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n Christmas morning, I broke my younger brother Thomas’s nose.
The right side of his face swelled up like a giant pimple. He hadn’t
even been home five minutes.

Regardless of whether or not he had it coming (he did), Mom made
us put the Christmas decorations away first thing on the morning of
December 26th. The homemade stockings tacked onto the mantel, the
plastic holly coiled around the railings, and Santa’s Florida Christmas
Village annexed across a bookcase adorned with purely decorative
editions of great works of literature were usually allowed a reprieve
until January 2nd. Not this year. I guess Mom doesnt want to be
reminded of a Christmas of blood, screaming, cursing, and a trip to
the emergency room.

We stripped the family McMansion of its holiday cheer, packing the
wreaths, ornaments, lights, and the million and one decorative displays
into clear plastic boxes with blue lids, lugging them onto the shelves
of the spacement connected to the side of the house, neither one of
us saying a word while Mom wiped the kitchen coutners and Dad sat
in the recliner reading the business section of The Orlando Sentinel,
his legs stretched over the ottoman. The TV blared rousing orchestral
music, accompanying the slow-motion touchdown reception from
some NFL film, heightening the announcer’s drama and urgency: “...
sometimes, in the unlikeliest of places, fortunes are reversed, and the
defeated rise to unexpected victory.”

Punching Thomas wasn’t the sole reason we weren’t talking that
morning. We don’t get along. After high school, I moved to Gainesville
and attended the University of Central Florida. I went vegan. I pierced
my tongue. I pierced my septum. I pierced my nipples. I pierced my
ears many times over. I stretched my earlobes until you could stick
exhaust pipes though the holes. Tribal tattoos quickly covered my
scrawny arms. | joined a straight-edge hardcore band called Moe
Green’s Fucking Eyesocket. I worked for a bookstore specializing in
leftist and anarchist literature. When Thomas graduated high school

e
.I.qumef

woofoo.ld.laqwaf'mmm

8 2181 ® SN Aed nas [[oms 210w 10,
*J00q-TuTI Jooxdioyresf
sty Surpeas 10§ syjuey[, 4op]

Brian Costello teaches Fiction Writing at Columbia College
Chicago, drums, and hosts “The Brian Costello Show with
Brian Costello,” America’s First and Only Live Talk Show.
His writing has appeared in Bridge, Maximumrocknroll,
THE2NDHAND, Sleepwalk, F Magazine, Hair Trigger and
many others both on and off-line, including 7he New England
Journal of My Ass. The Enchanters vs. Sprawlburg Springs is

his first novel. We recommend it.
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the boxes full of the family’s indoor Christmas decorations were lugged
and raised onto the shelves.

“Thanks,” I said, brushing the dust off my olive drab army surplus
pants cut off below the knees and my black Against Me! t-shirt.

“Yup,” Thomas managed through a fattened purple face, looking
away from me and through the window to his left. The squirrels were
leaping from one sandpine to the next. I nodded, and we went inside
the porch and back into the house.

We made a dummy check of all the rooms and ended our search
by the front door. There, camouflaged on the expensive oriental rug,
was a broken piece of garland from the wreath that hung on the front
door. Its green plastic leaves reflected the chandelier hanging directly
overhead, the white dots sparkled over the red and yellow of the three
plastic sugarplums.

I didnt get into town until late Christmas Eve night. By then,
Thomas had left to spend the night with his girlfriend and make an
carly Christmas morning appearance with her family. Around 10:30
Christmas morning, me and Mom and Dad were watching the Walt
Disney World Magic Kingdom Christmas Parade, when the doorbell
chimed.

“That’s Thomas!” Mom exclaimed, leaping from her chair, Santa
Claus embroidered on her green sweatshirt. “Let’s all meet him at
the door and sing ‘Deck the Halls"” My mom wants Christmas to
be like every holiday movie moment, where for just one day out of
the year the whole family loves each other unconditionally and before
you know it, one of us is running down the street stuttering Jimmy
Stewart pleasantries: “M-M-M Merry Christmas Texas Roadhouse!
M-M-Merry Christmas Bed Bath and Beyond! You too R-Restoration
W-Warehouse! Muh muh muh Merry Christmas!” Mom was off to the
door before Dad and I could stop her. Dad looked at me, shrugged,
and off we went to greet my brother.

