When I need to be reminded about what inspiration means, I remember my brother.  When I was just eleven years old I looked up to him because he was the track star, the football star, the homecoming king, the honor student, the one who made everyone laugh and at ease around him.  He has always had a special ability to talk to anyone- regardless of gender, ethnicity, education, occupation, or age- with a genuine interest in what they have to say.  I was just a little kid.  Five years younger than he, but still he took time for me every day. I remember one typical arid July night as we sat on the thick, dark brown shag carpet of the study room in our house as the ceiling fan whirled, he asked me to pray with him.  Since I grew up in a home that rarely emphasized religion, I gave a surprised chuckle, furrowed my brow and asked him why.  He responded honestly, “You should pray because you love God, but because you don’t know what that means yet, then pray because I am your older brother and you love me and I asked you to.”  That made sense to me, and so I did.  That night and every night after that we sat together in our little study room, with it’s curtains that my mother had made from pillowcases ten years earlier, and we prayed and we read and we discussed.  My brother asked me my ideas and thoughts about what I was reading.  He never told me wrong or right yes or no, he did however tell me that “I don’t know” is never an acceptable answer.  He just wanted me to have the joy of discovering and learning to think.  He told me that I was important, that the way I live my life, the words I say and the choices I make effect not only me but many others in ways I may not have known.  He taught me to make decisions not based on what is popular, but what is best.  With his example he showed me what it meant to live deliberately.  I will never forget one summer that I spent living with him in California.  He was a starving student, paying his way through college and he literally had enough money for possibly one meal a day.  We were driving the exhausting weekend trip from San Jose to LA and stopped on the way for some dinner.  He gave me the money for our dinner and asked me to order him a two-piece meal and he would be there in a few minutes.  I walked down the tree covered, dark street to the KFC and was stopped by a homeless man asking me for money, said he was hungry.  I couldn’t help, so I just crossed the street.  When my brother came he started eating and asked me if I made it over okay.  I relayed the incident with the man who was homeless and my brother didn’t say anything, but continued to eat only half of his meal and pack up the rest.  This puzzled me, because I know he hadn’t eaten all day.  I questioned him and he responded with the question “didn’t you say the man outside was hungry?”.  As I saw him take half of his meal out to the man he had never met is when I realized I no longer looked up to him because he was the track star, football star, homecoming king, or honor student- I loved him for the subtle, consistent, generous, deliberate, noble way he lives his life when it is dark and no one else is around to see.

