
      
         [image: cover image]

      
   
      
         [image: title page]

      
   
      
      
      
         
            Dedication

         
         
            This one’s for me.

            I needed to prove I can escape the maze.
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         The corn is the vibrant green of midsummer. The stalks tower above us, too high to see over, even if we jump. The entrance
            to the maze is marked by hay bales that make my legs itch just looking at them.
         

         
         I sip from my water bottle just for something to do with myself other than stare at the maze. It barely dilutes the taste
            of the Pixy Stix–flavored crushed ice I ate on the drive.
         

         
         Logan, pacing the edge of the field, says, “This shouldn’t be here.”

         
         “I know,” I say.

         
         “Like, really shouldn’t. Like, I’d sooner believe it’s a hologram.” He reaches out one hand but stops short of touching the corn.
         

         
         I’m not a farm kid or anything, but growing up in Indiana tends to mean absorbing some knowledge through osmosis. I know that
            corn mazes are for fall, when the corn is full-grown.
         

         
         It’s only May 2. Far as I know, this maze is impossible.

         
          

         It was a mark of true friendship that when Logan picked me up that morning, he took one look at my face and said, “You wanna skip the field trip?” 

         
         It wasn’t just any field trip. It was the Kings Island trip. It was the theme park–shaped prize we all got for surviving AP Physics. Everyone looked forward to it all year.
         

         
         Everyone except me.

         
         I’m the only one in the class fat enough to have to worry about if I’d fit on the rides. I’ve been to a theme park all of
            once, and it included slinking back through the line of a roller coaster after the bar wouldn’t close over my stomach.
         

         
         I can know it’s not my fault that the ride wasn’t built with people like me in mind, or that the walk back through the line
            shouldn’t be embarrassing because I didn’t do anything wrong. I existed while fat—that’s it. I can know all of that and still
            not want to do it again. I can still worry about being perceived as Logan’s fat friend who holds him back.
         

         
         Ever since my parents signed the permission slip, I’d been imagining that terrible walk back through the line. Would Logan
            avert his eyes and pretend not to know me? Bri and Gracie were in our class, so they’d be there. Would they stare at me and
            think, Thank god we got out of that friendship?
         

         
         “We can’t,” I responded, gripping the straps of my messenger bag a little too tight. “Miss it, I mean. We can’t miss the trip.”

         
         “Sadie. Do you really want to go?”

         
         I kept my eyes on the dashboard, unblinking, but I could feel Logan watching me. I thought, Tell him! Be open! Show him you trust him! If I did that, our friendship, only as old as the school year, could grow and solidify.
         

         
         As usual, the words just wouldn’t come out.

         
         Logan tapped his fingers on the steering wheel, then stated, “Okay, executive decision. I say we ditch.”

         
         Maybe it was selfish of me, but I didn’t argue.

         
          

         I’m good at mazes. Like, really good. Every fall, my dad and I go to any corn maze we can find within a hundred miles—which, in Indiana, is quite a few.
         

         
         Sure, there’s some differences with this one. The mazes I’m used to are family-friendly, even the haunted ones. Dad’s not
            here to keep me grounded, there’s no apple cider for me to sip on as I walk. We don’t even know how big the maze is. It could
            be acres and acres.
         

         
         Trying to peer through the dense corn, I think about how in the deepest parts of the ocean, there’s no sunlight. Artificial
            light will only reach so far. There’s no way of knowing what’s waiting in the darkness. The ocean is simply too big, too remote,
            and if you dive too deep . . .
         

         
         Right now, this maze doesn’t seem that different. With the stalks so tall and so tightly packed—who plants corn that close
            together?—we’ll have no hope of knowing what’s around a corner until we make the turn.
         

         
         Don’t be so goddamn dramatic, I admonish myself. You’re not in a horror movie.
         

         
         Besides. I’m good at mazes. I’ve gotten lost in plenty of ten-acre corn mazes with no guide, no map, and way more mud, but
            always found the path back out.
         

         
         So I say, “Let’s go in,” and when Logan says, “Are you sure?” I say, “Absolutely yes.” I grab my school bag out of the car
            because you never know what you’ll need on an adventure and, more importantly, I really don’t feel like carrying my water
            bottle in my hands.
         

         
         I won’t let us get lost.

         
         Logan grins, all doubt erased by my confidence. He takes the first step into the maze. For one dizzying moment, I see him
            as if through a lens flare. He looks over his shoulder, and a strange trick of the light makes it appear as if there are a
            dozen Logans copy-pasted behind him. All of them grinning.
         

         
         Then the light is gone, and it’s just my one and only Logan, holding his hand out to me.

         
          

         Whenever either of us need an emotional boost, we seek empty roads and wilderness. The closest and best place for that is
            Brown County, where there are no population centers large enough to be called a town, and the trees rule over everything.
            We love speeding down the winding roads of the county-wide forest and hunting secrets.
         

         
         Although Brown County is our favorite, it wasn’t what I needed that morning. Suffocated by thoughts of the bus we could have been trapped in and the rides I could have humiliated myself attempting to squeeze into, all I wanted was wide, open spaces. I wanted the sky to stretch out above me into eternity. That meant farmland. Luckily, that was everywhere. Drive any direction out of town, and we’d find miles of corn and soybeans. 

         
         I knew most of my classmates were eager to get out of Indiana for exactly that reason—the endless crops. Well, that and our
            often-shitty conservative political environment. I understood them, especially the ones running to escape a red state.
         

         
         And yet . . . I couldn’t imagine giving up the view. There was nothing like speeding down country roads flanked by oceans
            of green soybeans or golden, late-fall corn gently swaying in the wind.
         

         
         Even better, I thought, when it stormed. I could picture us, pulled over on the side of the road, thunder booming overhead
            as we told ghost stories and kept an ear out for tornado sirens. I’d get my sky, and the rest of the world would wash away.
         

         
         I figured there was a chance my wish could come true. The early morning sky was clear, but I knew that when the afternoon
            heat rolls into Indiana, anything can happen. The clouds can descend to earth.
         

         
          

         In the maze, Logan and I stick close together. I have this persistent itch in the back of my brain, that someone-is-behind-you
            itch, but every time I look back, there’s nothing. Logan, meanwhile, can’t stop looking up.
         

         
         “Sky’s going gray,” he says.

         
         “We’ll be out before it rains,” I promise.

         
         “We could have just gone to my house and watched movies.” He sighs. “I miss Captain and Milo.”

         
         I could point out that he just saw his cats all of four hours ago, but I don’t. I pat his arm reassuringly. “You’ll be back
            with those good, good boys soon enough.”
         

         
         On my next step, my foot hits something. A phone.

         
         “Not a totally abandoned maze, then,” Logan says as I pick it up.

         
         “Look at this.” I dig my phone out of my bag and hold them up next to each other. Both the same model of black iPhone, and
            both have shattered screens with fine broken lines radiating out from the upper left corner.
         

         
         “You really need to get a phone case or, god, at least a screen protector,” Logan says. “Gives me anxiety just to look at that naked phone.”
         

         
         “Shush. They’re cracked the same way!” Like, identically cracked. I would swear that even the tiny branching fissures go the
            same directions.
         

         
         Logan shrugs, clearly unbothered by this revelation. “If we find the owner, we should buy them a phone case, too.”

         
         I roll my eyes. I hold down the button on the side of the phone, but it doesn’t turn on. “So much for finding the owner.”
            Still, I slip it into my bag. You never know.
         

         
         “Which way?” I ask when the path splits.

         
         Logan looks down both potential paths, but they’re identical.

         
         “Left,” he says. “Got a good feeling about left.”

         
         So we go left.

         
          

         “Which way?” Logan asked as we approached a T in the road. There weren’t any other cars around, so I took my own sweet time
            checking out both directions. To the left, trees cropped up on either side of the road, making a tiny forest in the middle
            of farmland. To the right, open fields as far as the eye could see.
         

         
         I almost said right because we came here for that big sky, but some feeling kept pulling me back to the left. I wanted to say right. When I opened my mouth, what came out was, “Left.”
         

         
         He turned without question. In moments, the trees swallowed us up, blocking out the sunlight. Logan, as if sharing my sudden
            anxiety to see the other side, sped up.
         

         
         I don’t know if he saw the graveyard. I didn’t ask, and I didn’t point it out. It was a little thing. Five or six stones,
            maybe. Normally we’d stop for such a strange place, read the names, theorize about the family laid to rest in the ground.
         

         
         That time, driving through a seemingly endless grove, I held my breath until we passed the graves. Restless spirits prowling
            graveyards can’t get into your body if you hold your breath.
         

         
         As suddenly as the trees devoured us, we were released back into the sun. Once again, the land stretched out flat in front
            of us.
         

         
         Except for that unusually high cornfield.

         
          

         The leftward path takes us down a few more turns, and then into a clearing in the maze. It’s maybe the size of a classroom, which is kind of weird to see in a maze. Sometimes you might see a larger open area at a crossroads, but that’s just the nature of making an intersection in a field of corn. This looks more like someone purposely hollowed a room out of the corn, with perfectly straight walls. There are hay bales scattered around, as if offering places to rest. 

         
         Slumped over one of them, having apparently taken them up on the offer, is a body.

         
         “Halloween decoration,” I say automatically.

         
         “It’s May.”

         
         “It’s not real.” Determined to prove it, I approach the body. The definitely, absolutely fake body. That’s why it’s facedown,
            and why it’s wearing a sweatshirt with the hood up. Whoever put it here wants to hide that it’s a mannequin. Yeah, the smell
            of copper gets stronger with every step, but that could be anything. There’s also something dark and red staining the ground
            under the body, spreading out in a suspicious pool, but again—that could be anything. One time I dyed my hair a very unnatural
            red, and the dye looked like that. Yeah. An unfortunate hair-coloring incident. In a corn maze. Makes sense.
         

         
         I crouch next to the body, reaching for the hood.

         
         “Don’t,” Logan says. He sounds nervous. I’m not used to Logan being nervous. “What if it’s a crime scene?”

         
         “It’s not real,” I repeat. I pull back the hood, revealing the face.

         
         The face is like a puzzle, all disparate pieces that I can’t put together. Glassy eyes. An Asian boy, with light brown skin
            and a long nose, like Logan. Gray clouds part just long enough to allow sunlight to glint off his dark hair. It flashes blue.
         

         
         Just like Logan’s, because last week I dyed the ends of my hair blue and he used up the spare dye. We didn’t bleach his hair
            first, so you can’t see it except in the right light. It always shows up best in the sun.
         

         
          

         Logan stopped the car, and we both stared at the cornfield.

         
         “Look—there’s a side road up ahead,” Logan said, gesturing with his chin. “Should we . . . ?”

         
         “Should we go check out that mysterious, impossible cornfield?” I asked. “Uh, yes. Obviously, yes.” It was exactly the sort
            of unusual, spooky thing that we hoped to find on our drives. Of course we had to get closer.
         

         
         Logan didn’t hesitate for long before rolling forward. I don’t think anyone else would have registered the moment as a hesitation,
            but I did. I should have said something. I should have asked why he paused, what he was feeling.
         

         
         But I didn’t mention it.

         
          

         I squeeze my eyes shut as if that can prevent the puzzle pieces from slotting together. It’s too late, though. I knew it was
            too late the moment I saw the scar through his eyebrow.
         

         
         We’d only been friends for a little over a month when it happened. It was maybe our second or third drive. I pointed frantically down a side road marked by a lightning-split tree, he didn’t notice the immediate sharp turn, and we went right off the road into a field. 

         
         Logan got a nasty cut on his forehead and I sprained my wrist, but otherwise, we were fine. We would have hidden the whole
            incident if Logan hadn’t needed stitches. We came up with potential cover stories—he swerved off the road to avoid hitting
            a group of baby raccoons, or we weren’t even in the car, he was just trying to save a baby raccoon and the mother got pissed.
            For some reason our lies all involved baby raccoons.
         

         
         We went with the swerving-off-the-road story. Logan’s mom totally bought it, but I think my parents just pretended to. In
            another life, the accident would have ruined him in their eyes—their daughter, in a car with an unsafe driver, injured? But
            they knew I’d been different since the summer. They didn’t know the cause, just knew I seemed less . . . me. With Logan in my life, I was acting more like the normal Sadie, and other than the reckless
            driving incident, Logan was a Nice Boy. My parents were willing to accept some teenage shenanigans if it meant I was “adjusting.”
         

         
          

         The side road that ran alongside the cornfield was bumpy and long, seeming to go on forever. I couldn’t even see where it joined a main road on the other side. Just this road, and the corn. 

         
         “Stop!” I cried, pointing.

         
         Logan pulled the car over into a large patch of gravel. He squinted out my window. “Is that . . . ?”

         
         The opening in the corn was wide enough for at least a couple people to go through at once. Hay bales on either side seemed
            to mark it as an entrance, and there was clearly a path cut through the corn.
         

         
         I couldn’t stop the grin from spreading over my face. “This is a maze.”
         

         
          

         I scramble backward, letting the hood drop. The sweatshirt is gray, I realize, like the one Logan is currently wearing. I
            turn to him, tears already stinging my eyes. I can tell by the confusion on his face that he didn’t see what I saw.
         

         
         I can’t let him see.

         
         “We have to go,” I say. “Now.”
         

         
         I pull him down the path we entered through. We aren’t far in. There was only the one turn. I don’t even need to be good at
            mazes to get us back to the entrance. Once we’re out and in the car and have the windows up, then we can call the police.
         

         
         When the path dumps us back in the same clearing, with the hay bales and the body, I assume I made a mistake at the turning. Maybe instead of going to the entrance, I went down the other way, and the choice at the T was a false one. Both ways would have brought us to the clearing. 

         
         Okay, back the way we came, then. This time—

         
         “What the fuck?” Logan says, perfectly expressing my own feelings as we once again find ourselves among hay bales and a corpse
            in a gray hoodie.
         

         
         My palms are so sweaty that it’s getting harder to cling to Logan’s hand, but I don’t let go as I turn on my heel and take
            us back into the maze. This time, this time I’m going to get us out.
         

         
         I nearly collapse when I see the body again. My lungs hurt, my legs hurt from sprinting, and the body of my best friend is
            only a few feet away, even though he’s also holding my hand, and all I can think is not again.
         

         
         Wordlessly, Logan drops my hand and approaches the body.

         
         “Don’t,” I say. My voice is hoarse and quiet, and I’m not sure if he hears me. He lifts the hood. Confusion and recognition
            flicker across his face, then a dawning horror. He looks at me as if I might have answers. I wish I could do more than shake
            my head.
         

         
         “I don’t know,” I say. “I don’t know.”

         
         The only thing I know is that we’re trapped in a maze that we’ve never stepped foot in before today, and somehow, Logan has
            already died in it.
         

         
         A long, long way away, thunder rolls.
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         I knew I’d regret wearing shorts as soon as I put them on this morning. I was signing up for my thighs sticking to the plasticky
            bus seat or burning on the sun-heated surface of a theme park ride. I put them on anyway, a little bit because of how easily
            I overheat and a little bit in defiance of my fear about being the fattest girl at the park. Sure, I might not fit on the
            rides, but at least I’d look good doing it, glorious thighs on display.
         

         
         I never made it to Kings Island, but I still regret the shorts. No position I contort myself into on the hay bale escapes
            the scratch of hay on skin. The ground wouldn’t be better. Sitting on the ground just fills my brain with thoughts like, How many bugs are under me right now, and how many are going to be on me when I get up?

         
         I am not what anyone would call “outdoorsy.”

         
         Probably bugs in the hay, too, but if I’m elevated off the ground, I can pretend they can’t reach me.

         
         I shift on the bale and check my phone for the millionth time. It remains stuck where it has for the last hour. My usual lock screen is a picture of Captain, Logan’s tuxedo cat, with a funny cat scowl on his face, but it’s gone now. In its place is a black lock screen declaring the time to be 3:07. Which it’s not. Like, not even close. It was around eleven when we found the maze, and it can’t be later than noon now. Logan’s phone is in the same state, and no amount of restarting has given us any other result. He finally turned his phone off to conserve battery, since the battery indicators are also gone, giving us no way to predict their death. Maybe they’ll never die, or maybe mine will die at any moment. 

         
         I glance toward Logan. The living Logan. Dead Logan isn’t doing anything—which is kind of a miracle, actually. I’m pretty
            sure we’re in a horror movie, and in horror movies, corpses can get up.
         

         
         The living Logan stands in the corner, staring into the corn. Why does he have to do that? He’s the one who showed me The Blair Witch Project. If only he’d just say something, or turn and smile at me, it could at least reassure me that he’s not under the thrall of
            some corn witch.
         

         
         I open my mouth, intending to call out to him. No. Don’t. He clearly needs a minute alone to think. You’d just be bothering him.

         
         And then, another voice: No, you wouldn’t. That’s not him. That’s not what he’s like. Not everyone is going to berate you for worrying or having feelings
               or thoughts.

         
         The first voice argues, He’s probably thinking about how this is all your fault. You said it was okay to go into the maze. You may as well have killed him yourself. You’re going to lose him.

         
         Unless . . .

         
         I don’t say anything. I spin the ring on my left middle finger, pull it off, switch it to the ring finger on the same hand,
            spin it some more. It’s technically a men’s ring, I think, because of how bulky it is. It’s thick-banded and silver, with
            a ship’s wheel design. I found it months ago at a secondhand store on one of our adventures to Bloomington and haven’t stopped
            wearing it since.
         

         
         How am I going to snap Logan out of his weird fugue state? I have to find a way to be useful here. I glance toward the body,
            willing it to give me answers, any answers. What if it’s not really Logan? What if it’s just someone who looks weirdly like him? Or it’s a trick. If we’re somehow
            in a maze capable of rerouting its passages so we can’t escape, then it’s possible for a fake-Logan body to have been magically
            conjured.
         

         
         Yes. Okay. Yes, that’s how I’ll help. I’ll prove that this Logan isn’t real. He’s got that scar on his face, sure, but copying
            that is hardly impressive. What about the details that aren’t visible to just anyone? The scar on his side, for instance,
            or the missing tooth near the back of his mouth? I mean, I only know about that because he saw my own couple missing teeth
            and told me about his so we could be “tooth twins.”
         

         
         I’m going to prove it’s not him, and he’s not dead, and then Logan will feel better, and we’ll find a way out.

         
         I creep toward the body as quietly as I can. If I fail, then I’m not going to want him to know I tried.

         
         I kneel next to the dead Logan, careful to avoid the pool of blood beneath him. Fake dead Logan. I hold my breath. His head
            is still turned and hood still down from when Logan took his first look. He’s staring at me with those blank eyes.
         

         
         I’m sorry. I think it as loudly as I can, hoping that whoever this really is can hear me. Then, gently, I pull up the bottom of his
            hoodie and the T-shirt underneath, exposing the skin on his right side.
         

         
         I wasn’t there when Logan got this scar. I don’t even know how he got it. I’ve just seen it when we’ve gone swimming. It’s
            a pale, jagged slash across the side of his ribs. I’m already imagining the moment when I find the bare skin. I’ll laugh,
            maybe, or cry. Both. I’ll tell Logan the good news. The fake Logan will turn back into some other person, or melt away, having
            never been a person at all.
         

         
         We’re going to have a happy ending.

         
         The moment feels so real and concrete, so assured, that when I see the scar, I gasp. I quickly smooth the body’s shirt and
            hoodie back down.
         

         
         The sound makes Logan turn from the corner. That’s something, at least. He’s not being Blair Witched after all.

         
         “What are you doing?” he asks.

         
         “I thought—maybe if I could just prove it wasn’t you . . .” I trail off, not wanting to admit how badly I’d failed.

         
         “But he is.” Logan’s voice is flat. I know him well enough to know that it’s not from a lack of emotion. Logan’s emotions are huge and occasionally overwhelming. If he’s not showing any, it’s because he’s fighting to control them.
         

         
         I don’t know what I’m supposed to say. Sometimes I feel like I’m in a video game, where there’s all these dialogue options
            and I choose what I think is the best one, but it’s actually the worst option and I ruin my relationship with that NPC. I
            want to say what I mean, and I want it to be something that helps Logan.
         

         
         So what are my choices here?

         
         
            
               
                  
                     	Obviously it’s you.

