Call Me Steve. I have two kids and a wife. I was born in Iowa. I love the summer. The trees leaves move in perfect harmony with the wind. The lake in rhythm with the trees. The kids all play outside on the trampoline. These kids drive me crazy like a McDonald’s toy that won’t shut up. I sure wish they had an off button. My wife just wants to cut the trampoline at night when everyone is sleeping. I have two dogs ones name is Kobe the other is Megan. Kobe is a fat and lazy dog who just sits around all day. I bet my kids would love to do that. I like to make my kids do a lot of work during the school year. I give them a good week break during the summer and then I put them back to work. You see we live on a farm, and cows don’t milk themselves. My wife takes care of all of us by feeding us, and well, taking care of us. We are basically a happy family we mind our own business and people don’t bother us much. That is until we met Shaun.

Shaun was an ugly little fellow, he had yellow teeth, some bad acne but he sure could play some basketball. I wasn’t in to sports much, there was too much work to be done. But one day I saw Shaun play and wow, it totally hit me by surprise. He’s one of the guys you take to the park to pose as a nerdy kid to play with and bet money on the games and of course win, with the opposite team thinking that they look like scrubs. Well anyways Shaun came wondering into our farm inviting himself in and to stay at our house for an unknown period of time. We found out he was a runaway from Cascade, Iowa. That a good 35 minutes away from here, and that’s in a car. He was dirty and for some reason my wife really liked him. He sure had a lot of energy. I told my wife not to put too much sugar in his Kool-Aid. She’s not around for the sugar high he gets where he acts like a little Chihuahua who just has to run all over and cause a big commotion. I allowed him to stay at our house because he did a lot of work without complaining. He was basically our modern day slave who did all of the work at the same quality. But we gave him food and a place to stay and basically everything he needed.

So one day, the kids were all sleeping; Shaun was running around, when all of a sudden I heard a loud scream. I first thought it was the pigs but it was my daughter Tanya. Someone apparently put a snake in her bed. At first I thought it was my son Zach but he insisted he didn’t do it and he never had any history of even remotely liking snakes. So I figured it was Shaun. He denied and denied for hours until he finally confessed. I didn’t think of it much I just told him not to do it again. He kept going on with little pranks here and there, but then they just got worse. Not even funny pranks. One day he even killed a pig doing it. So I got fed up and my wife got sick of him too and we told him to leave. He disrespected us and our house a ton of times and even let down on the work a little bit. So he left and it all went back to normal. Too bad we didn’t know that he wasn’t gone for good.

One morning when I was milking the cows, I noticed several vans and trucks all turning into our house. They were reporters. They all mobbed me and were asking me a ton of questions at once and I couldn’t even make them out until I realized what they were all about. They accused me and my family of being a cruel family who abused Shaun time and time again. Shaun was suing us for compensation of his work at the farm. It turns out his dad was the governor of Iowa and Shaun held a big grudge against us. His dad assumed that he had been kidnapped and not a runaway, and Shaun went with it all. 


They went on and had the trial and the governor and Shaun had no legitimate proof of any abuse against him. We had to pay minimum wage for all of the hours he worked but that turned out to be only $47.65 if you took out all of the food prices and rent money for a room that he got. We realized how mean people could be and not to trust way too easily.
