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I KNOW
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When you think you know your children—they surprise you. What if you could hear and discover what they said behind your back.

 

Natalia is a single mother juggling a full-time job and taking care of her two teenage children who think they know everything. She was once a teenager, and she knows all their tricks. At least that’s what she thought until her fifteen year old son found himself tangled with the police during a street search.

 

There is so much pressure on Natalia’s shoulders, but she must not give up or turn to her cheating ex-husband for help. He was the man who called her an iceberg in bed—the reason why he had to look for a warmer bed elsewhere. The thought of being homeless again kept her working hard to keep a roof over their heads and second hand clothes on their backs.

 

She thought she had everything under control until she sent wrong type of flowers to her boss’s mistress. Now her job is at stake unless she gives in to her boss’s wondering hands. Amstrong is not the type of man who just accepts “sorry” as an apology, but he underestimated Natalia’s strength. After all, she’s the woman who does the work of four employees, and she’s not ready to give up on her fight to protect her children.

 

They’re the most important people in her life, no matter what obstacles stand in front of her.

 

 


CHAPTER ONE

“Oliver! Come here at once!”

Natalia looked around her kitchen looking for space where to put her grocery bags. The whole kitchen was a mess—dirty countertops, soiled cups, pizza boxes, greasy plates; the works. Her children were about to give her a fever. She felt like she was about to combust as she looked at the mess, but was too tired to clean it up. The trash can was full, and by the look of it, someone tried to push more rubbish and ended up bursting the bag.

“Oliver!” She called out again.

“Mum! You are shouting! I can hear you with my headphones on.”

“You heard me call and didn’t answer?” Natalia couldn’t believe the kind of sass and attitude Oliver gave her on a regular basis. The nerve of that twerp was second to none.

“You were shouting.”

“I wasn’t!” Natalia’s voice went higher.

“You see what I mean? You are shouting at me again.”

“I am talking to you.”

“You are talking at me. There is the difference, mum!”

Natalia looked at her fifteen year old son in disbelief. She sat down to calm herself and keep from slapping him. Just one slap could land her in court for child abuse. Oliver knew that too, although they had never spoken about such matters between each other. Natalia massaged her aching head. “Where is your sister? I want both of you to come down and clear up your mess. I am not starting dinner until that kitchen is sparkling.” Natalia turned to face the other side of the house and called out for her daughter, “Natasha!”

“Will you stop shouting? No wonder you suffer migraines.” Natasha, Natalia’s thirteen year old daughter said as she made her entrance with headphones on her ears. “I am not clearing that mess, it’s not mine.”

“It’s not mine either,” Oliver pushed his headphones back on his ears as he entered the kitchen. To Oliver, his mother always has something to complain about. She didn’t have a husband to nag, that’s why they were on the receiving end. At least that was what his friends said during some talks about single mothers. When there is no-one to nag, the children suffer. He couldn’t wait to turn eighteen and leave the nagging behind. He increased the volume on his phone to cut out his mother’s whining sound. This kind of environment was shaping his view on women, forever.

“I don’t care whose mess it is, or who clears it. I want my kitchen clean.” Natalia confiscated their phones and headphones right out of their hands. “I pay for these gadgets, remember? You will get them back once I have inspected everything—and everything is to my satisfaction.”

Natalia left the room to take a pill to ease her pain. Being a single mother was turning out to be a challenge. As she took a few steps on the stairs to her bedroom, she heard Oliver talking to Natasha.

“Granny said our mother was a difficult teenager. And guess what! She smoked weed.”

“Really? That’s why she is all-hyper. That’s wicked!” Natasha giggled.

“Whatever. Once you have finished giggling, do you think you can give me a hand? Not all this mess is mine. It was your friends trying to prepare chapatti but instead they made floor tiles putting B&Q out of business.”

“Shhh! Mama will freak if she finds out we had friends in the house using her gas and Electricity.”

