







Little Pieces from a Woman




                           
Chapter One


A woman in underwear stays close to a big mirror, observing her body. In her right hand, she holds an almost empty glass; in her left hand, she has a bottle of whiskey with more than half gone. Drinks rest from the glass keeps observing the body and stops moving head when she saw the look in her eyes. Woman shoulders dropped down, and her head tilted on the left side, offering herself to see her fake smile. 
“Fuck off.” The Woman said quietly, and right after that, she throws the empty glass at the mirror with a lazy movement. The whole mirror shattered into small pieces all over her room. When she sees her multiple reflections from the pieces on the floor, it seems funny for her and smiles. Turns back and walks to a small table as a defeated athlete after a horrible loss. When she sits down in a chair, almost dropping to it, a woman sips from the bottle. From the table, picking up the ten-dollar money and rolling it until it looks like a pipe. She sniffs in a white powder line. Switches to another nostril and moves to the last line, which disappears in her. Then sucks violently thru her nostrils to move powder to the brain. 
On the right side of the table was a small plastic bottle of some medication with a closed cap. She opens it and puts some pills on her palm. The woman looks at them and again catching her eyes in the table mirror. As she saw her wet red eyes, she looks back at her hand and threw all the pills in mouth. Then sips twice from the bottle. With her left hand, she opens the shuffle of the table and pulls out the paper. Desperately trying to read it, but the combination of all that she took was starting to accelerate. A woman takes the last sip and tears up the paper. 
She stood and, with her limp body movement, tried to walk to her bed near the broken mirror. 
Losing already almost feeling in her body, she accidentally steps on the broken pieces on the floor, cutting her feet. 
As she sits on her bed and stares at her bleeding feet, she smiles again. For her, there was no feeling any form of pain all that she takes, make her brain nonreactive. 
A woman slowly laid down and hid under her blanket, pretending it was just another ordinary day in the winter.   
After forty-eight hours woman opened her eyes, recognizing she is lying in bed. Looked around as if this was a dream or another step on the way to purgatory. It helped her when she realized somebody strapped her body to this steal bed. She tried to move her body, but she quickly gave up, admitting it is impossible. 
When her mind calms down and agrees on what’s to be next, a woman recognizes the jacket in the chair close to her. Remembering the time she bought it for him. 
With squeaky sounds from the doors, a female nurse comes into the room. 
“Hello, how are you getting on? It is great you came back to us. You were lucky your husband found you and called for help. He is outside talking with the doctor about your situation. I will tell him you are awake.” 
As she was lying in bed and trying to say something, her ability to speak or say anything only turn into a pain inside of her throat. Trying to say does not have a taste to see anybody right now, but she understands there is no way to run from that. 
When the doors open again, the nurse left, and a man walks in. He came close to her and tried to kiss her on the cheek, but she tries to avoid that. But the man continues pretending, like it was not happening, and sits back in the chair. 
“I am happy you woke up,” he leans back in the hospital chair with a gratifying sight towards the woman. 
“I bought you some water and orange juice; I didn’t know which one you would want more. And a straw, I think you will have some problems with talking. The doctor informed me it would take a full three days until you can talk well. These things happen when they have to put something in your throat.” 
The man bends beside the chair, pulls out a bottle of water from a plastic bag, opens it, and puts the straw in it. And get closer to his wife to help her drink. When a woman drinks and feels how water has a nourishing effect on her throat, try to say something again. But fealing the pain makes her stop.
When she got enough, the man brings a chair closer to her. 
“The doctor said to me that if you didn’t accidentally cut your feet, you would not be here anymore because of the mix you took.  Lucky for you I discovered you shortly after all that. It was almost like a miracle.” 
He continues to smile at her as he sees her pain in the eyes.
The woman looks at him and tries to get out of the bed. Her eyes were full of fire as she flattens her lips. The man saw what she doing and responds to what he said to her. 
“You’re angry at me because I saved you. You despise me for everything that happens and continues to thinking everything is my fault.”
He holds her hand, looking at her with his lit-up eyes.
“I need to express to you, this is best for us you are alive. Because it's a fact, I still love you after all those years together. I would love to help you and spend more time together, to focus on our wellbeing.” The man talks to her slowly with care and a softness in his voice.  
She trying to say something again, but her damaged throat muscles made that impossible for her. The woman looks down at the bottle. He offers her a bottle of water, but she looks at the bottle of juice. Switches the straw to the juice bottle and helps her again with the drink, asking her what she thinks about what he said.
The Woman tries to say something, but only some sound was coming from her. He helps her again with a drink, by holding a bottle for her. First, only slightly sounds come from her, then the woman takes a deep breath in and out, and she said with a hoarse and quiet voice:
“Fuck you.” Her voice was filled with apathy towards him. 
