
No Comparison

In the house where I grew up, there is a fireplace set into a large brick wall. Each 
holiday season, we would tape all of the holiday cards we received onto this wall. I 
loved checking the mail every day and putting up those cards as they came in. Now 
that I’m in a house of my own, I carry on the tradition by putting all of our holiday 
cards on our mantle, watching the collection grow as the New Year approaches.

This year, one card caught my eye and I kept coming back to look at it. It is the card 
from a friend of mine, her daughter just a few months younger than my son. This little 
girl is feisty and adventurous, and I don’t think her mom will mind if I say a little bit of 
a trouble maker. I adore her.

I couldn’t help but think about the scenarios in each photo, and what those would be 
like if my son, Moe, were in those same situations. I know that as a parent of a special 
needs child, I’m not supposed to compare. I know it is the opposite of acceptance, an 
exercise in futility at best. I also know that sometimes it can be really funny.

Holiday Card Scenario #1: Girl in Bee costume, complete with antennae, eating a 
cupcake. There are a few crumbs around her mouth.

Our version: Bee antennae are nowhere to be found, because Moe refuses to wear 
them. They were probably being chewed on, but dropped when cupcakes were spotted. 
Moe has pushed the cupcake in its entirety into his face, the cream filling smashed in 
between his fingers. His face is completely covered in chocolate, as is the bee costume.

Holiday Card Scenario #2: Girl is riding a pony, wearing a helmet.

Our version: Horseback riding is supposed to be therapeutic for people with autism, so 
assuming that we could forgo the helmet requirement, and get Moe to stop eating mud 
and actually sit on the horse, he likes it. Until he decides he is done and then suddenly 
jumps off the horse. Since we’re never more than an inch away from Moe when we’re 
out, I’m pretty sure someone catches him.

Holiday card scenario #3: Girl smiling while sitting on Santa’s lap.

Our version: Moe pulls on Santa’s beard, bites his arm, and we are asked to leave.

Holiday card scenario #4: Girl dipping feet in rushing stream.

Our version: Moe loves it. He is lying down in the freezing cold water, my husband 
soaking wet trying to make sure he doesn’t drown. I am on the shore, with our 
daughter who is screaming to go in too, when I realize I have brought neither towels 
nor change of clothes for either child.

Holiday card scenario #5: Girl holding and examining frog.
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Our version: Moe tries to bite Frog. In the background, I am running, shouting “not for 
mouth!”

Holiday card scenario #6: Little girl snowboarding. 

Our version: Three year olds can snowboard? It doesn’t matter. My family doesn’t 
believe in cold weather, so we would not be outside in the snow.

Our family’s adventures may be more of the “let’s hope Moe doesn’t bite the woman 
cutting his hair” variety and less of the outdoor sporting variety, but they are our 
adventures nonetheless. And the love I have for that little boy, full of pure joy as he 
shoves a cupcake in his mouth – for that, there is no comparison.
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