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Disclaimer

“Welcome to the Seven Dwarfs Mine Train! Where a million diamonds shine!” Wait, no, actually “Welcome to my brain, where a million anxieties thrive!” Many of us “Disnerds” know Disney inspirational quotes better than the backs of our hands. So I wanted to preface my experience with the quote that is my constant: Keep moving forward.

Strictly in my observation, I’ve learned that most College program participants are extroverts. Wonderful, creative, and incredibly genuine people with the best voice projecting skills I have ever heard. I love them, I respect them, I wish I was one of them. But I am not. This is not to say I am the special snowflake of the entire history of the DCP to be an introverted Cast member. I know without a doubt there are plenty of us out there as well, in the alumni family and out on stage. I bring this fact about myself up because I want any introvert that dreams of working at the Happiest Place on Earth to know that being an introvert does not make you unfit.

It took me a few years to write my story. In that time I’ve overcome some of the most difficult obstacles in my life so far, like being officially diagnosed with anxiety, depression, and borderline personality disorder. I can’t tell you how many times people are shocked that I, the most quiet and shy girl in Texas, worked at Walt Disney World. But I can tell you that each time this happens I put on my best Disney smile, two finger Disney point to the nearest door, and politely say “Have a magical day!” No, not really. But I do smile and tell them I had the best time working there and can’t wait to be a Cast member again.

Of course, having pre-existing issues with anxiety did influence my College Program experience. Anxiety and a complete lack of sense of self were a constant presence and they loved to make themselves known to me every chance they could. “Keep moving forward” truly kept me going, and it keeps me going still as I finish my secret Cast member diary. If you get anything out of my story, whether you’re reading this purely for entertainment or researching the program, I hope that’s the message that sticks with you. I want to remind you to keep moving forward. Always.


Darian Earns Her Ears

Watch and you’ll see, someday I’ll be…

Like all iconic adventures, my story began in the middle of my monotonous life. Me applying for the Disney College Program was supposed to be one of those jokes where I fool myself into thinking I might be able to do this really cool thing even though there isn’t one cool bone in my body. At the same time, I was trying to put my fears aside to help my best friend Josey. We ‘re both anxious in nature and if there was anything I could do to make that fear in her eyes disappear, I would do it in a heartbeat—even if that meant epitomizing “fake it till you make it”. Sure it sounds humble enough to be the beginning of one of the most important journeys of my life, but at the time I wasn’t thinking about myself at all.

Josey already had a wild look in her eyes that morning because she stayed up all night waiting for the Fall 2014 applications to open. There’s never a set release date of DCP applications, but there were rumors flying around on Tumblr and Twitter that this February morning was the day. The problem, however, was did “morning” mean 12 a.m. or when the sun rose? Specifics could’ve been helpful. I don’t really remember my online journalism class that morning mainly because I had stayed up until midnight texting Josey for updates. But I can vividly remember both of us gathering our bags when the bell rang and retreating to the nearest empty classroom because applications finally became available while we were in class (of course!). We hustled to the back of the room, practically slamming the keyboard with our sweaty, shaking fingers as we logged in to the computers and went straight to the website without a word to each other. We understood the mission.

We fantasized our Disney World adventures last semester and I couldn’t help but cringe inside every time Josey would start up again and include me in the picture. I knew I wouldn’t go through it. I would smile and enthusiastically chime in “Yeah!” at the right times, but I knew in the pit of my stomach if Mickey Mouse showed up riding a flying pink elephant and offered me a ride to Florida I would refuse. 

Josey had talent, I had silent sass. With her fair skin, gentle girlish voice, bleach-white straight teeth and perfectly symmetrical face she could easily be a face character—heck, she could be a handful of princesses at Magic Kingdom— and was definitely loud and more approachable, like a real princess should be. On a good day I could answer my professors without a crack in my voice. Besides, how could I leave behind my family and boyfriend? During one of my confidence trips I told Josey that if I miraculously got accepted, my boyfriend Jake wouldn’t stop me from going because this was a once in a lifetime opportunity. But in my mind I was cringing and thinking, “Did she really think I meant that? Can’t she see I’m incapable?” I said that to boost her confidence in applying, how dare she believe me! 

The application webpage was lagging because everyone in the U.S. was trying to apply, or so it seemed. When we finally made it to the actual application, I turned to her calmly and asked her what something had meant. Her mood had drastically shifted and she confessed she was never able to fully fill out the application because she felt inadequate. Suddenly all my thoughts were moving a million miles an hour but I worked slowly and meticulously:

“Look, it’s just an application,” I told her. She wasn’t even looking at me at that point. I knew Josey wanted to be a part of the program, but I didn’t know she wanted it that bad. I started to feel guilty filling out my application because I didn’t think I felt that way, at the time. “Look, if you fill it out, then you’ve done the best you could do.” At this point, all I wanted was for her to believe in herself. I wanted her to see all the potential I saw in her.