                     	Haha, no, there’s no way! He just looks a lot like you.
                     

                     	That’s rough, buddy.

                  

               

            

         
         None of those options actually come out of my mouth. Instead I say, “He is,” in a sort of glum confirmation of what we both
            already knew.
         

         
         “How . . .” Logan pauses. Pain flickers across his face. He swallows hard, and then it’s gone. “How did he die?”

         
         “I . . . I don’t know. There’s plenty of blood, but I don’t see any wounds.”

         
         Logan kneels next to me. “Help me turn him over.”

         
         “What?”

         
         “We’re only seeing one side of him. Let’s check his front.”

         
         If we turn him over, it’s only going to be harder to avoid seeing his face—Logan’s face—on a dead boy.
         

         
         “Are you sure you want to know?” I ask.

         
         Logan raises his eyes to meet mine. He doesn’t hide the worry now—or his resolve. I hold the eye contact until I feel too
            suffocated and look away so I can breathe.
         

         
         “I think I have to,” he says. “How are we going to figure out how to save me if we don’t even know how I die?”

         
         I startle. It hadn’t occurred to me that we might be able to save him. But it’s obvious—of course we can save him. He’s dead
            here, but he’s not dead yet. That means there must be some kind of time distortion happening in the maze.
         

         
         I’ve seen enough time travel movies to know you absolutely can change the future.

         
         I’ve also seen enough to know how badly it can go, but I’m not going to think about that. I only care about one thing: saving
            Logan.
         

         
         So I help Logan carefully turn over his own dead body, lowering it off the hay bale and onto the ground.

         
         As soon as his front is in full view, Logan announces, “I think I know how I died.”

         
         “Is it the big bloody wound in your chest?” I ask.

         
         “It’s the big bloody wound in my chest.” He leans in. “Look at my hoodie here.”

         
         “What about it? The part where it’s covered in blood?” Just the sight of it makes me nauseated. The gray hoodie has our school mascot emblazoned on it. On living Logan, the rocket is a cheery orange. On dead Logan, it’s a deep, rusty red. 

         
         “That’s part of it,” Logan says. “That would mean the sweatshirt wasn’t put on postmortem, right? If blood was still flowing
            this much.” He considers this for a moment, then nods. He strips off his hoodie, now only in the NASA T-shirt underneath.
            Hugging the hoodie to his chest, he points at the wound. “The cloth around it looks cut.”
         

         
         “And no exit wound,” I say, catching on. Aren’t there usually exit wounds? “So you probably weren’t shot. Stabbed.”

         
         “That’s my guess.”

         
         “Okay, cool. So now we know that you shouldn’t wear that hoodie, and you should avoid anyone with a knife. Also maybe just
            any sharp things in general.”
         

         
         “Easy-peasy,” Logan says.

         
         We stay there for a moment, staring at this Logan corpse, and I wonder if it all feels as unreal to Logan as it does to me.
            It’s like I’m detaching from the reality of this dead body and instead shifting into an unreality where this is just a big
            escape room. Because if it’s an escape room, then there’s a methodology we can follow. We solve some puzzles, and out we go.
         

         
         If it’s real, then it’s my best friend lying in front of us, dead, and there might not be a way out. If it’s real, then all my memories of our friendship threaten to become poison. In the escape room, I can think about how we met and smile. 

         
         Logan and I grew up in the same town, but our paths didn’t cross until the start of senior year. I entered my senior year
            thinking I probably wouldn’t make any new friends. It felt too exhausting to even try to form a connection with someone after
            Eric, and after my friendships with Bri and Gracie fell apart.
         

         
         Then there was the boy in my AP Physics class who wore a million enamel pins on his jacket—an Animal Crossing villager, a
            cartoonish plague doctor mask, a few different pieces in the colors of the bisexual flag. On our first partner-based assignment,
            while I weighed the chances of our teacher letting me work alone, he plopped his textbook on my desk, pulled a chair up, and
            said, “Hey, partner, assuming you want to be partners. I’m Logan.”
         

         
         It was weird, and from someone else it might have been straight-up off-putting. But it was Logan. The guy’s got good vibes,
            okay? Besides, he didn’t know about Eric or Bri or Gracie, and I loved not having to talk about any of it. Before long, AP
            Physics was the highlight of my day—at least until we started going on drives or hanging out at each other’s house.
         

         
         Before I ever even thought about it, he became my best friend.

         
         If this is real, if some version of him is dead—truly dead—then those good memories take on a somber, almost ominous quality, like photos of a dead person on a true crime show, laughing with their friends or dressed up for Halloween. 

         
         If this is real, then Logan and I are those true crime photos.

         
         I decide it’s not real.

         
         I sigh, standing up and giving another long look around the clearing, even though all we’ve done for the last hour is look. Look, and check for signals on our phones. Look, and try to walk through the walls of corn—I’m not above cheating in a maze
            if the maze cheats too—and find that the densely packed stalks are sharp as hell. Cornstalks usually are, but this corn is
            worse. When we tried to squeeze between them, I ended up with tiny stinging cuts all over my arms and legs. Logan, in his
            hoodie and jeans, got away with a few scrapes on his face. Maybe we could have endured some scratches, but more than that,
            the corn seemed to be resisting us. Pushing us back two steps for every one step we took.
         

         
         All that looking, useless as it felt, is why I notice the difference so quickly. I know this clearing by now. I know it has
            four hay bales, each big enough for one Sadie-sized person to sit on or one corpse to slump over. I know there’s one doorway
            out, one path. The one that led us here to this place and Logan’s body over and over. It takes me hardly any looking at all
            to spot the second door.
         

         
         I nudge Logan with my foot. He’s still kneeling next to his body, examining it much more closely than I’d want to examine mine. I nudge him again. 

         
         “What?”

         
         “Something you’ll wanna see,” I say, pointing. He follows the line of my hand and jumps to his feet.

         
         “Holy shit where did that come from?”
         

         
         “I don’t know. It’s just . . . there. But that’s good. It means this isn’t a dead end. This could be the way out.” I don’t
            think it will be, don’t believe it could ever be that easy, but I project it into the universe just in case. Manifestation
            or whatever.
         

         
         “Yeah, but why now? What made it appear?” Logan walks up to the doorway, hovering a hand over one of the flanking cornstalks
            and examining it with the same intensity as he examined his corpse. “Did something trigger it? Was it on a timer?” He looks
            back at me. “We need to know. If we end up in another dead end, we need to know how we got out of here.”
         

         
         “I agree,” I say, searching through my bag. “But I don’t think we have enough information. For all we know, it opened because
            you took off your hoodie and changed the course of the future or something. Ah, here it is!” Triumphantly, I pull out a purple
            zippered pouch.
         

         
         “Here what is?”

         
         “Emergency sewing kit.”

         
         “You have an emergency sewing kit in your school bag?”

         
         “Everyone should,” I say primly, as if I hadn’t rolled my eyes when Mom insisted I have one. Well, score one for Mom, because I’m finally going to use it. My kit is well stocked—not just a needle and thread. I unzip the pouch, laying it open like a book and exposing its neatly organized insides. 

         
         The emergency sewing kit put together by my mother has basic tools, like a variety of needles, small scissors, needle threader,
            a collection of pins with colorful heads, and a rainbow of thread. What I’m wanting is the bag full of spare buttons.
         

         
         “My mom has this thing about buttons,” I say, holding up the button bag. “I’ve only ever sewn one button in my life—the one
            she made me practice—but she’s convinced that one day I’ll need dozens and dozens of buttons in every color.” Score two for
            Mom. I pause, then say, more softly, “Do you think they know we’re missing yet?” I picture my dad, working on the couch at
            home because he never uses his desk, and my mom at her office—both thinking I’m at Kings Island, safe on a school trip. What
            happens when they find out? Dad will call everyone—the school, our teacher, Logan’s mom, probably Bri and Gracie, since my
            parents still don’t know what happened. Mom hates talking on the phone, but she’d call Aunt Hannah, who would tell my cousin
            Ariel. Would they come to town to help look for me?
         

         
         Logan doesn’t respond to my question immediately. Maybe he’s doing his own calculations about his family’s reaction. Although he has loads of aunts and uncles and cousins, no one lives closer than a few hours away. At home, it’s just him, his mom, and his little brother, Kyle. It’s already been hard enough for him to think about leaving for college in August. Even though we’re both headed only a couple hours away to Ball State, he told me he worries he’s abandoning them. So how is he feeling now, with the threat of never going back at all? 

         
         I shake the thought out of my head. No. That’s not a real threat. We’re getting out of here. We have plans. We’re going to
            be in the Honors College at Ball State so we can live in the nice dorms, and we’re going to experience Real College Life.
            When we went on a campus tour in February, we decided we’d eat lunch in the quad right next to the big angel statue every
            day, mostly because “Let’s meet in the quad” sounds almost unbearably collegiate.
         

         
         We’ve already decided these things will happen, so we’re getting out of the maze.

         
         “They might know we ditched the field trip,” he says finally. “Guess it depends on if the school called them and if they tried
            to call us.” As if on instinct, his hand moves briefly to the phone in his pocket, before remembering it’s utterly useless.
            “And all that assumes time moves the same in here as it does out there.”
         

         
         I blink. “Do you . . . think it doesn’t?”

         
         He shrugs. “We’ve already got time shenanigans happening. No reason to think it does move at the same pace.”
         

         
         “So . . . maybe it’s just been, like, a few minutes out there.”

         
         “Or maybe it’s been days.”

         
         I scrunch up my nose. “Cheery thought.”

         
         “Anyway,” Logan says. “To get back to the topic at hand. Why do you think we need buttons? Did you lose one? Are we going button-eyed,
            Coraline-style?”
         

         
         “We’re leaving bread crumbs,” I say. “I think we should leave a button at every door we go through, so they’re marked as a
            place we’ve been.” Demonstrating, I drop a blue button at the door that got us into this mess in the first place.
         

         
         Watching me, Logan says, “You know that part in Labyrinth?”
         

         
         I glare at him. He’s fully aware that I know every part of Labyrinth. It’s my mom’s favorite movie, and she’s a serial rewatcher, so it would have been impossible to avoid. She’s the reason
            he saw it, too. “Please don’t suggest something is going to move the buttons around like the goblins move Sarah’s arrows around,”
            I say.
         

         
         “Just something to think about! We don’t know how the maze works. Are doorways always matched to the same rooms, or do they
            get jumbled up and a doorway we’ve seen may lead somewhere new?”
         

         
         “Guess we’ll find out. This may end up being useless,” I admit. “But all we’ll be wasting if I’m wrong is some buttons.”

         
         We stand together on the threshold of the new opening in the corn. I carefully drop a button to mark it. Distant thunder reaches our ears on a light breeze. 

         
         “What do you think is in there?” Logan asks, voice low.

         
         “Only one way to find out.” I step over the button in the doorway, and we walk farther into the maze.
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         The new path twists and turns, but never splits. It herds us onward until we find another one of those weird rooms in the
            corn.
         

         
         “Okay, so we can get somewhere new,” I say. I swipe at the tears of relief that spring into my eyes. Come on. Can’t fall apart
            this early.
         

         
         The new room is roughly the same size as the last, but has no hay bales, no corpses, and no other way out. It does have piles and piles of what, as far as I can tell, is random crap.
         

         
         “Does this maze have a junk room?” I ask incredulously.

         
         “Just like Labyrinth,” Logan whispers, conspiratorial. “Which maybe doesn’t bode well for our button plan, but I did always kind of want a goblin
            king to take Kyle away.”
         

         
         “You’d tell me if you recently made some sort of weird wish, right? Something to make your little brother disappear and put
            us in a maze purgatory?”
         

         
         Logan crosses his heart. “No weird wishes in the last week or so. You?”

         
         “I think I idly wished to meet Ben Barnes? But not with real intention and not out loud. I know better than to make wishes out loud unless I mean ’em.”
         

         
         “This would also be an extremely confusing way to grant that wish.”

         
         “Extremely. So, what now?” I gesture at the piles of junk. “Do we have to dig for clues?” It’s a daunting task. None of the
            piles are huge, exactly. There’s just so many of them.
         

         
         “You got any other ideas?”

         
         I sigh. “I do not.” I drop a button in the doorway, then approach the nearest pile and lower myself to sit cross-legged next
            to it. Logan takes the pile closest to mine, and we begin to sort.
         

         
         If there’s a rhyme or reason to all this junk, I can’t figure it out. Barely peeking out from the base of the pile is what appears to be someone’s large denim jacket, acting as a mini picnic blanket to keep everything contained. I find a few paperback books, a half-used bottle of hand lotion, a travel bag of makeup, a pocketknife (which I bury deep in my bag, away from Logan and his future stab wound, but also on hand to defend against whoever stabs him), multiple phones that are as dead as the one I found earlier—it just goes on and on. A bottle of holographic nail polish, a couple different house keys, loose change. I also find a retro-aesthetic portable radio in a pale teal color. I scan through the stations—you never know, right?—but they’re all static except for one playing oldies. 

         
         The radio tugs at me in a way I can’t really explain. I’m not sure of the morality of taking an object from these piles. We
            don’t know where this all came from or what became of the people who left the items behind. Is it grave robbing? No, I’m not
            going to think like that. They aren’t dead. It’s something less serious, like stealing from a lost and found.
         

         
         Even so, with a fuzzy sense of guilt growing on my skin, I quietly slip it into my bag and continue with sorting as if nothing
            happened.
         

         
         As we move from one pile to the next, we sort everything into new piles, like with like. Keys together, phones together, random
            toiletries together. One of the larger piles is just sunglasses.
         

         
         “Any theories on what this is all doing here?” Logan asks. He holds up a single blue Converse. Words are written in Sharpie
            all around the bottom edge—lyrics, I think, vaguely familiar, but I can’t remember the rest of the song or even the melody.
            “Because I’m lost.”
         

         
         “Same.” I toss a pack of tissues in the toiletries pile and pick up the next item. It’s a plasticky wallet covered in anime
            characters I recognize but can’t name—very Hot Topic.
         

         
         I assume it’s empty, but I open it anyway. I’m surprised to find cash, cards, ticket stubs, a couple business cards—all the detritus that ends up in wallets eventually—and a student ID from Indiana University that has an expiration date of next year. A pretty blond white girl stares out at me from a bright red card declaring itself a CrimsonCard. 

         
         “Anna Thompson,” I whisper, mostly to myself. “She’s gotta be missing this.” There’s something brewing in the outskirts of
            my mind, like that distant thunder from earlier. I try to reach for it as I keep sorting—phone charger here, gel pen there,
            a graduation program folded into a makeshift fan—but it’s a little too far away. I just have this feeling that I’m close to
            figuring something out.
         

         
         In another pile, I find a denim jacket a lot like the one that formed the base of the first pile I sorted. I don’t think much
            of it and I’m about to toss it in a pile with the Converse and move on when I notice the bulge in the pocket. I poke it through
            the denim. It doesn’t move, at least, so it’s probably not a field mouse or something. Instead, I pull out a familiar plasticky
            wallet.
         

         
         Doesn’t mean anything. It’s a popular anime. Loads of people probably have this wallet. And the jacket—denim jackets aren’t exactly a unique style.
            It doesn’t mean anything. I repeat this even as I hold my breath and snap the wallet open.
         

         
         I sit completely still and silent for so long that Logan must take notice.

         
         “Something wrong?” he asks eventually.

         
         “I just found this.” My own voice sounds far away. I hold the wallet out to him, so he can see the full card slots and the
            CrimsonCard.
         

         
         “Someone’s gotta be missing that,” he says, smiling in a faintly confused way.

         
         The other wallet—the first wallet—is in my lap. As if something told me not to toss it away just yet. I hold it up, too.

         
         Logan’s eyes move between the two open wallets. Identical debit cards. Identical Starbucks cards right behind those. Identical
            Indiana University student IDs for a pretty girl named Anna Thompson.
         

         
         “That’s . . .” He takes the wallets, examining them more closely. “This doesn’t make sense.”

         
         The something brewing in my mind draws closer. Reluctantly, wanting to be wrong, I pull out the dead phone from my bag.
         

         
         “I think this phone is my phone,” I say. “It’s the same model and has the same cracks.” I turn it over. I felt the old, faint
            tackiness earlier, but hadn’t put it together. Maybe hadn’t wanted to put it together. “It has the same circle of PopSocket
            adhesive I couldn’t get off. In the same place.”
         

         
         Logan shakes his head. “Okay, wait. Back up. I don’t know if I’m just not processing, but I don’t get what that means.”

         
         “I don’t really know either. All I have are, like, hunches.”

         
         “Then tell me what you’re thinking. You’re a pretty good guesser.”

         
         I roll my eyes. “Just because I managed to get a B on that Econ test by guessing half the answers—”

         
         “I haven’t done the math, but pretty sure that’s an unlikely outcome! So I’ll go with your ideas right now.”

         
         I purse my mouth to one side. “Well. We have two identical phones. Two identical wallets.” I take a deep breath. “Two identical teenage boys, other than the thing where one is dead.” 

         
         Logan lets out a weak laugh. “Okay, yeah, the wallets and phones are more believable when you say it like that.”

         
         “So we already have the physical proof that two of someone can exist in this maze. For there to be two of my phone, there’d
            have to be two of me. Two wallets, two Annas.”
         

         
         “You think there’s another Sadie running around in this maze?”

         
         I shrug. “Maybe. Or . . . maybe you’re not the only one who’s died in here.”

         
         For a long moment, Logan stares at me while I stare at the adhesive circle on the back of the phone that both is and isn’t
            mine. I flip it over and try one more time to turn it on. Nothing.
         

         
         “Let’s keep looking,” I say eventually.

         
         Logan nods. We continue the search, sorting more phones and wallets and chargers and a large array of makeup. Some of it’s
            in little travel bags, but so much of it is loose.
         

         
         Next to me, Logan stands. A stack of books topples, and he reveals what he’s unearthed.

         
         A gray hoodie emblazoned with an orange rocket.

         
         “It’s my size,” Logan murmurs. “The other me was still wearing his. So this belongs to a third Logan. We aren’t doing such
            a great job of saving me, huh?”
         

         
         “It might not be yours,” I say, but I don’t believe my own words. “They sold loads of those.”

         
         Logan gives me a half-hearted smile, letting me pretend he believes me. “Yeah.”

         
         The search continues. With each pile, we find more and more copies. I start opening each wallet, needing to bear some kind
            of witness.
         

         
         Roxy Cooper is a student at Purdue. Her ID shows a smiling Black girl with purple hair, and her wallet is stuffed with business
            cards. They all seem to be from people who work in engineering—maybe she went to a career fair before getting trapped in the
            maze? There’s also several movie tickets, with the most recent being Inception. The picture of two Black children who have similar dimples to Roxy’s makes Logan’s breath catch. We can’t know if they’re
            her kids, siblings, cousins, or niblings, but I know Logan’s thinking of Kyle.
         

         
         Dante Coleman is a young man with dark hair and olive skin. He’s another student, but his ID isn’t for a university—it’s the other high school in our town. Based on the dates for the one million receipts for boba tea in his wallet, he seems to only be a couple years ahead of us. That makes me squirm uncomfortably, because wouldn’t we have heard about it if a teen went missing from our town? Surely people aren’t just erased when they got lost in the maze. There are also two prom tickets tucked away in the billfold part of the wallet. The idea of him going missing when someone was waiting for him to take them to prom, assuming he’d even gotten a chance to ask . . . 

         
         John Baker is a white man whose wallet is extremely tidy, almost eerily so. No old receipts or expired coupons. Just a driver’s
            license, two credit cards, and a fifty-dollar bill. All we can learn about him is that he’s from Illinois. As we give up on
            finding anything else in the wallet, Logan leans over and whispers conspiratorially, “Hit man, I bet.”
         

         
         We learn more about Paige Cassidy, a woman in her thirties, based on her state ID. She has a platinum blond undercut and warm
            brown eyes. An appointment card tells us she had a therapy appointment set for two years ago, and a business card for the
            same therapist makes me think she only started seeing them recently. There’s a slim piece of gum that smells like spearmint,
            and a punch card to some kind of ice cream place in Indianapolis. She has membership cards for the Children’s Museum and the
            zoo. Combined with a handful of loose arcade tickets, we theorize she either has kids or frequently babysits.
         

