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Prologue

	December 1966

Walt Disney turned his head slightly in his hospital bed to look out of the window. Despite his fading health, his eyesight was as good as ever. Across the street the lights in the studio burned brightly. His brother had ordered them left on throughout the night, which was nice of him. He knew that the view of his beloved animation facility was meant to be comforting, but the constant beeping and pumping of the machines that were keeping him alive did their best to counteract any warm feelings that the lights were supposed to instill. Anyway, sentimentality was never really his thing. He appreciated the thought, however. It was good that he and his brother were able to show each other how much they cared now that they were both in their twilight years. That certainly hadn’t always been the case.

Walt studied the face of the man in the chair beside his bed. Roy was the older brother by eight years. It should be him looking after Roy at this time in their lives, not the other way around, but that was the way it had always been. Even when they had fought—and they had fought badly, as only family can—Roy had always looked out for him. He still was.

Roy stirred and grimaced. A hospital chair was no place for an old man to spend the night. He yawned noisily and reached for his glasses. When the room eventually swam into focus, he gave a start as he realized that his little brother had finally come around.

“How long have you been awake?”

Walt shrugged and pawed feebly at the mask that covered his mouth and nose. He knew that he should leave it in place—they’d hacked away at one of his lungs for God’s sake, he needed all the breathing help that he could get—but there were so many questions that he needed answering.

“Leave it be,” said his brother, gently moving his hand back down to the crisp linen bed sheet that covered Walt’s frail frame. “You need to rest.” But Roy knew that wasn’t going to happen, and from the derisory snort that came from the bed, it was obvious that he wasn’t the only one. But he knew his brother well enough to guess at what Walt needed to hear. If their situations had been reversed, he’d want to ask the same questions. “Listen, this isn’t going to be good, so I’ll tell it to you straight.”

Walt lay back and waited.

“The lung was much worse than they figured. They had to take it all away.”

Walt winced, his trademark gray mustache wriggling furiously as he curled his lip. There was a moment’s silence broken only by the machine’s gentle beeping and the slight wheezing of oxygen through the mask, then his eyebrow slowly raised.

Roy took his cue and continued. “It’s spread to your other lung, too, but that one’s not as bad.” Still silence. “They say that if—and only if—you take things easy, you’ll be able to go home, but you have to cut back on work. If you can do that, well, maybe you’ll live another year. Two at the most.”

Walt closed his eyes, aware that his brother was still talking but not really listening. He’d heard it all before. Stop smoking. Get plenty of rest. Hand over the day-to-day running of the business. Blah, blah, blah. The only part of it that interested him was the timescale. Two years. It was nowhere near long enough to accomplish everything that he wanted to, but at least he’d have a chance to make a start on them and ensure that those who would have to take over continued in the right direction.

“You have to listen to them this time. You’ll have to step down and spend more time at home. Enjoy yourself with Lillian and the girls. They deserve some time with you.”

The words coming from Roy’s mouth weren’t important. With a wave of his hand, Walt motioned his brother closer and tried to move the mask again. This time Roy helped him. Good. He had something that he needed to ask. Walt placed his mouth close to his brother’s ear and with a huge effort whispered in a voice like gravel on sandpaper.

“How quickly can we break ground on Epcot?”


Timeline

1966

Walt Disney discovers that he has lung cancer. His left lung is removed but his right lung, though damaged, is sufficiently healthy to keep him alive. He survives for another ten years during which he is physically not very active at all, but as mentally astute as ever.

1974

Work begins on Epcot.

1976

Epcot’s first science laboratories and other working areas open.

1976

Walt passes away peacefully in his sleep at the age of 74.

1977

Epcot’s theme park, named the Magic Kingdom, opens. It is an expanded and improved version of Disneyland in California.

1979

The residential areas of Epcot start to become populated and the acronym officially changes from Experimental Prototype CITY Of Tomorrow to COMMUNITY Of Tomorrow. By now, it is now pretty much as Walt had hoped it would be.

1996

The town of Celebration opens close to Epcot. Over seven thousand Disney fans quickly move in.

2000

Walt Disney World in Texas opens with a theme park similar to Epcot’s Magic Kingdom.

2047

Epcot is over seventy years old and very settled. The story begins.


Chapter 1

In the twenty-odd years that they’d been together, Jack Rothman had never heard Ellie scream. He hurried into the dining area. “Ellie? What’s wrong?” His question came out in a garbled rush, but from the way that she was jumping up and down like a kid with a new toy, it seemed that there was nothing wrong. Quite the opposite, in fact. Her huge grin told him that something was very right, indeed. “We’re in,” she shrieked with delight. “They’ve finally accepted our application. They’re letting us in to Epcot.”

