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I n the one shot, my daugh-
ter cowers next to me as if
I can somehow save her

from some monster poised to
swallow herwhole. In another,
we are frozen in fear, eyes bul-
ging, mouths agape as our
elevator plunges almost 200
feet. In all our shots, among
the myriad on display to pas-
sengers exiting the various
Disney World rides, we look
like a couple of madwomen on
the loose.

Whichwewere.
2012 marks the year Saman-

tha turns 25 and I turn 50, and
so, when the opportunity arose

to spenda fewdays atOrlando’s
claim to fame and then a few
more aboard Disney Fantasy,
their newest cruise ship, we de-
cided it would be a fitting way
to mark the milestones. After
all, I didn’t take Sam and her
little brother to Disney World
when theywere kids, andwhile
there were many family vaca-
tions — summers up north, ski
junkets to Quebec (and once
Sam dressed up as a hockey
stick andwonus a trip towatch
theOilers play inEdmonton)—
we’vehadfewmother/daughter
adventures. Our last, although
stellar, was a very quick trip

to Iqualuit where I cheered
Sam on as she carried the 2010
Olympic torch.

So Disney? Better late than
never, we figured.

Unfortunately, the airline
was also in better-late-than-
nevermode. No sooner hadwe
buckled in did an announce-
ment come on telling us that
due to a baggage handler
work disruption, we’d be sit-
ting on the tarmac for at least
an hour. The difference be-
tween Sam’s and my reactions
reflects a slight difference in
our personalities. Whereas
she simply shrugged and pro-

ceeded to rummage for a book
and headphones in her knap-
sack, I let out a loud sigh, fol-
lowed by an even louder, “Oh
you’ve got to be kidding,” and
cranked my head around,
exorcist-style, to meet the eyes
of any passengers who might
wish to share a moment of
indignation. When I returned
my attention to Sam, I noticed
she’d inched away from me
and was hunched up against
the window, no doubt think-
ing about the baggage that did
make it on to the plane.

But no matter. By the time
we arrived at our hotel in
Orlando, our spirits were
buoyed and in perfect sync.
We squealed over the view
from our balcony — at Wild
Animal Kingdom Resort, gir-
affes, zebras and other exotic
animals roam about the lush
landscape. Mind you, we
spent little time soaking up
the sight. Instead, we spent
the next three days blasting
through all four Disney parks,
plus its two water parks, and
were actually wobbly from
being tossed, turned, dropped,
and drenched when we finally
boarded a bus to Port Canav-
eral to embark on the second
part of our journey.

DisneyFantasy is a boggling
1,115 feet from stem to stern
(that’s more than the length of
three football fields) and rises
14 stories high. Awestruck,
we took in the elegant atrium
lobby with its sweeping grand
staircase, fluted columns and
marble floors. Awestruck, the
children coming on board
took in the cast of Disney char-
acters there to greet them. We
spent some time wandering
around the 4,000-passenger
capacity vessel, checking out
its three pools and 675-foot
water-coaster ride, and pok-
ing our heads into the various
restaurants, bars and shops,
before finding our stateroom.
There, we threw open the door
and exchanged a look — it was
going to be tight.

Another difference between
us: Whereas my daughter
likes to spread out her belong-
ings everywhere and within
plain sight, I prefer to keep
my things tucked away and in
their place. Ergo, within min-
utes of settling in, her half of
the room looked … well, lived
in,whereasmyhalf of the room
—with everything hung in the
little closet or folded in the

dresser drawers, my suitcase
itself stored beneath the bed
— looked like I hadn’t arrived.

Admittedly, if Sam were to
wrestle the keyboard away
from me right now, she would
tell you that she may be messy
physically, but I am an emo-
tional clutter-bug. And while
it’s nice when I toss happiness
around like confetti, it’s a drag
when I leave dustballs of wor-
ries and clumps of guilt atop
every surface.

Not surprisingly then,
betweenSam’spossessionsand
my obsessions, we easily filled
the 250 square-foot space.

