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The Disneyland Debacle takes place two years after the events of Insurrection (Bakkian Chronicles #2) and two years before Amulet of Aria (Bakkian Chronicles #3).



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Disneyland Debacle



[image: ]




The enticing smell of hot buttered popcorn permeated the air, along with cinnamon churros, corn dogs, and other varieties of deep-fried awesomeness only found in amusement parks. Everywhere they looked throngs of people were milling about, stuffing their faces with cotton candy, chocolate-covered bananas, and nachos. 

A group of tourists wearing the exact same blue tee shirt wandered by, each of the twenty members munching happily away on a bag of popcorn. One person dropped several handfuls of the popped corn on the ground as he dug into his small bag. A fight instantly ensued between three bright yellow finches as they each tried to pilfer as many of the fluffy white kernels as they could.

Two men, arms laden with bottles of water, large cups of soda pop, and various snacks, scanned the area. They had been tasked with buying snacks and drinks, and then finding an unoccupied bench (preferably in the shade) where everyone could rest their aching feet. One of the men, wearing a solid gray shirt with a recognizable mean-tempered dwarf on the front, jean shorts, and blue sandals, turned to his companion and nudged him in the ribs, almost tipping over the drink carrier perched precariously on the plastic tray he was holding. In the shade of an enormous sycamore tree was a bench. However, there was a thirty-something woman wearing a white sundress and high heels — high heels! — already occupying the bench and prattling away on a cell phone. The lady was gesturing angrily as she argued with whoever was on the other end of the phone. 

“That one is perfect.”

“It is occupied. The occupant appears to be perturbed.”

“Look at those shoes she’s wearing. There’s a lot of walking involved when you’re in Disneyland. If I had to wear those I’d be angry, too.”

“Let us keep searching.”

“No, that one is perfect. She can take her call somewhere else.”

“I do not believe you can persuade her to leave.”

“Oh yeah? Watch this.”

The man ambled over to the bench and sat down. The young woman flicked her irritated eyes on the newcomer, sighed dramatically, and shifted her body so that more of her back was facing him.

The man leaned back and took a swig from his soda. Heat waves began pouring off of him as the ambient temperature in the immediate vicinity instantly jumped up by thirty degrees. Beads of sweat had formed on the woman’s brow, but she kept chatting away as though she was a native Arizonan used to carrying on conversations outdoors in Phoenix during the summer.

The temperature jumped another twenty degrees. The beads of perspiration had increased in size and were now trickling down her face, threatening to smear her layers of expensive makeup. The woman looked over at Steve, who was nonchalantly sipping on his soda as he watched the hundreds of people wander by.

With an irritated huff, the woman rose to her feet, collected her belongings, and stormed off. By the time Tristan joined him on the bench, the ambient temperature had returned to normal. Setting down the tray full of drinks, the former Lentarian soldier nodded.

“While not the most polite thing to do, we all do appreciate it.” Tristan turned as he spotted Mikal emerging from Pacific Wharf Café. The boy waved at them and stepped down into the World of Color viewing area. 

Steve Miller handed Tristan something in a white paper bag. The bag was opened and the contents were examined.

“What am I supposed to do with this?” 

“What do you mean what are you supposed to do with that? You eat it, of course.”

“But it is in the shape of the animal you’d call a rodent. Rodents carry pestilence. You do not consume pestilence.”

Steve smiled. “True, but he’s a lovable rodent. Millions of kids, and adults for that matter, love that mouse.”

“Then perhaps one of them would care to consume this.”

Steve sighed and rolled his eyes. “Tristan, it’s a soft pretzel. We’re in Disneyland, well California Adventures if you want to get technical. The pretzel is shaped like Mickey. Sarah and I get these things every time we come here. Trust me, it tastes great!”

The man wearing the black tee shirt with a huge skull and crossbones on the back and the Pirates of the Caribbean logo on the front, faded blue jeans, and white sneakers looked at the piece of food he was holding with skepticism. He finally raised the pretzel to his lips and took a tentative nibble of the salty snack.

“It is better if you dip it in the orange sauce,” Mikal pointed out, finally arriving at the bench. The teenager sat down heavily and bit off another huge bite of his pretzel. His was already half gone. A drop of cheese sauce had dribbled down his chin, leaving a trail of orange goo down his face.

Sarah arrived with her latest purchases, taking a seat next to Steve. She took a bite from her own pretzel. She smiled at the boy and offered Mikal her napkin. Mikal, wearing his own Disney-themed clothes consisting of a red Donald Duck tee shirt, baggy khaki shorts, and Nike sneakers, instantly dropped both hands down to his sides to wipe them off on his clothes.