He swept her up in his arms. Epcot! It was what they had dreamed of since they were in school. It was what had brought them together, their love of the utopian life that was promised in Disney’s Experimental Prototype Community Of Tomorrow. And now their dream of that tomorrow was about to become a reality, today. “Really?” he asked.

She nodded, her short dark hair bobbing as she did so. “Really. Look,” she said, hurriedly tugging her Glove into place. “I’ll show you.” Ellie tapped a combination of fingers and thumb against the tiny receptor pads that covered her digits, then flicked her hand toward the plain white wall. A message appeared, projected large enough to nearly fill the entire wall. It began with an official-looking Epcot logo, and Jack’s mouth split into a grin almost as wide as his wife’s as he read the text.

“Next week?” he gasped. “They want us to move in so soon?”

Ellie shrugged. “You know how long the waiting list is. I guess they don’t like to have their apartments empty for too long.” She didn’t know of any other reason for their swift move and didn’t care one bit. They’d been on the list for nearly five years and had lived in Disney’s Celebration for three of those. Everyone in the little Floridian town dreamed of moving on to Epcot. Some managed to get in, eventually, but she could think of quite a few families who had waited many years longer than the Rothmans. Like other families, they were allowed to put in an application every six months. Most resulted in nothing more than a standard reply—“Thank you for your interest, but you application for Epcot residency has been unsuccessful at this time. We wish you more success in your future attempts”—but everyone in Celebration was jealous of their friends and old neighbors who had relocated to Disney’s Experimental City. That’s why they had all moved to Celebration in the first place: it was Epcot’s waiting room, a halfway house between the real world and Disney’s version of a perfect future. They were just holding out for their chance and now she—a woman whose Chinese immigrant grandparents had been interred during the Techno Wars and whose single mother had juggled three jobs to raise her—had finally gotten hers. Ellie intended to grasp it with both hands and wasn’t going to let anything or anyone get in her way.

Jack was thinking along similar lines. He had also waited all his life for this opportunity, and he was determined to make the most of it. There was just one problem. His smile drooped a little as he picked up a Commband. “We need to talk to Heath.”

“Fine, Dad. OK, I’ll be home soon.” Heath paused as a voice spoke in his earpiece, then growled, “I said it was fine!” He angrily waved his Glove and the tiny image of his father disappeared.

“Well, that didn’t sound like a happy conversation?” Adriana laid her hand gently on his arm. “You OK? Was it bad news?”

The boy shrugged. “Maybe. I guess. It’s good news for my parents. They’ve finally got what they’ve always wanted.” He took a huge breath and held it, hoping that the clean spring air would wash away a little of his anger. It didn’t. “We’re moving to Epcot.”

The girl squealed and clapped her hands together rapidly in delight. “That’s fantastic news! I’ll be able to come and visit you there.”

“Yeah, sure you will,” replied the sullen teen with a snort. “If they let you in. If your face fits and your hair’s done the right way. You know what security’s like over there.”

She frowned, not understanding how he could fail to be delighted. “I know that the ESPs can be tough,” she began. Like everyone else who’d spent any amount of time in Disney’s theme parks and beyond, Adriana had seen the rough treatment accorded to non-desirables at the hands of the Epcot Security Patrol (ESP) agents. “But it has to be. All the top secret stuff they do over there, you know? Not so much in the park, maybe, but in the City itself.” She lay back beside him in the tall grass. “And it’s not like you’re moving to that new Moon colony. You’ll be twenty minutes away, that’s all.” She kissed him gently and lowered her voice to a husky whisper. “You can wait twenty minutes to see me, can’t you?” He grunted and shoved her away. That moment had long gone for him. She sat back up, huffing her own annoyance. “You can’t say that it’s a surprise. That’s why we all live where we do. The only people who move to Celebration are Epcot applicants. All my friends would die to be accepted.”

Heath wished that some of them would do one or the other. That way, he wouldn’t have to see them as often. They were all airheads who just wanted to have their photos taken with Mickey Mouse. At least his buddies were real people. “Mine wouldn’t,” he said.

“Oh, really? You live in Celebration and you think that your friends there don’t want to move to Epcot? That’s what Disney runs the town for, as a holding pen to see how suitable you are. Everyone in Celebration is there for just one reason. It’s a stepping stone to the real thing.”

