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The Opposite Expectations

December 2019 is a month I can hardly fail to recall. Truth be told, my parents’ suggestion of visiting the United Kingdom for the vacation made me excited and anxious about the beautiful sceneries of the great London city. Hearing my mother talk about it often made me excited as I had wondered how people lived in London for a long time. Class memories of my teacher mentioning how London is the most profound commercial center globally made me develop sleepless nights before the vacation. Moreover, I always longed to know how the great London city compares to New York and Washington. Visiting the United Kingdom at the time to me seemed like a dream come true.  
To me, the days before the 14th of December were not easy. Anxiety, expectations, and desires crisscrossed my mind almost all the time. Every time I would have conversations with my friends, I would always remind them that I was going to London on 14th. My best friend Kayla even told me at one point that I should get yogurt from London as a souvenir on my way back. I even wondered why the only thing she thought of was food, but anyway, everyone has different desires. On the other hand, my little brother seemed not very happy about the idea of visiting London. He would even raise the topic during diner time and propose that my parents should have thought of visiting Tokyo instead of London. Softly, my mother would tell him, "You will enjoy the streets of the big city Marcus, keep calm."
Finally, after many sleepless and imaginative nights, the great day came. The journey in my dad's car to the airport was not the same for me. Even though I had never left the country's airspace before, my greatest desire was to land in the United Kingdom. Eventually, we boarded the Emirates Airbus and took off to London. The trip was long and tiresome, but the thought of alighting at the great city of London would not even make me sleep. All I kept thinking about was that I was headed to the best place on Earth. The statement, "passengers on board, fasten your seatbelts and turn off your devices as we are about to land at the Heathrow airport," sounded like a great miracle to me. Just from the airspace, the light “London drizzles” made me feel that the air was different and unique from that in the states. Alighting from the plane even baffled me more. My teacher's statement, "London is a special city," immediately came into my mind, and at that time, it was already undisputed. Before my dad suggested we leave for the apartment he had rented, I was already lost watching planes land and others takeoff at the Heathrow airport. 
At first, the presence of traffic on the roads made leaving the airport quite hard. However, the traffic eased, and my dad decided to speed to catch up with time. Before we could even realize it, we heard police sirens behind us. Just as in the states, my dad quickly figured out that he would halt the vehicle. Immediately, I hear my brother yell, "I told you London is not good enough. We should have gone to Tokyo instead." I sensed the tension in my mum as I also knew that we were in trouble. The police, who walked to my dad, asked why he was overspeeding, something prohibited, as it endangers the lives of passengers and other road users. Before my dad could speak and defend himself, a routine check had already been done and determined that since the vehicle was un-serviced for long, my dad was to be arrested on charges of overspeeding as well as driving an un-serviced car. Quickly, the mood got tense. We could all sense that good was about to turn to worse.
We had no option but to be escorted by the officers to the station. On arriving, my dad, as instructed, parked the car, and we were escorted to be waiting bay, where we spent almost two hours awaiting further directions. Having spent most of my time awake, I felt exhausted and dizzy. Waiting for two hours without any orders made my mum annoyed. She decided to approach one officer at the reception and inquire why the officers took so long to attend to us, which did not go so well as the officer. After almost another thirty minutes, another officer came straight to us and told my dad that in the United Kingdom, endangering other road users by overspeeding and driving un-serviced vehicles attracts a fine of almost twenty thousand dollars. However, after establishing that we were new in the city, we were allowed to go home, but with restrictions, we had to leave the un-serviced car behind and find other means to our apartment. Even though a public bus to our hotel was something I did not like, it was better than spending more time at the station. At this point, everything about the vacation began seeming a little bit off.
Anyway, we had to spend the night at our rented apartment and wait for the following day's visit to the Churchill Arms Kensington restaurant. The next day started on a good note. The beautiful scenes and exceptional appearances of the Churchill Arms Kensington restaurant were captivating. After visiting the restaurant, a stroll around London city furnished the rest of the day before we all returned to the hotel. Due to the love of adventure, my brother and I decided to take a walk and explore new and exciting places later that evening. Since our parents were always strict with us, we figured out that asking for their permission would be a waste of time and decided to keep the little secret to ourselves. After some long walks, it took us an hour to figure out that we could no longer trace our way back to the hotel. Luckily, we figured out the way back, but at this time, we knew that we were already discovered to be missing and were preparing for a severe beating from my dad, just for leaving without his permission. 
However, my instincts were not positive on our way back. I could somehow sense that something weird had happened back at the hotel. Immediately we reached the gate; the security guard told us to wait before he called for a taxi. We wondered why we were not allowed into our hotel and where the cab was to take us all this time. Immediately turning on my maps, I figured out that we were being taken to the London Bridge hospital. I kept asking myself why we were being taken to the hospital. I could not try figuring out what was wrong at the moment. Noticing that my little brother was trembling in fear, I quickly established that everything was not right. Two nurses, who came straight to us, hugged us, and without wasting a second, I promptly inquired what was wrong. Feeling like the nurses did not want to answer, I found myself raising my voice and tone before one of the nurses said that my mum had fainted back at the hospital and that she had been admitted. Quickly spotting my dad's position, I ran towards him, and instead of confronting us about why we had decided to sneak from the hotel, all he said was that we needed to pray for the quick recovery of our mum. 
That night, we had to spend the night at the hospital, waiting for the recovery of my mum. Fortunately, morning came, and mum was already feeling okay. However, the fun of the vacation was already over, and I became very embarrassed about how things had turned out. I even felt like going back home was the best option. Since my mum was not fully recovered, we had to wait for the following day before taking our flight back to the United States. My great expectations of visiting the London Dungeon, Madame Tussauds, Sealife London, and the view from the shard, the great places in London, were all in vain. For a moment, I felt like my little brother's idea of Tokyo was the best. For sure, a vacation in London turned out to be my worst vacation ever, opposite to what I had expected. However, there is always a second chance in life. Hoping a second chance will present itself and that I will enjoy the trip.


