
Chairwoman Gross and Members of the Committee,  
 
 
 
Three weeks ago, YouTuber Luke Rosiac called Ohio’s Medicaid system -“some sort of 
post-apocalyptic scenario”. To Rosiac, the services that allow me to shower, shave, dress, eat, 
go to the bathroom, and leave my house are a “magic money-making machine”. His 
nineteen-minute video has space for scary synthesizer music but not the voice of a single 
disabled person, but it’s also nothing new - Ronald Reagan made the same argument about 
scary, faceless disabled people picking your pockets in 1961. It’s a lie so old he told it on a vinyl 
record. 
 
The only difference between that record and the YouTube video is that Mike DeWine listened to 
this one - and then, without warning, he made the decision to freeze all provider hiring in the 
state for six months.  
 
My name is Justin Martin, and I have been trying to move out of my parents’ house since 
graduating college in 2019, and since getting my teaching license in 2022. In only four of the 
thirty years of my life have I been able to hire enough providers – which is to say, even one or 
two – so that on every day of the week I could dress, shower, eat what I wanted, go the 
bathroom, show up for work, and hang out with friends in the community.  
 
All of us find our providers by opening up a state database and cold-calling dozens of numbers 
a day. In just the past few months, I’ve called hundreds. Only three of them called me back. 
Only one stayed longer than two weeks. 
 
The reason why I have suffered is not a mystery: it is almost impossible to find aides because 
Ohio’s elected leaders have consistently chosen not to offer them health insurance, paid leave, 
or a living wage. They have forced me - and millions of other disabled Ohioans - to rely on our 
parents for care; mine are loving, but both 65, and every day could be the last day they’re able 
to safely get my pants on in the morning instead of the day I move into an accessible condo.   
  
Weirdly, one of those providers was defrauding me. As angry as I feel, I understand why she felt 
the need to violate me: she was caring for her infant grandson and aging mother. But what 
baffles and confuses me is why the governor, his party, and this committee would violate me a 
second time. Why my state, given the choice between putting together a blue-ribbon 
commission of actual disabled people to make changes to Medicaid or suddenly bowing to the 
fever-dreams of an out-of-town YouTuber, would choose door #2. 
 
Like this committee, I’m concerned about waste - but not the exaggerated kind I heard about on 
the Internet four weeks ago. I’m two deaths in the family away from spending my week not 
teaching in a classroom, or out at bar trivia with friends, but  sitting in my own waste in an 
institution because people like Chairwoman Gross decided that letting me live in a community of 
my choosing, cared for by a staff I chose, wasn’t “cost effective”, as she warned two weeks ago. 



 
In 1999, the Supreme Court held that disabled people had the right not just to receive care in a 
group home, but in their own homes - the ones next to yours. I know dozens of disabled people 
who lived in the country we had before that ruling. Those people - unlike the YouTuber, the 
governor,  the chairwoman, or Ronald Reagan - know that there are nine words in the English 
language much scarier than “I’m from the government, and I’m here to help”: try “Our 
government’s determined that your freedom is too expensive”, “you were born prematurely; you 
don’t deserve my life”, or perhaps: “The governor’s watching YouTube: go die in a warehouse.” 
 