“Don’t you dare,” Sarah warned. “Use the napkin.”

Mikal inspected both of his hands. For once, they were clean. He looked at Sarah as he took the napkin, confused. 

Sarah shook her head. “You dropped some cheese on your chin. You are just like Steve, you know that? You both eat too fast.”

“Do not.”

Steve and Mikal looked at each other and bumped their knuckles together: both had said the same thing at the same time. Wiping his face clean with the rough paper napkin, Mikal jumped to his feet, looked around for the closest target, and gave a beautiful overhand shot to a trash receptacle nearly twenty feet away. Steve nodded.

“Nice shot.”

“You would never be able to make that shot. You are much too old.”

“Are you kidding me, squirt? I could make that shot —”

“Only if it were less than two feet away,” Sarah finished for her husband, eliciting a laugh from the boy. 

A brunette woman with shoulder length dark brown hair appeared with her own shopping bags, pushing a large baby stroller laden with various sundries: diaper bag, bottles, first aid kit, umbrella, and blankets. Being a new mother, Annie wasn’t sure what she was going to need for her first major outing away from home with her and Tristan’s young son, so she had brought some of everything. Christopher would be celebrating his first birthday in a few months, and while her son would be unable to ride any of the attractions for at least five years, she was desperate to get out the house for a day or two. 

Looking down at her precious baby boy, Annie smiled and shook her head. It wasn’t that long ago that the thought of a thirteen-hundred-mile trip from her home in Coeur d’Alene, Idaho, to southern California would have sent shivers of terror up and down her spine. How does anyone make such a long road trip in an enclosed car with a baby and not go insane? 

Even flying at this age was out of the question. At least in a car one could always pull over and rest for a bit if one of their passengers became too fussy. In an airplane, a squalling infant and its mother would quickly become the bane of everyone within earshot, which was usually the entire planeload.

Thank goodness Sarah’s jhorun, her magic talent, worked here, Annie thought. Life had become much simpler since the ordeal of getting from one place to another had become obsolete. Her sister could revisit any destination she had previously visited in literally the blink of an eye, and even more fortuitous was the fact that she could take people with her when she made the jump. Therefore, a weekend trip to the Happiest Place on Earth didn’t even require hotel reservations since once they left the park, they could be back at the huge manor in northern Idaho in less than five seconds.

Even though she knew Sarah could get everyone back to Idaho in the blink of an eye, she had still insisted on bringing along everything Christopher might need. Why waste Sarah’s jhorun on superfluous jumps?

Tristan rose from his seat and indicated Annie should take his place.

“I can see why you guys like coming here this time of year. It’s gorgeous outside. Not too hot, but still cools off at night. Are all Septembers this nice here?”

“You’re the one who used to live in Sacramento. You tell us.”

“You might have noticed, but Sacramento is in northern California. I didn’t make it down here that often.”

“To answer your question,” Sarah began, finishing off the last of her pretzel, “it usually is very nice. It’s been warm a few times, but overall, it’s the perfect time of year to come here. The Weather Channel said it’ll be eighty-five degrees today, but if you get too hot, then you can always ride Splash Mountain. That one is guaranteed to cool you down, right, Mikal?”

Mikal glared at Steve. “I should have known something was up when you wanted to ride in the second row. All my clothes were soaked!” 

“It did cool you down, right?”

“Aye, it did. So where are we off to next?”

Tristan, who had been surreptitiously polishing the stroller’s handles, helped Annie to her feet and deliberately blocked her attempts to regain control of the stroller.

“I say we hit some more rides,” Steve enthusiastically suggested, hoping the rest of the group would agree.

“I can stay with Christopher if you’d like to go on a ride,” Sarah told her sister.

Annie nodded. “Thanks, I appreciate it. However, let’s see what the boys choose next before I take you up on that. I might need some company.”

She and Annie shared a laugh. Sarah, unlike her husband Steve, was not a thrill seeker and did not have any problems whatsoever sitting out one of the scarier rides, like that which they were approaching, namely the Tower of Terror. Being dropped in an elevator did not sound like much fun, thank you very much. And, knowing Disney, a digital camera was bound to capture that exact moment in time when the elevator plunged thirteen stories straight down. That was a Kodak moment she surely wouldn’t want to remember and she knew darn well that Steve would purchase the picture in a heartbeat if he ever saw it.

“What do you say we go on that?” Mikal asked, turning to point up at a set of white metal tracks rising at least fifty feet up in the air across the bay.

Steve looked up and studied the tracks. “Looks like roller coaster tracks. I’m game.”

Mikal whooped aloud while Tristan studied the tracks.
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