Heath was descending into a real teenager sulk now. “What about Drew Pierce? He absolutely hates living there. He thinks that it and Epcot should both be wiped from the face of the earth. He says that the scientists in Epcot are nothing but mass murderers hiding behind the Disney façade. He says they’re into bombs, bio-weapons, drug dealing, and arms trading. He says—”

She stopped him in mid-sentence. “Drew Pierce says a lot of things and most of them are garbage. Like when he said that we never put a man on Mars? Or that we’re all descended from aliens?” Heath didn’t answer. “Why he lives in Celebration, I’ll never know. His family’s all the same. I bet they don’t even bother applying for Residency any more.”

“Ah, now, that’s not true.” Heath finally had a point that he could refute. “He’s going to apply as soon as he’s old enough. He says he’s going to smash the system from within.”

Adriana rolled her eyes. Boys could be such idiots. “And he thinks that they’ll let him in with that kind of attitude? That’s exactly why they hold the entrance interviews, to weed out that sort of mindset. You have to be fully committed to the Community, just like your mom and dad are.” She’d only met Heath’s parents a couple of times, but they’d seemed like perfect Epcot applicant material to her. “They’re proper Disney types.”

“Huh.” He couldn’t even manage a proper answer. He glanced at her, wishing she’d shut up, but he was disappointed. Her nose wrinkled as she chuckled, “So how come they’re letting you in?” Normally, he would have found her wrinkled nose cute. Sexy, even. Today it was just annoying. Today everything was annoying.

He grunted again. “I don’t know.” Heath wasn’t in the mood for her jokey dig, his scowl deepening at her enthusiasm. She was his girl, had been for almost six months now. She should understand. “I guess they don’t rate the kids’ abilities and attitudes as highly as those of their parents. I knew that my dad had applied again, but I thought that they’d just reject him like they have done every other time.” He let out a heavy sigh and picked at the flesh beside his thumbnail. “Loser.”

“Oh, come on, that’s not fair.” Adriana put on her best mock-angry face. “Your dad’s cool.”

Heath snorted. His thumb was beginning to bleed. “He’s a gardener,” he sneered. “Yeah, real cool.”

“Well, he must be some kind of pretty fancy gardener if they’re letting him do his gardening in Epcot.”

Heath looked at his girlfriend. She was beautiful, there was no denying that, but how could she be so stupid? Just like his parents. Sometimes it seemed as though he and his school buddies were the only smart people around. He jumped to his feet and mounted his bike. They had come out to the wastelands south of Disney property for some privacy, as so many young lovers did, but all that was gone now. There was nothing to stay out here for, and the evening was getting chilly.

“Just get on,” he told her, firing up the engine. “I’ll take you home.”

“Already? But I thought we were going to…you know…’ He knew. He knew very well, and until his dad had called he’d been thinking of very little else. It was just another way that the jerk had screwed up his night. He revved the engine. “Are you getting on or walking?” He turned the bike northward, not waiting for her answer.

Jack and Ellie lay together in the darkness, each silently burning with their thoughts. That summed up most of their evening, the silence. There had hardly been a word said in the house since Heath had come home. Even a blazing row would at least have cleared the tension that hung between them. Maybe.

“He could at least have tried. He used to be really excited about going.”

“I know, but he was just a kid then. He’s not a little boy any more; he’s been dreading this for years. He’s got lots of friends that he thinks he’ll have to leave behind. And now he’s seeing this girl.”

He felt her body stiffen a little. “You think it’s serious?”

Jack laughed. “Who knows, at his age? He’s certainly talked more about her than any of the others.”

Silence again. He knew better than to break it.

“What would Walt do?” she asked. It was her standard question for every situation. She had got into the habit of asking herself the same thing each time she needed to make a serious decision, as did most people who lived and worked in Walt’s City. Those in Celebration were encouraged to question their decisions in this way, too. It was supposed to be how they kept in touch with the memory of the man and his vision, always trying to keep that dream of a better future alive. Walt would have had the answer to every problem. Jack wasn’t sure that he’d have been the best person to ask about how to handle an unruly teenager, but now would be a bad time to contradict his wife.

Instead, he told her: “He’d go ahead in the belief that everything would work out OK. And it will, you’ll see.” Jack gave her hand a gentle squeeze in the darkness. “Heath’s just acting up. We’d have been the same at his age.”