         
         The same man’s wallet comes up five times. I can’t wrap my head around it. Joe Gilbert, of Cincinnati, Ohio, is—was? Is a thin white man with gray hair. There’s a Target receipt dated a little over a year ago. He has about a million membership
            cards stashed in his wallet. AMC, Best Buy, Starbucks, CVS, and Kohl’s, to name a few. He also must never clean his wallet out, because he has a membership card for Borders.
         

         
         Slowly, without discussion, our focus shifts away from categorizing each and every item, and toward finding everything that’s
            ours. Two more of Logan’s hoodies. Three more of my phones, but only one of Logan’s. Three copies of his car keys—it goes on.
         

         
         In one pile, I recognize the blue cover of my AP Physics notebook. I fish it out. It’s flimsy and light. All the pages have
            been ripped out except for one. Scrawled in my own handwriting is a note: I couldn’t figure it out. We got so far.

         
         It cuts off there. The words are large and looping, escaping the college-ruled lines of the notebook.

         
         The next copy of my notebook I find is somehow worse. It has more pages left, but each one is scribbled over with Sharpie.
            No words.
         

         
         I imagine myself alone in the maze, maybe with Logan’s body, diligently ripping out all but twenty-odd pages of my notebook
            and covering the rest in permanent black. How long would that have taken? How long did that other me sit there, gliding Sharpie back and forth until each page was full?
         

         
         One hopefully useful item: We find four copies of my emergency sewing kit. The button method may be unproven, but I’m happy
            to steal any remaining buttons my other selves had. One of the kits is completely empty, not just of buttons, but of everything. Two have about half the buttons remaining. One is full, as if it has never been touched.
         

         
         I don’t know if that means my other self never thought to use them, or if she died before she had a chance.

         
         It’s hard to say how long the search takes. Logan turns his phone on briefly to check the time, but it remains stuck at 3:07.
            Time in the maze seems to have no relation to the position of the sun, because by that metric it should still be late morning,
            not three in the afternoon or three in the morning. If the sun is moving across the sky at all, it’s so slow that we can’t
            see the change. It still thunders occasionally, but the storm doesn’t appear to get any closer. To be honest, you could say
            we’ve been here for two hours or two days or two weeks, and I’d be like, “Yeah, that seems right.” All we can do is keep looking
            and hoping that something will open the next door.
         

         
         Logan holds up a Pokémon card.

         
         “This is mine,” he says softly. It looks well-worn, its corners fraying and the colors fading. He pulls the twin from his
            pocket to prove it.
         

         
         “Why do you carry a surfing Pikachu card with you?” I ask, baffled. Maybe I don’t get it because I was never really a Pokémon
            kid, but it seems like a weird choice.
         

         
         “It was a gift.”

         
         “From who?”

         
         Logan shrugs. He tucks both cards carefully away in his pocket. When he looks at me, his eyes move right past me. I turn,
            and there it is—the new door.
         

         
         “Well, whoever gave it to you, they’re our lucky charm,” I say.

         
         Logan snorts derisively. “Yeah. Ready to go?”

         
         Not yet. I gesture toward our piles of copied—cloned, faked, whatever—belongings. The Logan pile and the Sadie pile. “I want
            to know what this means.”
         

         
         “Isn’t it obvious?” Logan asks. “Each pair represents a time we went through the maze and failed. A time when we both died.”

         
         My laugh emerges high-pitched and half-manic. “No, no, that can’t be right, that would be . . .” I scan the items, trying
            to count them.
         

         
         “Sixteen, I think,” Logan says. “Don’t know if we should include the body in the first room, so I didn’t.”

         
         “Sixteen times that we didn’t get out,” I say slowly. Sixteen, minimum. “But . . .”
         

         
         Maybe it wasn’t me who was good at mazes. Maybe it was always my dad, and somewhere along the way I just got the idea that
            it was me. Give me a maze without him by my side, gently nudging me in the right direction, and I can’t do it.
         

         
         “We’re so completely fucked,” I whisper. I stand, turning away from the pile of my phones and his car keys with the triceratops
            key chain in the colors of the bisexual flag. I press the heels of my hands into my eyes until I see white dots.
         

         
         Breathe, breathe, breathe. Can’t freak out now.

         
         Logan’s hand on my shoulder makes me jump. “Maybe,” he says. “But maybe those other versions of us just sucked at this.”

         
         I laugh. “What’s so different about us now, then?”

         
         “Don’t know yet.” With the lightest pressure on my shoulder, he turns me toward him. He cups my face and smiles. All at once,
            I feel both a rush of guilt for breaking down and a rush of gratitude that if I have to be here, at least I’m here with my
            best friend. “But,” Logan continues, “at some point they may have run out of new doors to go through, and we haven’t yet.
            So let’s keep going.”
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         “Maybe we’re getting the hang of this,” Logan says as we proceed down the new path, our pinkies loosely linked. Not quite
            a handhold, but just enough to let me know that I’m not yet alone in the maze, coloring notebook paper entirely black. “It’s
            like we have to solve a little mystery in every room. That’s not too bad.”
         

         
         I consider this theory, nodding slowly. “That makes sense. We didn’t get out of the first room until we knew how you died.
            And we didn’t get out of the junk room until we found that card—although that’s not much of a mystery, is it?”
         

         
         “It is if that was what it wanted us to find.”

         
         “By it you mean . . . the maze?”
         

         
         Logan shrugs. “Or something. A higher power. A witch or chaos demon or trickster god overseeing the maze. Someone or something
            is monitoring our progress enough to open doors when we achieve some predetermined goal.”
         

         
         “A higher power. So did those other versions of us die because they didn’t satisfy that power?”

         
         “I don’t imagine a higher power being very stabby,” Logan says. “Like—they’d smite more, and I don’t think smiting involves stabbing.”
         

         
         “Then who killed you?” I ask. “Who killed me? If everyone who owned something in that room is dead, who killed all of them?”
            I stop short as we enter the next room and say, “Who . . . built this?”
         

         
         It’s not quite the right question. Whatever structure was in this room doesn’t exist anymore. All that’s left are the uneven,
            weathered remains of a cinder block foundation.
         

         
         “A house?” Logan asks incredulously. “In a corn maze? Really?”

         
         I shrug. “Maybe the maze came after. Either way, this is . . .”

         
         “Weird. Even for here. Right?”

         
         “Yeah. I guess I thought it’d all be hay bales.” I walk the perimeter of the old foundation, trying to get a sense of the
            size. I’m not great at spatial awareness. I unfortunately didn’t inherit the skill from my parents. They have the wild ability
            to look at something, estimate the measurement, and conceive of what that measurement means. Here I am, right in front of the foundation of some kind of building, and I can’t accurately imagine how big it actually
            was. We called it a house, but is it big enough for that? Maybe it’s more like a shed or a garage. Trying to decipher its
            true form starts to make my head hurt, so for simplicity’s sake, I decide it was a house.
         

         
         That brings up a more troubling question. If its past life was as a house . . . whose house was it? Did someone live in the corn maze?
         

         
         I round a corner of the maybe-former-house, and just as quickly turn to face Logan, who isn’t far behind me.

         
         “What’s wrong?” he asks. I try to stop him from getting any closer, but he pushes through.

         
         When he sees it, Logan’s breath hitches. He turns away, swearing. I reach out and wrap my pinky around his until he’s calmer.

         
         The woman splayed out on the ground is positioned behind a large slab of foundation that’s less crumbly than the rest. She’s
            older than us by a few decades. Tall, willowy, brunette. The way her glassy eyes stare into the bright blue sky makes me shudder.
         

         
         “Sorry,” he says. He doesn’t turn around. “I didn’t—I knew other people died here, I just didn’t think we’d . . . see them.”
            He laughs. “Really shouldn’t be worse than seeing my own body.”
         

         
         I pause, searching for my next words. Once again, they appear like dialogue options in a video game. All I have to do is choose
            the right one.
         

         
         
            
               
                  
                     	Yeah, probably not.

                     	We all grieve differently.

                     	[sits backward in a chair] You know someone else who died? Our Lord and Savior—

                  

               

            

         
         God, why is my brain like this? This is a Serious Moment, and instead of providing anything useful, it just gives me jokes and
            memes.
         

         
         I clear my throat. “I think it’s good to be affected by it. We don’t know her, but she’s dead. That matters. She was a person,
            and that’s enough. Everything she was ever supposed to be will never exist—” I stop myself, digging my nails into my palm
            to cut the spiral off. This isn’t the best time for an existential crisis about the nature of mortality. “I think we should
            get out of this room as soon as we can,” I continue. “But that’s going to mean looking at her.”
         

         
         Logan casts a nervous glance over his shoulder. He stares at the dead woman, inhaling and exhaling, slow, deliberate breaths.

         
         “You don’t have to,” I say. “I can do it.” I don’t want to, this close to the spiral, but I will for Logan.

         
         “No. No. We should do it together.”

         
         I pause. Another dialogue option.

         
         
            
               
                  
                     	No, I’ll do it.

                     	Whatever you want.

                     	????

                  

               

            

         
         “. . . If you’re sure,” I say. “But you can walk away at any time.”

         
         He smiles at me, so I think I did okay.

         
         I don’t want to say luckily, but also . . . luckily, as we approach, it becomes clear that we won’t need to do a detailed, CSI-style examination. What
            I’d taken for a red shirt is a white shirt stained with blood. A lot, lot more blood than had been on Logan. She was stabbed multiple times, all over her torso.
         

         
         I swallow back bile. “Okay. Cause of death, pretty easy,” I say. I look for a new door. “So . . .”

         
         “We don’t know who she is,” Logan says quietly. “With me, we knew both. With her . . .”

         
         “Oh. Uhm. Good point.” I shake out my hands nervously. Without thinking too hard about it, I kneel and slip my hand into one
            of the pockets on her jeans. The intimacy of it feels beyond wrong—worse than looking for Logan’s other scar. That body was
            Logan’s. My best friend. I wasn’t seeing anything I hadn’t seen before.
         

         
         I don’t even know this woman’s name.

         
         There’s nothing in the pocket. And in her other pocket, only ChapStick. “Do you see a purse or anything?” I ask Logan. “Unless—”

         
         “The junk room,” we say at the same time.

         
         “All those wallets. One has to be hers,” Logan says.

         
         I’m not sure anything has to be anything in this maze, but where else are we supposed to look? So I nod. Logan offers a hand
            to help me up. I wipe my palms on my shorts before I take it, as if I can just rub away my proximity to death and prevent
            it from touching him.
         

         
         Even though the categorizing in the junk room had felt pointless, I’m now grateful for our pile of wallets. It might not hold every wallet in the room, but it’s a good start. We sit cross-legged on the ground and look through IDs. 

         
         It’s possible she won’t be here—not just in this collection of wallets, but at all. Not everyone might’ve left a wallet behind.
            We never found mine or Logan’s. Didn’t I see that flavor of ChapStick while I was sorting? Maybe that’s all she left.
         

         
         And yet, if the maze wants us to know her name, we will.

         
         Logan’s the one to find her. The woman’s wallet is long and embroidered with roses. It’s a style I’ve always been tempted
            to buy because they look kinda fancy to me. I imagine myself as an old-fashioned lady in a big city, dressed up for a night
            out, elegantly snapping open the silver clasp and removing crisp, uncreased bills.
         

         
         There’s only a rumpled five in the wallet, and the dead woman’s ID.

         
         “Beverly Davis.” I trace a finger over the expiration date on the driver’s license. “It’s expired by almost three years.”

         
         “And here I thought my executive dysfunction was bad,” Logan says with a forced smile. “I hope that’s why she hasn’t renewed it, anyway. Given that
            the alternative is her wallet’s been here for three years, minimum.”
         

         
         “Surely the maze hasn’t been around that long. Wouldn’t someone have noticed her missing? Wouldn’t we have noticed this maze
            earlier? We’ve wandered these roads enough.”
         

         
         “Yeah, but I don’t think we’ve ever wandered this one. We’ve never made that turn before. The thicket of trees we went through—do you remember seeing it before today? And
            the leap from ‘maze that distorts time and eats people’ to ‘maze that distorts time, eats people, and can hide itself from
            the outside world’ isn’t that big.”
         

         
         “I know, it’s just—if it’s hidden,” I whisper, spinning my ship’s wheel ring, “then we can’t really hope for a rescue.”

         
         “I know,” Logan says softly. “But honestly? Anyone who comes in here would just get lost right alongside us. We’re the only
            ones who can get ourselves out.”
         

         
         I turn my face away from him, nodding and willing away the tears. I really, really don’t like crying in front of people, and as much as I love Logan, he’s not an exception. I hadn’t even been hoping for outside
            rescue since we discovered our phones don’t work. It shouldn’t hurt to have the option ripped away.
         

         
         “You’re right,” I say. I’m relieved that my voice doesn’t sound thick or choked with tears. “In that case, we better go see
            if finding this wallet was enough.”
         

         
         On the way back to the foundation room, I remember to drop a button in its doorway. Right across from us is the next door.
            There’s a new way forward, but I pause by the dead woman with a fist constricting around my heart. Beverly Davis. Forty-three,
            if I did the math right. She’s from up in Anderson, hours north of here. What she was doing in south-central Indiana is anyone’s
            guess.
         

         
         But here she is.

         
         “Let’s go,” Logan says. “We can’t do anything for her.” He doesn’t say, We can barely do anything for ourselves, but I fill it in.
         

         
         This new path splits almost immediately. I drop a button as we take the right fork, since left hadn’t exactly been our lucky
            choice earlier today. It takes us to a three-way split. Logan almost goes down the center, but I stop him.
         

         
         “It’s a circle,” I say. “The center and right path loop around.” It would probably be smartest to check that, but I know I’m
            right. I see that trick in corn mazes all the time. “Left is the only way that’ll take us forward.”
         

         
         As the words leave my mouth, I hear footsteps to the left. Logan’s head snaps in the direction of the sound at the same time
            as mine. Without discussion, we run down the path, seeking the source of the footsteps.
         

         
         Seeking proof we aren’t alone. That it’s not just us and corpses in this maze.

         
         Unless . . . it’s whoever killed Logan and Beverly. That’s not someone we want to run toward.
         

         
         It doesn’t matter. We run, taking the turns that seem to follow the footsteps. The run becomes more of a jog, then a walk.
            The sound of footsteps always seems just ahead of us. We never so much as catch a glimpse of the person they might belong
            to.
         

         
         “I think I hate this place,” Logan says, breathing hard. I nod, my lungs not quite at the point where I can talk. There’s nothing to do but keep walking until the path ends in another room. 

         
         Maybe it’s my imagination, but I’d swear this new room is colder by, like, a good ten degrees. Like we just walked into a
            haunted house, the kind with slamming doors and mystery drafts and eerie midnight wailing. No, no, don’t think of it like that. Then you’ll start to wonder if you’ll join the wailing ghosts.

         
         I’d sure love to stop thinking in that macabre direction, but it’s extra hard because of the body. Because of course there’s another body. It can’t just be the hay bales and rusted steel drums in the corner. There’s got to be a corpse. Honestly,
            there’s probably dead people in the drums, too. Based on what I’ve seen in crime shows, steel drums are mostly a way to dispose
            of bodies.
         

         
         The boy on the ground—Logan, but not Logan, not really Logan—has a strangely clean hole in his forehead, just off-center.
            He’s not wearing a gray hoodie with an orange rocket, so for a moment, I feel comforted, like, Oh, this really is just a dead boy who looks like Logan.
         

         
         Then I realize that the dead boy and Logan are wearing the same white NASA T-shirt and dark jeans.

         
         “Maybe it’s not you,” I say, even though we both know it is. Same outfit. Same blue sheen in his dark hair, now that I look
            more closely. And the same face, as much as I want to pretend it isn’t. The face is exactly the same, excluding the bullet
            hole.
         

         
         “Taking the hoodie off didn’t do much,” he says, pulling his hoodie back on. “Good. I was getting chilly.”

         
         Of course he is. I’ve been grateful for how the sun is stuck at midmorning, before the heat could really ramp up, but Logan’s
            my lizard. He gets cold easily and requires many outside sources of heat. I have heat to spare, and I relish the cold, so
            I’m his penguin.
         

         
         Whether he was really chilly or not, though, I’m grateful for anything that can differentiate him from the dead boy at our
            feet.
         

         
         There’s already another way out of this room. We don’t have to stay and outwardly vocalize the obvious—that this Logan was
            shot in the head. I don’t have to delve into all the nightmares I’ve had about this exact thing happening if we ever had an
            active shooter situation in school.
         

         
         At least if we were at school, I’d know what to do. We’ve had Code Blue drills since we were little. Lock the classroom door.
            Turn off the lights. Hide. Hope.
         

         
         No locks and no lights to turn off in the maze. No teacher’s desk to huddle behind.

         
         I’m so eager to get away from the body that it surprises me—almost horrifies me—when Logan kneels next to it instead.

         
         “We don’t need to do that,” I say. “We can leave.”

         
         Logan’s already going through the other Logan’s pockets. “He made it farther than the last one. I want to know what he might have picked up along the way. What kind of clues he might have.” He tosses aside the body’s car keys, then pauses on the surfing Pikachu card. “This is wrong. His weakness is supposed to be fighting type, but this one shows it as psychic.” 

         
         “What does that mean?”

         
         He shrugs. The card joins the other two in his pocket. He keeps searching. Errant straw wrappers. A few sticks of gum.

         
         “Wait a second, you’ve had gum this whole time and haven’t offered it to me?” I ask. “Rude.”

         
         “It’s cinnamon,” he says absently, pocketing it. I fake-gag. Ugh, I hate cinnamon. The last item he retrieves is a piece of
            paper, folded up so tight that he almost can’t get it flat enough to examine.
         

         
         I squint at it.

         
         “I think that’s from my notebook,” I say.

         
         “My handwriting, though.” He turns it toward me. On it is two words.

         
         DON’T TRUST
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         Automatically I say, “That’s not about me.”

         
         Logan blinks in confusion, as if it had never occurred to him that it might be, despite it being my very first thought. “Well . . .
            yeah,” he says. “I’m guessing it’s more about the maze. Like, don’t trust what you see here.”
         

         
         I spin my ring, switching it between fingers until it’s slick with sweat. “Why did he only write that, though? It’s a little
            vague.”
         

         
         “Maybe he—I—no, I’ll stick with he. Maybe he got interrupted,” Logan says. “Honestly I’m just glad it’s not some bullshit
            like, Dear Me, I don’t have much time to write this because I am actively bleeding to death, but it is vital that I tell you—and boom, cut it off there.”
         

         
         “Good point. You would absolutely do that.”

         
         “Wish we’d checked the pockets of the first dead me.” Logan stands up, brushing himself off. “I guess we could go back, but . . .”

         
         “We shouldn’t go that far back.”

         
         Logan nods, excited that we had the same thought. “Yeah, exactly! I get that impression, too. Like a room or two is fine, but after that, I don’t know. The maze might reconfigure, and we won’t find our way back to this room.” 

         
         “Only way out is through,” I say. I hate it. One of my favorite parts of mazes is that sometimes you do have to backtrack. You hit a dead end and retrace your steps, improving the map in your head. You might have to do that over
            and over. It makes it so much more exciting once you realize you’re finally, truly on the right path.
         

         
         I have no idea what to do with a maze that might punish us if we go back too far. I don’t know how to make that mental map.

         
         Yet.

         
         The next room is only a few steps away, unlike the others, which had longer paths between rooms. I must have imagined the
            last room being colder, because this one’s the same temperature.
         

         
         This room also has Logan, with the bullet hole in his head. Another one, really? And slumped in the same position?

         
         “Taking the hoodie off didn’t do much,” Logan says, pulling his hoodie back on. When did he take it off again? “Good. I was
            getting chilly.”
         

         
         “Wait,” I say. “Wait—didn’t we already do this?”

         
         “Feels like it, huh? Just another dead me.”

         
         “No, like—” I glance at the ground. An ocean-blue button. “Something weird is happening.”

         
         “Yeah, trust me. I know,” Logan says as he walks up to his body and starts to go through the pockets. Tosses aside his wallet and car keys. Holds up the surfing Pikachu card. “This is wrong. His weakness is supposed to be fighting type, but this one shows it as—” 

         
         “Psychic,” I whisper.

