Beneath the Ferris Wheel

Maya sat cross-legged on the splintered boardwalk beneath Luna Park’s Ferris wheel, the early morning light filtering through its iron ribs like stained glass. The laughter and crowds were gone—only seagulls cried now, circling above like old ghosts. The wheel stood motionless, towering over her, its seats swaying slightly in the wind like memories she couldn’t quite let go of.

She clutched the leather-bound sketchbook her mother gave her before the hospital stays grew too long. The book had stayed blank for weeks. Maya had once drawn everything—faces on trains, cafes in the rain, her mother’s hands. But now her pencil hesitated, as if the paper itself had turned cold.

The harbor stretched wide and grey before her, the tang of salt in the air sharp against the stillness. Her fingers were stiff from the chill, but she didn’t move. Her heart felt the same—suspended, like the Ferris wheel seats, waiting for something to set it in motion again.

A breeze stirred, carrying with it the distant scent of fairy floss and fried dough, remnants of yesterday’s joy. It made her eyes sting unexpectedly. She used to come here with Mum on Sunday mornings, always riding the Ferris wheel first, always sketching something after. “Even still things move in your heart,” her mother would say, smiling at the spinning world.

The sun crept higher, casting golden light across the metal beams. Maya looked up. The wheel was rusted in parts, worn down by salt and time—but still standing, proud against the sky. Her fingers moved.

She began to draw. Not the Ferris wheel, not the harbor. She drew her mother’s smile, then the shape of the wind in her hair, the laughter left behind in the bolts and beams. The pencil danced like the tide returning.

And when she looked up again, the Ferris wheel seemed to be smiling back, its stillness no longer empty but full—of her, of memory, of motion yet to come.

                                                                                                                                        THE END

