When I was younger, I was convinced that my oldest brother was actually someone else's younger brother. I didn't tell anyone about this until I was older and I had given up on that theory. But then, when I was younger, I didn't really know my brother. 





It's something I think about every so often, when you actually meet your siblings. He's the only one I can think of that I was somewhat introduced to, but that never stops me from thinking about it. I know my older sister was away for a few years and so at some point, when she came home for vacation, we had to tell my youngest sister that they were both sisters. 





But anyway, when I was in third grade (this never really works out when I think about it logically, but my brain always says “it was third grade” and I've thought that for so long there's no way I can ever think about it as being beforehand even though it had to have been.) I ran out of books to read. My older sister, at that time, had been the person I went to for more reading material, but she had run out of books. So she told to me to go over to my oldest brother and ask him for Mitch and Amy by Beverly Cleary. Terrified, I went over to him and asked him for the book and smiling, he gave it to me. He's been my book supplier ever since. 





My oldest brother has taught me a lot of what I know about books, music, and the world. I had loved books before he started giving me books, but he increased that love. For years, I would go over to him and ask him for a book. For years, I drove him nuts about the books I was reading, the books I wanted to be reading, and the books he should borrow from the library for me. I looked forward to Fridays because that was the day we would go to the library together. 





Because of him, I discovered Gordon Korman, Terry Pratchett, Tom Lehrer, Weird Al, and Dr. Demento. He also let me read a bunch of his Groo comics, which is one of the best comics I've ever read in my entire life. He introduced me to the wonders that is Diane Duane.





Throughout my life, I would show my brother some of my poems, stories, and vignettes. In seventh grade, I showed him a poem I had written during math class, sure that he would say, “Oh, it's good, except for....” and start listing mistakes because he used to do this all the time to my stories. But he liked that poem. That poem is my favorite poem for a number of reasons, but one of them is because he actually liked it. 





I'm very grateful for the things he introduced me to and the things he's taught me. 