It’s like I was the Phil to her Hercules. “Look. It’s just an application, ok? I’m doing it with you. If I can fill it out, you definitely can” I pleaded with her. It took a bit of repeating, but eventually we filled out our Disney College Program applications side by side.

The application consists of your basic info (name, address, college/university you’re enrolled in, work experience) and immediately asks for your role interests. Having an elaborate resume with you would be a great reminder of these things, especially if you know you’ll be a little nervous filling it out. Disney does not use the word job. Your job is the role in the show that the park puts on. My dream roles were Character Attendant, Photopass photographer, and Attractions. As a Character Attendant you would be in charge of standing by face and fur characters during meet and greets to make sure they were ok and that the guest interaction was nothing short of magical. PhotoPass photographers got to wander around and digitally capture that magical guest interaction with face and fur characters. As an Attractions cast member you could either work a ride or a show. Because this was our senior year and our only opportunity to apply, I decided to challenge myself and apply for these high guest interaction roles. I needed to work on my people skills. Of course on the application I put some amount of interest in almost every role available; if Disney would have me, I would do whatever they wanted me to with a smile and a song.

Afterwards, I didn’t have a class so naturally I just followed Josey to her drama class. She checked her phone in the middle of class and got the ‘Thanks for applying” email. “Good job, Darian” I kept thinking to myself smugly. My main concern was Josey getting into the program, and that was a huge relief…until I started worrying. Where was my email? Was that it, was I weeded out that early in the game?

Drama class ended and I went upstairs to my last class of the day, British Literature. That’s when I got my email. I screamed, which was not like my usual self, so I had to give some kind of explanation to the poor victims of my victory screech. Then I had to call Josey to tell her. I couldn’t believe it, there was a shred of hope for me! We might be able to live at Disney World! My life is finally beginning! Me, the quiet 4.0 student in the front who does what she’s told and plans out her life, leaving to work for Disney! For the rest of my class I drained my phone’s battery looking at that glorious email with Mickey extending his arm toward me. I had a chance. And it turned out that I really, really wanted this.

Exhilarating and Uncomfortably Fast

After what felt like the longest hour and 45 minutes of my life the bell rang and I zoomed out of the classroom. I needed to go home ASAP and learn everything I could about the Disney College Program. My dad picked me up in his small truck with my sister sitting between us and the ride home was cramped and tense. A million thoughts ran through my head as I stared out the window. Is this really my life? Was I going to be in the parks all day? How long would I be away from home? How far could I possibly go in this preliminary stage before Disney realizes I was a boring nobody?

Homework was on the backburner of my brain, for once. I went through the entirety of the Disney College Program website and learned about the learning opportunities with classes offered for college credit, DCP housing, and the Disney look. All within the same day as I had applied. Save yourself the extra stress and don’t be like me- research ahead of time!

Learning about the Disney look was a frightful turn for me because my hair was dyed red, which wasn’t a natural color according to Disney. Is it really worth sacrificing my beautiful hair color? My hair wasn’t blue or purple, surely red can’t be that unnatural. Then I branched out of the DCP website for answers (in my opinion this is the most informative route). I wandered through the DCP tag on Tumblr to see what other cast members had to say about this but ended up learning so much more that the DCP website couldn’t show me. People were posting the most wonderful pictures of their experience meeting different characters and scratching things off their DCP bucket lists, like devouring The Kitchen Sink—a mountain of ice cream and every topping imaginable in a giant kitchen sink— at Beaches and Cream. After climbing back up the rabbit hole my hair didn’t seem as high priority as it did 20 minutes ago.

After a few hours of exploring different blogs I heard my email alarm go off—another email from Disney. It was hard for me to focus on the actual message because of the bold lettered “Your Next Step” on top and the “At the end of the Web-Based Interview… sentence in red at the bottom of the email. Whatever the message said, it had to be good. I had to reread the entire email at least four times to really understand it. I had been selected to take the Web-based interview! I texted Josey immediately to ask her what this meant and was answered with excitement that she had gotten the same email. We eventually decided to take our WBI’s on the same day to better handle the combined excitement we had for ourselves.

Now I had a day to learn what the heck what was in a WBI. It was so hard to act cool in front of my family because I hadn’t told them and that’s all that was on my mind. I didn’t want to tell them unless I was accepted to avoid the everyday questions of “Have you heard back yet?”, “What’s it about?”, and “How long until you hear back?” I could barely deal with me asking myself those questions every five minutes. And what if I didn’t get accepted? I don’t think I could say “I didn’t get it” without shedding a couple thousand tears now.