         
         “Uh. Yeah, how’d you know?”

         
         I shake my head. I don’t think I can tell him. “A guess.”

         
         Logan pauses his search to look up at me. “What’s wrong?” he asks.

         
         Come on. Come on, I can tell him. He won’t think I’m crazy. He’ll know it’s just another weird part of the maze. I spin my
            ring frantically, psyching myself up. I’m just about to speak, I’m sure of it, when Logan reaches into his body’s pockets
            and finds the note.
         

         
         DON’T TRUST

         
         I have to be imagining that he looks at me a little differently this time when I say, “That’s not about me.” I must also be
            imagining that he’s slower to respond. Does it matter that instead of saying, “Well . . . yeah,” as if the idea of it being
            about me is absurd, he just says, “Yeah.” Then he continues as he did before, saying, “I’m guessing it’s more about the maze.”
         

         
         I must be imagining it.

         
         We go back through the same conversation. Logan’s same joke about how his other self could have left a more infuriating note.
            The same agreement that we shouldn’t go back too far.
         

         
         The next path beyond the newly opened door is longer, which is comforting, but when we reach another door, I still hold my breath walking through. I hope this isn’t an endless loop or something. 

         
         If it is, then it’s taken us back farther this time. We’re back in the foundation room.

         
         I ready myself to find Beverly’s body again, and to comfort Logan again. Unless I can figure out how to break the loop first?
            Maybe—
         

         
         “Beverly?”

         
         Logan’s confusion snaps me out of falling into the void of my own obsessive planning.

         
         “Huh?” I say. If this is a loop, how does he already know her name? But Logan points, and I look where he’s pointing, and
            there she is. Tall, willowy, brunette, and alive.
         

         
         Beverly is sitting on a corner of the foundation, the same place where we found her body. She’s biting her thumbnail and staring
            at her phone while one knee bounces. She hasn’t reacted to Logan saying her name, or to our presence at all. I have a million
            questions for her, but the first thing that pops out of my mouth is, “Does your phone work?”
         

         
         No reaction to that, either. Logan and I glance at each other. He raises his eyebrows. I shrug.

         
         “Beverly?” he says, stepping toward her. “Are you okay? Uh—shit, it’s probably really weird we know your name. We, uhm . . .”

         
         “We found your wallet,” I say, deciding not to mention the part about her dead body. Although if she’s been in the maze long
            enough, maybe she’s already seen it herself.
         

         
         But she’s still not reacting. She doesn’t look up, doesn’t pause the biting of her thumbnail or bouncing of her knee. Even
            when Logan gets close enough to peer over her shoulder, nothing.
         

         
         “Broken,” he says quietly. “Like ours.” A little louder, he says, “Beverly? Are you okay?”

         
         Nothing.

         
         “What is this?” I ask, even though he won’t know any better than me.

         
         But maybe he suspects more than I do, because there’s trepidation on his face when he reaches out to Beverly and places a
            hand on her shoulder.
         

         
         Tries to put a hand on her shoulder. It goes right through. We both startle backward.
         

         
         “Ghosts, too?” I say, laughing in a way that might be a little hysterical. “Wow, this maze has everything.” I glance around
            and point at the door that’s already appeared in another wall of corn. “At least we have a way out.”
         

         
         “Maybe there’s something else we can try to get through to her,” Logan says.

         
         “Like what? Are we going to hold a séance in a corn maze?” I pause. “I mean, when I say it like that, it sounds really cool,
            but it would be cooler under different circumstances, with fewer corpses.”
         

         
         Logan hesitates, his gaze on Beverly. “I just feel like there has to be . . . something we can do. Why would the maze bring us here just to watch?” 

         
         It’s not that I don’t get where he’s coming from, I just don’t understand why this should be a priority. She’s a ghost, and
            she can’t hear us, and we need to get out of the maze. Séances can happen later.
         

         
         Before I can respond, a figure emerges from the doorway to the next room. It’s weird. I’d swear it didn’t come down the corridor.
            It just . . . materializes.
         

         
         What’s weirder is that the figure isn’t a person. It’s person-shaped but distorted—all flickering and refracted light that
            almost hurts to look at.
         

         
         Beverly raises her head.

         
         I hold out my hand to Logan, and he quickly joins me, both of us quiet, watching, hands gripped so tightly together that it
            aches.
         

         
         “So you found me,” Beverly says with a wry smile, standing up. “Inevitable, I suppose.”

         
         The figure speaks, I think? Words don’t come out of it. It’s more like the sound of a staticky radio rapidly scanning stations.
            Bits of voice tumble out here and there, but it doesn’t form intelligible language.
         

         
         Beverly understands. “I know that’s what you think. There’s no guarantee it’ll work any better the next time.”

         
         More radio tuning, and Beverly shakes her head.

         
         “How many times have you tried that route, not just with me, but with all the others? Eventually you have to admit it’s not working. You won’t get out by hoping for a better version of us after we die.” 

         
         The static figure paces, clearly agitated. Through the distortion I think its hands are waving about, emphasizing its words.
            Beverly sighs and looks away.
         

         
         “I forget how young you are,” she says. “How impulsive.” She spreads her arms. She has the saddest smile on her face. The
            figure freezes. “Go on, then. Maybe the next one will work.”
         

         
         I understand what’s about to happen in the heartbeat before it does. The figure lunges at Beverly, but she doesn’t fight.
            I don’t see a knife.
         

         
         I only see the blood.

         
         As Beverly dies, bleeding out on the ground where we found her body earlier, everything flickers around us. The figure. Beverly.
            The whole room.
         

         
         The figure disappears, and so does Beverly’s body. The living Beverly has returned, sitting on the corner of the foundation,
            biting her thumbnail.
         

         
         “Oh,” I breathe. “Okay. Is this . . .” I can’t finish the sentence. Is this a loop? Is this going to keep happening? Is this
            hell?
         

         
         “Death echo,” Logan says, so quietly he might be talking to himself. Then, a little louder, he repeats, “Death echo. It’s a type of haunting, where a spirit relives their death on repeat. Forever.” Yeah, that sounds like the kind of thing Logan would know. He consumes a lot of ghost-related media.
         

         
         “I, uhm.” I clear my throat. “I hate that. Very much.”

         
         “Same. Let’s get out of here,” Logan says. “I don’t want to—yeah. Let’s get out of here.”

         
         We reach the next room after following a path that splits twice—we go right the first time, and then left. This new room would,
            in any other corn maze, be nothing special at all. There are no giant collections of lost items, no bodies—there aren’t even
            hay bales. It’s empty except for a mound in the center. On closer inspection, it’s like someone cut down a few armfuls of
            cornstalks, tangled them together, and piled them up on the ground, leaving them to molder. Even though the stalks are wilting
            under the maze’s eternal sunlight, the mound still comes up to my knees. And there, straight ahead, is the next door.
         

         
         “Two in a row where it’s just letting us go,” Logan says. “Wish that was comforting. But I think we might want to rest for
            a bit. Every room might be bodies from here on out.”
         

         
         “Oops! All bodies,” I whisper, mostly to myself, but Logan laughs. Louder, I say, “Yeah. If we can get a chance to sit in
            a room without corpses, I mean, that’s my preference.”
         

         
         The mound really does seem to be only cornstalks, but neither of us are eager to sit too close to it. We also don’t want to sit too near the walls. Sure, when we try to walk through the corn, it’s all tight squeezes and cuts, impassable. That doesn’t mean nothing else can walk through it. I imagine the stalks soundlessly parting behind me, making way for a monster to pull me into the corn or kill me before I notice its existence. 

         
         Deep, deep in the ocean of stalks.

         
         We sit somewhere between the mound and the walls, back-to-back. Logan suggests it, so we can lean on each other for a little
            rest. A great idea, except as soon as I’m leaning into him, I’m hyper aware of how much bigger I am. No amount of telling
            myself it’s fine actually convinces me it’s okay to rest my whole weight against him. I don’t want to lean forward and take
            away his opportunity to rest on me or have him think something’s wrong. In an absolutely unnecessary act of anxiety, I end
            up tensely trying to hold my own weight back while also giving the appearance of leaning into him and supporting his weight.
         

         
         It’s absurd, and I know it, and I do it anyway. I take a sip from my water bottle and pass it behind me to Logan. We don’t
            seem to ever run short on water, so that’s one mercy.
         

         
         “Maybe we should try to sleep,” Logan suggests.

         
         “What time do you think it is?” I ask.

         
         I feel his shoulders move in a shrug against my back. “No idea. Just feels like we’ve been here a long time. Hours. All day.
            We might need our energy for . . . I don’t know. Later.”
         

         
         “I don’t think I could sleep.” As much as my legs and feet ache, I’m not tired. Sleep might be something else we won’t need a refill on. Plus, we’re still bathed in the bright glare of a late morning sun, and I’m one of those people who can’t sleep when there’s any light. I have to cover my humidifier’s tiny, gently glowing indicator light at home—that’s how much it bothers me. 

         
         A low, distant rumble of thunder causes us both to look up. “Do you think the storm will ever come?” I ask.

         
         “No,” he says without hesitation. “Sun’s not moving. Not even sure if time is moving. I don’t think the storm can reach us while we’re in here.” He pauses, then, a little more uncertainly: “I hope.” This sends a shiver down my spine. I
            shift my position a little to sit more shoulder-to-shoulder than back-to-back, because this way I feel a little closer to
            him. A little safer from the impending storm. He nudges me with his shoulder, and I nudge him in return.
         

         
         Out of the corner of my eye, I see the movement of his hands as he takes the notebook paper out of his pocket, unfolds it,
            and stares at the message. He folds it back up but doesn’t put it away. It feels like a moment I shouldn’t witness. Instead,
            I stare up at the unchanging sky, trying to focus elsewhere, but his movement in my peripheral vision is impossible to ignore.
            He continues unfolding the paper, reading it, folding it, unfolding. Like he can’t stop. Like he needs to keep checking that
            the message is the same as it was a few seconds ago.
         

         
         Logan looks at me, and I offer a smile. “You okay?” I ask before he can. I give the note a meaningful glance.

         
         “Oh, yeah,” Logan says. “Just thinking about the . . . What should we call it? Timeline? Cycle? Attempt?”

         
         “Attempt. Timeline makes me think we’re all stacked on top of each other, which freaks me out, and cycle sounds like we’re doomed to do it again and again no matter what.”
         

         
         “Attempt, then,” Logan agrees. “I’m thinking about what the attempt this note came from had to look like. The existence of
            it seems to imply that we knew what was going on. We knew that the attempts were happening, and I tried to send a message
            to some future version of myself.” He pauses, his cheek pulling inward where he bites it. “Were we still together when I wrote
            it? Or had I lost you, and this was my last, desperate thought?”
         

         
         “You lost me,” I say without hesitation. “Otherwise my body would be in that room with you. I wouldn’t leave you like that.”

         
         “You would if you had to.” Logan’s voice is harsh, but not accusatory. When my wandering gaze flicks over his face, I see
            the look in his eyes. I pause. I sustain eye contact for as long as I can.
         

         
         No, not accusatory. He’s giving a command.

         
         “If I die, you have to keep trying to find a way out,” he says. “Promise me.”

         
         I squeeze my eyes shut and shake my head. “No, nope. If you die, then the attempt is over. It’s done.”

         
         “Not if you’re still alive—”

         
         “And what if I escape, and you’re still dead?” I snap. “What if we both have to be alive in the same attempt for us both to
            survive the maze?”
         

         
         “Then you’d still go! One of us has to get out of here. We don’t know how many attempts we even get.”

         
         “We haven’t met anyone else in here,” I say, flinging out ideas and hoping something sticks. I open my eyes and stare at the
            mound, not blinking until it goes blurry. “They must have been able to try until they got out.”
         

         
         Logan groans. “You don’t believe that. There could be loads of people trapped in here that we’ll never stumble into. Or maybe
            zero living people and a hundred corpses. People who didn’t get out. People who used up their last attempt.” He pauses, then
            says more quietly, “They probably didn’t even know it was their last shot at escaping. Didn’t realize how seriously they should
            take it.”
         

         
         I twist my ring, moving it between ring and middle and pointer fingers on both hands. I don’t want to think about all those
            people moving unknowingly but inexorably toward death. I almost laugh. That’s all of us, though, isn’t it? Whether we’re trapped
            in this corn maze or not.
         

         
         I shake my head again. The mound blurs once more. In the second between my eyes unfocusing and the blink, the mound seems
            to swell like a chest on a deep inhale.
         

         
         “No,” I say. “We’re both getting out, or neither of us are. I’m not going to be responsible for your death.”

         
         Logan knows better than to take my hands and interrupt the ring spinning, so he nudges his shoulder against mine. The new
            pressure is enough to bring me out of my head a little.
         

         
         “Hey,” he says, his voice softer now. “It’s okay.”

         
         I make brief eye contact, shift my gaze to his shoulder, and nod. He’s got that earnest expression on his face that I’ve seen
            a hundred times by now. It’s the face he has when he’s not going to lighten the mood or let me break the tension with jokes
            or sarcasm. He’s here to listen and be sincere.
         

         
         That sincerity suffocates me as effectively as a pillow over my face, much like sustained eye contact.

         
         “Tell me what’s in your head,” he says.

         
         Nothing is okay. We’re trapped, and you want me to abandon you, and I can’t do that. I’ve lost too many people to add you
               to the list. We’re both getting out, and we’re going to have lunch in the fucking quad every day, like we said.

         
         “Just stressed,” I say lightly, shrugging. “Maze and all. You ready to go?”

         
         A shadow passes over Logan’s face. His features turn blank, and he nods. Instantly, I want to take it back, want to grab my
            words out of the air. All he wants is to support me, even if it’s just listening.
         

         
         This is my way of sparing him. I don’t want to burden him with all of the shit in my head. But I know that to him, it’s a
            sign I don’t trust him.
         

         
         Not that he’s ever said that to me. I just feel it. This dance has been going on for almost a year now. He shares so much with me—maybe not his deepest, darkest secrets, but he tells me what he’s feeling and thinking. Each time I’m unable to let him in even though I desperately want to, I’m certain I’ve cut months off the life of our friendship. 

         
         God, I want to take it back. I want to tell him what I’m really thinking. I want him to listen and know that I trust him.
            I want to heal all the little wounds I’ve put in our friendship, the ones that are going to kill it once there are enough
            of them.
         

         
         I don’t know what to do in the ensuing silence. Not that my brain really lets me have silence—it keeps going with its constant
            inner monologue, a combination of all the things I wish I’d said and all the things I might say and a joke from a YouTube
            video I watched a couple days ago and how I’d compose this moment into a caption to post on social media and some lyrics from
            a song my mom used to listen to all the time when I was a kid, maybe it was Michelle Branch or Vanessa Carlton, I can never
            tell them apart—
         

         
         I dig my nails into my thighs instead of screaming. I’m too full of stuff and this room is too quiet and I’m going to explode at any moment. I have to redirect. I pull my AP Physics notebook and a pen out of my bag. I am going
            to be productive, somehow.
         

         
         “A map,” I say, half to myself, half to justify my actions to Logan. As if drawing in a notebook is a thing that needs justifying. “Maybe we can make a map.” I also use my movement as an excuse to shift so we’re back-to-back again. Suddenly it feels like
            we’re too close. I can’t look at him or know he’s looking at me.
         

         
         Logan sort of hums an acknowledgment, like he heard my voice but not necessarily my words. He’s off in his own world, lost in his thoughts. I want to ask him what he’s thinking. But I can’t. Absurdly, I can’t even get my mouth to open, much less form words. The same forces that make me feel like I’m going to explode are also filling my throat and gluing my lips together. 

         
         I start on the map. I’m not really an art person, so it’s messy. A lot of uneven squares and vague suggestions of paths. I
            curse the version of me that decided I didn’t really need pencils at school unless we were doing a Scantron test. I keep scribbling things out and moving to a new page.
         

         
         And I can’t even really concentrate on it. About 70 percent of my processing power is focused on trying to open my goddamn
            mouth and ask my best friend how he’s doing. It shouldn’t be this hard. If I ask, he’ll answer. Maybe it could make it easier
            for me to explain how I’m doing.
         

         
         The door we came in through. The paths all led to the first room, then the storage room.

         
         I think it’s hard now because I know the answer won’t be good. How can it be? Neither of us are doing good at the present moment. The shitty thing is, some little, selfish part of me is thinking that if I can avoid hearing about
            his worry and fear and every other overwhelming, bad emotion, then maybe it’s not all real. If we don’t speak our very worst
            fears out loud, they can’t exist.
         

         
         Oh my god, I don’t want to be this way. I want to be the brave person in the story, the one who’s willing to take on any weight for the people they love. Hearing his honest, real feelings is a small burden to bear in comparison. I should be able to do it. 

         
         After the storage room was the cinder-block room, twice. Then another dead Logan.

         
         I clear my throat. I open my mouth. Progress.
         

         
         
            
               
                  
                     	Hey, are you doing okay?

                     	This all really freaking sucks, huh?

                     	Maybe we should just think positive! ✨

                  

               

            

         
         Okay, definitely not the last one. I’m mad that it even entered my brain.

         
         I clear my throat again. Finally, finally, the words come out. “What’s on your mind?”

         
         He doesn’t answer immediately. I strain my ears and think I hear the rustle of paper. Still folding and unfolding that note.

         
         “It’s silly,” he says at last. “I’m worried about Kyle and my mom.”

         
         “That’s not silly.” I know right away that I spoke too quickly. Didn’t let him finish his thought. I can always feel it when
            another person feels interrupted, like a subtle shift in the air, but I only ever notice it too late. I press my lips together
            and focus on not talking.
         

         
         “Yeah, I mean, it’s normal. I assume you’re worried about your parents.”

         
         He pauses long enough for me to decide he’s expecting an answer. I nod, then remember we’re back-to-back so he can’t see me,
            and say, “Yeah.”
         

         
         “And I always worry about Kyle. I know he’s growing up and he doesn’t need his big brother protecting him, but I worry anyway.”
            Logan’s little brother is going to be fifteen sometime this summer and starting high school next year. He doesn’t make friends
            easily. I suspect it’s mostly because he doesn’t want or need many friends. He likes to be alone, and I get that.
         

         
         Even so, Logan worries about him. He wants to know that when we leave for Ball State in August, Kyle’s going to have someone
            other than their mom to hang out with.
         

         
         “My mom—I don’t know. You ever think about how little we know about our parents’ inner lives? Like, my mom’s pretty open with
            me, but I see the version of her that she thinks is appropriate for her kids to see. So, when Dad died, I saw her grief, but
            I kind of think I only saw part of it?” His voice tilts up at the end in question, as if he’s not sure of his own theory yet.
         

         
         I press my lips tighter together. I used to relate to people by sharing my own thoughts and stories that felt close to theirs.
            To me, it feels like saying, Yeah, I understand what you’re saying, and here is proof in the form of a shared experience. I became hyper-aware of it during a fight with Bri, who said I always made everything about myself or Eric or both. It was only the one fight, and she apologized later, told me she didn’t mean it and I didn’t do that, but what stuck in my head was the fight. The apology was just her feeling bad for me. Ever since, I’ve worried that people don’t hear me trying to empathize—they hear, Hmm, interesting, but what if we talk about me?

         
         I bet I’ve even done it more than a few times while talking to Logan, without thinking. But I still tell myself: Don’t jump in with your trauma. This isn’t yours. I hope that’s the right choice.
         

         
         “I was eight, so it wasn’t like she was going to heap a full mountain of grief on me. But the older I get the more I think . . .
            fuck. That was her husband. That had to destroy her, right? And I’m her son, so now I can’t help but wonder what’ll that do to her if I never come back?” He laughs softly to himself. “That’s not the
            silly part. The silly part is that as worried as I am about Kyle and my mom, I can’t stop thinking about the cats.”
         

         
         A smile lifts the corners of my mouth. Yeah, that sounds right. Then I hear Logan swallowing, and his voice is rough with
            what might be tears, and my heart sinks.
         

         
         “It’s just . . . no one can explain it to them. If I don’t come back, it’ll mess with my family, but at least they understand the concept of someone going missing. Captain and Milo don’t. They won’t understand why I’m not in bed for them to sleep with and why I’m not the one feeding them and why I’m not around to play with them. Captain won’t get why I’m not there to hold him on my shoulder, Milo won’t get why I’m not there to give him a lap. They’ll just keep waiting for me to come home because . . .” He pauses, then says again, quietly, “Because no one can explain it to them.” 

