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All you have to do is find out how this Martin guy is going to redesign the park. No big deal.

Ginger Fairchild paused just inside the stone and wrought iron entrance gates of the Rocky Rapids Amusement Park. Her best friend, Sally, had meant to sound encouraging with her pep talk, but was probably harboring secret glee that it was Ginger and not Sally who had an appointment with “this Martin guy.” Some friend, Ginger thought.

Rocky Rapids, the beautiful, if somewhat tarnished jewel of Westview, New York, lay waiting in the morning mist. At least, that’s the way Ginger always thought of Rocky Rapids in the fall. As it had for over 120 years, the park sighed at the end of the summer season and settled in to wait through the coming winter and spring. Anticipating summer. Waiting for the families to visit. Waiting to come to life.

Ginger shivered in the chill air and shoved her hands into her coat pockets. After the death early last year of the former park owner, Seth Adams, his widow faced mounds of debt and shut up the rides and concessions. The park had sat locked up and idle for two seasons. The Friends of Rocky Rapids, with her friend Sally at the helm as president, were committed to restoring the carousel and maintaining the park. Their fundraising and marketing efforts had allowed for basic maintenance but had not been enough to revitalize the attraction. 

The park’s sale in August to a Pittsburgh businessman had given the town new hope. If all went well with Ginger’s meeting this morning, the park could look forward to many more seasons of fun and laughter. If not...

She refused to think further. Instead, she studied the buildings along the concrete path leading from the entrance gates into the park. She saw no steel or chrome, but wooden food stands with fancy carvings and shuttered windows. She saw old-style amusements created for an earlier time.

History, she thought. History was all around her. Even in the old carousel, so quiet and still. She turned to gaze lovingly at the ride. Her grandfather had carved several of the horses on this ride, so she felt a deep connection to it. Now, chipped paint, broken parts, and worn wood met her eyes.

As mayor of Westview, Ginger planned to make sure that the Friends’ efforts had not been wasted. Making a silent promise to do her best for the park, Ginger walked past the tall maples and oaks along the path. The urgent whisper of rustling leaves in the trees reached her ears and added to her uneasiness.

She entered the train station with its long wooden porch and dark green shutters. Being only September, work crews had had time to begin renovations before winter set in. The smell of fresh stain and paint stung her nose, new locks shone on the doors, and she had noticed a new roof. Ginger had to give the new owner credit. He wasn’t wasting a moment or skimping on the repairs. She climbed the new staircase to the second floor which had been converted to office space. A single bare bulb lit the hallway. As she stood outside the first door on the left, Sally’s words rang in her mind. “No big deal.” Right.

It would be a huge deal if “this Martin guy” planned major changes in the park.

She didn’t like to use her authority to force cooperation. She kept power plays on the bottom of her list of options. Thomas Martin. His nameplate was nailed to the door in front of her. She hoped Mr. Martin was a reasonable man.

Ginger wiped her palms against her skirt. Then she raised her fist and knocked.

A deep voice called from inside, “Come on in. It’s open.”

Drawing a breath, Ginger walked into the office of the man who held the future of Rocky Rapids in his hands.
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Ginger stopped a few feet in front of the large, old-style desk. The man sitting behind it continued to concentrate on his reading which gave Ginger a moment to study him. He wore a white dress shirt with the sleeves rolled up. Below the sleeves, muscles flexed as his fingers moved over his laptop keyboard, then flicked a piece of paper to his “Out” box. His tie hung loose as if he had tugged at it. Sunlight streaming through the window behind him touched his thick brown hair with golden highlights. Tangled strands fell over his forehead.

He looked up. Ginger’s heart skipped a beat. It felt as if all the air had been sucked out of the room.

Sure, from his photo on the corporate website, she had expected the handsome face before her, and his biography had shared that he was in his early thirties.

The picture, however, did not exude his air of confidence and command. In real life, his face held lines that hinted at past struggles. Hazel eyes, clear and sharp, seemed to size her up in seconds. He rose with the grace of a lion and moved around the desk, his hand extended.

“I’m Thomas Martin,” he said.

She shook his hand and felt the strength of it clear to her shoulder. “Mayor Ginger Fairchild.”

His smile shone brighter than amusement park lights. Maybe this man wouldn’t be too hard to work with, Ginger thought.