The man sits back in his chair, his eyes wide open, but as he takes a deep breath, looking at her like he wants to tell her something. But instead of that a man stands up, takes his jacket, and leaves the room without looking at her. When her husband closed the door, she felt much better, not listening to him or even looking at him. The door opened again, but this time, inside walk the doctor with folders in his hands. 
“Hello, how are you holding?” Still looking into folders. 
“So I see you eventually woke up after two days. That’s great, isn’t it? You know I think you got some excellent angels around you. The cocktail you made for yourself was enough to kill a hundred-kilo man. 
But sometimes funny things happen when we don’t expect them. If you didn’t accidentally cut your legs, then you be already dead. And you were lucky, your husband found you.”
 He stares at her, and the woman breaks eye contact with him, looking at the wall. 
“That was your man yes?” He said, looking back into folders. 
“You notice I am not a psychologist. But this man was there for those two days until you woke up. But who wants to listen to my options on you people. 
So we are finished here with you because our job is to bring you back so you can continue your life. Today, you go to the psychiatric hospital because your husband, with my recommendation, signed an approval. You will stay there for some time.”
He saw her flat look on the woman's face. A doctor walks closer and puts the folders on her bed. 
“Listen, you don’t need to worry. They will do some tests and put you back together. In a maximum of three weeks, you will be back home. This will be the best thing for you after all that.”
The Woman turns her head to the opposite side again. The doctor takes his folders from the bed and walks out of the room. He stops by the door and looks back at her. 
“You know there is no fun to be dead. I wish you the best, and I don’t want to see you here again.” He walked out of her room. 














Chapter Two


The man was sitting in his big, comfortable chair facing the woman. Both were quiet, but the man was observing her facial expression with his intense look. 
“How are you today, Olivia?”
“I am feeling pretty good,” she said, showing him her best fake smile. 
‘’So no any sign of depression, or desire to harm yourself or something similar?’’
“You know well, doctor, that depression is there all the time; it is how you manage them. I am absolutely fine, not thinking about doing something to myself or anybody. Taking pills and steps towards my wellbeing.” Olivia said with a firm voice. 
“I can see since we got you here for two weeks and two days, your cooperation has been healthy and progressive. And I see you even found work for yourself?” A man opened the folder with the woman's name, and start browsing in. 
“In fact, my good friend from childhood did that for me. She is a shop assistant in the supermarket.” 
“And this will suit you, Olivia? I see with your education you can look for a better job. Are you avoiding responsibilities?”
“No, that it’s not like that, doctor. As a shop assistant, I will have enormous responsibilities too. Already asked my friend what I should expect from that kind of job. Right now, I wish to focus only on myself and put my life together. Maybe sell the house and travel little. And would like to try to fix everything between my husband and me.”
 He observes her and checks the folder.
“But I want you to attend private psychiatry for three weeks. I think twice per week, and then when they send us a report on you, we will see how you are doing. Is that alright with you?”
“Are you saying I can go home today”
The man looks at his watch then back to her. 
“Maybe, if we can manage all that. But do you have somebody to pick you up?”The woman’s face shows her big smile. 
“Yes, of course, I need to call her, and she can be here in thirty minutes.”
 He stares at her for a few seconds then looks back to the folder. Take his fancy pen and writes something in her folder. 
“So what are you waiting for? Go call your friend,” the doctor smile at her closing her file. A woman stands up and quickly walks away from the office to tell the nurses a good message so she can call her friend to pick her up.
   

Outside in the parking lot, a woman with reddish hair stays beside her car, looking at the big doors of a psychiatric hospital. Expecting her friend to walk out. Checks her watch, realizing has already been waiting over thirty minutes when she finally sees somebody pushing the door. As her friend walking out. When Olivia walks down from the steps and stands in front of her friend, they both hug each other, and the woman with red hair nods and smiles at her friend.
“You don’t even know how happy I am to see you again. Let’s get in the car,” said Lily. She took her friend’s small luggage and put it in the car. Both sit in the car, looking at each other with beaming smiles. The woman with the red hair drives away. 
“How are you, Lily?”
“Are you truly asking me?” She looks with surprise on her friend's face.
“Yes, of course, why not? I didn’t see you more than half of the year.” 
“Sorry, I just, you know, with all that’s going on,” she waves with her hand nervously. 
“Listen, Lillian I am totally fine and know you heard about me trying to kill myself, but believe me, I know what I did. All that was just too much alcohol and some mix of drugs and pills, but I am alright.” 
“That would be nice, Olivia, I'm happy to hear that. because my husband surely kills me if I will be stressing out again because of you.”
