The Carousel

	I was six or seven-years-old when I first saw the Atlantic Ocean.  My father packed us into his dark blue Chrysler sedan for a week at the Jersey shore. Ocean City New Jersey was our destination; it was a short drive from its famous sister, Atlantic City. 	    
  	Our family went to Ocean City from our state of West Virginia in the summer of every year. This tiny town had a spacious beach and a long, wide-planked wooden boardwalk.  It wasn’t crowded like the other cities along the shore. It was known for being family friendly, which I assume must have had something to do with its liquor laws.  We relished every minute of every day we spent there.  Most days were the same, spent sunning and building sandcastles by the shore. Evening time was when the Ocean City boardwalk came alive, and we were there.                                                                                                     
	The boardwalk was over two-and-a-half miles long. People walked, rode bicycles, and pedaled carriages called jitneys along its route. My brother and I loved its sights and smells: the popcorn and pizza odors, saltwater taffy stores where you could get free samples, miniature golf courses, and Gillian’s Wonderland.								                                       	
	Gillian’s was built by the Gillian family in the 1920s. We discovered its charm in the 1960s and we usually persuaded our parents to take us there when the sun went down. There was a Wild Mouse ride and a tall Ferris Wheel. There were lots of kiddie rides, perfect for my younger brother.  The carousel was the main attraction for us. Riding the carousel had a two-fold purpose: one was to enjoy the experience and the loud organ music. The other was to grab a brass ring, which granted a free ride on the carousel.  	
	The wooden horses were each painted white and decorated with pastel saddles and bridles in hues of pink, yellow, green, and lavender. Some horses moved up and down, and some were stationary.  A well-worn leather belt was buckled around each rider’s lap. Parents of little kids were required to ride along, as these belts were not all that secure.                                                                                                        	
	People would buy sheets of tickets and ride that carousel over and over.  I would buy sheets of tickets and do the same. I was determined to beat the odds, grab a brass ring, and win a free ride. This became my nightly mission. The rings were released one at a time through a yellow metal chute and most were iron. They were very hard to grab and once you did, they became bracelets worn on the wrist.  Many times, I had a wrist full of rings and none were brass.                                                                                      	
	One evening I thought of a way to beat the odds.  I decided to dismount my horse and stand on the green wooden floor of the carousel, while leaning outwards towards the ring chute. Almost immediately I fell off; the ride did not stop and I had to jump back on.                                                   	
	Quite possibly no one saw me fall, and even if they had, OSHA laws had not been enacted at this time.  No one cared about a girl falling off a carousel unless blood was involved.  Luckily for me, blood did not appear, and I did manage to grab the brass ring that night. My sacrifice was worth it! 
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