Topic: "The long awaited day finally came "

A Day to Remember, A Day to Forget
Aaron Campbell came down from his bedroom, boiling over with anticipation. He expected something special for his birthday, but his hopes had been bridled by warnings from his mum to take nothing for granted.  Since his Dad had left, money was tight.  Ripping through the few cards from aunts and grandparents, and scrolling his social feeds for messages from friends, he looked at his mum with a pleading expression.
“Oh, go on then, it’s in the shed”.  It was an e-scooter.
“Oh Mum!!  Thank you, thank you!  Can I take it to school?”
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Later that day, after years of embarrassing uncertainty amongst friends and family, and many months of counselling and hormone therapy, Michael Tobin was finally to become Michaela.  An interminable period of androgyny, and the ambiguity of being ‘they’ or ‘them’, would end when a surgeon moved him irrevocably to ‘she’ and ‘her’.
He waited at the bus stop.  Michael was used to sidelong glances, people nudging each other, awkward overheard questions from children at the supermarket checkout, even outright hostility.  That was about to end. Under his tailored trouser suit, he already wore tights, pants, a bra, and his long blonde hair was tied back in a ponytail.  A capacious knock-off Gucci bag carried a nightie, washbag, makeup, patent court shoes with low heels, a skirt to match the suit jacket and, of course, his purse and mobile phone.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------
It was also the afternoon of Bhai Dooj, the final day of Diwali.  Dr Vihaan Bhandari, consultant plastic and reconstructive surgeon at the Royal Infirmary, was lunching on cold burnt naan bread and some leftover dahl.  His wife, Mina, tried to get him to throw it away, and let her make something else, but he was late and couldn’t spare the time.
“Stop worrying Mina, I’ll get something later”.
“Well, don’t eat too much Vihaan.  You’ll spoil our special family meal tonight.  Your sister looks forward to it so much.  She will be hurt if you can’t eat her food, and you know what she’ll be like.”  
Vihaan knew alright. Not having at least two helpings of her signature Brinjal Sabzi risked perpetual bad karma.  He was still washing down carbonised naan with bottled water as he backed his BMW out of the driveway.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------
In spite of his mum’s pleading, Aaron had taken his scooter to school, and tucked it away, padlocked, at the back of the bike racks, but when he came out at lunchbreak the padlock and chain lay impotently on the ground. It was gone, as was Euan Preston.
Euan was already in the park, scattering dog walkers, mothers and grannies with prams, but soon needing to recharge the battery he went looking for ‘Snatch’.  He didn’t know his proper name, but Snatch lived on the same estate so it didn’t take long to find him.  Hood up, he was sitting on a wall, vaping, his own stolen e-scooter propped against the wall beside him.  Snatch was clever, in ways feral boys can be, and one of his talents was hacking the charging system of e-scooters. Older than Euan, theoretically still at school but desperately reaching for manhood, he looked for the company and validation of even older boys, as Euan looked to him. Soon, with scooters fully charged, they were sweeping the town centre looking for excitement, and for Snatch an opportunity to enhance his reputation.  
Michael Tobin could see the bus.  He smoothed his jacket, tightened the ponytail, and was moving the Gucci bag from one hand to the other anticipating the scrum to board.  Focussed on the bus he stepped forward.  He didn’t see the boys coming.  
Without slowing, Snatch wrenched the bag from Michael’s grasp, pulling him off balance and onto the kerb.  The other passengers hesitated, uncertain whether to help this woman, or was it a man, to their feet but only a little disarrayed and shocked he got up unaided.  With phone and purse gone, he had no option but to walk to the hospital.  
Late for his appointment, he made his way to the surgical waiting area and began the admission process.  Finally in a hospital gown he sat in a tiny cubicle, his clothes neatly folded into a basket, and rueing the loss of makeup, purse, phone and clothes for the day of her release.
At the same time, hiding in the shed behind his house, Snatch fired up his vape and, poring over the contents of the Gucci bag, snorted his disappointment. 
“Nothing much here, Euan. Credit card, a few quid.  Might get a bit for the i-phone, but it’s last year’s model.  The bag can go on Vinted, but the rest is crap.  We’ll do better next time.”  
Euan, uneasy, knew he was out of his depth.  Feigning enthusiasm he secretly hoped there wouldn’t be a next time.  
Vape plume filled the shed, so neither boy noticed wisps of smoke coming from one of the scooter’s batteries.  In seconds they were both engulfed in choking smoke and flames.  
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------
There was a knock on the cubicle door.
“Mr Tobin, are you ready?”
This was it, then.  Michael took a deep breath and steadied himself.  He opened the door, ready to hand the basket, and his past, to the nurse.
“I’m sorry Mr Tobin, but I’m afraid you’ll have to get dressed again.  There’s going to be a long delay. We have an emergency coming in, a boy with serious burns.  One of those damned electric bikes exploded and Dr Bhandari needs the theatre to deal with it.  Skin grafts and so on.  Let me know when you’re ready to leave.  Someone will be in touch when we can reschedule.”
With many unplanned hours in theatre Vihaan Bhandari missed his annual family meal, to the frustration of his wife and predicted annoyance of his sister.  Aaron Campbell squared things with his Mum but, unable to afford insurance, she would be paying for the scooter for the next 3 years.
It was another year before Michael finally became Michaela. Bag and phone were easily replaced but from that day on, when waiting for a bus, she stood well back from the kerb.  
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