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When my older brother was alive we would share a drink every thanksgiving night. Ever 

since I was eleven Sebastian would set a whiskey bottle on the table right next to the turkey and I 

always kept my eye on it as I ate, like as if it were the goal at the end of a mission. After stuffing 

our stomachs like people do on holiday, we would sit on the porch, he would pour me a glass, 

and we would talk about anything. It's a shame; more we want and little we get.  

My head would buzz with curiosities as the alcohol soaked into me. I use to ask him 

advice on things like how to fight bullies, how to get a girl to talk to me, how to get through 

school easily. I remember talking about death from time to time. I told him on an occasion, 

"Doesn't it suck that we can't live forever? One of us will someday have to bury the other. " 

He blew cigarette smoke so I didn't see his face when he answered, "If you bury me, pour 

some drink on my grave.” 

I'm not sure how long after that conversation he passed away. I was sixteen. He died on a 

thanksgiving. His last words to me were, "Don't open the bottle until I come back."  

He didn't come back. The bottle is still full by the window. I don't let no one touch it, that 

bottle is a memory, plus I can't bear to enjoy that buzz without him. It was meant to be shared 

between us. I’ve drank from many bottles, never that one. 

Pouring a drink over his stone hurt in a way in which I'm not sure he would understand if 

he was alive. Knowing that his body was rotting away beneath the dirt shook me with a terrible 

rage, a sort of rebellion against the cruel reality. A rain of questions poured inside my brain as 

tears in my eyes; Why him instead of me? Why do I belong alive? If being alive means living 

with the insatiable wish to share at least one more drink with you, Sebastian.  
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Todays is thanksgiving and the same pain pierces through me as it does for everybody in 

the table. Mom breaks down into a dreadful cry during prayer. There is an empty chair. A 

presence missing. Always. His absence is ever more present during the holidays. Then, with the 

scent of tears under our noses, we eat our thanksgiving meal.  

I see someone cross the window from outside followed by a knock at the door. Mom tells 

me to get it; I argue against it for a moment, then I push my chair back and walk to the entrance. 

I expect to see one of my sister's friends that she usually invites over but, no... It’s someone 

else... a tall and familiar shadow.  

I recognize the smile, like an old picture in my mind climbing back into reality, but I 

can’t believe it. I can’t conceive of it. I call my mother and ask her, "What do you see?" 

But she can't speak. Her palms are pressed over her heart, watering between her pail 

eyelids, she almost seems like she will faint. She grabs my arm, I put my hand over hers, and 

then we both look at our visitor. Sebastian is at the door. My older brother. Alive.  

"You two look like you've seen a ghost." he laughs and with the same normality as before 

he kisses mom on the cheek, "I hope you all saved me some turkey."  

He walks between us. Mom and I are in shock. This has to be someone's dream. It can't 

be real. Sebastian has been dead for five years.  

"Dear God!" my sister yells, "Sebastian. What are you doing here?"  

"I'm..." his voice is a fantasy, "... home." 

Mom and I follow into the kitchen. He sits on the table and serves himself, "Mikey, I 

hope you haven't opened that bottle." 

"I... haven't... touched it." I stuttered.  

"Sebastian." mom cries, "My Sebastian. Is it really you?" 
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"Of course it's me, mom," he laughs again, "That’s a strange question. Who else could I 

be? Are you all going to join me? You haven't touched the turkey. Are we mourning or 

celebrating?" 

My sister sits down with her eyes fixed on him, "You are really here." 

"Yes, I'm here, I said I'll be back. Why do you ask? Don't think that means I'm going to 

lend you the car," he says, "What shall I begin by? Everything looks so delicious!" 

"You should start with the mash potatoes." Mom says ignoring her initial shock, giving 

into the moment as if nothing is really strange about it. Her son is back. "I prepared them just as 

you like them." 

"Thanks for thinking of me, ma!" he starts to eat, chewing, like a living human being. 

