	All I imagined as we sat around the table for our holiday feast was how she was probably eating all alone, dreading the new year, being fed a slimy meal on a tray from a cafeteria employee who didn’t want to be at work. There’d be no love in her meal. 
	My wine glass had been filled to the top. Mitchell helped me serve the carved ham and green beans almandine because I was feeling too tipsy to do it myself.
	“Why do you keep filling your wine glass up so full? Right here should be the cut off line,” Mitchell laughed, pointing to the halfway mark on the crystal.
	“Because it’s Christmas,” I answered plainly.
	It was a very full portion of cabernet, and I couldn’t drink it fast enough. Truths were threatening to lap over the brimming wine in my Mikasa glass. Keeping the horrible secret had the same effect. The blood I’d spilt kept sloshing to the surface like the smooth, cool legs of my wine, swirling at the crest and then falling back down again in purplish streaks as I took some off the top. But the more I drank, the more I kept filling, and pretty soon I feared the secrets would spill over the sides, leaving a crimson mess. And I didn’t like messes.
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