Mom unlocked the door and Thomas stepped in wearing that stupid
white ballcap, the frat jersey, khaki cargo pants, socks in those awful Joe

3

"W dures Ay e
pooS-os-10u pue pood yroq Surdy Keme payjem pue 9q p[noys nox
"yeax,, pres asnf | ‘pearsu] owr paddois yeym sIeyy spuBWAP Ysys
umo 1Y) Inq s Suryidue 10y predar moyum Juneard uo 13s-peap
os a1om 191p01q Awr 231 o[doad plrom jo pury Y1 pue p[ay 2rming Ay
Jeysm pue 2191 Mo uo Jurod Suryrhiond ‘peay Lwr ySnoryy paysey
P10 9PISINO S[oyMm o) pue 1Y) parenrsay [ “ow paddois Surpowos
nq Lym mouy juop [ “Ino wry Juryound 1oy dzi3ojode 01 Surxy
999§ Awr uo Y110J puE Joeq 3u![.ans pres 1  mouy| nok [pm Yeax

s pue
sjo1[2q 104 Jo [Ny1dadsar ‘axI] ‘Y10 U2Q JABY P[NOYS [, “TOO[ Y3 1B
UMOP U “OW PIEAMO] PAYOO[ O NIP & sem [ 1108 w | SLIYD) J00T
‘pres pue ‘paqﬁgs ‘SIOP[NOYS ST PIXE[T Keme Ppasjoor sewoyT, ‘I(HBUH
'SPU022s U22)jY 10 JeY3 AI] 21U} Po0ls I\ 1onbnoq e ay1| puey sy
ur puepred oy Surpjoy ooy oy go Juisu ‘pres sewoyy Y3 [y,

‘pres [ T eL,,

*20UaPIOUIOd
oy 18 paydne| yroq am pue IsIy I paqqeid sewoyy 1ySis 11y 18
aA0] Ul g} pue jooqixa1 paddorp Apiswnd 1eyy dn spid 01 08 (113 pue
£oq oy uaym ‘swoonis [ooyds y3ry peq uo op Aoy1 oYI[ Swn dures
o1 1e dn 11 3o1d 01 UMOp 1Uaq Y10q M ‘pue[IES 1LY MES dM U A\

SIS pariuy) a1
Jo Cwosipy sapdoag 7 pear 01 woor Awr 01 dn Suruuni 210j2q 2[qissod

se Apppmb
se £oyInjo1 Awr 93e [ “IfRPE JUS[IS B SeA IOUUIP SBUnSHYD) Aem I
Sun123 10u [[ns pue 10 $43 11211 FuIk1d 19158 2ABY SPIY A PU 2
godwrym yuemoad e £q paoejdor 9uod sem sjirws o) Ing "pay[el oy
uayM 1INy 31 puk WYSIUIA0 padepurq oq 01 Pey 90B] SIF "SBWOY] 03
Surgdue Les 1upIp [ INq Sorq 2red AyYs UM WO 01 pazidojode |

College soccer sandals, smiling through his Hootie and the Blowfish
facial hair and carrying a white shopping bag with both arms. He set
down the bag and bellowed, “Merry Christmas, Mom!” before giving
her a big hug. “Merry

Christmas, Dad!” Thomas said as he shook Dad’s hand, then pulled
him in for one of those backslapping hugs.

Then he looked at me, and the smile turned into a smirk, the kind
people get when they think they've beaten you and beaten you good,
the smirks basketball players get after a slam dunk. He nodded his head
slowly, then said, “Hello, brother,” condescension in every stretched
out syllable. “Looks like you lost again.” The smirk increased. “So are
you moving to Canada with all the other candy-ass liberals?” As an
added bonus, he threw in a “Huh? Loser?”

I can’t explain the punches. What happened after that is a little hazy
for me, as pumped with adrenaline as I was. Gut rage took over and
I was incapable of responding any other way, like when you've tried
being patient with somebody and you've tried being nice, but they just
take advantage of your charity and don't appreciate it and you're left
with nothing but a desire to hit somebody, anybody, especially your
right-wing brother.

The first punch knocked him backwards into the open door and
against the wreath. I really can’t explain it because he works out and
shit, and like I said, T have scrawny arms covered in tattoos. But I swung
and swung, unable to hear Mom’s panicked cries and Dad’s cursing and
the blood flowing out of both nostrils of Thomas’s nose. We rolled onto
the rug of the foyer floor before Dad pulled me off. Thomas, he just
laid there, crying through the blood, and there was no denying the
awkward bend of his beak nose. While Mom drove him to the hospital,
Dad just yelled at me, “What the hell’s the matter with you?” I couldn’t
answer so I didn’t. I just went back into the living room and stared
blankly at marching bands and giant Huey, Dewey, and Louie parade
floats, gingerly flexing the fingers of my bruised right hand.