Maybe he is alive. I study his features. It is as if five years haven't passed and we are all still 

back in that night when everything changed, except that nothing goes wrong this time. So many 

nights digging back on the memories of our good times together. Having to wake up every day 

and confront the truth that the person you love is gone forever. But now he is here. Eating at our 

table. I've wanted this so long. I've kept that bottle by the window as if anxiously waiting for this 

moment to happen, for the day that he would return.   

"Are you going to eat?" he asks me.  

I want to demand an explanation, even protest for leaving us, but instead I'll let it go; 

Sebastian is here. That's all that matters. This chance to have what was lost. Even if it doesn't 

make sense. I sit on the table and continue to dig into my plate.   

We eat and we talk. Nobody mentions that dreadful night. We laugh and we sing. The 

table is full again, all of us are together, comforted by that warm feeling of family and 

thanksgiving. 
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"Bring out that bottle." Sebastian waves his hand at me. 

I haste to my room. The bottle is by the window, the top is sealed, concealing the liquor's 

glimmering gold molecules suddenly revived into motion again after a long aging sleep. 

Removing it from its place feels like removing a wound which never healed. I pause and stare at 

the glass, through it, at a distorted memory staring back at me from the other side. I smile and 

walk to the porch where Sebastian is waiting for me.  

"There is my brother! Taking care of yourself?" he asks, as if he knew that he we hadn't 

seen each other for long, "I hope you're not letting them bully you. What about that pretty blonde 

girl? Did you finally talk to her?" 

"...um... I met someone else," I answer a bit embarrassed. 

"Glad to hear. Is that working out?" 

"I suppose. It's been hard to make things work. I've missed you." 

"Miss me? Don't be silly. I was only gone for like half an hour." 

He pulls up on his sleeves, a habit of his. His eyes staring into the sky, the shining 

reflection on his pupils makes him look unreal. He turns his sight at me, "My bones are stiff. I 

feel like I haven't moved in years. It’s time to loosen up! Show me that drink." 

I loosen my grasp on the bottle. I hadn't noticed how tight I was holding it. Releasing it 

sort of makes me feel like I can fall. I'm hesitant to give it away - but hey! - this is the moment 

I've been waiting for. I hand it to Sebastian but his fist closes late, the bottle slides from my 

fingers and gravity pulls it down to an inevitable crash. The cement destroys the glass, the top 

still sealed, a river of liquor runs down the cracks in-between the floor.   

"No!" I yell, picking the glass of the broken bottle, "No, no, no!" 

I look up at him; the shadow that couldn't hold to the bottle. I rage at him, my goal is to 
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beat him until his blood overlaps the liquor on the ground -like I promised to do to all the people 

who tried to touch the drink - beat him to death for destroying something so valuable to me. I 

pull on his shirt, "What have you done? How could you have dropped it! That bottle is my 

brother's! It was the only thing that reminded me of when he was alive! He told me to never open 

it until he returned! What have you done?" 

Then I remember who I'm holding. Sebastian's expression rests and makes me feel lifted, 

peaceful, like as if I’d been angry at an angel. He smiles, "I am your brother."  

I let him go. Suddenly, we both start to laugh, loudly, like we did so many times before 

on this porch back when the grass was greener and the moon was brighter, when this house was 

new and I was young, when we didn't believe that death could reach us, when we didn't know 

who it would reach first; The broken bottle is a vanished echo, the neighborhood resonates with 

our laughter, the way it should every thanksgiving.  

This night is overwhelming. Many emotions alternate through me. I'm sort of beginning 

to understand that I'm not really here; That the bottle didn't brake; That tomorrow I'll have a 

chance to open it and lift a drink to the sky saying, "Rest in peace, my brother." 

We talk deep into the night, pass the hours when the world sleeps, Sebastian's voice 

travels through the silence like a violin everyone loved, then it broke, and its melody became an 

echo that can only be heard at an unbridgeable hour of the night; an hour that can only be slightly 

reached during a dead dream. That's what this is. I listen to my brother; his voice becomes a deft 

tone. My body slowly falling to sleep. My brother becomes a blurred object in my vision as I 

stare at the broken glass and the running rivers of liquor.  

 


