When I was in tenth grade, my friend invited me to go with her and some of her family to Disney World by our winter vacation. It was the first, and so far last, time I had ever been there and it was one of the best trips I have ever been on. 





The strange thing about Disney World is that there is always a crowd, but it's not the bad kind of crowd most of the time. It's the kind of crowd I love to be in -  where everyone's so vastly different in their cultures, lifestyles, ages -  and yet everyone's unified in the same sense of, I don't know, wanting to be a kid maybe? I guess there are still the people who are there because they promised their children they'd take them to Disney World or something, but even them, there's just a sense of excitement in the parks. And even though it rained the first day I was there and it was cold weather (not for my friend and I, we escaped a snowstorm when we came, but lots of the people there were commenting on the cold.) the people still came and stayed the entire day. Actually, my friend had commented that it was relatively empty those days, since she used to go annually, and I looked at her like she was insane. 





I don't remember how it smells, I guess like rain, cool air, and popcorn. The popcorn stands out in my mind because there are popcorn stands nearly everywhere and everyone has a bucket full of it. On the third, and final, day we went to buy our morning dose of popcorn and the guy behind the stand told us he had sold us popcorn the day before too. We found it slightly strange that he had remembered us, but we were wearing coats and the same sweatshirts as the day before (obviously) and I had my Yankee cap on, so it made sense, I guess. At the end of the day we decided to ask the nearest popcorn person if we could have a refill and as we approached it we realized it was the same person standing there. After arguing about it, my friend decided to ask and he gave us some which was pretty cool. 





One awesome thing about the place, besides the crowds, but which kind of goes along with it, is the sense that you can do practically anything you want there and it'll be okay. Not like setting fire to anything or vandalism or anything of that sort, but just randomly acting insane. At one point I was semi-down because I had thought the characters walked all over the parks and practically everywhere you go, there was someone standing there ready to give you their autograph. So when half of the first day was over and I still hadn't seen anyone or received an autograph, I commented about it to my friend and she laughed at my ignorance. But I still wanted an autograph. So, when we walked into one of the myriads of stores in Magic Kingdom and I saw a man wearing a Mad Hatter's hat, Mickey Mouse gloves (which I still say are his hands really) and some other random things of that nature, waving at everyone who walked into the store I couldn't resist any longer. I pulled out my small notebook and walked over to him shyly and asked him very politely for his autograph. He stared at me for a few seconds and then said, “My autograph?” And after I answered, “Yes, please.” he signed it. “Mike from Magic Kingdom.” it's one of my favorite memories of the trip. My friend thought I was insane, but I was allowed to be, I was in a place where everyone's a kid again and that's all I wanted. I later saw Pluto and got his autograph too (he put a bone, a heart, and a paw print), but it wasn't as cool as getting Mike's. 





Perhaps the only thing that's not okay to do in that place is to comment negatively about Mickey Mouse, which I did anyway a few times because I can't stand him. But even those glares couldn't ruin my time. 


