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Foreword

I love publishing EARS books.

When I started the “Earning Yours Ears” series back in 2013, with Amber Earns Her Ears, I figured it would be a one-and-done. But Amber’s book was not only popular, it was inspirational, too. Others who had taken (or were taking) the Disney College Program wanted to share their experiences.

Not everyone, unfortunately, can write an EARS book. For every twenty pitches I receive, one makes the grade. What amazes me is the diversity: no two stories are alike. And what amazes me even more is the hope and the wonder and the potential that each Disney College Program participant brings. Forget about the cynical accusations that Disney uses college program participants as low-wage labor. There’s more to it.

Cami Scovotti, the author of this book, told her interviewer that she’d accept a role in Housekeeping. The interviewer was a bit surprised: Housekeeping is the least favorite role and involves the most work—plus the full-time Housekeeping cast members are notoriously nasty to college program temps. It didn’t go well for Cami.

But she didn’t “self-term”, or voluntariliy leave the program, and instead got herself “recast” into a role at the Magic Kingdom. And there her adventure truly began, not so much at work, but back at her apartment, where roommate drama reached fever pitch.

No other EARS book that I’ve published reads so much like a pilot script for a new reality TV show. The cast of characters includes unstable co-workers, jilted suitors, and guests whose stories will bring tears to your eyes. Cami’s story is equal parts pathos and pixie dust.

I publish EARS books because it feels good to publish EARS books. I don’t sell a huge number of them. They do well, but the authors aren’t relaxing on yachts. Most have gone on from their Disney experience to the real world of making grades in college and worrying about what kind of job awaits them and whether they’ll be earning enough for a mortgage and what they really want to do with their lives.

For a few months, however, none of that matters. They’re making minimum wage for menial labor in a sea of others doing the same thing. And they love it. It’s their childhood dream come true. Whatever role Disney had played in their lives, they are now part of it. In Brittany’s case, she has graduated from college and should be starting her career or pursuing a master’s degree, but instead she’s running the games in DinoLand. Like Amber and all the rest, she’s on stage, as Disney likes to describe it, and making the same kind of magic that once was made for her.

So why, really, do I love publishing EARS books? If you read enough of them, you’ll find life itself encapsulated: the uncertainty of whether you’re good enough to make the cut, the transition from what you’ve known all your life to something new and quite grand, the settling in to work and friends and routine, the responsibility of being on your own and having others rely upon you, and finally, inevitably the winding down and the departure. All of this, in just a few months.

I could publish 100 EARS books and still not run out of unique tales about the Disney College Program.

Cami’s story is one of them.

Bob McLain

Theme Park Press

August 3, 2015


About "Earning Your Ears"

The “Earning Your Ears” series chronicles the experiences of young people from around the country and around the world who leave home, often for the first time, to live and work in Walt Disney World or Disneyland for several months, or even longer.

They are given “roles” to perform, from working in a Disney restaurant or shop to donning a costume and becoming one of the Disney characters who appear in the parks.

Each book in the EARS series makes you an honorary cast member as the author takes you behind Disney’s pixie dust curtain to learn things the Mouse would prefer you didn’t know, and what no guidebook will tell you, including how the theme parks operate from the inside out and what Disney employees do when they’re not wishing you a magical day.

The EARS series currently includes six books, with a new volume published by Theme Park Press every few months:


		Amber Earns Her Ears

		Ema Earns Her Ears

		Sara Earns Her Ears

		Katie Earns Her Ears

		Brittany Earns Her Ears

		Cami Earns Her Ears



If you’ve ever wondered what it would be like not just to visit a Disney theme park but to work in one, the “Earning Your Ears” series is your E-ticket!

To learn about forthcoming books and everything there is to know about the Disney College Program, please visit us on Facebook:

Facebook.com/EarningYourEars


Introduction

They tell you that the Disney College Program will change your life. They tell you that it is an “amazing resume-enhancing experience” and “a great opportunity to work with a Fortune 500 company for six magical months”, but they leave out so much more.

When you get ready to jump into this experience you make your packing list, you find your roommates, you listen to your Disney playlist on repeat constantly just to get yourself through the waiting, but no matter what you do, no matter how much you prepare yourself, you’re never quite ready for what this place has in store for you. You can’t even begin to imagine the things you’ll experience or the people you’ll meet.

This is the program that will change your life.

This is the story about how it changed mine.


Chapter One

I first learned about the Disney College Program in the beginning of September 2013. My family and I had finally raised enough money to go on our first Disney Cruise, which was to sail out of Cape Canaveral on September 1. I boarded the ship as a Hospitality major, and I was very curious about the “hotel side” of the ship. I wanted to know how many rooms they had, how many housekeepers it took to turn over the rooms twice a day, and all of the work it took to make that famous magic behind the scenes.

I went to the Guest Relations desk and requested to meet with a Housekeeping manager to ask questions about the ship’s operations. I was given a “maybe”, but the next day they left a message in our cabin’s voice mail with the news that I’d been scheduled for a meet and greet with the Guest Relations manager.

