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I have often been asked, "What was it like having a sibling who was 
so profoundly handicapped?" My answer? It didn't feel like anything 
unusual. For me it was completely normal. People might think that 
sounds like an odd answer, but because I was born 3 years after 
Jordan (or Jordy as he was often referred to) I simply accepted that 
he was, the way he was. He was just Jordy - what did I know? My 
brother couldn't talk or walk, eat or drink on his own, he couldn't 
hold something in his hands and play ... truthfully he could 'do' 
absolutely nothing, because he only functioned at the level of a 1 
month old baby. But Jordy could smile! And make giggling sounds - 
sometimes. And we loved that. I think Jordy had the sweetest smile I 
have ever seen. There is a picture of his smiling face that is taped to 
my night stand and every night before I go to sleep, I look at him and 
smile back. 
 
Jordy needed to live where a qualified nursing staff could look after him 24/7. My family and I visited him as 
often as we could. Sometimes we would put on Elvis Presley music and watch our little guy rock from side to 
side! When I was a teenager I tried to play whatever current music was popular - NSYNC, Britney Spears, 
Christina Aguliera... you name it, I tried it, but nothing could get Jordy moving like Elvis... it was amazing to 
watch. A couple of times during the year we arranged for Jordy to come home to visit. I loved that. On those 
mornings I remember waking up, being giddy and ecstatic with anticipation. I paced all around the house and 
when that got to be too much for everyone, I'd go outside to sit on the sidewalk until I saw the van coming down 
the street. I wanted to be the first to greet Jordy with lots of hugs and kisses. But my sweetest memories of 
Jordy are the times when I was just laying down, quietly, beside him. Whether I snuck into his bed or laid down 
with him on a blanket on the floor, it was rubbing our noses together, snuggling close to his silky, soft skin and 
holding his delicate hands, that made the memories I will treasure forever. 
Shortly after Jordy passed away I told my mother that when the time comes for me to have children, I would like 
to honor his life by using his initials to name my first born son. My sister gave me a bracelet that bears Jordy's 
initials. I never take it off. 
 
Jordy was different than most brothers. But being Jordan's sister was my normal. We had a different kind of 
bond, a different kind of love than most sibs, but it was our normal... and it was precious to me. 
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