Natalia felt her eyes sting with tears, and a swelling pressure began to tighten in her chest. She needed to lie down, immediately. She switched on her bedroom light but the room remained in darkness. Her mind reeled with images of her children’s friends using their home while their own families took care of their own bills—which were much lower. Her children had no idea they were being used by their friends. Their parents must have been encouraging them—If you want to make an omelette, go to Natalia’s house. She has stupid kids. They will let you use gas and electricity. Every penny counts. Go go go!

Natalia got into her blankets and passed out.

The next time she opened her eyes, Natasha was standing in the middle of her bedroom.

“Mum! There is no electricity, there is no heating. The house is like a freezer.”

Natalia felt the cold on her skin, “I know. Next time you let your friends misuse my gas and electricity, don’t forget this cold, okay?” A few moments passed. “Natasha…There is a cold shower waiting for you in the morning. You will have your bath before going to school. Have I made myself clear?”

“I can’t believe this! This is child abuse!” Natasha yelled as she stormed out of the room. Natalia knew both Natasha and Oliver were going to throw fits. Neither of them had manners, and both were likely teething to get their phones back. She heard Natasha deliver the message to Oliver down the hall.

“We are also being forced to have a cold shower. She is unbelievable!”

Oliver’s voice meandered down the hallway, “This is insane!” Does she think we are bats and we can see in the dark? I’m going outside. This house stinks.”

“I know,” Natasha wrapped herself in her duvet as she fumbled around to find the toilet. She heard her brother bump into a wall. “Was that your big nose or your big head?” She giggled.

“Mind your broomsticks on the stairs.” Oliver said, laughing his head off.

“I am telling Mum! You are being so mean.” Both kids could hardly pick a point to be upset about and stick on it, regardless of their poor attitudes.

“I don’t think that’s wise at the moment. Let her sleep off her temper.”He quietly opened the front door and he was out. He wanted to chill with friends. He banked on the fact that the darkness inside the house would keep his mother from noticing he was gone, anyway.

Natalia slept all night. She was tired and upset with her children. In the morning, she checked their rooms as usual, and they both were fast asleep. No matter how hard of a time they gave her, she thanked God for their protection. She would have to feed the electricity meter before heading to work.

That’s what mothers do; they forgive quickly.

 

 


CHAPTER TWO

“The destination of this bus has changed, please listen carefully for further announcements,” the bus Tannoy blasted out the information. All the passengers opened up their ears paid attention except Natalia. She was locked up in her own world trying to work out how to stretch her salary and give her children a better life. She was a woman with pride!

She didn’t want to run to her ex-husband the man who said she was an iceberg in bed. That was the reason why he went out in search for a warmer bed. He was sorry, and he wanted a second chance, but she wasn’t buying that crap. His actions were proof enough that his words meant nothing. You can’t say you love someone and then go ahead and hurt them.

There was nothing to stop him going back to a warmer bed. How right she was to have turned him down. He was now married to a village girl his family wanted him to marry in the first place. His horniness would be his downfall!

Natalia wasn’t going to run to him for financial help. As if he would help her. He only remembers his duties as a father on their birthdays, just a card and a cheque for ten pounds which takes a week to clear.

Another announcement came on, “Passengers please change here to take an alternative route. This bus is on diversion due to a major accident in Brixton.”

“Accidents only happen in Brixton,” a few passengers mumbled to themselves as they jumped off the bus to catch trains at the Oval station or buses via Camberwell. Natalia didn’t hear the warning. She was preoccupied. Her calculator was her main focus as she deducted the outgoing bills to see whether there was any balance left to buy her children new winter coats, or at least something new for a change. Yes, they were naughty kids, but it was her responsibility as a parent to teach them right and wrong. She wasn’t sorry for confiscating their phones or keeping them in the dark all night. They had to learn their lesson. Her net pay was £1,500.45 minus £1,650 outgoing bills. If she just accepts their extravagance without a challenge, they will go on draining her and think it’s okay.