“Not about this.” She shook her head in the darkness. “He will come round to the idea, won’t he?”

More silence, the heaviest of it from his side of the bed now. He thought carefully before answering, probably leaving it a little too long. Eventually, he gave a small shrug. “He’ll have to. We’re moving next week, whether he likes it or not. It’s the best for us all and it’s what we’ve both worked toward all our lives, right?”

She nodded, but Jack could feel the wetness of her tears against his shoulder. He reached over and placed an arm around her. “We’ll be fine. It’s the Happiest Workplace on Earth, remember? They do everything they can to help you fit in.”

“As long as you want to fit in.”

“And he does. I’m sure he does. He’s been great living here, hasn’t he?” It was true. Heath had grown up in Celebration, was popular with all the neighbors, and had done far better at school than they could have hoped. Ellie nodded against his chest. “He’s kept to all the rules, done everything that we’ve asked him to, kept his grades up. Even if there was anything that we don’t know about, which there isn’t”—he added hastily before she could pick up on any doubt—“but even if there was, don’t you think that it would’ve got back to the selection committee? You know that they check everything about all of us. Don’t you think they’d have used it as a reason to block our application? No, you need to be one hundred percent perfect as a family to get in, every one of you. They obviously believe in us, so all we can do is believe in ourselves, too. Heath will be fine in Epcot, OK?”

She nodded again, but he knew that he hadn’t convinced her. He wasn’t even sure that he’d convinced himself.


Chapter 2

“Well, it’s been great working with you, Jack, but I’m glad you’re leaving us.”

Jack laughed and shook his workmate’s hand warmly. “You know, a guy could take offense at a remark like that.”

Mohit chuckled. “You know what I mean,” he said, taking a playful swipe at his friend’s shoulder. “It was obvious that you’d move on someday. You’re much better than this place.” He waved a hand at Harrison Agri-Tech, the featureless concrete block that had been Jack’s place of work for the past six years. “Given the limited resources that we’ve got here, you’ve worked miracles to get your work noticed by the Disney people. Getting the calmers genetically bonded into lettuce—pure genius. I’ve said it many time, but it’s always worth another shout. I salute you, sir.”

And he did just that, raising his index finger to his eyebrow and snapping it away with a little wink. Jack saw past the sarcasm and appreciated the compliment. There were many people working in this old lab, but his efforts had stood out head and shoulders above them all. His paper on the historical use of wholly organic sedatives had become the standard text in the field, and his work on calmers had broken new ground in helping people de-stress without drowsiness, thanks to his new varieties of vegetables that not only tasted great but were packed full of natural anti-depressants. His so-called “magic lettuce” had caused a sensation among the scientific community. Not only did it calm his test subjects down as well as any of its competitors, but he’d also proven that it dramatically reduced any violent tendencies that they had displayed previously. The rigorous testing that he’d commissioned hadn’t found any side effects, and he had even managed to secure funding from the United States Attorney General’s office on the grounds that if he could stop criminals from re-offending, then he could save the nation billions of dollars. He’d been hoping to convince one or two penitentiaries to take his calmers on test in the form of salad vegetables or mixed into a drink that could be given to the inmates with or without their knowing what it contained, but none of them were willing to talk to him yet. He was, after all, just one little guy working for a no-name company. Hopefully, the kudos of his move to Epcot might give him extra clout in these negotiations. With mental health problems accounting for over two-thirds of the country’s employee absenteeism, it had the potential to save huge amounts in that department, too, keeping over-stressed executives at their desks. None of these things would have harmed his chances with the Epcot selection committee at all, he was sure, what with them placing such heavy emphasis on integrated technologies. Anything proven to have benefits in multiple arenas was a surefire hit with them.

The flipside of this particular coin was that while Jack was working on calmers, he knew that some of his coworkers here at Harrison had been using some of his results to aid in the development of so-called aggressors; biological supplements that could be added to a soldier or sportsman’s food to enhance his natural competitive instincts. Jack had always seen this field of research as an ethical gray area and wouldn’t get involved in it, but he had to admit that he was interested in seeing where it led from a purely scientific viewpoint. Thankfully, working in the ethically clean environment of Epcot would remove any such moral conundrums. It wouldn’t do for Disney to be seen dabbling in a branch of science that could be construed as not being for the good of all mankind.

He didn’t think that Mohit was too bothered about these scruples. His friend’s interests were purely scientific. He had no time for any artificial boundaries. “Do you want me to see if there’s any work in Disney for you, once I’m settled in? It’d be great to have a friendly face in there,” Jack asked, though he suspected that he already knew the answer.