I asked this person for her advice in getting a foothold in the industry after graduation, and specifically about getting hired by the Disney company. She told me that she had started through the Disney College Program.

“I never would have dreamed of this,” she said. “I was just a girl from a small farm town, and now I’m here as a leader at Disney Cruise Line. It’s unbelievable, and I could not have done it without that program.”

As soon as I got home, I started looking into the program. I saw that applications just so happened to be open and they were right in the middle of the recruiting season. “What could it hurt?” I thought, and so on the afternoon of September 16, I submitted my application.

At around 10pm that same night, I received the email saying that I had three days to take my web-based interview. I took it the very next day in my school’s computer lab, and the second I hit submit the screen came up with the page telling me that I was a “strong candidate” and that I had another three days to schedule my phone interview.

At this point, I told all of my managers at the Marriott that I was applying for the program. I was lucky in the sense that I had 100% confidence and support from all of them. They each gave me great advice for my phone interview and gave me ideas for questions to ask. “Keep notes on your desk, you’re going to be so nervous during the interview that you’re going to forget some things, and you might get a little scattered” was what one of the managers, David, had told me. I’m glad he did, because those notes that I kept on my desk saved me.

My phone interview went poorly. I was so nervous that my brain went into this weird, “shut-down” state that I couldn’t get out of. I went monotone, I had no enthusiasm in my voice, I was tripping over words and speaking slowly. I was absolutely nothing at all like myself.

At one point I even said “yes, ma’am” to my interviewer, who was undoubtedly male.

When he asked me how I handled emergencies, I explained the role I had played during the major flooding that had just hit Colorado the week before. He also asked me if I had really meant to put “moderate interest” under Housekeeping, since most applicants have no interest in housekeeping at all.

“Well, sure, my major is Hospitality and Hotel Management, and I know that if I want to be even a decent hotel manager I am going to have to know all of my hotel operations, especially housekeeping.”

Apparently that was good enough for him, because on October 1 I received my acceptance email—for the role of Housekeeping.

	I knew that my old car would not make the trip down to Florida. Rather than wait to see whether I would be accepted the program, and have to worry about making a trip down to Florida, I gambled and decided to buy a new car. I was on my way to sell my old car when I got the acceptance email from Disney—exactly 24 hours after I had bought the new one. I was relieved, to say the least. The old car was sold, the new car was ready to go, and I could not have been more excited to start this new adventure.

I created a Tumblr blog to record my experience and made a “roommate survey video” to post both there and on the Facebook group for the College Program. The post on Tumblr brought me a response from Jessica, and we instantly agreed to be roommates. She told me that she already had agreed to room with two other girls, Kristen and a second Jessica (who I nicknamed “Legs” because that’s how I thought her last name was pronounced when we first met).

We decided to get a three-bedroom apartment to cut down a bit more on rent, and began looking for two additional roommates. We met Erica on the Facebook page; she had a personality similar to Kristen’s, and so the two of them chose to share one of the three bedrooms in the apartment. Soon thereafter we found Veronica, the final member of our little group, and the two of us decided to room together, leaving the two Jessicas to their own room.

Then the problems started.

Kristen posted on our group Facebook page that she couldn’t stand any of us and that we were stressing her out because we loved Disney too much, and she did not. She decided to leave the group, and Erica found Kayla to replace her.

To this day, we still know nothing about Kayla. If we ever passed her on the street, we wouldn’t recognize her. We often messaged her and texted her and she would never respond. To make matters worse, Erica became very controlling; she demanded that she be the first one in the apartment and that we were going to make a video blog, but we had to dress a certain way for the videos and use nicknames that she assigned to us (she just couldn’t handle that we had 2 girls in the apartment named Jessica).

After short deliberation, the rest of us told Erica that we no longer wanted to be roommates with her or with Kayla. We wanted a good roommate experience. We were coming here to learn how to be independent, and having a controlling roommate was not part of the plan.

In the end,we decided to bag the idea of a three-bedroom apartment and stick with just the four of us: Veronica, the Jessicas, and myself.

I spent the following several weeks focused almost entirely on the program. I was hardly paying attention in my classes (which I do not recommend, by the way) because I was constantly talking to people on the Facebook group, talking to my roommates, constructing my bucket list, and looking up pictures of Walt Disney World.

My mom and I also spent a lot of time figuring out how to get me to Florida. It was no question that I was bringing my car. Originally, her and my grandmother were going to drive down with me. It wasn’t until my mom’s surgery was scheduled on our day of departure that plans had to change. We couldn’t delay the trip, because she’d be recuperating. We thought about driving down two weeks early and I would stay with one of my future roommates until check-in day. We thought about me flying down and Mom driving the car down later. We thought of everything. Eventually, my grandfather called and offered to drive with me to Florida. He was going to be visiting us anyway around that time, and since he was a truck driver he knew the route from Colorado to Orlando quite well.