But again, no matter. True
to the nature of cruising, we
didn’t spend much time in
the room. Instead, we’d enjoy
leisurely buffet or sit-down
meals together, often going
our separate ways in between

feasts — she to explore the
various activities on board;
me, to chill poolside chatting
with fellow passengers, or
marveling at the energy of the
kids on board, not to mention
the energy of their parents.
We spent a full day moored at
Castaway Cay, a privateDisney
island, swimming, snorkelling
with stingrays(!) and lazing
on the beach. Evenings on the
ship were spent taking in live
performances, cutting loose in
the nightclubs and, on Pirates
of the Caribbean night, we
danced on the main deck be-
neath a blaze of fireworks and
a blanket of stars.

The trip was full of adven-
turous highlights, but in be-
tween, there were poignant
times as well. I loved the after-
noon when we talked about
what she wanted to do with
her life, and what I wanted to
do with the rest of mine. And
the proud-mother moments
when someone who had spent
time with Samantha would
take the time to tell me what
a lovely young woman she
was. And the heart-swelling
occasions when I was simply
struck by my daughter’s vital-
ity, as she stood before me
flushed after a jog (an outdoor
track wraps around one of the
ship’s decks), or when she
gave me a big smile and wave
while striding confidently out
of the sea.

Overall, the holiday was
much like the journey of
motherhood itself. Most of us
have photo albums packed
with images of our children’s
milestones; but let’s imagine
there’s cameras set up through
the course of our everyday
lives. In one shot, Sam and I
are at the mall, me holding up
what I’m sure is the perfect
sweater for her, and she is roll-
ing her eyes. In another, Sam’s
in a dentist’s chair having a
tooth pulled; I’m holding her
hand, unable to look or look
away. In yet another, a much-
younger me sits on the couch
folding laundry; my little girl
sits in a patch of sunlight on
the floor nearby, her head
bent, focusing on the socks.

Each shot captures a unique
mother/daughtermoment.

The slideshow captures the
greatest thrill ride.
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RebeccaField Jager and her
daughter prove it’s never too late to
introduce your kid toMickeyMouse
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Must do Summit Plummet at
Blizzard Beach Water Park, a
120-foot high waterslide with
a 12-storey drop that shoots
your body down a “mountain”
at 50 to 60 mph. The fear factor
begins when you’re standing
in line and notice the crowd is
comprised mostly of teenage
boys and young men — you
know, that age group who think
they’re immortal.
Must eat At Palo, on the 12th
deck of Disney Fantasy. While
the three restaurants that are
part of your rotational dining
experience are good, you’ll
want to fork out an extra $20
bucks per head to dine at this
elegant restaurant serving
northern Italian cuisine. Trouble
is, so will everyone else, so book
a reservation online ASAP.
Must sea Stingrays. They’re
the new dolphins. At Castaway
Ray’s Stingray Adventure, of-
fered on Disney’s private island,
you get to wade into a lagoon,
feed the 40 or so stingrays that
live there from a special tray
(slime alert: the creatures eat
right out of your hand!), and
then go snorkelling with them.
Very cool.
Disney fantasy Leaves from
Cape Canaveral, Fla. Rates
vary according to season and
accommodation. For more
info visit disneycruise.disney.
go.com.
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Rebecca and Samantha onshore in front of the Fantasy, Disney’s newest awe-inspiring cruise ship. Aw.
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We enable blind and visually-
impaired Israelis of all faiths to
achieve independence, mobility,
and self-esteem through working
partnerships with guide dogs.

We provide:

Instruction in Hebrew for
both dogs and applicants.

Home-based post-class
training.

Guide dog assessments
and medical care from
birth to retirement.

All this is done at no cost
whatsoever to the applicant.

We are supported
by your generous
donations.
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Tickets: $125.00
Please call: 416-577-3600

or E-mail:
sara.israelguidedog@rogers.com

Thursday, May 31, 2012
7:00 p.m.

The Eglinton Grand
400 Eglinton Avenue West, Toronto
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