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The City of Moving
Sidewalks

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



In Motion City, sidewalks glide like gentle rivers. They hum
under your feet and carry you wherever you wish. Oliver, ten
years old with a gap-toothed grin, loved them more than
anyone. Every morning he stepped onto the bright yellow path
outside his door and zoomed to school, his red sneakers barely
touching the ground.




Oliver's dog Pip trotted beside him, a scruffy cream-and-brown
terrier with one blue eye and one brown. Pip wore a red collar
with a brass tag shaped like a sidewalk tile. Together they
knew every route: the loop to the bakery, the ramp to the park,
the long straight glide to the library. Oliver kept notes in a
canvas satchel slung across his yellow hoodie.

2



At the city center stood the Motion Tower, a tall glass building
where the sidewalk system was controlled. Mayor Brindle
watched over it all, proud of his orderly city. 'Everything runs
on time,' he said, tapping his slate tablet. But Oliver noticed
small things: a flicker in the path lights, a sidewalk that
paused a second too long.




One Tuesday, the sidewalks began sending people to the
wrong places. Mrs. Chen, who wanted the flower market,
ended up at the swimming pool. Mr. Diaz, heading to work,
rolled past his office and stopped at the zoo. Oliver watched
from a bench as neighbors scratched their heads. 'That's odd,’
he murmured. Pip's ears twitched.
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Oliver decided to investigate. He followed a misrouted
sidewalk to the old repair depot on Juniper Street. There,
behind a tangle of wires, stood a short, stooped woman with
silver hair in a bun. She wore an olive work jacket with many
pockets and a tool belt. 'You're Mabel Harrow,' Oliver said.
‘You built the sidewalks!"
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Mabel pushed her round glasses up her nose and smiled. 'l
built parts of them, long ago,' she said. 'Now I fix what I can.'
She showed Oliver a small brass hearing aid and a magnifying

loupe on a cord. 'The sidewalks sense a person's destination
from a tiny chip in their shoe or bag. But the central control is
confused.'



Mabel led Oliver to a dusty workbench covered with diagrams.
‘See, the paths read signals and choose a route,' she explained.
'‘But if the signals get jumbled, the paths guess.' Oliver pulled
out his notebook and drew the system: lines, arrows, and a big
question mark. 'So how do we fix it?' he asked. Mabel winked.
‘We think, we test, and we don't just trust the machines.'
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They spent the afternoon checking sensors. Pip sniffed at a
junction box and barked. '‘Good dog,' said Mabel. '"He senses
the path is about to switch.' They found a loose wire and
tightened it. For a moment, the sidewalks ran smoothly. But
then the lights flickered again. 'It's the central control,' Mabel
said. 'It's old and tired.'




Oliver and Mabel went to Mayor Brindle. The mayor stood tall
in his navy suit, his copper city-seal pin gleaming. 'A few
glitches are nothing,"' he said, glancing at his tablet. 'The
system has always worked.' But just then, his own sidewalk
lurched and carried him sideways toward the fountain. He
stumbled off, looking embarrassed.
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The mayor finally listened. 'What can we do?' he asked. Mabel
unfolded a map. 'We need to prepare the city to walk,"' she
said. 'If the system stops, people must know their own streets.'
Oliver nodded. 'I can make signs and help my neighbors,' he
said. Mayor Brindle sighed. 'Very well. Let's organize.'
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That night, the sidewalks shuddered and stopped. The city fell
silent. People stood on still paths, unsure what to do. Oliver
grabbed his satchel and ran outside. 'This way!' he called. ']
know a shortcut to the bakery!' Pip wagged his stump tail and
led a group of children down a quiet lane.
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Mabel set up a help station at the corner. With her tool belt
and kind smile, she directed people to the market, the school,
the hospital. Mayor Brindle walked the streets too, his
polished shoes dusty. 'I never realized how much I relied on
the sidewalks,' he admitted. 'I forgot the way to my own
office!"
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Oliver and Pip guided a lost family to the park. They crossed a
small bridge and found the old stone path that the sidewalks
had bypassed. 'See?' Oliver said. "The city is full of secret
ways.' The family laughed and thanked him. More neighbors
joined in, sharing directions and helping one another.
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By afternoon, the city was moving again—on foot. People
discovered alleys, gardens, and shortcuts they had never

noticed. Oliver drew a new map in his notebook, marking
every street and landmark. 'We don't need the sidewalks to
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know our city,' he said to Mabel. She smiled. 'Exactly.
Technology should help us, not think for us.'
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Days later, Mabel repaired the central control. The sidewalks
hummed back to life, but things had changed. Mayor Brindle
added walking paths beside the moving ones. Oliver still rode
the sidewalks, but he also walked whenever he could. Pip
trotted ahead, his mismatched eyes bright. The city felt
friendlier, more connected.
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Oliver learned that moving sidewalks are wonderful, but they
can't replace a curious mind or a helping hand. He kept his
notebook full of maps and ideas. And whenever someone
looked lost, he would say, '‘Come on, I'll show you the way.' The
city of moving sidewalks had become a city of neighbors who

knew how to walk together.