Both realize how this conversation is going somewhere else, and looking at each other; both start to laugh. Lillian pulls the car to the side and looks at her friend. 
“You know, when I heard about you, it was a terrifying moment for me. Imagining I might lose you, my only best friend since preschool.” Both hug each other again. 
“I am sorry; I understand what I did was so stupid and selfish. Those two weeks in there made me understand. There is no point in only hiding behind drugs and alcohol. I will solve nothing by that.”
“It’s good to hear from you, Olivia.”
“Of course, now if you can take me home, please.” Lillian cautiously comes back on the road.
“One more thing about you coming back home, you are staying under my roof.”
“No, I can’t do that; what about your kids and your man?”
‘’Silence, Woman, the kids are staying over the weekend with my mom. My man, you know he doesn’t have any problem with you. He will be happy to see you too.” She winks at her and smiles.
“Are you sure about that, Lily?”
“I already decided. You need different surroundings around you, and where can you feel better than around your friends? We relax, eat excellent food or if you want, order pica. Even the cinema is a marvelous idea, what do you say?”
“It is difficult to not agree on that, even pica sounds good.”
“Finally, we agree on something,” said the red hair Woman, still driving. 
When she parked the car by the house, her husband was waiting for her at open doors. He comes to his woman and kisses her. While he kissing his wife, saw Olivia stepping out of the car. She came to him, and he hugs her without saying anything. Everyone walked into the house. 
All sit in the sitting area, and Lillian offers everyone a glass of beer.
“As your future co-worker, I have to inform you about your starting day.” Lilian mimics her voice with a mixture of importance and satire. 
‘’When am I starting?’’She wrinkled her eyebrows. 
‘’We both start this Monday. And I was telling my boss to put you on the same days as me. How are you feel about that?’’
‘’You know I am not afraid of work, Lil. And how can it be bad to work with you? I will drink to my red hair friend.’’ All three people sip from the bottles. 
“Do you need anything? Some money or something, just say so, Olivia.”
“Right now, I am short with the money. It will help if I can borrow from you before I get my first paycheck.”
The man looked at his wife's friend.
“We got some money aside for bad times. Just say how much you need and don’t worry about giving it back immediately. When it is a convenient time for you, then you do it, alright? I just have one thing to say to you. Just don’t hurt yourself, please. Can you promise me?” The man spoke with a soothing tone as he bent closer to her. 
“I can promise that,” Olivia said quietly. 
The next day on Sunday, Lillian drives Olivia to her home. So she can get prepare for tomorrow’s first day at the new job. Both sit in the car parking by the big house.
“Are you promising to give me a call if you not going to feel well?” 
“Don’t worry, Lil, I am fine, see you tomorrow at work.”
“Do you have everything?”
“I do, please we not gone repeat all this, go home your kids are waiting for you, thank you.” Olivia hugs her and walks to her house doors. When she opens it and steps inside, the car drives away. As she closes the doors behind her, Olivia’s body just shut down and could not move. Her eyes widening, with eyebrows furrowed, and feels her chin was trembling. But she manages to take a deep breath in and out and walks through the house hall right to the kitchen. When Olivia sees everything around is clean, she walks to the sitting area. Even there is no sign of dust on the table. She continues gently walks up to stairs to her bedroom. 
When Olivia opens the doors and stands between them, she saw somebody has to clean the whole house. The mirror she broke is not there. The mattress is new; the old was probably from her bleeding foot. Somebody has to come there and clean everything. That could only be her husband. He still got the key. Even they don’t live together for over six months. She steps to her bedroom and sits on the bed, looking around the room. The carpet was clean too. No sign of any blood marks. Once Olivia sits on the bed, everything touches her mind about what she did that night. Felt like her breath started to shorten, and can’t scream or talk, then she began to cry. First was quiet, and tries to hide the tears in her palms covering her face, but as her body slowly slides from the bed to floor, she cries louder. Then wilfully giving up on, controlling her emotions. And screams loudly and violently on the floor until everything around her was lost in the dark. 
Olivia wakes up and saw she is still on the floor. 
The woman realizes she must have fallen asleep after crying, but she doesn’t remember that. Her body was stiff, but seeing outside is already night, she gasps. But checking her mobile keeps her calm down when Olivia realizes it is still the same day. Agree she must prepare; tomorrow is an important day for her. 
“Listen, it is nothing difficult there.” Lillian is explaining to Olivia what she will work out and in which section of the supermarket. 