         
         I don’t know when I started crying. Logan sniffs loudly. Finally, I can help with something. I grab a pack of tissues out
            of my bag, take one for myself, and hand them to him without turning around.
         

         
         “Thanks,” he says.

         
         “It really isn’t silly or anything, you know,” I say softly. I wait while Logan blows his nose. “You’re right. They won’t
            understand.” My family isn’t really a pet family. I had fish when I was a kid, but I’ve never had cats or a dog or anything,
            so, I don’t share this particular experience.
         

         
         My cousin Ariel had a dog, though. A pit bull mix named Zucchini. That dog was everything to her. A few years ago, Zucchini got sick. Not life-threatening or anything, but sick, and they couldn’t get him a vet appointment
            until the next day. This was back when she still lived at home so I could just walk over and see her. We lay on the floor
            with Zucchini, who was unusually lethargic. Ariel had her head next to his, and suddenly she started crying.
         

         
         “I hate that I can’t explain it to him,” she said between sniffles. “He’s sick and maybe hurting, and he doesn’t know why. He doesn’t know why I’m not helping him. I’m supposed to take care of him and I’m not and I can’t explain it to him.” 

         
         I should tell Logan that story. Just to show I get it at least a little, because I’ve witnessed it from someone else. He met
            Ariel and Zucchini once over winter break, when she was visiting, so he’d get it.
         

         
         But it still feels like I’d be making it about me, not empathizing.
         

         
         I close my eyes tight. By the way my nose starts running, I know I’m about thirty seconds from full-on, snotty sobbing.

         
         “It’s not silly,” I say again.

         
         Logan leans against my back and gently bumps his head against mine. “What about you?” he asks. “How are you coping?”

         
         Here we go. Another chance to demonstrate my trust in him. To reciprocate all the vulnerability he just showed me. He’s asking
            directly, so that’s not making it about me—it’s just answering a question.
         

         
         I want to tell him everything. That I’m feeling lost not only in the maze, but in my own head. Even here, in a serious situation,
            ADHD and anxiety distracts me, derails my thoughts, and I hate it. We have bigger things to worry about than my fears that
            Logan might like me a little less if I show weakness or cry or whatever, so I should be able to just talk to him. He’s talking to me. He’s demonstrating that expressing feelings isn’t weakness. I want to respond in kind. 

         
         Plus, he also has ADHD, so he’d probably understand! His brain might be going a million miles a minute, exactly like mine, and we could commiserate.
         

         
         Infuriatingly, all that comes out of my mouth is, “I guess about the same. Worried.”

         
         Maybe I imagine the shift in the air, or the slight stiffening in his shoulders. The subtle sign that he’s withdrawing from
            me. I gotta say more. I have to. I can’t.
         

         
         Logan gets up and moves to stand in front of me. His eyes are red-rimmed from crying. He offers me a hand. Once I’m up, his
            hand lingers on mine, warm and reassuring. He searches my face. This is it. Another chance.
         

         
         And my mouth won’t open. My brain is screaming all the things I want to tell him, but my body won’t obey. It’s like something
            is choking me.
         

         
         He drops my hand. His smile is real, but I’m sure I can feel disappointment behind it. “Yeah,” he says. “Let’s go.”

         
         Logan leads the way to the exit. I trail behind, trying to quietly catch my breath. As I pass the mound, I pause. Turn my
            head just a little to look at it. I step closer. I’m suddenly sure that it’s more than what it appears to be. I squint through
            the stalks, trying to get an understanding of its construction, of what it is. The stalks are still mostly a summer green, except for spots of what might be mold or rot, and twisted together, sticking
            out at odd angles.
         

         
         I glance toward Logan. He hasn’t noticed my pause. He’s walking on without me. I quickly step up to the mound, bending down for a closer look. 

         
         Somewhere deep within it, something moves.

         
         A heartbeat echoes in my ears.

         
         It has to be my own, startled by the shifting of the stalks. It was probably a large bug or something. There’s bound to be
            loads of bugs that live in cornfields.
         

         
         I spin on my heel and run after Logan like a kid running to the safety of their bed after turning off the light.

         
         Logan is pretty far down the path. I’m so intent on getting away from the mound room that I don’t notice he’s walking back
            toward me, coming to find me. It’s too late to put the brakes on my momentum, and I run directly into him. We stumble together
            into the next room, and the sun goes out.
         

         
         No—it went down. As my eyes adjust, I can see that the cornstalks here have grown so tall they bow over the room, creating a canopy high
            above us. As the corn sways, stars and a half-moon peek through. Thunder rumbles, closer now.
         

         
         “So much for my theory about nothing changing here,” Logan whispers.

         
         “But . . . how?” I stare, almost hypnotized, at a patch of moonlight shifting in the shadow of the corn. “It was just . . .”
            I furrow my brow. I step backward, through the door.
         

         
         I’m in sunlight again. Barely a foot away, Logan stands in the night, his eyes wide as he registers the difference between us. 

         
         Is it my imagination when his eyes flicker over my shoulder?

         
         “Come back through,” he says, offering his hand.

         
         I’m sure I don’t imagine it now. He’s not looking at me. His watchful gaze is on the path.

         
         On something behind me.
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         When I’m by Logan’s side, he breathes a sigh of relief. Hesitantly, I turn my head, peeking over my shoulder.

         
         Nothing there. Just sunlit path.

         
         “What did you see?” I ask in a shaky voice. “And don’t tell me nothing.”

         
         “I . . .” Logan runs a hand through his hair. In the dim light of the stars and half-moon, the blue is gone. “I’m not sure.
            Maybe it really was nothing. I thought . . . I thought the corn moved.”
         

         
         I swallow hard. My throat is tight, but I manage to force the words out. “That mound, back there. I thought it moved, too.
            Only a little.” I grin weakly. “Figures the mystery corn maze would come with corn monsters, too.”
         

         
         “Or, hopefully, corn hallucinations.”

         
         “You’re hoping we’re hallucinating?”

         
         “Hallucinations don’t have teeth or claws,” Logan points out. “Corn monsters might.”

         
         “Fair point. Either way, I say we keep moving and get as far away as possible. Is this room gonna be as nice to us as the last two?” I peer around, hoping for another door. 

         
         My eyes land on something else. I don’t know how we missed her before. I nudge Logan. When I have his attention, I nod toward
            a corner of the room, and the body.
         

         
         “Murder in the night room,” he says ominously.

         
         As we creep closer, I can see that she’s a white girl just a little older than us. Her auburn hair is pulled into a messy
            bun and her face is streaked with dirt. Hard to estimate when she’s lying down, but I think she’s taller than me, and she’s
            fat, too. Not as fat as me—closer to what some would call chubby or curvy. Her sundress is decorated with huge, vibrant sunflowers
            that don’t hide the smudges of dirt. She must love sunflowers, because there’s also a silver sunflower charm on a delicate
            chain around her neck.
         

         
         There’s no obvious cause of death. No blood.

         
         “Do you recognize her from any of the wallets?” Logan asks.

         
         I shake my head. “I don’t think so. And . . .” I look the girl up and down. She’s lying on her back, one arm under her head,
            the other resting on her round stomach. It’s not an unnatural pose. It almost looks like—
         

         
         I pull Logan back, away from the stranger. “She’s not dead,” I hiss urgently. “She’s asleep.”

         
         “Shit, seriously?” He cranes his neck to look at her again.

         
         “Yeah, she’s breathing.” I switch my ring to the middle finger of my other hand, and back. “What do we do?”
         

         
         “. . . Wake her up?” Logan whispers, as if it’s the most natural and reasonable option.

         
         I gape at him. “We have no idea who she is.”
         

         
         “Quickest way to find out is to ask her.”

         
         “And if she’s the one that note’s about? If she’s who we aren’t supposed to trust?”

         
         “Then we may have to run very fast,” he says. “Or start the maze over.”

         
         “That’s a nice way to say die,” I mutter.
         

         
         “We’ve done it at least sixteen times before. Maybe all sixteen died because they didn’t trust anyone.” I only glare, so Logan sighs. “Listen. If you really don’t want to, we don’t have to wake her up. But I’m
            not sure we’ll be able to avoid it while trying to find the next door out, and I also think we could use an ally.”
         

         
         I turn my glare on the girl, but it’s hard to sustain. She looks so peaceful. Harmless. And if she’s not . . .

         
         It’s two against one.

         
         “Fine,” I say.

         
         “Great. Let’s do it from here, though. Some people are a little punchy when they’re woken up suddenly.”
         

         
         “That was one time—” I stop, shaking my head. Logan isn’t listening to my attempt to defend my honor. He’s taken a few steps closer to the girl.
         

         
         “Hey,” he says. “Miss, hello? Could you wake up?”

         
         “Miss?” I whisper at him.
         

         
         “What?”

         
         “You sound like a . . . a steward on the Titanic trying to wake up a first-class lady to get her life belt on.”
         

         
         Logan rolls his eyes. “Miss,” he says again, a little louder and with a slight British accent. I cover my mouth to muffle
            my laugh. “Hey, wake up!”
         

         
         The girl stirs. Despite all my confidence in two against one, I take a step back in retreat. The girl murmurs something sleepily, almost too quiet to hear—“Anthony?”
         

         
         My heart squeezes. Was she also traveling with someone? And did she already lose him?

         
         “Not Anthony,” Logan says. “Sorry.”

         
         Slowly, the girl wakes, sitting up, yawning. When she fully registers our presence, the sleepiness disappears from her face.
            Her eyes go wide and she scrambles farther back into the corner. She grabs a worn canvas backpack that was lying near her,
            holding it close. She dips a hand into it. I don’t know what she’s reaching for, but her scared, intense eyes make me think
            I don’t want to know. Logan holds out his hands in front of him, crouched slightly, as if dealing with a wild animal. After
            an awkward beat, I show my hands, too.
         

         
         “We aren’t going to hurt you,” Logan says. “We’re trapped here, too.”

         
         “You’re . . . ?” That gets her attention. She stands up, taking her hand out of the bag and draping the long strap across her chest. “I didn’t think there was anyone new—anyone else in the maze.” 

         
         “You haven’t seen all the bodies?” I ask, eyebrows rising.

         
         “Anyone alive,” she amends.

         
         “You’re the only living person we’ve found, too,” Logan says. “I’m Logan. This is Sadie.”

         
         “Helena.” She approaches us, offering a handshake. Noticing all the dirt on her hands, she quickly wipes them on her dress,
            then offers the hand again. “Lovely to meet you.”
         

         
         Logan shakes her hand. “You too.”

         
         Feeling like it would be weird if I didn’t, I also shake Helena’s hand. I notice, now that Helena’s awake, her eyes are a
            clear, vibrant blue. They stand out from her face in a way I’ve always thought of as witch eyes.
         

         
         “Is Anthony who you’re traveling with?” Logan asks. “You said his name.”

         
         I wince at the hurt that flashes over Helena’s face. Yeah, I guessed right.

         
         “I—yes. He was,” Helena says.

         
         The was clues Logan in. “Oh. I’m sorry. Did you . . . lose him?”
         

         
         She hesitates and then looks away from Logan, staring off into her own world. “Yes. I did.”

         
         “But maybe you’ll find him again, right?” I say. It immediately feels like the wrong thing to say, though it seemed helpful
            on the way out of my mouth.
         

         
         Helena turns her gaze to me, her expression shifting between several emotions. I’m not sure I can properly identify all of them, but I think I see distress and confusion before she settles on a calm curiosity. “Why do you say that?” 

         
         I fidget nervously. Under her gaze, I feel like a teacher is asking me a question on a reading I didn’t do. “Well . . . we
            got the impression the maze sort of . . . repeats? People come back.”
         

         
         “Oh.” After a moment, Helena nods. “They do, sometimes.” Then, “How long have you been here?”

         
         “Hours, probably?” I guess. Surely no longer than that.

         
         “Yeah, hours, probably,” Logan agrees. “We know that other versions of us have failed the maze before. Can’t say how long
            they had in the maze. What about you?”
         

         
         Helena’s mouth quirks up on one side, amused at a joke she doesn’t share. “A little longer than that. I’ve had time to explore
            quite a bit of the maze. How many rooms have you seen?”
         

         
         I count backward. “I think this is our sixth.” I turn to Logan. “Right? The mound room, that really unpleasant time-looping
            room with Beverly getting killed, your second body, that foundation room with dead Beverly, the junk room—”
         

         
         “Storage,” Helena interrupts.

         
         “What?”

         
         “It’s not junk. It’s storage. I know the kind of room you’re talking about.” Before I can ask what she means by that, Helena’s already moving on. “What about the mound room? What do you mean?” Weird that’s the one that gets her, not “time-looping room with Beverly getting killed,” but she’s been here longer. 

         
         “The room right before this one, it had a pile of cornstalks in the middle. They formed a mound, so . . . mound room.”

         
         The color drains from Helena’s face. “Right before this room?” She looks at the door we came through. The sunlight doesn’t
            spill through. “Right back there?”
         

         
         “. . . Yeah?”

         
         “Did it move?”

         
         I blink. “We thought we imagined it.”

         
         Helena goes silent for a long moment, then nods briskly. “That’s okay. We should be safe in here. We’ll just need to find
            another way out of this room.”
         

         
         “Uh, could you, like, elaborate on that a little?” Logan asks. “I get that the maze isn’t safe, but I would be more worried
            about whoever’s out there stabbing and shooting, not a corn mound.”
         

         
         “I’d recommend worrying about both,” Helena says. “If you want to stay alive long enough to get out. The killer’s human, far
            as I know, but things like that mound . . . they only used to be.”
         

         
         “Used to be?” I repeat.

         
         “Let’s just say that you don’t want to be in the maze too long if you can help it. Death isn’t the only thing that can happen
            to you in here.”
         

         
         “Part of the ship, part of the crew,” I whisper. Logan’s attention snaps to me, but Helena’s clearly confused. “From Pirates of the Caribbean,” I say. None of
            her confusion clears up. “You’ve never seen them?”
         

         
         Helena slowly shakes her head. “No . . . ?”

         
         “Oh. They were my favorite movies as a kid, so I guess I just assume—anyway. In the original trilogy, there’s this cursed
            ship. People can sign on to be part of the crew, but if you become part of the crew, you become part of the ship. You grow
            barnacles and meld with the walls.”
         

         
         “Please tell me that’s not what’s happening here,” Logan says, sounding sick.

         
         Helena shifts awkwardly from one foot to the other. “It . . . doesn’t sound inaccurate.”
         

         
         “Well. I hate that.” Logan rubs his hands over his face. “Hate this whole place, actually.” He casts a curious look at Helena.
            “You seem to know a lot about the maze.”
         

         
         “Like I said, I’ve been here a little longer,” Helena says defensively.

         
         “So . . . maybe we can help each other.”

         
         Helena looks us both up and down. She crosses her arms over her chest. “No offense, but what do you have to offer?”

         
         “Safety in numbers.”

         
         “I’ve been surviving on my own.”

         
         “True,” Logan concedes. “But can having a little extra help really hurt? Listen, I’ll freely admit that we need a lot more from you than you need from us. We’ve only done six rooms—how many have you gotten through?” 

         
         Laughing, Helena says, “I stopped counting a long time ago. All I can tell you is that as far as I’ve seen, the maze is infinite.
            It can make or reveal any rooms it wants, and it can move them around.”
         

         
         “How are we supposed to find our way out of a maze that remakes itself when we aren’t looking?” I ask. “You can’t make a map
            of that.”
         

         
         “Not a map, no,” Helena says. “But I’ve learned some tricks. I haven’t found the exit, but I’m not lost.” She looks us over
            again, and sighs. “I can try to teach you. I won’t guarantee we’ll stick together all the way. If the maze wants to separate
            people from each other, it will, and again—no offense, but I’m not going to fight for you.”
         

         
         “Fair!” Logan says. “Fair.” He glances at me. “Right?”

         
         I’m not as quick to jump in. This is all moving extremely fast, like, oh, yeah, we just met this woman and now we’re just
            sort of relying on her to teach us the maze and show us the ropes. I want to trust her. My automatic response is to trust her, because why would she lie? Why would someone also stuck in this situation lie to us?
         

         
         But I know from experience that just because I can’t comprehend that someone would lie doesn’t mean they won’t, so for my
            own good, I have to be a little suspicious. It helps counteract my natural desire to believe that everyone I meet must only
            have the best intentions.
         

         
         . . . Then again, Logan seems to think she’s fine, which could mean I’m being suspicious out of habit, not need.

         
         Then again again, Logan’s also the kind of person who befriends random girls in the school library. Plus, Logan wrote the DON’T TRUST note. What if that was about Helena? Maybe he’s only pretending and he actually thinks she’s suspicious or—
         

         
         Oh my god, stop. I could do this back-and-forth forever, and I’ve been quiet just long enough that they’re starting to look at me weird.
            I rapidly sort through dialogue options.
         

         
         
            
               
                  
                     	Hey, Logan, what the hell?

                     	Haha yeah sure I love to explore purgatory-like mazes with strangers when a killer’s on the loose!
                     

                     	[incoherent confused screaming]

                  

               

            

         
         I go with as genuine of a smile as I can muster and say, “Yeah, sure. I mean, we should learn everything we can, right?” Then
            an actual question occurs to me, and I rush to ask it in the hopes that it’ll cover up my previous hesitation. “Oh, uhm, why
            are we safe from the corn . . . thing? Can’t it just come in here?”
         

         
         Helena shakes her head. “No, they can’t. Trust me. I’ve had some chase me, really chase me with intent. There’re rooms they can’t get into. I don’t know why,” she says as Logan and I both open our mouths to question her further. “All I know is that there are a few rooms that are safe from all the many monsters in the maze. This is one of them.” 

         
         Thunder rumbles overhead. “And that?” I ask. “We’ve been hearing it since we got here.”

         
         “And you’ll keep hearing it,” Helena says. “It seems to just be a feature of the maze. Ominous thunder and a storm that is
            always coming but never shows up.” She pauses. “At least . . . the storm hasn’t come yet.”
         

         
         “. . . Cool,” Logan says slowly. “Cool, love a mystery storm in a corn maze. But you can show us how to find our way out of this room.”
         

         
         Helena hesitates, as if realizing this is her last chance. She could walk away from us. She doesn’t have to babysit or tutor us. I keep my eyes on her face, watching for any sign of a decision made.
         

         
         Eventually, she nods. “That’s as good a place to start the lessons as any. Come with me.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         [image: chapter header]

            7

         
         “Considering you’ve been through six rooms, I assume you at least know how to find an exit,” Helena says as she walks up to
            a dense wall of corn.
         

         
         “Sure,” I say. At least we know something about the maze. “Each room has some kind of mystery to solve or information to find, and when you do that, a door opens.”
         

         
         Helena stops, and turns to us, an extremely confused look on her face.

         
         “. . . You solve a mystery or find information, and a door opens, right?” I repeat, less confident this time.

         
         “I can’t say that’s been my experience, no,” Helena says slowly. “What kind of mysteries?”

         
         “Murder mysteries so far, mostly,” Logan says. “What killed me? Who’s that dead woman? Find the hidden Pokémon card.”

         
         Helena glances between us, a vacant smile on her face, as if she’s expecting us to say, Just kidding! When we don’t, she shrugs. “I suppose if it works, it works. I do have to say that sounds awfully time-consuming, though.”
         

         
         Thinking back on the potential hours we spent sorting junk, I sigh and nod. “Can be. Not every time, but can be.”

         
         “And I’m guessing by that method, you can’t choose which exit opens in a given room. It’s decided for you.”

         
         Now it’s our turn to be extremely confused.

         
         “Which exit?” I repeat.
         

         
         “They’ve all just had the one,” Logan says. “Two, I guess, if you count the entrance, given that entrances can be exits and—you
            get what I mean.”
         

         
         “Which, okay, in hindsight, doesn’t make a lot of sense,” I say. “A maze isn’t much of a maze if it just leads you in a straight
            line.”
         

