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The Young American

Paris, France
June 1938

Getting to Paris was dangerous. Carl Stein thought he was careful that no one followed him from the depot, but he knew the SS would be hunting him. There was no way that the theft wouldn’t have been noticed by now, and with some investigation that it was him who took the artifact. He had arranged, through a series of written communications with his fraternity, to meet a friendly contact today at the Eiffel Tower.

Stein detested what had become of his beloved Berlin. Everywhere he walked, the work of the Nazis was apparent. Jewish shops of any kind closed or vandalized. The youth formed into mobs randomly attacking anyone they want. Their favorite targets were the elderly Jews. Stein knew he couldn’t do much. Once he realized how important the artifact was, he figured smuggling it out of Germany was the best way to strike at Hitler.

He had no wife and kids to worry about. His father had recently died. There were no attachments to home, just memories. Stein stopped being afraid and took some action. He figured if he was successful, it would delay Hitler’s plans, but not stop them. But if Hitler had this item, there might be no stopping him.

Stein had left Berlin on Thursday and arrived in Paris on Friday the 13th. Not the best date to be making a secret rendezvous, but it was all Carl had to work with. He was hoping it would be unlucky for the Nazis and not him.

His time in Paris would be brief. He needed to meet his contact, give him the item, and be back at Gare du Nord for the 2:00pm train to Caen. Who his contact was he did not know, but Stein was told that he would be walking around the bottom of the Eiffel Tower wearing a brown fedora, with a Mickey Mouse pin on his right lapel.

A Mickey Mouse pin. Who was this contact? Was he trustworthy, or was he a Nazi stooge that would turn him in and take the artifact? Stein couldn’t afford to worry about these thoughts.

After making the fifteen-minute bus ride from Gare Du Nord, he was at the Champ du Mars. He decided on the bus over the metro because he figured the Nazis would have a more difficult time trying to take him in the open rather than the enclosed subway.

Stein walked the Champ de Mars circling the Eiffel Tower, wondering when he would be able to leave. As long as he was walking in the open, he was a target. His plan was to head for the north and catch a boat from Calais to England.

It was 10:15am. He was tired. Since he had been too afraid to sleep on the train, he was exhausted and opted to stop and sit. He was tired and sweaty. He had left Berlin with little sleep in between, and now he sat waiting in the open.

Time flew, the sun rose higher, and before he knew it, Stein dozed off in the morning sun, failing to stay awake to meet the contact. He knew he was powerless to fight his fatigue, and Stein let himself fall into a deep slumber.

In the distance a young man crossed the Pont D’lena bound for the Eiffel Tower. The sun was high and the morning would soon end. He had been in town for work, desperate to make sure his company would stay in business. The political climate in Europe had changed so drastically in the last few years that it scared him the way monsters under the bed scared little children. His business could be destroyed if there was another world war. But the telegram he received yesterday shook him out of business thoughts.

When he joined that fraternity so many years ago, he was told that he would need to always respond to the calls of a fellow brother. No matter where he was, he needed to respond, that was the oath, and until this day, he never had to worry about it.

Then he got the telegram, and now he was on his way to meet a stranger in the shadow of Eiffel’s tower.

He came to the Eiffel Tower and wrinkled his nose a little bit. There seemed to be only one person on a bench, and he was sleeping.

“If Roy knew what I was doing, Nazis would be the least of my worries right now.” The young American man continued on.

The Champ de Mars was quiet, even though it was 11:35 in the morning, He could see few people, which was strange because this was a popular sight. No one was milling around the famous tower. The area looked deserted compared to the last time he was here. But with the fear of war, many were staying indoors. He made his way toward the man slumped over on a bench. Was he dead?

The young American stopped and looked at the sleeping man.

“This is the guy I need to meet?” The American was questioning what he had gotten himself into.

The sleeping man looked disheveled and weak, and he would have been the prime example of a bum. He must have been traveling all night, the American thought. But what did he have that would have called this meeting?

The younger man reached the bench in the shadow of the Trocadero and the Seine. He sat down and lightly tapped Stein on the shoulder.

“I believe you have something for me?” Stein was startled to be woken up, and angry for falling asleep. The thought that this was not the man he was supposed to meet quickly rushed through his mind, but the Mickey Mouse pin on his right lapel allayed any fears.

“Yes, yes, it’s in the case here. I understand you are leaving for America immediately. You must keep this safe. Protect it at all costs!”