“This section is yours, I realize it is the worst, but they always do that when somebody new starts working there. You come there every day and check on what is missing. All the food which missing you will write on paper and then go collects in the storage area. Then fill back anything that you find there. Sometimes it can happen you will not find the exact product, don’t worry about it. Try to fill maximum during your all day. And important thing what every manager will expect from you when you come back to work. The first thing you have to do is fixing all the products on the shelf. It means you have to face all the products for the customers to see. And if anybody came to you asking for help, you, of course, try to help him. A minor break is at eleven, and a big break is at two o’clock if you work in the morning. If you got questions, ask right now.”
Olivia sees how her friend is so professional. 
“I can see on your face, you say it is stupid, but understand they looking on us through the camera system. But we don’t care about them, just do your job, and that’s it. And if anybody will annoy you, just come to me, I will kick their nuts. I will be by the chemist shop. And don’t worry, first day nobody will bother you.”
“I will manage it, Lil, and if not, I will call you,” Olivia smiled at her and went back to her place. 
As her working day runs slowly, she finds out her mind almost constantly thinking about stupid things. She remembers when a doctor from the psychiatric hospital tells her that could maybe bring her some problems. If she cannot get that under control, maybe she should talk at the Wednesday appointment. But they offer her pills, which she doesn’t like to use. Even that, still got the phone number for the prescription. That day everything went fast, and Lilian calls her for coffee during break time. 
Both relax in the break room, where tables and chairs are set up around the big room, with small kitchen appliances. 
“How are you, Olivia?”  
“I doing well already was for some stuff in the storage place. And write almost all missing products.” Lillian burst into a laugh.
“I didn’t ask you about this boring job. You don’t need to tell me how this job is boring. I was working there for ten years. I ask about you?” She didn’t know where to start and don’t wish to worry her friend about her. 
“I know it is difficult for you, but please look at that as some kind of new beginning. No, forget that. I can’t imagine how difficult it can be for you, sorry. I need to say, you and I are like sisters, and we never have any problems. Not even with the boys when we were going through the crazy times.” Both smile at each other. 
“I need you, Olivia. Hear what I am saying. Anything you need to share, I am there.” 
“I know you worried about me, but I just start again. And honestly, telling you I don’t have a clue where I will be, let’s say next month. Maybe I just pack my stuff and become like the gypsy woman.”
“If you feel that way, I am glad for you because you decide to live your specific way fully. But now we need to come back to the job.” Lillian looks at the wall where the big clock was, and then they both walk down with other workers back to everybody’s spot.
All her working day was like observing her behavior and reactions to everything around her. She knows and feels her perception of everything around her was different. Can’t remember that word doctor from the psychiatric hospital explaining her, that method. 
That day when Olivia comes back to her empty house and puts pica in the oven, she decides to be good to herself and not dive any more into those feelings of nothingness. Her desire for life was real. The only question was what will be taking next in her life. To her mind comes the name of her husband, but she felt like they both created such a deep abyss between each other. And yes, she is conscious it is mostly her mistake. 
Another day for her at work was the same. But this time, she finds out something was bothering her head. It was the feeling of running away from something. 
When time on her watch showing five to five, Olivia was nervously looking at the big clock in the supermarket. She knows what makes her hurry coming back home. When Lilian drives her today home, as usual. She rushed to the sitting room and throws all photos on the floor. Put some pillows around her and bring a bag with food and water from the shop. 
As Olivia was going through her old photos, she could feel the winter is finally ending. February was almost ending, and in five months, it is a year since her son kill himself. She was asking this stupid question, which one is the more acceptable thing to say? It is kills himself, or does he make suicide? But she knows there is no difference, only the aesthetic or verbal vibrational sound of something horrible happens. Her mind goes over this painful thinking a thousand times. And she was never alright with that. But Olivia understands that already. There are even times when she feels her pulse speeding with her heart pounding, and that will not disappear so easily as she keeps running from that feeling. In her mind was already everything decided. She just has to take action to reach that satisfaction point. The woman stands up and brings her laptop. In to search engine, she writes the Four Elements sect. Then clicks on that, and it shows the independent description of what it is. It is a sect that is not older than six years in America. But for now, they got only one church but many supporters around the world. 
There was an address, Olivia know it is on the older side of the town. Continue searching on her laptop and clicks on the page of that sect. The picture showing a smiling man, and behind him was a statue with religious meaning. Right below the photo of that man was a sign. New members are welcome. She continues reading on their page and see they even offering something similar as a ranking program. The same like in the army. How many members are there with the highest ranking, and how do they benefit from that. Olivia asking herself? And, of course, there is a headline for the donation. When you donate ten thousand, you are a prominent member, and you can attend special lunar ceremonies. Or even private ceremonies at your house. Again for some amount of money, but this time they did not mention it. It is the only section where you have to first send them an email. She is eating her tuna salad and sees photos on the floor where she was smiling, holding her husband and son. She already decided what will be her next step. 

