
Disney 

 It was a normal Monday morning. I was getting out of bed when I heard something odd. There 

were two voices coming from the downstairs living room. On a normal day, it would've only been 

Mother's.  I, still being lethargic and in my pajamas, crept silently down the stairs.  My Grandpa spied 

me from the living room so I walked nonchalantly down the rest of the stairs and greeted him.  He had 

something for my brother, who was still getting dressed, and I, he said.  Once my sibling found his way 

downstairs to us, Grandpa walked us to our dining room table where we each sat down at a side to talk. 

I was interested to see what was in store for us.  He paused, then said, “How would you like a trip to 

Disney Land?”  I was stunned with excitement but kept my outward expression the same.  I was too 

tired to fully comprehend what he just stated.  He saw the excitement in our eyes, chuckled and 

proceeded to present different areas of the massive resort with our laptop.  The more we saw of the 

virtual park, the more thrilled we became.  At length, he left us to do our school and chores. 

 The next two days were days filled with anticipation as I sought concentration on schoolwork. 

After finally finishing school, I headed outside to tell my friends what had arisen.  I couldn't stop 

grinning when I told my friends Luke and Jake.  After telling my story, a game of baseball quickly 

ensued.  Anxiousness turned to competitiveness as we played baseball in our front yards. . . .  At dusk, 

after everyone had gone inside, my family and I took a virtual tour of the park to visualize the structure 

of our trip. 

 We were amazed simply by the size of the resort.  Nearly twice the size of Manhattan, it was 

crammed full of rides, exhibits, and luxuries of all kind.  We knew that Disney was incredible but the 

magnitude simply stunned us. After the tour we were sent to our rooms to pack.  Once my packing list 

was completed, I laid in bed, wrapping my blankets tightly around my body.  I awaited the day to 

come. 



 The next morning was cool and crisp with dew on the grass.  I was well rested despite getting to 

bed late.  I grabbed my duffle bag and went hastily downstairs to eat breakfast.  Grandpa called us 

while I was eating to make sure we were on schedule but I was too busy to talk.  After breakfast, I ran 

to the door, put my shoes on, then placed my things in the trunk of our red minivan.  I jumped in the 

van and buckled my seat belt with a feeling of satisfaction.  “We're en route to the Arnold Palmer 

Regional airport in Latrobe.”  My parents said. 

 I didn't notice our arriving until we abruptly pulled off the main road and into a vast parking lot 

filled endlessly with cars. After finding a parking spot, we gathered our things and went to meet 

Grandpa. He asked with a glimmer of adventure in his eyes “How do you feel about going on your first 

plane ride?” (Ever since I can remember, I've always feared heights). I quickly replied, “It'll be 

interesting, that's for sure.” At that, he chuckled, then, after a moment's pause, motioned for us to 

follow him into the Terminal. 

 The Terminal was an impressive building with towering ceilings and thick glass walls all 

around. Padded benches spaced a couple of yards apart lined the walls, the floors were covered in a 

subtle blue and gray patterned carpet. There was a desk at one end of the lobby that we approached to 

find out where we check in for our flight. Because we were there early in the morning, there wasn't 

much time wasted on waiting in line. The attendant behind the desk was slightly taller than me with 

brown hair that curled at the end. She told us to head to lobby B and that we should get our baggage 

checked soon to avoid delays. We briskly made our way to the lobby indicated by the attendant.  It was 

similar to the one where we started our small journey. The carpet stayed consistent, but the walls, 

which were made of drywall instead of glass, made a funnel shape.  This directed the flow of crowds to 

the metal detectors and the baggage scanners at the end. We placed our bags on the baggage scanner's 

belt and stepped indifferently through the metal detector. Once being OKed for flight, we caught a 

glimpse of the aircraft we would be embarking on. It wasn't an enormous 747, but it was large enough 



that I wasn't frightened by its modest size. Nervous excitement rushed through me as we found our 

seats.  I chose the window seat so I could get a view of the clouds (I loved weather and thought it 

comforting) and saw my parents waving to us as the plane started down the runway.  I waved back and 

then leaned back into my seat.  The pressure holding me down slowly built as the pitch of the plane 

increased.  Feeling the comfort of the earth pulling me back into my seat, I closed my eyes and 

dreamed of the fascinating adventure that was soon to come. 
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