“I will, and don’t worry, I doubt anyone will connect this with me. After all, the secrecy of the fraternity is what connects us all. I have to go, my wife will wonder where I have gone off to. You should go, too.” The younger man stood up and took the case. He smiled at Stein and began to walk away.

“Hey, wait!” Stein shouted from behind. He finally recognized the young American.

“I’m a huge fan. That little guy of yours is the best movie star out there.”

“Thank you. I will pass the remarks on to my boys. Get going, you don’t have to worry about this now.” The young man with the moustache held up the case. “Worry about yourself. I’m sorry I can’t help you personally.”

With that the man flashed a smile and walked back the way he came.

As Stein walked down along the Seine, he felt satisfied that his cargo was safe. He didn’t notice the black sedan following him. Trailing Stein for a dozen blocks, watching as he stopped at the booksellers, gazing at the river.

Carl Stein was hoping he could make it back to a train station and speed toward the northern coast. He figured that it would be more difficult to track him if he left the continent by a private fishing vessel. He was starting to see the future in England, and perhaps the United States, but he didn’t see the sedan behind him.

The sedan jumped the curb and stopped in front of Stein. The back door swung open and a muscular man of six feet stepped out toward him.

“Mr. Stein, it is good to see you. We have been searching for you since yesterday. Please get in the car.” The front passenger door opened and another man stepped out to insure that Stein didn’t try to run.

“You’re too late. It’s already gone,” Stein said, laughing.

“Oh, Mr. Stein, it doesn’t really matter, we will get what we want anyway we wish,” the giant man said with a mocking laugh. With an alarming screech of the sedan’s tires, the car sped off into the streets of Paris.

Western Union Telegram

May 14, 1952

To: Walt Disney
From: Roy Disney
Matter: Theme Park and other things

Walt,

I know what you’re thinking and I do agree that we need to be able to expand our business. STOP However, I have to caution you, I have no idea where we will get the money for the park. STOP Quit thinking we can build it on the studio lot. STOP I know you and your ideas, and they may start out small, but they usually get pretty big. STOP

The park would allow us to expand in revenue and increase awareness of our own products. STOP Maybe we could bury our little gifts in the park and forget about it. STOP Anyways, before you get anyone else fired up over a theme park, let me know how we can get the money to build it first. STOP

Sincerely,

Roy

Western Union Telegram

May 19, 1952

To: Roy Disney
From: Walt Disney
Matter: Park and other stuff

Brother,

You are right, as usual. STOP However, I have scheduled a meeting next week to see some land in Anaheim and I have some ideas about raising the money, but you may not like them. STOP

From everything that I have read, Anaheim is looking to be the best place. STOP Then again I am sometimes wrong. STOP Also, our treasures would be well-suited at the park. STOP As I have said a thousand times before, I am sorry I acquired them. STOP But you are the one who got me into this business. STOP

Let me know what you think. STOP

Walt
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Monorail Red

September 29, 1971

The hurricane season was ending, but it was the construction in central Florida that captured the minds of the state. Walt Disney World would open in two days, but there was so much landscaping yet to be done. Sod, flowers, and shrubs all waited to be planted.

Forty eight hours from opening and there were only a few certainties. The Magic Kingdom would open and the Polynesian Hotel would open. The Contemporary looked like a disaster zone.

At 7pm, the sun was falling to the earth and Monorail Red came to a slow stop at the Magic Kingdom station. The trains were ready to go for opening day. With one special passenger on board, the door to the first car opened and the passenger left, shaking the hand of the driver before walking down the ramp into Walt’s kingdom.

He was an older man and he wished he could have retired. But with Walt’s death, he had no choice but to come back and ensure Disney World, now Walt Disney World, was complete. He was tired, but not worried. The old man even cracked a smile as he walked away from the monorail.

As he strolled down the ramp from the monorail platform, a middle-aged man greeted him. The middle-aged man looked worried, which showed with the heavily indented frown lines above his eyes. The fact that the middle aged man was pacing in his spot didn’t ease his tension, either.

They waved at each other, but neither spoke. They walked toward the front gate of Magic Kingdom. They had one theme park and maybe two resorts that would be open in two days. Plus, there were thousands of acres of land that would be developed. Walt Disney World was just beginning.

As both men passed through the turnstile, they were confronted by the massive train station. Sitting on a large hill, this station blocked all outside view of what was behind. Tunnels underneath the hill brought the guests from the outside world into the show that was the park. It was here that the two men stopped. But the older man spoke first.