	It worked out perfectly. I was ready to go, but still had my goodbyes to make—long goodbyes, as I did not plan on returning home to Colorado after my program. My best friend Megan and I got matching snowflake tattoos that were inspired by Frozen, we had a going-away party with the other banquet servers from the Marriott, and the little boy that I babysat told me that he would miss me a lot and asked when he would see me again. I didn’t know what to say, so I told him a year.

“A year? Cami. That’s 12 months. I don’t think I can stand to be away from you that long. I better give you one hug for each month that you will be away from me.”

Finally, on the morning of January 16, I said goodbye to my little brother as he left for school, and then my grandfather and I drove to the hospital to say goodbye to my mom. I felt terrible leaving her at the hospital to go through recovery without me there to take care of her, but with my grandmother at her (bed)side I knew she would be okay.

It took us three days to get to Orlando. We drove straight down through Texas, and then across Louisiana, Mississippi, and Alabama. We could not have asked for better weather or traffic. It was a smooth trip and it got us there a day early. So, on January 19, my grandfather and I went to Downtown Disney to look at all of the shops. I don’t know who had more fun; he really enjoyed everything that he saw!

In one gift shop, I was looking for an Eeyore mug for my mom when he came up to me with a pressed penny that he had made in a machine “Here, I made this for you so you can remember our weekend together!” It was the sweetest thing my grandfather has ever done for me. My first real memory of Disney was when he and my grandmother took me to Disneyland as a kid, and now my first time at Walt Disney World was being spent with him, too.

We decided to sit in front of Splitsville for a drink. He got a beer and I got an Icee. We just sat outside and people watched for a few minutes, and I guess it really made him happy because he called my grandmother (who did not answer, because she constantly loses her phone) and left her a voice mail saying, “Hey! Susan! Guess what? It’s January, 75 degrees outside, and I’m sitting at Disney World with my granddaughter drinking a beer. HAHA!” I would have loved to see her reaction upon hearing that voice mail, since she was still in Colorado buried in snow.

My friend Harrison who I had met on the Facebook page told me that he was also at Downtown Disney and wanted to meet up, so I invited him to join us at Splitsville. It was the first time that I had met him in person, and I thought he seemed nice enough. A little nerdy, I suppose, but in a good way. My grandfather and Harrison hit it right off. When Harrison mentioned the new Test Track ride, my grandfather was sold; I just sat back with my Icee and enjoyed the warm Florida weather while the two of them talked.

Later, my grandfather told me that “Harrison was a nice boy” and that “I should spend more time with him, invite him to dinner or something”. I rolled my eyes and laughed. It wasn’t that Harrison wasn’t a nice kid, but I knew what my grandfather was up to. Getting me “married off” had been the mission of my family for months, and I was not about to go down that road.

My roommate Veronica and I were staying in the same hotel, so we drove back to Downtown Disney together—this time without my grandfather—to meet up with Jessica; her boyfriend, Adam (who was also in the program); and his roommates. We spent hours together talking and getting to know each other in front of the World of Disney, then we went to Adam’s room at the Hilton to wait for his final roommate, Alec, to arrive, and played charades. Once Alec’s taxi got to the hotel, we went out to Chili’s for dinner. Alec and I seemed to have the most in common, since neither of us had been to Disney World before, and we promised to see Wishes for the first time together as soon as we could.

The next day, check-in day, was so packed with important events felt like a week rather than a single day. My roommates and I, along with Adam and his roommates, met up at the Starbucks across from Vista Way at six in the morning for coffee. We lined up outside of Vista at exactly 7 am to start check in. While waiting in line we met new friends, and I ran into Samuel, who I had been talking to via the Facebook page for a few months.

During check in we found out that we were placed in a three-bedroom apartment and were going to be living with two other girls we hadn’t even met. The news sparked a lot of anxiety, especially for Jessica and myself. We had worked so hard on our roommate group, and now we had to deal with two last-minute additions. Would they like us? Would we like them? As it turned out, the two newcomers were twins, Liz and Rachel, from New York, who were shy and less extroverted than the rest of us, but still very nice.

After we left the check-in station, we were sent on a bus to Casting. While waiting in line, I was approached by a man named Andrew, who asked me: “So, what’s your role, Cami?” “Housekeeping” I told him, “at the All-Star resorts.” This information seemed to excite him, and he began to tell me all about what I should expect.

“All-Star is a beast! Over 300 housekeepers check in there every morning, and you have to clean 18 rooms a day, 17 if they are all checkouts!” Everything he told me instantly made me feel overwhelmed, but I didn’t want to show it; instead, I turned around the conversation.

“What’s your role in the Disney show, Andrew?” He told me that he was a Housekeeping manager at Saratoga Springs. I was beyond thrilled with his answer. I immediately told him that my major in school was Hospitality with a concentration in Hotel Management, and I wanted to learn as much about hotels and resorts here as I could. I spent the next 15 minutes in line bombarding him with questions. Andrew started with the company through the College Program and loved what he did and wanted to help out incoming
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