Mohit barked a laugh. “Oh, yes, lots of friendly faces, all of them plastic and fixed in permanent smiles. Come on, Jack, do you really think that I’d fit in at Uncle Walt’s science fair? I mean it’s great, if that’s what you want, but me? I don’t think I’d fit in with the structure there, do you?” He respected the work that came out of the Epcot labs, but held no desire to have his own discoveries put under their corporate banner. He’d never bought in to what he saw as Disney’s ultra-sanitized world-view, and they both knew that he’d be ejected from the job and the Community within a month. Jack understood Mohit’s opinions, even if he didn’t agree with them. He had come up against similar ones many times before, but rarely were they as well reasoned. Some people would never understand why he and Ellie would want to live in Epcot, and he had given up trying to explain the appeal. He didn’t need Mohit’s approval, but was glad that he had his congratulations. Although they’d no longer be workmates, he hoped that they’d still be friends.

He smiled and shook his head. “Guess not. But you know how to contact me, OK?”

“Sure, I’ll just take the corporate tour and give you a big wave as we go past.” He gave his friend a hug. Neither man was sure when—or even if—they’d see each other again, but the past few years had been made better for both of them by having the other as a workmate.

“You let us know what it’s like in the surreal world, yeah? And give my love to Ellie.”

“Of course. You’ll have to come round for a meal in a few weeks. Once we’re settled in, you know?”

“That’s be nice, as long as Ellie promises to make that lovely meatloaf of hers. Nobody cooks like that anymore, it’s gorgeous. And I think I still owe Heath a return match on that games machine of his.”

Jack nodded with a smile. “You’ll lose. Again. He’s hardly ever off it.”

They were stretching the conversation out now. Jack’s time here was over, but neither of them wanted to let go. Mohit pulled his helmet on, breaking the moment. Then he clasped Jack tightly, like a brother. “And remember,” he said, his voice muffled by the safety helmet, “if there’s anything you want, just ask.”

With that, they were done. Mohit kicked his little scooter into life and headed for home, leaving Jack alone to stare up at the Harrison Agri-Tech building. The windows of his little lab on the third floor were dark now. He’d done the best work of his life in this shabby building, but he’d always hoped that it would be a stepping stone to greater things. He’d miss the people, though—isn’t that what everyone always says when they leave a job for something better? He adjusted his beret which had been knocked askew by his friend’s embrace. Guys like Mohit had made even the longest and dullest of days bearable.

“You’re going to miss Mohit aren’t you, Mr Rothman?” Jack jumped a little at the sound of the voice. It was the deepest that he had ever heard, so low that he almost felt rather than heard it.

He had thought that he and Mohit were alone in the parking lot. He certainly should have noticed someone like the figure who was now standing uncomfortably close behind him. He moved silently for such a big man, or a man of any size for that matter. Jack didn’t know if there was a technical limit for being medically classified as a giant, but if there was, then this guy must come pretty close to it. Jack was of average height and found he was staring squarely at the expensive tie pin in the center of the man’s chest. His suit was of a good quality and must have been uncomfortable in the Florida heat, but Jack only gave it a moment’s notice. It was the man’s size that struck him above all else. Being that close to the massive stranger unnerved him, like a five year old lost in a crowd of adult legs. He started to take a step backward, but the new arrival reached out and engulfed his shoulder with one massive hand.

“Come with me, Jack. Now.” The way that he said it left no room for any doubt. It wasn’t an invitation.

“What if I don’t want to?” Jack managed to ask, although he was already being propelled forward.

“Trust me,” came the answer. “You want to.”

The vehicle that the giant steered him toward made him rethink his definition of the word “car”. Jack had only ever seen automobiles like it in pictures and vintage video-movies, never the real thing. It was old, seriously old, like it would have been ancient even in his grandfather’s time, but it was undoubtedly classy. In its day, this machine would have turned a few heads. It would still have done so right here in the parking lot if there had been any heads to turn. He was astounded that something as old as this car could still run, but it was obviously in excellent condition. How else could it have pulled up in the almost empty lot without him noticing?

The door opened and a withered hand beckoned to him, so ancient and decrepit that he could almost hear the skin rustling as it moved. The imposing presence of the impeccably dressed giant pressed up behind him as the deep voice rumbled again. “Get in.”

Jack got in.