She chewed on her lip trying to figure out how to make her salary stretch without going into more debts or having to look for an evening job. She was deeply into debts such that when her phone rang she was too scared to answer it in case it was loan sharks. She had better borrow more money to buy herself knee pads. If she didn’t pay these guys, her knees would be knocked about. What will happen to her children? Her heart skipped a beat as she looked around her.

The bus was going in the wrong direction, and she was the only one on the bus unless they were other passengers on the top deck. She made her way to the bus driver ignoring the sign that says ‘Don’t talk to the driver while the bus is moving’ “Excuse me! You are going in the wrong direction.” She checked her location. They were on Clapham High-street. He must be new, she thought. Damn! How did she end up in Clapham without noticing? She glared at the bus driver who was ignoring her.

“Excuse me! Did you hear what I said?” She wasn’t talking to him. She was shouting at him. Oh my God! She thought remembering what her children had said the previous night about shouting. She shouted when she was angry. She had to calm down. She spoke slowly like she was speaking to a child. “You are going in the wrong direction. Do you mind turning left at the major traffic lights? You must be new, right?” A fake weak smile escaped her lips.

“Do you mind fixing that sentence?”Remove ‘you are’ and replace it with ‘I am’ He smiled at her, revealing a gold tooth which could have him killed in poor countries. These women like their phones so much, nothing else matters except their phones and headphone. Where was her ears when he announced the change of direction? Some people create trouble for themselves. He thought to himself as he looked her up and down. Nice looking mattress. He laughed.

Natalia didn’t like the looks he was giving her. She began to panic.

“Let me off this minute! I am calling the police.” She was being kidnapped. She pushed her hand in her handbag, her fingers located a can of pepper spray. She was ready to use it if he tried to be funny with her.

Another gold tooth smile. “If you think the next bus stop is too far, then go ahead and call the police. In case you don’t’ know the number, it’s 0797653….”

The fool was hitting on her. She eyed the emergency exit button but she knew the dangers of taking short cuts. Cyclists could easily cause some damage on her tired legs. She was relieved when she was let off at the next bus stop and headed for trains, paying extra for the train ticket, landing herself into more debts. She promised herself to find a way to get out of debts.

“There goes my dinner!” The bus driver laughed. He had intended to pack her in the bus garage, tease her a little just to teach her about safety. What was wrong with women and phones? His wife was deteriorating by the minute. Her phone was constantly in her hand, to a point where she took her phone to the toilet spending hours in there preventing anyone trying to use the toilet. Women! The new world had some kind of sad and sour addiction to these gratification devices. The filled the void the vacant attention from men left behind.

Natalia let herself in through her front door, she went straight to the radiator in her living room to warm up her hands. Her hands were nearly frozen. How long can she keep up with this life? She asked herself as she listened to footsteps on the stairs. Natasha appeared with a worried look on her face. She kissed her mother’s cheek and quickly jumped back. “Iceberg!” She hovered her lips over the radiator to warm up.

Natalia frowned at her daughter. That was the word her ex-husband used often when she turned her back on him due to tiredness. “Iceberg? Where on earth did you get that word from?”

“Really mother! What’s the big deal about iceberg? Your cheeks are nearly frozen and iceberg is not such a complicated word. How was your day mother?” Before Natalia could answer, Oliver put in his appearance asking the same question. She was happy they were no longer sulking.

“How was your day Mother? Now that you are here to babysit, can I go?”

“I am not a baby. I can look after myself. I don’t know why mother makes so much fuss about child protection law.” Natasha rolled her eyes at her brother.

“I haven’t answered your greetings both of you. I haven’t seen you all day and the moment I put my foot in the house you can’t wait to disappear. My day was horrible! Make me a cup of tea and I will tell you all about it.” She inspected the kitchen, it was tidy. She nodded her head.
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