“Relax! I know you’re worried, but everything will be fine. I guarantee the Contemporary will open on time. Dick is about to be reassigned.”

This caught the younger man off guard. He wasn’t aware that the situation at the Contemporary was well known.

“Sure thing, Chief,” Card Walker, the middle-aged man, responded. The men resumed their walk and passed through the tunnels. On the walls, they could see posters advertising the main rides at Magic Kingdom. Two things are unique about these posters: they advertise the attractions throughout the park, and they reinforce the design idea of entering a movie theatre lobby. When you emerge from the tunnels, you don’t sit down in a theatre, but walk into the story.

The two men entered the hub of Magic Kingdom, Main Street USA. Here the street was designed on the model of Disneyland, but also of what small-town America represented in Walt Disney’s mind.

Roy Disney, the older brother of Walt Disney, saw a lot of familiar sights, with many old memories coming back to him. There were many images that only he knew why Walt had chosen for the land. The flower gardens and the flagpole were right out of his childhood.

“Well, I guess that’s our ride,” Card spoke, pointing to the golf cart sitting on the road behind the flagpole. A note was on it:

Gentlemen, for your convenience. Jake

“How thoughtful. But I think I want to walk, Card.”

Both men strolled down Main Street passing the shops and stores that would welcome the guests in just under 48 hours. The Emporium and the bakery were Roy’s favorite stops, but even though he had the keys, now was not the time for a stop; maybe after the meeting.

The meeting concerned matters about the park, and other business not well known. Walt Disney was a story teller who sometimes got involved in “situations” that were beyond his control. This group began in 1938, and through the years expanded to a limited number. Looking back some members of this special group may have called themselves the Disney Legends, but really they managed crises.

Through the varied architectural plans for the Magic Kingdom, few knew about the small apartment that was constructed in Frontierland. Of course the Disney apartment in Disneyland and the planned apartment in Cinderella Castle in the Magic Kingdom were well known, but few cast members knew about the “bunkhouse”. This was the perfect spot for the special committee to meet.

Near the back of the park, and blended in with the surroundings of a western town, was the bunkhouse. Secret operations and special meetings couldn’t have found a better place to meet. When construction began, the members of the committee knew they needed a safe place to meet when on the Florida property.

Leaving Main Street and passing the castle on the right, the two walked silently through their creations. They had left small-town America for the wilds of Adventureland.

Here guests would be treated to visits on the rivers of the world meeting wild animals in robotic form while enjoying the Jungle Cruise. Guests could also make their way to Frontierland, and experience what the American Wild West was like.

The two men walked past the Swiss Family Treehouse and the Tiki Birds show without stopping. When they walked out of Adventureland and stopped in the Wild West, it was next to the Frontierland Shootin’ Arcade, with the Rivers of America behind them and the door to the bunkhouse before them.

As the two men entered the small but quaint apartment, they could hear, and then see, their two friends.

“Gents, glad you could join us. We took the liberty of starting without you,” Dick called from across the apartment.

Dick was a good man who had been with the Disney Company for many years. He was creative and hard driving, and somewhat disliked for his abrasive attitude.

Roy smiled at the men. “Dick, Donn, good to see you. I have just been through everything, toured the hotels and the park. Things look good. I think we are ready.

“But Dick, I need you to go to the Contemporary tomorrow and make sure it’s ready for opening day. I think your can-do attitude is just what the place needs.”

“I will take care of it tomorrow. In the meantime, go and have a drink and relax.” Dick was excited and not the least bit as exhausted as Card.

“Now, being that this is our last official meeting prior to opening day I just want to make sure that everything has been put into place, and we don’t have to worry about anything but crowds.” Roy spoke in a serious, business-like tone

“I have taken the liberty of permanently removing the object. I have the key, and our gift will disappear before opening day. Things are in place and we have nothing to worry about.” Roy was now sitting in a straight-back brown chair. The three younger men sat around him, waiting for instructions.

Usually, when these meetings where called, Roy had orders and everyone listened. Ever since Walt had taken the company in such a public direction with the theme parks, it had given this group a hiding spot for objects that could not and should not be seen beyond the movies. Thirty years of worry was almost over.

There was an agreement amongst the men in regards to the secrecy and the need to involve people they could trust to continue their work. Roy was always thinking of a plan B or even C. He trusted all of the men in the room, but he needed to have an alternative plan, just in case. Walt taught him this: to work double the time to ensure success.

But Roy was tired and decided to end the meeting after an hour. He was more exhausted than he let one, and just wanted to get to bed.