         
         “Not really, no,” Helena agrees. “Not all rooms have more than two doors, but most do. Usually at least one on each wall.
            It’s a little harder to see in here, given the lighting, but . . .” Helena returns to the corner she’d been sleeping in and
            picks up the old canvas backpack. She pulls out a seriously heavy-duty flashlight.
         

         
         “Jeez, is that one of those flashlights that you can, like, run over with a truck?” I ask.

         
         Helena considers this. “You probably could.” It flickers a little when she turns it on, but a couple good smacks bring on
            a steady, wide beam of light. She shines it on the wall. “It’s much easier in a daylight room, to be honest. The flashlight
            can obscure the differences. But look.” She slowly moves the light back and forth across the wall. “Notice anything weird?”
         

         
         I squint as she continues moving the light. I . . . notice a whole bunch of corn. The same corn we have been seeing all day.

         
         “Oh, shit,” Logan says. “Seriously?”

         
         I search a little more frantically, trying to catch up, then I sigh. “Okay, please just clue me in. I’m not seeing it.”

         
         “Some of it’s a different color,” Logan says. “Or more vibrant, I guess? Some of the corn is brighter than the rest. Not by
            much, but different for sure.”
         

         
         Now that he says it, I can’t unsee it. He’s right. There’s a layer of cornstalks about the width of the doors we’ve been using
            that is just a few shades brighter than the corn around it.
         

         
         “. . . We’re in a video game,” I say. “That’s the twist, isn’t it? We’re in a video game.”

         
         “Pardon?” Helena asks.

         
         “You know, how in a lot of video games, if there’s something you’re supposed to be able to interact with, it’s often a little
            brighter or has more contrast. It stands out just enough that you go, Oh, hey, I should check that out. We’re in a video game.”
         

         
         Helena furrows her brow. I am apparently an expert at confusing her. “I . . . guess that’s one way to look at it,” she says.
            “If it helps.”
         

         
         “It kinda does, actually,” Logan says. “I know how to learn the visual language of a game. If I think about it like that . . .”

         
         “Then it doesn’t seem quite as impossible,” I say, grinning. “Okay, yeah, I’ve gone from it’s actually all a video game being a shitty plot twist to potentially a lifesaver. We can learn this game.”
         

         
         “I have absolute faith that you can,” Helena says wryly. She hands the flashlight to me, smiling. “Hold this, will you? And
            keep the light on me.”
         

         
         It barely occurs to me to not do exactly as she says. She has the kind of voice and demeanor that gives off the impression
            she’s just right about things all the time. I follow her with the light as she walks up to the exit she pointed out for us.
         

         
         “Getting out of the maze is difficult,” she says, and then clears her throat. “Actually, it might be impossible.”

         
         “Have people gotten out before?” I ask.

         
         The smile she gives me is weak. “I hope so. Anyway, learning how it works is just a matter of patience and practice.” From
            her bag, she draws out an old-fashioned pocketknife, opens it, and cuts her forearm. She barely winces.
         

         
         “Whoa, whoa, whoa!” Logan shouts.

         
         I’m frozen, keeping the light on her. It’s a small cut, and shallow. The blood wells up in beads. She swipes a couple fingers
            across it, and then smears the blood on a cornstalk.
         

         
         We’ve never actually seen the corn move. The exits have always just appeared when we weren’t looking. I guess I should have known the corn didn’t just magically disappear into thin air, but oh my god. There’s something so unnerving about seeing the stalks pull apart from each other. It creates a nauseous pit in my stomach. 

         
         How are we supposed to ever escape the maze when it can do this?

         
         “See?” Helena turns a dazzling smile on us. “Much faster than . . . whatever you were doing,” she says, waving the non-bloodied
            hand dismissively.
         

         
         “Okay, sure,” Logan concedes. “But, uh, is it the best idea to be giving it your blood? Like, this is a magic maze that turns
            people into corn monsters. And you’re giving it your blood.”
         

         
         “Hasn’t been a problem so far. Trust me, it’s had enough of my blood to get a good taste, if that’s your concern, and yet
            I remain human.”
         

         
         “The risk of it, though—”
         

         
         “What if the blood is why she’s safe?” I ask. Logan and Helena both turn toward me. When Helena shields her eyes, I hastily
            switch off the flashlight. “Like . . . a sacrifice. She willingly gives the maze her blood, the maze doesn’t make her into
            a corn monster.”
         

         
         Helena raises an eyebrow and grins at me in a way that sends a tingling sensation radiating out from my spine. Shit. Sadie, no crushes on mystery corn girls, I berate myself.
         

         
         “That’s not a bad theory, Sadie, not at all.”

         
         No! Crushes! I think. It doesn’t stop the praise from making me feel warm.
         

         
         “Okay, that’s possible,” Logan admits. “But maybe we should still refrain from giving it our blood for now.”

         
         “Oh, yeah, I’d prefer to avoid it,” I say quickly. “Like, I think it probably is keeping Helena safe, but, well.”

         
         “Your thing about blood,” Logan says.

         
         “It’s just my own blood,” I explain to Helena. “I get a little . . . woozy.”

         
         “She faints.”

         
         “Okay, yes, maybe I have fainted once or twice at the sight of my own blood.” There’s multiple reasons I stopped shaving my
            legs—it’s the most boring task in the world, especially when you’re a big girl with big legs. The way it grows back all prickly
            within, like, twenty-four hours is a sensory nightmare, and taking care of my human body is time-consuming enough. But the
            primary one is that I was pretty good at cutting myself while shaving. Like, probably half the time, I would accidentally
            nick my leg, and for some reason those cuts always bled a lot, and, well. I woke up on the bathroom floor more than once.
         

         
         “I have seen her faint at the sight of her own blood no less than six times,” Logan whispers to Helena.

         
         “I believe I’m getting the impression that we should avoid Sadie bleeding, then,” she says.

         
         “Ideally,” I reply, glaring at Logan. I kind of mean it as a joke, but when he smiles, it irks me a little. Like, hey, maybe
            it’s not cool to be telling Helena all this personal information without my permission?
         

         
         Helena looks between us, making it clear with a slight raise of her eyebrows that I haven’t done a great job hiding my annoyance. She doesn’t comment on it, though. Instead, she says, “Let’s move on into the next room, shall we? It should have much better lighting.” 

         
         “What if it has another one of . . . those things?” I ask, spinning my ring.

         
         “It shouldn’t. It’s a storage room, and they don’t seem interested in those. It’s sad, honestly.” Helena glances down the
            path, her brows drawn together. “It’s like whatever human is left in them doesn’t want to be reminded of what they lost.”
         

         
         “And they avoid the storage rooms,” Logan says. “Rooms, right?”
         

         
         “Yes, there’s quite a few storage rooms,” Helena confirms. “More than a few.” Her voice is solemn, and I know why. I can tell
            Logan does, too, because his expression turns from looking like he’s about to throw up to one of pure horror.
         

         
         I don’t say it out loud. I can’t. If I say it out loud, it will be too big, too real.

         
         If there are multiple storage rooms, that probably means there’s more lost items than the one we found could hold. And if
            that’s true, then there have been way, way more people lost in here than we thought.
         

         
         If any of those other rooms have anything belonging to us . . . we may have seriously underestimated how many times we’ve
            failed to escape the maze.
         

         
         I can’t think about that. “How . . .” I clear my throat when my voice comes out wobbly. “How do you know it leads to a storage room?” 

         
         Helena smiles. “Second lesson, then. Do you hear that?”

         
         I listen. Logan and I exchange a glance. He raises his eyebrows in question, and I shake my head. I don’t hear anything except
            the wind in the corn and that distant, ominous thunder.
         

         
         Helena nods, as if she expected this result. “Come stand with me.”

         
         Now I look at Logan like, Should we? And he shrugs like, Why not? In unison, we approach Helena.
         

         
         It starts out so small that I think I’m imagining it. But the closer I get to Helena—to this exit—the louder it becomes.

         
         Standing by her side, I’m surrounded by a familiar Indiana summer soundtrack—the ceaseless buzzing hum of cicadas.

         
         “Do you hear it now?” Helena asks.

         
         I nod, excited. I know most people think cicadas are annoying. I don’t love to have them near me or anything, but their song
            is so familiar that it’s like a safety blanket.
         

         
         “That’s how you know it’s a storage room?” Logan asks.

         
         “Mm-hm. There’s usually little signs like that at most exits that will either directly identify the room you’re heading for
            or give a vague idea of what’s next. Many rooms are unique. You won’t get anything more specific than danger or safety or careful. But some signs repeat—like storage rooms.” She pauses, turning somber. “Body rooms.”
         

         
         “The maze knows which rooms are body rooms?” I ask, a little alarmed. “Like, it predicts that, or . . . ?”

         
         “No, no—at least, I don’t think so. I admit that I can’t say for sure, because the rooms shift so much, but I’m eighty percent
            certain that the signs change when the room does. So, if a room becomes a body room, the maze changes to reflect that.”
         

         
         I furrow my brow, newly aware of a headache brewing around my temples. “Yeah, I . . . I don’t get it. That doesn’t make sense.”

         
         Helena shrugs, unconcerned. “Not much does here. That’s just what I’ve observed. Now, come on, I know you have a lot of questions,
            but let’s at least get into some light.”
         

         
         Helena’s a fast walker. Logan keeps up fine—damn his long legs—but I have to push myself to stay close, and even if I could
            walk at the same pace, I’d still be behind. The path’s not wide enough for three to walk side by side. My legs burn with the
            effort to keep up, and a quiet anxiety bubbles in my veins. It would be so easy to get left behind.
         

         
         Logan continues his questioning. “How do you know you can trust what the maze deems safe or dangerous? Does it even have the
            same understanding of those concepts that we do?”
         

         
         “You might be giving it more consciousness than it actually has,” Helena says. “I don’t have reason to believe it thinks and chooses. It just . . . is. And I’ve never known it to be wrong.”
         

         
         “So, what, it acts on instinct?”

         
         Helena shrugs. “I suppose? Like any living creature.”

         
         “I don’t love the idea of it being alive,” Logan says, shuddering.

         
         “You’re the one who suggested that it thinks enough to consider what qualifies as danger.”

         
         “Yeah, well, I hadn’t arrived to that inevitable conclusion yet!”

         
         Helena sighs, exasperated, but I understand what he means. Logan might have subconsciously known that his theory indicated
            life, but he hadn’t thought, The maze is a living creature. There’s a difference between a part of your brain intuitively knowing something, and actively thinking it. What does it
            mean if it’s alive? Is it aware of us? Or are we too small for it to notice us, like tiny little bugs wandering its pathways?
            Assuming it’s alive at all. It could be like any other environment. It might simply react to the changes we make by existing
            in it, no conscious thought involved.
         

         
         Are we deep in the ocean, or are we fish in the belly of a whale?

         
         I have to shield my eyes when we reach the next room because of the sudden return to daylight. I’d gotten used to the dark,
            and being back in the midmorning sun is disorienting.
         

         
         Helena was right. It’s another storage room. Smaller than the last one, but walking into this storage room feels . . . different. Ominous. We’ve learned more about the maze since then. Instead of approaching the piles with a vague curiosity, distracted by fear and a need to escape, I look around the room and a new grief weighs me down. Guilt at the way we called it trash buzzes up my spine. None of it is trash, not even receipts that were hastily shoved in pockets, or the near-empty ChapSticks, or Joe Gilbert’s Borders membership card. All of this represents someone’s story. A person. 

         
         I want to dive in and search for anything that belongs to me or Logan. My notebook. His surfing Pikachu card. How many times
            have we been through here, really?
         

         
         “Wonderful. We’ve got four more exits,” Helena says after the barest glance around the walls. I have to look a lot harder
            for a lot longer before I see the higher-contrast corn that marks a door. She leads us to the nearest exit. “What do you see?”
         

         
         “. . . Corn?” Logan says. Helena rolls her eyes, but I don’t have a better answer. He’s right. I just see corn. The same corn
            we’ve been seeing for hours.
         

         
         “Yes, obviously. But look at this.” She crouches, and points to the roots of the stalks. All the corn in the maze is summer
            green, but these are growing out of a blackness. It fades into green barely four inches up.
         

         
         “The black?” I ask.

         
         Helena nods. “Any guess about what it means?”

         
         “It’s gotta be something bad,” Logan says, hovering his fingers near the black base of a stalk. “It looks like rot or something.”

         
         “Yes. It’s a generally bad sign,” Helena says. “You won’t like whatever you find this way. In my experience, it’s usually
            one of . . . them.”
         

         
         We don’t have to ask what she means. I think if we’d known this, if we’d paid more attention before we walked to the mound
            room, we would have found black on the corn framing the doorway.
         

         
         “Here’s a better sign,” Helena says, walking to the opposite wall. “Tell me what you see here. Anything even a little out
            of the ordinary. That’s what you have to look for—something just slightly out of place with the rest of the maze.”
         

         
         “Also just like a video game,” I say.

         
         Logan nods. “You read my mind.”

         
         We scan the corn for something like the rot and listen for a noise like the cicadas. It’s like looking for that book on a
            desk that ever so slightly illuminates as you walk past it or listening for the music to turn ominous as you approach a boss
            fight.
         

         
         I think I spot something, but I don’t speak up right away. It seems silly. I crouch, though, examining the ground. After a
            moment, Helena crouches next to me. My whole arm on that side tingles from the proximity.
         

         
         “What do you see?” she asks quietly.

         
         “Probably nothing,” I say, about to stand up. Helena puts a hand over mine, stopping me.

         
         “Come on. Tell me what you see.”

         
         “It’s . . .” I sigh and reach for the flower petal I noticed. It was mixed in with the dirt and hay. There’s more, too. I don’t know nearly enough about flowers to recognize what kind this is, only that it’s purple. “This.” 

         
         I expect Helena to shake her head and tell me to keep looking, but she’s grinning.

         
         “Good job,” she says. “That’s it. Flower petals are a positive sign, if a little vague. It means no immediate danger this
            way. Usually just an empty room. Careful, though—sometimes it means the danger is more passive.”
         

         
         “What do you do if there aren’t any signs?” I ask. “Or do all the doors have stuff like this?”

         
         Helena shakes her head. “No, not every exit has a discernible clue—or at least not one I’ve identified yet. I often avoid
            those unless there’s no other choice. I suppose I’ve gotten used to knowing what I’m going to run into.”
         

         
         “What if those doors are the way out of the maze?” Logan asks. “What if you have to go down unknown paths to leave?”

         
         Helena shrugs. I get the impression it’s a thought that’s occurred to her before and she’s not interested in pursuing it any
            further. We’re probably late to every idea and theory Helena’s had about the maze. “Could be,” she says. “I suppose I’ll find
            out eventually.”
         

         
         “What about this one?” I ask, walking over to the next potential exit. More alert now, excited by my victory with the flower petals, I notice when the light grows a little dimmer and the lightning bugs appear. Maybe half a dozen, blinking gently in the shadows. “I’m liking the look of this.” 

         
         “No!” Helena snaps so loudly it’s almost a shout. I recoil from the exit as if burned. “Not that one.”

         
         It’s a warning, is all. Danger ahead. But her voice is harsh. She sounds angry.
         

         
         “Fine, we get it,” Logan says, stepping between Helena and me. “Not this one.”

         
         I swallow hard. I will my voice not to tremble. Don’t have to worry about that, though, because no words come out at all.
            Jesus, calm down. She barely raised her voice.

         
         Well, maybe she did. And maybe I don’t react well to shouting. But I’m not about to cry in front of Helena or Logan, not like
            this, not here. I can forgive myself for crying earlier in the mound room, but that’s enough of that.
         

         
         Deep down, I know my relationship with crying isn’t exactly healthy. I know it’s extremely influenced by how angry Eric would
            get at me when I cried—to him, my tears were always an attempt to manipulate him and make him feel guilty. I’m not with him
            anymore. I shouldn’t feel bad about crying.
         

         
         And yet.

         
         “What’s wrong with it?” I ask, quieter than I’d like, but at least the words get out.

         
         “It’s a good way to get killed,” Helena says. She also speaks more quietly, but anger simmers under the surface. “Never go through a lightning bug exit. You’d be better off backtracking to the very beginning of the maze.” 

         
         “It’s that serious?” Logan asks. Helena turns a glare on him.

         
         “Yes. It is. And I’m pretty sure I’m the one doing the teaching, so maybe you should trust me on it.” Helena takes a slow
            breath, as if calming herself. “Moving on. One last exit.” She points. “What do you notice? Rely on more than just what you
            can see.”
         

         
         Logan and I trade the kind of look that really only exists between good friends. The kind without words, that in one quick
            meeting of the eyes can say, Okay, she’s acting weird, but let’s go with it.

         
         At least I think that’s what happens. Maybe it’s presumptuous to consider us that close when we haven’t even known each other
            a whole year. Yeah, okay, he’s my best friend, but am I really his? Maybe I’m projecting.
         

         
         This is a familiar anxiety spiral where I worry that the people I love see me as only a very small, insignificant part of
            their lives. They could even hate me. I usually try to hide it, but several months ago, I was mid-breakdown and texted Logan.
            He didn’t reassure me or try to convince me it was all anxiety. He did something a lot better.
         

         
         He asked me to write a list of clear signs that people secretly hate me, then a list of clear signs that they actually care about me. “Clear sign” meant something factual instead of an assumption. Someone being kind of quiet while hanging out? Not clear, since it could be related to any number of unknown factors. It might have nothing to do with them hating me, and everything to do with them having a bad day or even an extra chill day. A clear sign might be regularly taking my fears seriously, listening to me, trying to remember what’s important to me, or giving thoughtful gifts. I like that it demands me to think carefully and methodically, to really consider another person’s point of view. 

         
         It hasn’t cured my mental illness or anything, but it does more to ease my fears than any amount of oh, Sadie, no, everyone loves you, what are you talking about? ever could.
         

         
         So I force myself to pause for a moment and think it through. He ditched the Kings Island field trip for me without being
            asked. He’s stayed by my side in the maze. He’s comforted me even though he’s just as freaked out.
         

         
         Yeah. Okay. We’re friends. Breathe, Sadie.
         

         
         I flash Logan a quick smile. He nods and crosses to the final exit. With a nervous glance at Helena, I follow him.

         
         He figures it out immediately. I’m examining the ground for something like the flower petals when Logan says, “The birds.”
            He turns to Helena. “Right? Birdcalls. Crows, maybe, or ravens? I’m not sure. Don’t they sound really similar?”
         

         
         “Crows,” I say quietly. There are no birds to be seen, but now I can hear the croaking calls surrounding us. Ariel loves crows. We used to sit on the old picnic table in my backyard and throw seeds to the small cluster that kept hanging around. It feels significant, somehow, that it’s crows, even though it shouldn’t matter at all. 

         
         “Crows,” Helena confirms, breaking me out of the moment. “An . . . uncertain sign. Often good.”

         
         “But not always,” I say.

         
         “No. Definitely not always.”

         
         “So . . . we go down the safe path, right?” Logan asks, directing the question toward Helena. “If one is monsters, one is
            forbidden, one is a gamble, and one is guaranteed safety . . .”
         

         
         “Up to you,” Helena says, unhelpfully.

         
         Logan turns to me for my agreement. He’s right. It makes the most sense. We should go down the flower petal path to safety.

         
         But my ears are filled with the cawing of crows, and with Ariel’s voice telling me about how crows remember everyone who hurts
            them—but also everyone who helps them.
         

         
         “Let’s go this way,” I say, nodding down the crow path. I try to come up with something that sounds more reasonable than because my cousin loves crows and, idk, that feels important. “I think the maze is more likely to let us out if we take some risks.” No, come on, that sounds ridiculous. “I just mean—if Helena has been in the maze forever, then we kind of know the ways she’s gone won’t get us out. We have
            to dip into the unknown. Right?”
         

         
         Helena is examining me strangely. I don’t know what to call the look in her eyes as they roam over my face, or the way her mouth tilts up in a half smile. It sends a wave of goose bumps up my arms and ignites a tingling in my scalp. 

         
         Maybe I can have a little crush on a mystery corn maze girl, as a treat.

         
         “Lead the way,” she says.
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         The sound of crows and memories of Ariel follow me down the path. Flashes of her—sitting on that old picnic table and feeding
            the birds, tapping her fingers on the steering wheel in beat to country music radio, leading me around a roller rink as I
            stumble and she glides.
         

