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SIBLING’S PERSPECTIVE  
Confessions of a Sibling of a Child with 

Autism  
 

BY AMANDA HINTZ 
(Dr. Hintz’s daughter) 

 
Looking back now, it seems almost painfully 
obvious: he was different -- not like everyone else. 
Then, it had appeared to be a slight strangeness, 
but not completely unusual. I had always 
assumed he was normal, not knowing that there 
was a difference between “normal” and his actions. 
He did not behave like his peers. 
 
Who was this “he?” Well, “he” is my  
brother – my autistic brother, Alex. 
 
Some of my friends had younger brothers; in fact, 
some of my friends were younger brothers. Even so, 
I presumed that all brothers acted in the manner in 
which Alex acted. A factor that led to this perception 
was the detail that my best friend also had an autistic  
brother. It took a while for me to realize that my 
brother was behaving unlike how a child his age 
should. 
 
Alex did things that seemed inexplicable. He had a 
tendency to line up objects. At one point, he 
meticulously placed the various jumbled shoes near 
the threshold of the door in pairs, each painstakingly 
in procession with the next. I had the nerve to 
attempt to peacefully take my shoes from the line. 
That was a mistake. He exploded in my face the next 
moment and refused to allow me to remove my 
shoes. Mom had to intervene to prevent my temper  
from erupting. She gave Alex back my shoes, and he 
took a few moments to place them in their respective 
spots. Mom then suggested that he should do 
something or other, encouraging him to leave and 
permitting me to select my shoes from the orderly 
line. 
 
Shoes are not the only objects Alex would line up. 
He loved to sit in his room, lining up toys. Usually, 
his selected objects would be Batman action figures 
and Hot Wheels. I would attempt to play with the 
action figures with him, but I gave up shortly 
because he could not continue a plot for any  

 
 
extended amount of time and would instead line 
them (the Batmen) up. 
 
Playing with Alex had always been difficult, not just 
because of the lining-up objects issue. He ignored 
me, acting as if I were nothing more than a 
furnishing that had no reason for being there; my 
presence meant nothing to him for what seemed to 
be the longest time. I could stroll into his room and 
he would not even give me a glance. It was irritating 
not having a brother who was really “there.” I 
learned to be an only child for a while because my 
sister, Hannah, was no more than an infant and could 
not be played with in the same sense. 
 
Alex had an intense obsession with superheroes -- 
Batman in particular. He had his room decorated 
with Batman themed objects: curtains with a pattern  
of bats encircled in a yellow moon against a navy 
sky; a Batman-shaped light upon one wall; and a 
huge Batman castle toy. Alex even had Mom make a 
Batman-shaped cake for him for his birthday. Alex 
would insist upon dressing as Batman and as his 
alter ego, Bruce Wayne. He would even wear a 
purple suit coat and pretend to be the Joker. Alex’s 
previously mentioned superhero fascination went 
beyond Batman. Eventually, Superman took the 
place of Batman. Clark Kent’s persona was evident 
in the vibrant blue suit coat Alex pulled over the “S” 
icon. Superman ultimately was exchanged for 
Spiderman. He wore his Spiderman costume until 
the nylon fabric frayed beneath the eyes of the mask. 
Alex walked into the wash room begging Mom to 
give the costume to our aunt for mending 
(obviously, he did not know how quite impossible it 
actually is to stitch up ladders in a cheap silky 
costume). He forgot about it after a while, but this 
was most likely due to the fact that he was on the 
road to recovery. 
 
I can recall Alex’s incomprehensible behaviors that 
were a result of the autism that had altered him. One 
of the behaviors that puzzled me the most was his 
head banging; I could not possibly understand why 
one would wish to purposely harm oneself. Another 
action that perplexed me was when he covered his 
ears (which is quite ironic, considering he is a  
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drummer now). Alex not only had transformations in 
behavior, but in appearance, as well. His muscles 
began to waste away, his hair fell out, and he could 
hardly move at one point. Mom worried but I did 
not; I did not know, as previously mentioned, that 
brothers were not supposed to be that way. 
 
I clearly remember what happened once Alex 
became affected. I would be dragged from one 
doctor to the next. At one point, I was forced to 
ride in the car for two hours to a particular 
doctor’s office with not only one but two fussy 
autistic boys, their mothers, and another girl 
who was towed along, as well. The only thing 
that was good about that trip was the fact that 
the other autistic boy (the first one being my 
brother) had a sister who came along. That girl 
is one of my closest friends now. Most of the 
time, her company made being hauled between 
physicians bearable. I am forever grateful for 
that. 
 
I shall never forget how proud my parents were 
of every little thing that Alex did as he began to 
come along after months of treatment, which 
ranged from homeopathy to the gluten-free/ 
casein-free diet). I have been drawing (not 
scribbling) since I was quite young. Alex did 
not begin to go beyond scribbling until around 
first or second grade; my parents were so proud 
of his simple picture that it caused me to be 
jealous. Everything I had done before Alex (yes, 
I am older, but I had done these things at a 
younger age than he did) was a huge deal to 
them. I felt pushed aside at times and -- I am 
ashamed to admit -- jealous of the boy who had 
gone through so much to reach the 
developmental level of those around him. I see 
that now, but I did not understand it then. 
 
After recovery, Alex began to go to the same 
elementary/middle school as I did. At first, not 
one of my classmates took notice of him. 
Around fourth grade, I began to hear things 
from my peers such as, “your brother is weird.” 
The bus was worse; personally, I hated the bus, 

hated it more than anything (in middle school it 
became my own individual torment and can 
presently be that, at times, as well). The kids 
were cruel to Alex, and he picked up some bad 
habits. Alex was more prone to repeating the 
actions of others, whether these actions were on 
TV or in real life. My parents and I both, 
separately, worked to break those habits. He 
does not imitate others as much now; however, 
he does have difficulty understanding people  
sometimes. As he gets older, this is less of an 
issue; he has become more aware of the 
reasoning behind people’s actions. 
 
Alex’s autism assisted me through life, 
especially later on. Mom had gained knowledge 
with regard to the GI tract, and she was and still 
is able to use that knowledge to help me when I 
suffer from issues such as reflux and stomach 
pain. That, and my mom’s ability to educate the 
public and help other affected children, is the 
good that has come out of such a terrible time 
for my brother. I know now that everything 
happens for a reason, and what seems horrible 
can benefit others. 
 
Recalling what happened, I understand how 
difficult life can be with a child with autism. My 
friend (who was previously mentioned) and I 
are exceptionally lucky to have recovered 
siblings. Today, the population of autistic 
children continues to grow; however, recovery 
is becoming more common. Not all families 
have the opportunity or good fortune to have 
recovered family members. To better the lives 
of these children and their families, treatment 
should be offered. If families, doctors, and 
researchers work together, the pieces of the 
puzzle will fit and recovery will be a greater 
possibility. Alex’s autism assisted me through 
life, especially later on... I know now that 
everything happens for a reason, and what 
seems horrible can benefit others. 
 
 
 
 