“It’s good to meet you,” he said. “I must say that I’ve had my run-ins with city governments on previous projects. I hope you and the city know how to compromise. I like my projects to run smoothly.”

Easy to work with? Ginger thought. Might need to rethink that. His manner was as firm as his handshake.

Ginger gave him her most winning smile. “I assure you, Mr. Martin, the town of Westview doesn’t wish to cause trouble for your project. But we do want to preserve the basic atmosphere of the park. On that issue, I hope that you know how to compromise.”

His smile froze and he nodded, acknowledging her point. “Why don’t you take off your coat, and we’ll get right to the plans.” He motioned to a table by the wall. 

Ginger did as he asked. It would be good to know where he stood. In turn, she’d let him know that she wouldn’t be a pushover. Even if he was good-looking. And smelled faintly of a pine forest.

Several large sheets of light blue paper covered the table. She recognized the layout of the park.

“These are from the designer,” Mr. Martin said. “You can see the new entrance arch and the food stands along the repaved walkway. I’ve decided to keep the roller coaster. It’s in surprisingly good condition for being wooden, and with the cars running through the trees at top speed, it can still give an exciting ride. I’m replacing the tracks...”

Ginger listened with half her mind while the other half scanned the plans. There was a picnic area by the rapids for which the park had been named. The bumper cars, Ferris wheel, and Kiddie Land were still there. Mini-golf, still there.

She looked up. Mr. Martin was telling her how each amusement would be updated. She scanned the plans again and looked for her favorite spot. Suddenly, she felt as if a fist had hit her stomach.

“Where’s the carousel?” she asked.

Her question stopped him cold. “Excuse me?”

“The carousel?” she repeated. “The merry-go-round. I don’t see it.”

He cleared his throat. “I was just coming to that. I have an idea that will bring a lot of money into the park. The carousel is much too damaged to save. I’ve decided to tear it down. I’m going to replace it with an arcade of video games.”
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“Video games?” Ginger’s voice rose. “Why on earth would you replace that lovely old carousel with video games?” She ground out the last two words. Maybe it wasn’t the best tone to use, but she was too upset to care how she sounded.

“The carousel is beyond repair, Ms. Fairchild.” He spoke as if she were a child. “Video games are a better crowd-pleaser. They’ll make more money for the park.”

“When you bought the park, didn’t Mrs. Adams tell you how special the carousel and horses are?” Ginger asked, struggling to maintain a professional tone. “The carousel was built around 1910 by Dentzel. The Dentzel Company was world-famous for its carved horses and animals. The figures are examples of the best folk art anywhere.”

“Then maybe that art belongs in a museum,” he replied. “The carousel is unsafe. Dangerous. What do you expect me to do?”

“I expect—I mean, the town had hoped that you would see the value of fixing the carousel so that future generations could enjoy it.”

“Ms. Fairchild, I am spending a great deal of money on the project already,” he said. “I need to see at least one season of profits before I can sink more cash into this. I plan to reopen the park next season. I can’t afford the time or money to restore the carousel.” He paused. “I would consider buying a new carousel.” 

“I appreciate the offer, Mr. Martin, but I don’t think you understand how much the Dentzel carousel means to the town. We’ve worked hard to keep the carousel intact. Most of the original jumping horses and other animals are still there. So is the original band organ that makes the music.”

“I can’t afford to fix it,” he said, his voice rising. “And I can’t afford to have a dangerous ride on my property. No, Ms. Fairchild, the carousel goes.”

“I’ll fight you on this every step of the way,” she shot back. “As mayor, I do have some say over building projects.”

They glared across the table at each other. Ginger would not back down. No big-shot businessman from Pittsburgh was going to destroy a piece of her childhood.

To her surprise, Mr. Martin reached out first. “I don’t want to fight,” he said with a small smile. “Not with you, at any rate. We need to find some common ground. Let’s call this a draw for now. We can meet again later when we’ve both thought it over.”

“I don’t need to think it over.” Ginger forced her shoulders to relax and prepared for his next move. What does he mean when he says that he doesn’t want to fight with me? She shook her head to push that thought aside. She wouldn’t let his smile tug at her heart. Or the way his eyes glowed when he looked at her.

“Give me a chance to show you the
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