         
         Ariel was on a Roller Derby team, and she made it look easy. The first time she tried to get me to skate, I told her I was
            too fat, and her eyes about rolled out of her head.
         

         
         “I’m bigger than you, Sadie. I think you got this.”

         
         She was the one to teach me that being fat didn’t have to hold me back. It certainly never held her back. Ariel wasn’t waiting
            for the magic thin girl inside her to burst out. She was intent on living her one life in that one body she got.
         

         
         It’s with Ariel at the forefront of my mind that I first see the body. I suppose that’s why I immediately think it’s her, even if it doesn’t make sense. The only wild theory my brain can come up with is that more time has passed in the outside world, and she came looking for me and got trapped in the maze herself. 

         
         It takes a few heart-stopping moments to register that although the dead girl is fat and has blond hair, the last several
            inches of the hair are blue. This girl is wearing white denim shorts and an Ursula tank top.
         

         
         This dead girl is me.

         
         I stare at her. No. She can’t be me. I’m me. I’m here, and I’m me. The girl has my face, my hair, my clothes, but she can’t be me, because I’m right here being me.
         

         
         Next to me—me, because I’m me—Logan’s breathing hard. I hear it as if from a distance, as if through a thin wall. Helena says something to him, too muffled
            for me to make out.
         

         
         If the dead boys were Logan, then this has to be me.

         
         But it’s not, so the dead boys weren’t him.
         

         
         I nod to myself, certain in my logic. Can’t be me, can’t be Logan. We’re fine. We never died at all.

         
         On legs that seem to move of their own volition, I approach the girl. Helena continues speaking to Logan. They don’t notice
            me crossing the room or getting closer to the body because they’re too preoccupied thinking she’s me. It would be terrible
            if she was. Of course Logan would be upset. I’ll get him to understand that she’s not me. He’ll be fine. We’ll all be fine.
         

         
         I kneel next to her. She’s pretty, I think. Is that vain? She does look an awful lot like me. I pull up her upper lip, on the right. There’s the spot where I had to have two teeth removed because, well, being poor in America fucking sucks sometimes. 

         
         It doesn’t make sense that this girl would have the same teeth missing if she’s not me. If she’s identical to me, but not
            me, then what is she?
         

         
         A ghost, a voice in my head whispers. Or you’re her ghost.

         
         I close my eyes tight. No, no, nope. I dig my fingernails into my arm, and it hurts, and ghosts don’t feel pain, and she’s
            not me. Jesus, how did Logan go through this twice and not fall apart? Or did he, and I just haven’t noticed? I should be checking in with him. Or maybe it doesn’t matter if
            I check in with him because this isn’t real—
         

         
         A sound pierces through the fog in my brain. Didn’t really realize there was a fog until it parted. In my bag, the portable
            radio I took from the storage room blasts static.
         

         
         No, it’s not blasting. It’s not that loud. It only feels loud. I breathe in, breathe out, clawing my way back to earth and the clear blue sky and the rumbling thunder and the—
         

         
         Me. The dead me.

         
         The static that seemed so loud a moment ago is now so quiet that I have to hold the radio to my ear to hear anything at all.
            I slowly turn the dial, scanning through stations, finding only static and static and static.
         

         
         Until it’s not just static. I skim past it at first, taking several moments to register that I heard something else. I turn the dial back, slowly, and there she is again. I can’t tell what she’s saying but there’s a voice in the radio, and I know she’s talking to me. I feel it deep in my gut, even if I don’t have proof. She’s talking to me.
         

         
         “Hello?” I whisper. It’s not even a two-way radio. So why does the voice rise in pitch when I speak, as if excited, as if
            responding?
         

         
         “Hello, are you there?” I ask.

         
         The sound is so tinny and far away. The words impossible to make out. I close my eyes, trying to hear the shape of them.

         
         I can’t, but there’s something familiar in the pitch or tone.

         
         “Ariel?” I whisper. Or maybe my mom?

         
         The voice, already distorted and fragmented, crumbles and disappears entirely. The radio shuts itself off.

         
         It can’t be her. But this maze can’t be here, and that body can’t be me, and the maze is here, and the body is me, and that
            could have been my cousin or mom talking.
         

         
         I’m starting to think anything is possible in the maze.
         

         
         With the radio off and my brain fog cleared, Logan’s and Helena’s voices bring me back to the present. They’re still somewhere
            behind me, Helena comforting Logan. The pang of jealousy at their moment of connection is brief. It feels better to have had
            time to sit alone with my body. If one of them had tried to touch me or offer words of encouragement when I first saw her,
            I’d have melted down in an instant. Popped like a balloon under too much pressure.
         

         
         “There you go,” she says softly. “There you go, just breathe. Come back to earth.”

         
         “I knew she had to have—but—” Logan’s voice breaks off.

         
         “It’s okay,” Helena says softly. “It’s okay. We can do it better this time, I promise.”

         
         Logan takes a deep breath. He still sounds shaky. “We’ll save her.” Is that really what they’re talking about? Saving me? Why me, when we’re all going to get out of here? Then, as if noticing I’m no longer standing next to him, panic rising in
            his voice, “Sadie?” I hear his rapidly approaching footsteps. I’m not far from him, but it’s like he’s worried I managed to
            die again in the last few minutes.
         

         
         I stuff the radio back into my bag, and turn to them, standing up.

         
         “It’s me,” I say, a little uselessly.

         
         “No,” Logan says. “It’s another you, from another attempt, and this won’t happen to you. You won’t die. I won’t let you.”

         
         I want to believe him. I want to go back to believing that this body lying on the ground is so far removed from me that it
            can’t be me. I want to believe we’re getting out of here—this version of us. Not some other version.
         

         
         I don’t know if I can believe any of that, though.

         
         I should say what I’m thinking. I should be honest with Logan and allow us the opportunity to work through these impossible
            feelings of grief and fear and hope together.
         

         
         Instead I say, “Yeah. We’re going to be okay.”

         
         Helena’s gaze slides between us. “You are,” she says with a new determination. “I’m going to make sure of it. I may not be able to lead you out of the maze, but I can keep teaching you how to survive it until the exit appears.” 

         
         “Just really hoping we can get through it without seeing . . . us again,” Logan says. “Two of me and one of Sadie is about
            as much as I have in me.”
         

         
         “I’m sorry,” Helena says. “I’m sure it’s difficult. Confusing.”

         
         “You’re probably used to it, huh?” I say.

         
         “What do you mean?”

         
         “Oh—I just—you said you’ve been here a long time, and I guess I assumed that also meant you’d died a lot of times? Like, there
            have to be loads of Helenas around here.”
         

         
         I regret the wording as soon as it’s out of my mouth—how much did it mess me up to see one of me just now? And I’m talking
            so casually about Helena’s countless corpses as if it’s no big deal?—but Helena doesn’t seem to mind.
         

         
         “Of course,” she says, more breezily than I’d have expected. “Hard to say exactly how many. The memories can be slow to come
            back.”
         

         
         That stops both me and Logan in our tracks.

         
         “Memories?” I whisper.

         
         “We’re going to remember?” Logan demands.

         
         “If you survive long enough,” Helena says slowly, “then yes. Probably. The old attempts will start to return to you, little
            by little.”
         

         
         “Not sure I really want to remember my last sixteen deaths,” I say.

         
         “But it could help,” Logan says. He paces in a short path, thinking face fully on. “The more we remember from the past attempts,
            the more we know about what we’ve done wrong. What we’ve done right. If we just wait long enough, we won’t have to relearn
            the whole maze.”
         

         
         “Just have to survive that long, you mean,” I point out.

         
         “Easy. We go back to that night room, where it’s safe.” He looks to Helena for confirmation.

         
         “We could,” she says. “I would personally recommend we do a little more training first. As far as I know, we never met before
            now. Hard to say what tricks the other versions of you learned, or if they’ll be as accurate as mine.”
         

         
         “We’ll have you with us,” I say. “When we remember and put together those puzzle pieces, you’ll be with us to help figure
            out the right direction. We’ll all get out together.”
         

         
         “Hopefully,” Helena says in agreement with a faint smile. “But I don’t believe it’s a good idea for only one person to know
            what they’re doing. There will be plenty of opportunities for you to lose me between the night room and the exit.”
         

         
         A cold chill runs through my body. Helena seems so self-assured, so knowledgeable, that even as we talked about the times
            she’s died, it didn’t occur to me that we could lose her.
         

         
         Have I been doing my self-centered worldview thing, where I act like I’m the main character? Thinking of Helena less as a person who can die and needs to get out of the maze as badly as we do, and more like an NPC whose purpose is to help us. 

         
         “You’re right,” I say, hoping she hears it as an apology for an offense she doesn’t even know I committed. “What else do you
            have to teach us?”
         

         
         The answer is: a lot. I don’t know how Helena holds it all in her head. We already learned cicadas for storage, rot at the
            roots for danger, flowers for potential safety, the uncertainty of crow calls. The absolutely forbidden lightning bugs. But
            other things can mean safety, too—smelling apple cider, or the sound of cows lowing in the distance. On the less safe side,
            if you hear someone humming or find shiny green beetles crawling on the cornstalks, you should avoid that exit. If the light
            is rainbow, as if refracted through a crystal, it’s not necessarily dangerous but not necessarily good. Helena could only
            describe it as weird, which is not a comforting adjective in a maze full of our own dead bodies and where rooms are marked by seemingly random
            sensory input.
         

         
         The list goes on and on, until I’m pretty sure that the maze is just one big alethiometer. (Helena doesn’t get the reference.
            Logan, who’s read the His Dark Materials books a million times, is delighted.)
         

         
         At a few doorways, the radio in my bag flickers on into soft staticky life. I don’t think Logan and Helena have noticed. I
            keep steering us away from those exits. I’m not ready to know what the radio means.
         

         
         Or maybe I’m not ready to find out if the voice is really Ariel.

         
         “Okay,” Helena says, stopping in the middle of a path. We’ve gone through a door marked with the smell of sulfur, which is
            apparently fine? Riddle me that. The path continues on, but there are also two more doors—one on each side of Helena.
         

         
         “A crossroads,” Logan says, clearly intrigued. Usually a path just drops us off in the next room instead of diverging into
            an intersection like this.
         

         
         “You won’t find them too often,” Helena says. “But occasionally the paths do diverge. I wanted to bring you to one because
            they can be trickier to figure out. The choices are so close together that the signs can trip over each other.”
         

         
         “But we know we can go straight, right? You said sulfur is fine, so we know that direction is good,” Logan says.

         
         I would swear that Helena stifles a smile, as if pleased with herself. “Sulfur just leads to a crossroads. Until you figure
            out the signs, you don’t know where any of these paths go.”
         

         
         “Well—we know that behind us, there’s a storage room,” I say, turning around in the direction we came.

         
         Except that cicada hum is gone.

         
         “Crossroads mean no going back,” Helena says, confirming what I’ve already guessed. “You can’t go back more than a few rooms as it is, but at a crossroads? Not an option at all.” A reset button, I think. “So—go on. What do you notice?”
         

         
         “Uhm.” I scan the path we’ve been walking down. I don’t hear anything unusual, or smell anything.

         
         “More flowers,” Logan says. “Except they’re growing on the stalks—look, these little white ones.”

         
         He’s right. Cornstalks on either side of this door have vines winding up and around them, blooming with white flowers.

         
         “Good,” Helena says, smiling. “White flowers mean water is nearby. You don’t technically need water here, but I like to drink
            some occasionally. I think it helps me feel . . . grounded. Like doing a real, human activity connects me back to the world
            outside the maze and makes it harder for the maze to take hold.” She shrugs. “It might be entirely psychosomatic,” she admits.
            Then, “Oh. Keep in mind, if you find water after hearing bullfrogs, don’t drink it.”
         

         
         “Ominous,” I whisper to Logan.

         
         “And accurate,” Helena interjects. “This maze has plenty of ways to kill you, Sadie. It’s not all murderers.”

         
         My cheeks flush with heat at the rebuke, and my stomach sinks in a familiar way. Why are little criticisms the hardest for
            me to take?
         

         
         Wanting to erase this moment and earn one of Helena’s smiles, I walk to the next doorway and examine it intently. I am going
            to find the sign, and I’m going to find it before Logan.
         

         
         It takes a beat longer than it should. The sound is so commonplace, so ingrained in my every day, that I don’t initially register it at all. When I do, I turn to Helena, grinning. 

         
         “I hear a train,” I say. “Distant, like, about as far away as a train can be and you still hear it.”

         
         That earns me a smile. “You’re getting the hang of it,” Helena says. “I’ve found trains to mean a few different things. Usually
            the rooms seem safe enough, but they often have a strange feeling about them. I also can’t guarantee that it’s a room you
            won’t be . . . followed into.”
         

         
         “Safe-ish, but not as safe as the night room or storage,” Logan says. Then, suddenly, “Oh! I get it. Sulfur. Crossroads.”
            When we both look at him blankly, he clears his throat. “Uh. Sulfur is a smell associated with demons, and crossroads are
            where you can summon a demon?”
         

         
         “Not everyone watches Supernatural,” I say. “Much less a semisentient corn maze.”
         

         
         “It’s not just a thing in Supernatural!” he insists. “It’s a real folklore thing. Probably.”
         

         
         “As usual, I’m not entirely sure what either of you are talking about,” Helena says. “But if nothing else, crossroads do hold
            power. And this one holds another two doors for you to figure out.”
         

         
         “Hey, I’m not the one implying corn mazes watch weird CW shows that should have ended, like, ten years before they did.”

         
         “I wasn’t saying the maze watched it—”
         

         
         “Children!” Helena claps her hands like a schoolteacher. Even though she’s not much older than us, we both go quiet. “Less
            of that. More looking for signs.”
         

         
         There are two doors left, and Logan and I each take one. I hear a faint, rasping sound. At first, I think it’s just cornstalks
            rubbing together, like maybe that’s the sign at this door. But when the sound comes again, louder, I recognize it as a voice.
         

         
         “Heeeelena,” someone—something?—says, hoarse, floating out from the wall of corn. A slight shift in the stalks, and then a
            lunge. The creature—part corn, part darkness with terribly human eyes—dives straight for Helena.
         

         
         She’s standing closest to me and before I can comprehend what’s happening, she grabs my hand, pulls me down my unidentified
            path.
         

         
         We’re in the next room before I realize Logan isn’t with us.
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         “We have to go back.” I wrench my hand from Helena’s grip and shout, “LOGAN!”

         
         “If he’s smart, he’ll have already gone down another path,” Helena says. She scans the walls of the room we’ve found ourselves
            in—I notice, dimly, that it’s full of tomato plants—for an exit. She heads for a bright area of corn on the left side of the
            room.
         

         
         “I’m not leaving him,” I snap. I take a step back into the passage.

         
         Something is still moving in the corn. It’s fast, and it’s headed directly toward us. Fast is dangerous, and Logan’s out there
            with the dangerous thing. I can’t just leave him.
         

         
         . . . But the creature called for Helena, not me, not Logan. We aren’t the target. She is.
         

         
         Which means, hopefully, that Logan is safe because he’s not with us.
         

         
         Desperately hoping that’s true, I back away from the passage that should lead me to Logan until I’m standing with Helena.

         
         “It’s coming,” I say.

         
         “Yes, right. This is good enough.” Helena doesn’t reach for the knife she’s been using to cut her arm. She grabs a cornstalk,
            squeezing.
         

         
         I remember the sharp barbs all over the corn from when Logan and I tried to escape that way. The scratches we got covered
            in. The barbs aren’t large, but Helena squeezes tight, until enough blood must drip out.
         

         
         As the corn parts, Helena pulls her hand away with a pained hiss. “That’ll sting for a while. Go!” She pushes me through first,
            and we’re running again. I’m not really a runner, and my lungs and legs already ache, but I don’t have much choice.
         

         
         In the next room, I pause, while Helena immediately searches the corn for clues. It’s a nearly empty room, other than a skeleton.
            It’s not human. It’s some kind of animal, I think? An incomplete one. The long skull has a chunk missing, and I don’t think
            it has as many ribs as it should. Only three legs.
         

         
         “Sadie,” a lilting voice says. I whip my head around, searching for its origin, but there’s nothing else here. The voice seems to
            come from everywhere as it says again, “Saaadie.”
         

         
         “Helena,” I whisper. “I think there’s something in here with us.”

         
         Helena casts a brief, cursory look around the room.

         
         “No—I hear a voice,” I clarify.

         
         “Ohh.” She returns to checking for signs in the corn. “That’s just the sheep skeleton. I highly recommend not listening too closely.” 

         
         “Sure. Of course. Sheep skeleton.” I nod, as if this is all normal and fine, and give the skeleton a wide berth as I join
            Helena. “You find a safe door?”
         

         
         “Not guaranteed safe, but better than what we have.” She smears her still-bleeding hand on the corn. It parts and she pulls
            me through, saying, “We want to find safe eventually. But right now, we just want to get as far away from that thing as we
            can, as fast as we can, which means closing the doors. For that, we’ll need to get two, maybe three rooms ahead.”
         

         
         “How will we know when we’re safe?” I ask, panting as we enter . . . the same room. The same sheep skeleton. Helena doesn’t
            seem fazed by it. She dives into the search, starting at the left wall. Was that the wall she started at in the other skeleton
            room, too?
         

         
         “Sadie.”

         
         “Helena, the voice . . .”

         
         “That’s just the sheep skeleton,” she says. “I highly recommend not listening too closely.”

         
         Okay, so, yeah, this is exactly like what happened before, where I’m repeating something we already did but only I’m repeating it.
         

         
         “Saaadie.”

         
         “Hey, does time loop sometimes? In here?” I ask as casually as I can.

         
         Helena freezes. “Why?”

         
         “Because we’ve been in this room already. Just a minute ago. You already told me about the sheep skeleton.”

         
         She exhales in a loud, short burst. “Okay. How many times?”

         
         “Just the one,” I say.

         
         “Good, that’s good—”

         
         “This time,” I add. When she doesn’t say anything, I go on. “It happened once before? When it was just me and Logan.”

         
         “But this is only the second time?”

         
         “Yeah.”

         
         Helena smiles at me, but it’s too bright. Or I’m paranoid. “Then you’re fine! Nothing to worry about. Time just gets weird
            in the maze sometimes. Don’t suppose you remember which door we went through?”
         

         
         I point to the one she’s already standing at. “That one. But shouldn’t we go through a different one?”

         
         “It’s not related to the doors. If you’re going to loop again, it’ll happen no matter what door you go through. Come on. We’ll
            be safe soon.”
         

         
         I hold my breath as I cross the threshold. Behind me, on the wind, the voice comes again.

         
         “Saaadie. See you soon, Saaaaaadie.”

         
         I whip around, but the skeleton is still just a skeleton. Unmoved, unmoving. The one remaining eye socket in the skull watches
            me—no. Not watching. Just existing at me.
         

         
         Just a skeleton.

         
         The passage makes a left turn it didn’t before, and we enter a room with a small pond full of clear, unmoving water. It’s
            incredible how quickly Helena’s sharp eyes can pick out the doors in any given room. Before my sight can even adjust to the
            different brightness in the corn, she’s already at a door, checking the signs. She’s smearing blood across the stalks by the
            time I cross the room.
         

         
         “Before the loop, I asked you how we’ll know when we’re safe. So . . . how?”

         
         Helena’s quiet long enough that I wonder if she doesn’t have an answer. We enter the next room, and I gasp.

         
         “Jesus, it’s freezing here!” I say, wrapping my arms around myself. And no wonder—the ground is covered in snow. In one corner,
            there’s an upsettingly fresh snow angel that I ignore for my own sanity. “I’m incredibly not dressed for this.”
         

         
         “We’ll just . . . know it,” she replies. “Sometimes in the maze you just know.”
         

         
         “And what about Logan? He’s back there with that thing.” What am I supposed to call them, exactly? Thing and creature and monster seem inappropriate, given that they were, at one point, human. But they aren’t anymore, so . . .
         

         
         “As I said. If he’s smart, he’ll have gone down another path. We’re the ones being followed, so he should already be safe.”

         
         “But how do we find him?”