“The final business for tonight is the future. I have told Jacob everything. I trust him completely, and I know he will be around for longer than us. In fact, I would like this apartment to become his home when he is ready.” The men were hushed by the announcement, but they would not argue, even if some of them didn’t trust Jacob Barnes as much as Roy did.

When Roy left the meeting and walked alone back to Main Street, he was remembering his first meeting with Walt which led to the special committee. Back then, it only had two members.

It was in 1938, after Walt had returned from a European trip on the eve of World War II. Walt had come into work the day after he got home and summoned Roy into his office.

“How much do you know about the occult, superstition, legends, fairy tales, and most importantly, do you believe the Arabian Nights was real?” And this was how “it” began.

For the next two hours, Walt summarized the events of his trip and then showed him what had been given to him. Walt said that he had met a man on the Champ du Mars. As a member of the DeMolay, Walt was summoned to help a fellow brother. He met a tired-looking man under the Eiffel Tower who gave him a package and said that he needed to protect the items inside for the safety of the world.

Roy was suspicious, but after an hour of hearing Walt’s tale, he believed him, and they began to work out a way to protect what was given to them.

Walt finished his story and said that it was now their responsibility. “What do you think? Exciting, eh?”

The response to Walt’s question was another question. “What have you gotten us into?”

Now, in Disney World, he wondered this again.

“What have you gotten us into, Walt?”

Roy decided maybe a stop at the bakery on Main Street was a good idea before leaving for the hotel and bed.
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Green Side Up

The joy of the grand opening didn’t matter; many problems still existed at Walt Disney World. The Contemporary Hotel looked like it would never be ready, and some of the rides like “it’s a small world” were breaking down.

A mix-up in the sod and flower delivery stalled its installation on the Contemporary grounds, and workers were now scrambling to complete the task of making a cement A-frame hotel look pretty.

Failure was not conceivable, and delay was not an option. The investors and the stock market had been nervous when Disney World was announced, but Walt Disney was there to soothe the tensions. When Walt died, the price of the stock dropped, but then rebounded because it now seemed Disney World was completed. So many people had counted out the Disney Company, and even though they have had years of success, investors always worried.

The management, including the special committee, was concerned, but they were more worried about hiding Walt’s legacy. Roy had risen early this morning. It was the day before the opening, and the Magic Kingdom was filled with lots of little bees flying from job to job.

What he wanted to do was sit and watch. For many years, he was always in the office, with the worried look and the stress of disaster for all of Walt’s crazy schemes weighing on him. Now he got to sit. So he parked himself on a bench looking up at the Main Street train station next to the flag pole.

With all that they accomplished, the stress of being related to Walt, and being told to find a way to make all of the crazy schemes work, somehow it had. Together they defied the protests and the people who said no, and they achieved something greater than any movie. They built a whole new world.

Behind him he could hear employees popping in and out of the Emporium getting ready for the next day. One employee walked by with a box of Mickey Mouse stuffed animals. He said good morning and continued on. Yes, Roy rather enjoyed his seat, and was happy.

Far down Main Street, just past the Central Plaza, was Jacob Barnes. Barnes had been working with the Disney Company since 1960; starting at the age of 20, he was a cleaner in WED. Two months after starting, Walt walked in to find Jake tinkering with a discarded attraction idea. Walt loved it and refined it for the Tiki Bird attraction at the 1964 World’s Fair. Through Walt, Roy became Barnes’ friend, and now Jake Barnes was his most trusted confidant.

By the time Barnes saw his boss, Roy had moved from the Emporium and was now sitting outside of the bakery. Barnes sat down and waited for Roy to finish his chocolate-chip ice-cream sandwich.

“How was the meeting last night? Any issues I can fix?” Barnes was a trusted friend and he would be the escape plan for Roy.

“Don’t worry, my boy, things are good. The guys are fine with our hiding plan, and I now have the key.”

Roy pulled out a clip on a pin that was in the shape of the Mickey Mouse ears silhouette. Each circle was a different color of blue.

“I will bury Walt’s final treasure tonight. I want you to meet me at the Contemporary dock at 10:00pm. We can have a chat.”

“No problem... I will see you there. I have to go and check on Dick. I guess he has anyone and everyone working the Contemporary, and said he could use all the help he can get. You sure it’s alright that all of them know you told me?”

“I trust Dick and everyone else like I trust you. Besides, I’m not going to be around much longer; we need to have contingency plans.”

“See you tonight at 10:00pm.” Barnes stopped a few feet from Roy and turned back. “You know, I walked through the park at 5:30 this morning; this really is a Magic Kingdom. I find it hard to believe what comes alive here.”

Roy smiled and nodded, and Barnes turned back around and headed toward the front gate.

In the distance, the steam train was pulling into the Main Street Station on one of its many test runs. Roy thought he might like a ride on the train. 

The opening of the park was like the opening of a movie. The stage was set, the story was ready, and the imagination of the viewer would decide if the movie was worth seeing more than once.

Of course, Disney employees were just as anxious as the management, and wondered what would happen on the next day.

By noon, things seemed to be smoothing out, and all rides at the Magic Kingdom were working at 100%. The Polynesian Hotel was ready for its first guests at 8am the next morning, but the Contemporary was another story; no one was certain of anything there.

Dick Nunis was marching through the grounds grabbing anyone with two arms and two legs to help with the landscaping. After being pressed into service, one young employee said, “But sir, I’ve never laid sod before.”

Dick’s response was simple and swift. “It’s easy, green side up.” For the rest of the day and late into the night, hundreds of Disney employees from all parts of the company would be laying sod and planting shrubs and flowers so that the hotel would be ready for the morning.

The problems at the Contemporary did not bother Roy. He knew that Dick would get it ready, even if it took all night. He couldn’t imagine being pressed into work by Dick right now. Roy was past seventy and still working like a thirty year old. Once the park was open, the artifact hidden, he would retire and spend his remaining days with his wife and children.

By 3:30pm Roy was walking up Main Street USA once again. He had circled the park, tested some rides, and talked to some employees. Officially, the park would not open until tomorrow, but ride tests were continuing, fudge and popcorn was being eaten by the employees, and the park was getting a practice run. As Roy neared the end of Main Street, with Cinderella Castle steps before him, he stopped and turned around.

As he looked back, he could see the train station that sat on a hill in front of Magic Kingdom, and he saw something more, a rainbow over top of the station from an earlier rain shower. In a way, the man thought that maybe this was a smile from Walt.

Walt had a way of inspiring and pressuring others into accepting his ideas. The press had learned of the legacy project and wrongly reported it as Disney World. Disney World was a far-off concept, but when the newspapers starting printing things in black and white, production was sped up. And now a threat was imminent.

Roy sat on a bench with Cinderella Castle staring back at him. He could hear echoes of people from the various lands. This was a nice place to sit and listen.

For an hour, the older man read his dedication speech and the day’s newspaper. Attendance looked good, the governor was happy, and the newspaper was praising Disney for awakening the area. Some critics suggested that Florida would never be the quiet place it once was now that the Mouse was in town, but that wasn’t a bother to Roy.

He was used to critics. By 4:30 he could see Donn and Card walking his way. Dick was a no-show.

“Well, Roy, it looks like we will be ready for tomorrow, but Dick is still at the Contemporary, something about he will move heaven and earth if necessary. Anyway, he says the place will be ready by 8am. He should be able to meet us for a drink later at the top of his masterpiece.” Donn was relaxed, not as anxious as he had been the previous night.

“Alright, gentlemen, it sounds good to me. The artifact will be buried tonight. Tomorrow, it will be sealed and the key will be gone. Our treasure will become a myth, and the crowds who walk this magic land will never know. The legacy will be just a legacy.” Roy stood up and headed off toward to Frontierland. He paused and turned around.

“Boys! Quit worrying and enjoy the rest of the day, ride some rides, eat some popcorn. I’ll meet you both and Dick at the Contemporary concourse at 8pm.” And with that he was over the bridge and inside Liberty Square heading to Frontierland.

As Roy crossed into Frontierland, he saw a small group of employees passing by the Rivers of America. They smiled and waved, for they recognized him immediately. It was something that happened a lot, and he would graciously wave or ask how they were.

The employees seemed to respect him, almost admire him for what he was willing to do to ensure Disney World continued.

As Roy stopped to gaze at the Mark Twain riverboat passing by, he was tapped on the shoulder. Jacob Barnes had an anxious look on his face, and pressing issues to discuss.

“Boss, we have a problem, and it could affect tomorrow.”

Barnes showed him a file folder with pictures of two employees and detailed transcripts of phone calls. Roy read the highlighted parts of the conversations and stared at the photos. He saw words like kidnap Roy Disney and artifact highlighted several times.

“Jake, thank god you were a nosy young fellow, or we might not be at this point.” And they both started for the Frontierland apartment to discuss what to do. Barnes found a nice comfortable straight-back chair and began to explain how he had gathered his file folder of information.