Chapter 3

Jack sat on the car’s huge rear bench seat. Even with the sense of danger that he felt, he was impressed by the extravagance of the luxuriant leather upholstery and dark wood trim. He was no automobile aficionado, but even he could see that this was a seriously classy and expensive vehicle.

The gorilla who had ushered him into the car squeezed in beside him. There would normally have been plenty of room for three on the bench seat, but the man who had entered after him was so large that he pressed Jack over to the other side of the car, close to where the elderly man was looking at him with a quizzical expression. Jack had thought that the hulk was well-dressed, but he was positively slovenly compared to this aged gentleman.

“Are you Mr Rothman?” he wheezed. Then, without waiting for an answer, he leaned forward and addressed the man seated at the opposite side of Jack. “Is this Mr Rothman? This is him?” He received a curt nod in reply. “Really? He’s smaller than I imagined.”

Jack wasn’t sure whether to be insulted by the size remark or just the ignorance. If the only people that the old man hung out with were the size of the man who had just closed the car door, then he guessed that everyone would look small to him.

“Hello, Mr Rothman.” Jack noticed that no hand was offered. “I hope that my colleague here didn’t cause you any undue distress. I just wanted a chance for us to chat.”

The man was looking him up and down while he spoke, though never once meeting his eye. “I’ve heard that congratulations are in order? On your new job?” He didn’t wait for Jack to answer. “It’s a lovely offer that you’ve been made, one which affects your whole family.”

Jack didn’t like the inference in that remark. “Who are you?” he said, “and how do you know about me?”

The elder man waved his questions away dismissively, as if he were swatting at a troublesome fly. “Oh, that’s not important,” he said. “What really matters is your family’s happiness, wouldn’t you agree, Mr Rothman?”

This time Jack rose to the bait. He sat upright and was about to say something that he might regret later when a huge hand clamped down on his shoulder. He jerked his head around to see the giant looking at him through narrowed eyes. “Careful now,” he growled.

Jack looked back and forth between the two men, one calm and reasoning, the other becoming more threatening by the minute. He closed his eyes and tried to get his heart rate under control. Those meditation classes that Ellie had insisted he attend with her were, he found, completely useless. “What is it that you want from me?”

The old man looked shocked. “From you, Mr Rothman?” he questioned. “I don’t want anything from you.” He patted Jack’s thigh gently, his hand sliding over it like a snake. “No, sir, I want to give you something. A little friendly advice, completely gratis. Isn’t that nice of me, Mr Rothman?”

Jack didn’t reply, but felt the hand on his shoulder tighten menacingly.

The old man went on. “I just wanted to tell you what an unhappy young man you have under your roof at the moment. Perhaps you’re just too close to him or you’ve been too busy to notice the little changes, but it’s true, I’m afraid. He is so very, very concerned at the changes you and your wife have planned for him. And we all have a duty to protect our young ones, don’t we? They’re our future, after all; they’re our way of making sure that we live forever. So we must do everything we can to make them happy. Don’t you want your son to be happy, Mr Rothman? Surely you know how much the idea of moving to Epcot upsets young…Heath, is it?”

Fresh waves of panic and anger washed over Jack. He knew Heath’s name. He knew about the move to Epcot. What else did he know? Jack tried to remember the techniques that Ellie had insisted he learn. Repeating a peaceful mantra, breathing from the belly, breathing from alternate nostrils, picturing the tension leaving his body with each breath. All of it complete bunk. His heart was pounding faster than ever as the old man continued.

“Now what kind of parent would put his son through all that upheaval? Not a loving father like you, I’m sure. No, I think that the best thing you could do right now is to not go to that horrid, artificial place at all, don’t you? Keep your family in Celebration where you have such a happy life. Just say the word and we’ll let the Disney folks know. There’s no need to trouble yourself with the paperwork. In fact, you needn’t bother replying to that troublesome message at all, we’ll look after all that for you. And don’t worry that you’ll be letting people down. Someone else will fill in for you at Epcot. They’ll be nowhere near as good as you, of course, but don’t worry; they’ll do a competent enough job for Disney, and your old position here will still be open to you, we can make sure of that. In fact, I wouldn’t be surprised if you don’t find that you receive a substantial raise. Isn’t it true that you’ve had to take a huge cut in salary to move to that ridiculous, plastic town?”

Jack opened his mouth to argue. While it was true that the actual amount that would be transferred into his account at the end of each month would be significantly less than he was







OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
QO OC—0o O OO O OO O

% shaun fFinnie

OlclS & ol — &