         
         Helena pauses. It’s a heart-stopping kind of pause, one that makes me think, I don’t want to hear what you’re about to say next. She glances at me and bleeds to open a new door. “We hope he finds us,” she says. “We’ll stop somewhere safe, and he’ll
            join us, and it’ll all be okay.” The smile she offers isn’t convincing. As she pulls me through the passage, she whispers,
            almost to herself, “It has to be okay this time. If it’s not—try again.”
         

         
         “Logan said something like that,” I say. “But here, trying again means dying.”
         

         
         Helena shrugs. “Maybe.”

         
         As soon as we pass the threshold of the next room, Helena sighs in relief. It takes me a moment to understand why. Somewhere
            buried under the massive fear and anxiety, I do have a sense that we’re safe now. Some version of safe, at least. “I don’t
            know how we got that good of a head start, but we’re lucky,” Helena says.
         

         
         I think, Logan might not have been so lucky, but keep it to myself.
         

         
         “Would the loop have done anything to our head start?” I ask. “I mean—did it loop, too? Or did it have time to get closer
            while we were replaying that sheep skeleton room?”
         

         
         “I . . . don’t know,” Helena says, frowning. I don’t think she’s dodging the question—she really doesn’t know, and she doesn’t like not knowing. “Let’s move quickly just in case it catches up. We shouldn’t stop until we get to a storage room. Safer there.” 

         
         While Helena finds a door to check, I take my first proper look around the room.

         
         “Where are we?” I ask. There are long white metal shelves in the center, empty but for a few scattered open bags of chips, burst bottles
            of those little energy drinks, and broken sunglasses. Behind the shelves, against one wall, are what look like refrigerator
            cases, like they have in convenience stores. I see a couple of tipped bottles inside.
         

         
         And of course, there’s the counter. Littered all around it are cigarette packs and scratch-off lottery tickets. Hanging, impossibly,
            above the counter—hanging from what? From the sky?—is a red sign with a familiar S logo and a “Thanks!”
         

         
         “. . . Is this a freaking Speedway?” I ask flatly. “In a corn maze. A Speedway.”

         
         “I . . . guess?” Helena says uncertainly.

         
         “You’ve never seen this room?”

         
         She considers her answer. “Not this specific one. But there are others like it.”

         
         “Other Speedways?” I’d believe it. There’s, like, six or seven in our town alone.

         
         “No. Rooms that are places.” She peers nervously around the room, as if expecting someone or something to jump out at us.
            “We shouldn’t linger. I’ll check the doors. You . . . keep an eye out. If something moves or you hear anything, shout.”
         

         
         “Okay, extremely effective way to freak me out,” I say, laughing nervously, hoping she’ll join in. Like, Haha right yeah like a Speedway room could be that bad.
         

         
         But then again—I haven’t seen Helena appear to be shaken by much yet. Freezing snow room? Doesn’t skip a beat. Talking sheep
            skeleton? Whatever.
         

         
         Speedway? Run.

         
         Speedway and those corn monsters.

         
         “Wait, are you saying another one of those things could be in here?” I ask. “Like, right now?”

         
         “No, no.” She closes her eyes, holds out a hand for silence, listening at a door. Shakes her head, moves on. “Something else.
            Or maybe it hasn’t found its way here yet. The shelves are awfully sparse. I’d expect more detail.”
         

         
         “You know you’re not making any sense, right?”

         
         Helena’s mouth quirks up in a small smile. “I’m aware.”

         
         I sigh. Part of my brain, still running with the idea of the corn maze being like a video game—you die, you get a restart,
            the doors contrasting with everything else, the unknown map of the area—says, This is just like a new RPG. Roleplaying video games always screw me up at first. They usually have these complicated menus and a million little things
            to keep track of. There’re combos and advantages and disadvantages they never explicitly tell you about. Something like, oh,
            this attack with this element is strong against this other element, but also it’s assigned this seemingly arbitrary number
            and if you’re fighting an enemy with this arbitrary number, then the attack doesn’t work anymore. Shit like that.
         

         
         When I start an RPG or watch someone else play it, I’m lost as hell. The menu is gibberish. The fighting is nonsense.

         
         But give me ten to twenty hours, and I’ll be moving through it smoothly, operating the menu on muscle memory.

         
         Helena has racked up way more hours in the maze than me. I might be getting close to a day—if there’s even a point to measuring
            time in here—but Helena . . . I can’t imagine. She seems like an expert, and that had to take a while.
         

         
         I turn away from Helena and freeze.

         
         Someone’s standing at one of the shelves. Their back is to me, but I think it’s a woman. She’s just standing there, arms loose at her sides.
         

         
         I retreat to Helena, trying not to make a sound. I nudge her, then, when she doesn’t respond, tug on her arm. She’s clearly
            about to snap at me, but she must see the look on my face. She follows the line of my stare, eyes going wide.
         

         
         Without hesitation, Helena reopens the cuts on her palm by squeezing a stalk of corn and heads through the door that appears.

         
         I walk backward, unwilling to take my eyes off the woman, who turns, but doesn’t look at us. She holds a broken pair of sunglasses
            in her hands. As she flips them over, her face crumples.
         

         
         I’ve seen that face before.

         
         Anna, I think? The IU student, the one whose wallet I found twice in the storage room.

         
         “Anna?” I whisper. “Are you—” Stuck here too, are you still attempting the maze, how far have you gotten? But Helena claps a hand over my mouth. She spins me to meet her eyes, and gives a slow, silent shake of her head.
         

         
         I don’t understand what’s happening, why I can’t talk to this other person trapped in this maze, why we can’t pause and give
            Logan a chance to catch up. Frustrated heat rises in my chest, up my throat. Don’t I deserve an explanation? I want to snap
            at Helena, let her know in no uncertain terms that she can’t keep telling me what to do with every expectation that I’ll obey,
            when she won’t even provide more than cryptic clues about what’s going on.
         

         
         Remember, she’s all you have right now. She’s helping you survive. Stop being so ungrateful.
         

         
         It’s that voice in my head that pushes the heat down, makes me shrink in on myself. The voice that sounds like Eric, that
            tells me, This is what’s wrong with you, Sadie. You never stop to think that others could have their own valid point of view. You don’t
               listen to people, even when they have more experience.

         
         Can’t keep doing that.

         
         I let Helena pull me along to the next room. It’s a storage room—piles and piles of little remnants of people who died in
            this maze.
         

         
         “Finally. A place we can rest,” Helena says.

         
         “Aren’t you worried about . . . her?” I ask. “Shouldn’t we put distance between us, like before?”

         
         Helena shakes her head. “No, she won’t leave that room. Besides, I told you, they don’t like the storage rooms.”

         
         I’m confused for a moment, and then I figure it out. “Oh. She’s . . . are you saying she’s a corn monster?”
         

         
         “Not quite, but she’s in the process of becoming one. The corn’s got enough of her that she’s clearly not lucid.”

         
         “And she could be dangerous?”

         
         “Yes, because she’s unpredictable. She might have kept ignoring us, or she may have seen us as invaders in her room.”

         
         “Sorry, back up. Her room?”
         

         
         Helena smiles a little sadly. “Stick around long enough, die enough? The maze will make you a room, a place for you to go
            and wait until you’re absorbed. In my experience, finding your room is basically a death omen. It’s confirmation that you
            aren’t getting out. That woman found hers.”
         

         
         “Anna,” I say.

         
         “Pardon?”

         
         “Anna. We found her wallet in another storage room. Her name was—is—Anna . . .” I scour my mind for her last name. “Thompson,
            I think.”
         

         
         “Oh. Hm.” Helena sits on a hay bale, the skirt of her dress fanning out over it. “I don’t think I ever saw her.”

         
         I stare at her. She wasn’t kidding about not searching for Logan. She’s sitting down comfortably, as if we’re safe and that’s
            all that matters.
         

         
         My confusion and frustration must show on my face, because when Helena looks up at me, she says, “What? What’s wrong?”

         
         “Logan is still out there,” I say slowly. “He still needs our help.”

         
         “Have you ever heard the advice that if you’re lost, you should stay in one place and wait for others to come to you? We made
            it somewhere safe. Logan can find us, but only if we stay in one place.”
         

         
         “Yeah, I’ve heard that,” I snap. Helena’s eyebrows raise. I spin my ring rapidly and try to push my anger back down. I look
            for a nicer way to phrase what I’m thinking. I’ve had to figure out how to appease plenty of people, I can learn the language
            that works with Helena. “I’m just . . .” The most reliable and effective tactic is making it sound like a me problem. Like
            I’m the one at fault and they’re right about everything and I just need their help. I take a deep breath. “I guess I don’t
            understand how the maze works, not like you do, and I’m worried about what happens if Logan is doing the same thing. If he
            found a safe room and he’s staying in the same place, waiting for us to find him. Waiting for help. Like, if we’re categorizing
            who’s lost and who’s the help, I feel like we’re the help, especially since he’s alone.”
         

         
         Helena peers up at me, brow furrowed, searching my face. I train my eyes away from hers because I can’t do the eye contact
            thing, not right now. I’ll explode if I do.
         

         
         “Who did this to you?” she asks.

         
         It’s so far away from anything I’d have guessed she’d say that my auditory processing takes several long moments to catch up. When it does, I still don’t understand what she means. 

         
         “Who did what?” I ask.

         
         “Made you think that you have to be . . . small. That you can’t take up space or say what you mean.”

         
         My heart thuds in my chest. I freeze, not even spinning my ring.

         
         The thing is, I’ve always wanted someone to notice. To go, Hey, Sadie, why do you never say what you want to? Why do you back down so easily? Why are you like this?

         
         But of course, no one ever has, because people can’t read minds. Intellectually, I know this. I know it’s unfair to expect
            people to meet me and just know.
         

         
         How does Helena know?
         

         
         Still, even now, when presented with the perfect opening to discuss what I haven’t talked about with anyone, to unburden myself
            just a little, I don’t. I swallow down Eric’s name and all the things he ever said to me.
         

         
         If I let them into the light of day, they’d just look small. Insignificant. The kind of thing a person should have long since
            gotten over. I’d tell Helena, and she’d try to keep a sympathetic face, but it would turn to pity. Not because she thought
            I went through something terrible, but because she’d see my weakness, see how something maybe-kinda-bad ruined me, and know
            that I’m someone to feel sorry for.
         

         
         Nope. Can’t do that right now.

         
         “Just how I am,” I say finally. “Or—I don’t know, normal female socialization. Gotta be small and sweet and agreeable, right? I’m already at a disadvantage for being fat. I have to work extra hard on the sweet and agreeable and metaphorical smallness.” 

         
         All true. Nothing in there is made up. But it’s not the answer she wanted, or the one I’d give if I was just . . . brave enough.

         
         Helena’s still looking at me, and it’s suffocating. Her gaze is as much of a weight as the presence of that corn monster . . . thing (Really need
            to figure out something to call them. There’s gotta be a good literary or movie reference out there, but all I can conjure
            up is Children of the Corn, and that’s nothing—).
         

         
         I turn away from Helena, closing my eyes tight, willing my brain to just shut up for two seconds, or if it can’t do that, at least focus on things that matter. Things like finding Logan.
         

         
         Almost automatically, I take out my phone to text him.

         
         Right. It’s off, and if I turn it on, I know it’s going to be the same as usual. Black lock screen, 3:07, no service.

         
         Scrambling to latch on to this tangible, maybe fixable problem, I face Helena again. I hold up my phone. “I don’t suppose
            you’ve ever figured out how to get your phone to work?” I ask. “Having been here longer?”
         

         
         Helena blinks at me, then says, “Oh—uhm, no, sorry. I don’t have one.”

         
         “Like . . . you lost it?”

         
         She shrugs, as if that’s immaterial. “But I know they usually don’t work. I’ve never met anyone who had a working phone.”

         
         That pings something for me. It’s a small detail. There’s something wrong about what Helena just said, but it takes me a few moments to place it.
         

         
         “I thought you’d never met anyone else in the maze at all,” I say slowly. “When we met, you said you’d just seen bodies.”

         
         Helena goes very still. “Did I?”

         
         “Yeah. You did.”

         
         She considers that for a lot longer than I’d personally like her to. “Oh.”

         
         I laugh, a little too high-pitched, a little too manic. “Uhm, so, are you going to explain that? Maybe? Because I’m a little
            confused.” God, even now, I can’t help but make it my fault for not understanding, instead of hers for lying. Even when she might have been lying because . . .
         

         
         Well. Currently I can only think of one reason she lied, and it’s that maybe she made all those dead bodies. Maybe she’s the one who killed me and Logan sixteen times already.
         

         
         Except that doesn’t make sense. If she’s killed us so many times, why is she helping us now? I’m overreacting—getting one
            little clue and diving headfirst to the worst possible explanation. Like when Logan leaves me on read, and I think This is it, he’s realized I’m not worth it, I’m too annoying, he’s ending the friendship, only to learn he fell asleep before responding. Or when a teacher asks me to stay after class, and my whole body tenses up,
            certain that I’m about to be expelled for some offense I didn’t even know I committed, but all they wanted was to return a
            book I forgot on my desk the day before or something.
         

         
         I’ve leapt to Helena is the corn maze serial killer. I need her to give me the real reason. The one that makes sense.
         

         
         “Honestly?” she says. “I told you I’ve only seen bodies because . . . I keep losing them. The living people.”

         
         She sounds unfathomably tired. I’ve been tired, like, I’ve been so tired that I wondered if I could even keep living. But
            in that one sentence, I hear a depth of exhaustion I’ve personally never tapped. It breaks my heart a little. I wait for her
            to continue, and she does.
         

         
         “I don’t know exactly how long I’ve been here, given a lack of calendars or linear time, but I can guess based on who else
            I meet in the maze. Every time I meet someone, I think, this is it.” Helena smiles, her gaze off in the distance. “This is it. This is the person who will help me get out of here.” Her smile fades. “But they never do. They die, again and again, until
            there’s not enough left of them. Until the maze takes them and they’re . . . well. You saw.”
         

         
         “The monsters,” I whisper.

         
         “It’s hard, you know. To watch so many people lose themselves, no matter what you try to do to keep them grounded. So, yes, when you and Logan found me, it was easier to pretend I’d never met anyone else. A much nicer version of events.” 

         
         “How long have you been in here? I mean—I know you don’t know, but how old were you? Or what year was it?” Then I quickly shake my head. “No, I’m sorry if that’s intrusive, you don’t
            have to—”
         

         
         Helena waves off my apologies. “Since about a week after my nineteenth birthday.”

         
         Trying extremely, extremely hard not to think of Twilight, I ask, “And how long have you been nineteen?”
         

         
         Sitting a little straighter, Helena says, “Since 1936.”
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         “Oh,” I say. “That’s . . . a long time, huh?”

         
         Helena nods, her mouth flatting in a kind of duh line.
         

         
         “I mean, a long time,” I say again. “Like, do you know what year it is now?” Or what year it was when we entered the maze.

         
         “Last I knew, somewhere in the next century,” she says, honestly way more blithely than I think I would.

         
         “How many times have you died?” I ask.

         
         Helena doesn’t answer, and I don’t blame her, because I knew that was an insensitive question as soon as it left my mouth.

         
         “Sorry,” I say. Then, “Wait, is that why you didn’t know about Pirates of the Caribbean?”
         

         
         “Definitely still have no idea what that is,” she confirms. “Everything I know about what’s happened in the world since I got trapped here is secondhand. Picked up from what others say, or from the belongings they leave behind.” She gestures around us, at the piles of personal items. I remember how many books and magazines we found in the first storage room. Yeah, she could probably learn something from those. 

         
         “So . . . you’ve never stumbled on anything about magic phone repair?” I ask, half-joking.

         
         I think her smile is real. “Unfortunately not. It’s a fairly recent problem in the maze—I think. Time, you know. Strange in
            here. But it feels like those phones only started appearing recently. They’ve never worked.”
         

         
         I nod, accepting this. I sit next to her. We’re silent for a while, and then I say, quietly, “I’m sorry about what you’ve
            gone through. It has to be really hard being in this place alone. Losing so many people.”
         

         
         “Thank you,” she says. “I would say I’ve gotten used to it, but . . . you don’t. Not really.”

         
         I’m pretty sure what I’m about to ask next is also insensitive, but it’s itching at me. It bounces around in my head, stuck there like a song, and I won’t be able to focus
            on anything else until I ask.
         

         
         “What about Anthony?” Helena stiffens when I say the name. I plow ahead. “Did you find the maze together, or was he later?”

         
         “Together,” she says, her voice colder than I’ve ever heard it. I knew what I was risking but, wow, I regret asking now. “I lost him early on. He and the maze . . . I would say they didn’t get along, except that considering
            how quickly it took him, maybe they got on too well.”
         

         
         “I’m sorry,” I say again.

         
         “I hope you never have to know what it’s like to be truly alone in this maze.” She turns her head, and as much as I want to,
            I can’t break contact with her piercing blue witch eyes. “I’m not sure you’d survive it.”
         

         
         Well, that’s a punch to the gut. It’s like she sees through me, sees all the broken shards of me. Tears sting my eyes, but
            I won’t let them do more than that.
         

         
         “Hopefully Logan finds us soon, so I never have to.” I try to keep the wobble out of my voice. I don’t think I succeed. I
            finally break Helena’s gaze. “He’ll be here soon.”
         

         
         “I’m sure he will.” Her tone is flat, like she’s saying it just because she’s supposed to, not because she believes it.

         
         I believe it, though. And I keep trying to believe it as maybe an hour passes, then maybe two. Or maybe it’s twenty minutes.
            Who knows? Time is fake, apparently.
         

         
         Helena sits still in the same spot the whole time with her eyes closed, like she’s meditating. I’m too antsy to stay in one
            place. Not having any kind of mindless distraction to use as an escape makes my veins itch until I’m ready to crawl out of
            my skin. I’d kill to scroll through social media right now or play one of those mobile games with a weird ad that has nothing
            to do with the actual content. I’d take anything at this point. Which is why I end up sorting through some piles.
         

         
         At first, I act like I’m sorting just to sort. Just to have something to do with my hands, something methodical to calm my racing mind. That’s part of it, sure. But the bigger part is that I’m hoping to find anything that belonged to me or Logan. Here’s another copy of my phone, which somehow still turns on but only displays the familiar black lock screen and 3:07 time stamp. There’s another of my sewing kits. So much for those being useful. 

         
         I dig one of Logan’s hoodies out of a pile and hold it tight against my chest, too many emotions rising to the surface at
            once. I’m worried about him, missing him, angry at myself for running away, feeling guilty for not searching for him right
            now, and . . . god. It’s all so annoying and pointless when I’m trapped in a weird magic horror maze, but, well, my brain
            always knows the least appropriate times to focus on something.
         

         
         It’s the hoodie. It’s the way I can’t be like the girls who steal hoodies from their boyfriends and guy friends and wrap myself
            up in that comfort. It’s a million times too small. I know—I know—that this doesn’t actually indicate anything wrong with me. I do. Ariel is extremely into fat activism, and I learned a lot
            from her. I know there’s nothing wrong with my body, I know it doesn’t make me less deserving of love, I know that all the
            problems I have from being fat aren’t about me. They’re about the world caring so little for fat people that they don’t treat
            us as human. It doesn’t matter if there’s clothes that fit us, or if we fit into theater seats, or if we get adequate medical
            care, or if we’re harassed, because deep down they don’t think we’re really people. That’s not on me or my body.
         

         
         I know that.
         

         
         I still dig my fingers deep into Logan’s hoodie, ineffectually swallowing tears and happy that my back is to Helena because
            I don’t want her to see me getting snotty and mourning the experiences that skinny girls take for granted, that I’ll never
            have, and that shouldn’t matter up against everything else.
         

         
         “Are you okay?” Helena asks. Figures. I’m never as good at hiding my crying as I think I am.

         
         “Yeah,” I say. “Yeah, I’m good.” Feeling more than a little like I’m disrespecting the dead—my Logan isn’t dead, just this one, and the others—but lacking my own sleeves, I wipe my eyes and nose on Logan’s hoodie. Eager to change the subject, I ask, “Hey, did you
            ever meet us? Before?”
         

         
         “Hm?” She sounds distracted, or confused. Didn’t think it was that weird of a question, but whatever.

         
         “You know. Other Sadies and Logans. We’ve been through here a lot, died a lot. You’ve met other people in the maze. Did you
            ever meet us?”
         

         
         “Oh, uhm. No. I don’t think so. