me and then give me an 10 test so
they could say I was mentally retarded.

I called protection and advocacy and no one retlmed my calls. I had a reporter who wanted to
do a story on me and children's services said I'd get in trouble if I talked to the reporter. They
refused ,to let me tell my -story. Theygot really mad when my:letter to the editor got published. I
was threatened and ~ believe my mom was threatened also.



If I could help other kids that are suffering at the hands of neglectful agencies such as the ones
who abused me, I would ask that North Dakota first finds a way to categorize us by our unique
challenges. Clumping us all together and treating us as juvenile delinquents is wrong. Not
finding appropriate facilities to help us is wrong. Agencies that are unprepared, complacent or'
unwilling to find help for us kids are also wrong. Allowing agencies to put themselves above the
law, lie in court or threaten people because their poor care was exposed should never happen.
Policies should be for the best interests of the children not for the convenience of the agency. If
you help us as children, we will grow up to be contributing adults, if you drug us and stuff us in
homes without teaching us any skills, we learn to suck off welfare for the rest of our lives. The
decisions you make will determine our success.