As it turns out, not everyone gets the WBI email. Some applicants’ communications end at the “Thanks for applying” email, or so the internet was telling me. This had to be a good sign for me. I was visiting the Disney Den Tumblr almost all day, sometimes viewing the Disney Den owner Sara’s videos on YouTube. She was my favorite go-to because she seemed to understand the excitement that plagued me and was really elaborate on every step of the application process. When the day of my interview came, I already knew that it was just a set of timed questions. Thanks to Sara I had an idea of what kind of answers the WBI was looking for—outgoing, fun, responsible, confident. Honestly, I wasn’t very much of any of these things but if the situation called for it I totally could be. I knew I had it in me deep, deep, deep down, I just needed motivation.

I couldn’t take it anymore, I had to tell somebody. Before I clicked on the link for the WBI I somehow managed to tell my little sister everything—from the definition of the DCP to how the WBI would affect me—in less than 10 minutes. Much like my DCP experience so far: exhilarating and uncomfortably fast. Her calm response wasn’t helping, neither was her concern for what my parents would think of this. It obviously wasn’t important enough for her to look away from her Saturday cartoons. I also couldn’t help from feeling a little pressured because Josey aced her WBI a few hours earlier. I was elated that she passed; I made it clear to myself and her that as long as she got accepted that’s all that mattered, but Disney gave me a new hope for myself that I couldn’t shake off.

Before a section of questions pop up on the WBI, a screen appears to tell you to be honest in your answers and to keep in mind that it’s timed. The best advice I can give to anyone taking the WBI is to be as focused as possible beforehand so you can speed-read and to (as cliché as it sounds) answer from your heart—what better way to stay consistent? Some questions are either a few sentences long asking to describe yourself or a short scenario to see how you handle pressure and conflict. Disney shows its sneaky side during the WBI and asks the same questions differently to check for consistency. There’s a lot of information online explaining the WBI and “what kind of answers are the right answers” but I stand by my advice. As long as your answers are genuine and consistent, you have a good shot. Overall, the WBI happened so quickly, all the while I was hoping Disney would appreciate how much I was being myself during the process.

And then it was done. I had just taken the test that would determine what would happen to me. I had so much adrenaline left in me. A few minutes later I immediately received an email afterwards: “You are invited to continue the interview process for possible employment with the Disney College Program”. It happened instantly for me but again, a response rate depends on when you apply and probably the position of the stars that day.

I couldn’t believe it, I did it all by myself. Disney saw something in me for me, not for me, Josey’s friend. I had made it to the final interview process: the phone interview. I had three days to schedule a date and time for the email, so naturally I checked with Josey and scheduled mine on the same day she had hers, February 12th. We were in this together now. We were a team of two powerful women ready to take Disney by storm. But first, it was finally time to tell my parents what I was getting myself into.

A dream is a wish your heart makes

Again, I cannot reiterate enough that all of this excitement had taken place within the span of a weekend. It was as if everything in my life was paused to make way for this newfound dream. So far, I had been going down this planned path for me to succeed in life that wasn’t really exciting but was supposed to give me a successful outcome. Applying for the DCP brought this sense of adventure and unknown that scared the crap out of me but at the same time I desperately wanted it to happen. None of the Disney movies were making that stuff up. The thrill of following your dream is the most addicting feeling in the world.

I thought it would be a challenge for my parents to accept this calmly. Moving for six months out of state to work for Mickey Mouse wasn’t something they envisioned for me. But what a relief for me to finally let the excitement, stress, and trepidations out of my system and get the most reassuring response of my life. My mom immediately reminded me of my Disney crib, Disney furniture, and wardrobe of Disney princess dresses I rocked as a kid—she wasn’t surprised I applied because Disney is such a big part of my life. Of course finances were a concern because applicants are expected to pay program fees in order to accept the offer. But having their support made this process a lot easier.

Talking to my boyfriend Jake was actually the problem. My high school sweetheart of five years has always been supportive of me and my “risks” in my safe, planned life: applying

The phone interview













The Great Wait of 2014















Darian graduates college




In summer!






A few days remain






I went the distance











Get that fixed, now








Moving in and Robin Williams







Traditions















Fantasyland dreaming






The Seven Dwarfs Mine Train








Darian earns her ears and most importantly stays hydrated



















Fantasmic!








In the Mines











We must always believe in our Wishes






Halloween starts in September





The horror that is Maelstrom















Sorry, Mama









Vista Way: A Great Place to Live











The exciting world of Guest Service








Why do we keep riding DINOSAUR?





Typhoon Lagoon








Celebrities, Hogwarts, and tattoos are the best combination










How to become the Rebel spy











Princess Starlord











Memento Mori




The last Treat shift








Steak-n-Shake = Magic Kingdom?





All about the fire


















I can be loud, way too dang loud








Darian earns her Mouseters degree







Steve and Heather









Just roommates
















Mickey’s Very Merry Christmas Party












NPH visits the Mines










Captain America Staredown






The truth about CP bereavement & vacation planning

















So you’re working at Disney on NYE










Ohana means nobody gets left behind







Hurry Back
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