Roy was focused the whole time on the kidnapping angle. According to the pages of phone conversations, if Roy didn’t hand over the artifact, then he would be kidnapped and held for ransom.

“Listen. We can stop them, keep the artifact hidden, and maybe even raise the price of the company stock.” Barnes was calm, and Roy liked that. He always liked it, no matter the situation, Jake Barnes was a man who didn’t lose control and was always capable of finding the way out.

Roy listened for an hour as Barnes outlined his plan. He learned that these two employees, who had a long employment history with the company, were members of a Neo Nazi group bent on reclaiming history. One of the men even worked with Walt on the Epcot model. Roy couldn’t believe it.

As Roy was leaving the apartment, he asked one final thing: “Nazis? Really?”

“They were, and still seem to believe the same core principles, but I think it has evolved into something else, stronger, and more disguised for the modern world. Maybe you should contact the Joes, bring them into this.”

“Yeah, that’s a good idea. Maybe I should stop at the Frontierland Shootin’ Arcade and practice my aim, too,” Roy laughed, as he walked down the stairs.

He called back from the bottom stair to Jake. “Have a look around the place. If you want it, it’s yours.”

It was 8:00 p.m. and Roy was walking through the Magic Kingdom once more. The park was empty, and he was planning to bury Walt’s last legacy. He had done it before, but tonight was for good.

Cinderella Castle was his destination. Through the magic of construction, and a fairy tale, he found the spot he needed.

Joe Fowler and Joe Potter were trusted with the supervision of the construction phase of Disney World. He knew that they, being a former admiral and a general, could be trusted with getting a hiding spot constructed for his item. He carried it in a small box in his left hand. Potter and Fowler never questioned why such a hiding spot was built. Roy passed through the castle and came out into Fantasyland. In front of the Carousel and the Sword in the Stone monument were Fowler and Potter.

“General, Admiral, thank you for meeting me.”

“Sir,” the men replied in unison.

“Roy, it’s done, and the activation key is ready for you. Only the three of us only know about this, and we can guarantee it will stay that way,” Potter said.

“Also, Roy, the park is empty. We had security do a sweep and we have roving agents throughout the different lands. We have a perimeter established between here and Tomorrowland and Liberty Square. We are as secure and alone as possible,” Fowler concluded.

Roy Disney was standing behind Cinderella Castle, and with Fantasyland before him this was the perfect spot to end this tale. Why not bury something that is believed to be fake in a land of make believe?

“Gentlemen, I thank you for your service, and I appreciate the work you have done. You may leave.”

Roy left the men and began to circle the carousel. Potter and Fowler left through the castle, the same way Roy had come in, and now he was alone. He watched as the lights made projections on the walls of the land. Fantasyland was one of Walt’s favorite places because here you could be anything you wanted to be.

“Walt, you were an amazing man, with great ideas, but some naiveté. Tonight I am going to put an end to this.”

Roy walked up to the hidden marker and pulled out the Mickey Mouse-shaped key. He placed it in the corresponding hole with the same shape, and the stones moved as stairs descending into the ground appeared.

“Gentleman, you really outdid yourself.” Roy Disney, said as he descended into the earth with the door closing behind him.
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Opening Day, October 1, 1971

5:00 a.m.

They planned to bury the key much sooner, but they couldn’t leave Donn, Card, or Dick. So they waited. They slept for a couple of hours, and then they boarded a small boat at the Contemporary dock and headed out into Bay Lake.

Roy and Jake were tired, but elated. The artifact was hidden, and now the key would be lost forever. They would never have to worry about it falling into the wrong hands. Jake was curious where the item was hidden, but didn’t ask, and would never ask.

Leaving the Contemporary, the grounds were perfect. All sod was glowing green, each flower was planted, and the shrubs were standing tall. The Contemporary was ready for its first guests in three hours.

Jake was driving the boat and headed for a back corner of Bay Lake. This was on Roy’s instruction. It only took a couple of minutes, and the motor stopped with Roy on the bow.

“This is the spot you wanted. Might as well do it now.” Barnes was starting to walk from the wheel to the bow. They were in an isolated corner of the lake. Fort Wilderness was close by, and not much else; it seemed almost right to throw the key in the lake.

Barnes thought much of the legend of King Arthur, and how the lady of the lake fixed the broken Excalibur sword and returned it to the young Arthur. Throwing the key to the hidden treasure
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