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The Opposite of The Expected
In December 2019, my parents had decided that we should go for holiday in London, England before Christmas. I would say that hearing my mother talk about it on 5th that month made me exited since I had for a long time wondered how people live in London, especially after hearing my teacher at school mention that London was the most profound commercial center in the whole world. My whole life, I always dreamt of visiting the foreign city to see how it was different from New York or maybe The Washington. I said to my self, “oh! This is a dream come true!” 
The remaining days before leaving for Britain which was scheduled for the 14th of December, I was too anxious and full of expectations about my life time trip. I would talk to my friends and school mates telling them just how happy I was to be about to visit England. About this, I remember my best friend, Kayla telling me to bring her some yoghurt and we both laughed loud before asking her whether the only thing sha thought of was food.My little brother would always ask our parents why they chose to go to London over Tokyo, especially during dinner. I would repetitively tell him to shut up and relax. “You will enjoy London the streets of the big city.” My mother would tell the small boy.
Finally, the day for our trip came and as expected, our father drove us to the Airport. We all boarded an Emirates Airbus to London. On the way, I could not sleep for a second thinking about my expectations. It was a long trip for the reason that I had never left the country’s air space and the first time I was leaving it, I was headed to my favorite place on earth. Finally, we alighted at the Heathrow Airport in west London. I would say the air smelled special putting into consideration that it was drizzling. Wow! I could not believe my eyes. Immediately I remembered my teacher’s voice when she told us that London was a special city which I would outrightly agree from what I saw at the airport. Plane after plane were landing and taking off in a way I had never seen before, extremely busy. We left for the apartment we had booked in a car our father had rented before leaving the United States. 
The following events took place when on leaving the airport. First, there was a tight traffic on the roads that I had never seen before. When the jam finally eased, my father drove fast and before we could even realize it, a police car was right behind us signaling us to stop and pack on the road side. My little brother yelled, “I told you London is not good enough. We should have flown to Tokyo.” My mother seemed tense and I could feel that we were in trouble. The police said that we were over speeding causing an accident risk considering that the road was a busy one. After conducting a routine check on the vehicle, the police said that it seemed un serviced for long and that he would be arresting the driver. My father tried to explain to the officer that we were new in the city and that the car was not ours. The police got agitated claiming that being visitors meant that the risk for causing trouble on the road due to reckless driving was three times high. The traffic officer demanded we follow him to the station which we had no option but to do. 
When we reached the police station, we were told to pack the car in the parking area and proceed to the waiting bay. Here we spent two hours but no one came to check on us or tell us anything. My mother approached the reception desk and inquired about the cause of the delay. The receptionist just told her to wait and be calmstating that we were no longer in the United States. Finally, an officer came and told us that we were causing danger on the road and that we would pay a fine of $2000 if we were to be taken to court. Again, the station officer said that we would not use the rented car until it was checked properly. Therefore, we had to take a bus to the apartment, something that seemed weird since I had never used a bus in my life time. I started having a negative thought about the entire trip since things were seemingly going the opposite way of my expectations.
The following day, things were pretty good at first. We visited the Churchill Arms, Kensington restaurant. This was a restaurant that nobody would be captivated to see due to its beautiful and exceptional appearance. We had a good time together before going round the city for the rest of theday. In the evening hours after returning to the house, I and my small brother decided to test our curiosity. We left the apartment without the knowledge of our parents and went for an adventure walk. I could not tell how we found ourselves lost but I would say it was because everything and everyplace looked attractive making us to forget that we were not natives of the land. After hours of tracing our way back home with the help of google maps, we ended up tracing our way back.
On reaching the gate, we found the apartment security guard waiting for us. He told us that we were not going to the apartment since our parents had left. He called for an uber taxi that drove us to the London Bridge Hospital. I could tell that my little brother was shocked with tears almost falling. I saw two hospital attendants coming our way making my heart to pound hard on my chest. I could not wait to hear from them so I went ahead and inquired whatever the matter was. They told us that our mother fell sick and that she was admitted to the emergency room for close follow up. The attendants took us to the visitor’s bay where we found our troubled father who could not even confront us for what we had done. He simply hugged us and told us to pray foy our mother because she had fainted at the house before getting rushed to the hospital. We would spend the night at the hospital before my mother got better the following day. 
Luckily enough, my mother got better before the end of the day and she was discharged. On our way back to the house, no none was talking to the other. I was embarrassed for the way things had turned out to be stressful and breathtaking. The only thing in my mind was home and home alone. That night, I could not get any sleep thinking about when I would board another plane back to the United States. I and my little brother spend the night watching movies on Fox TV to avoid falling asleep. The next day, we asked our father to book earlier tickets for our trip back home whish he did without hesitation. All of my wishes to enjoy staying in London disappeared and got replaced with deep regrets whichhave always filled my mind to date.

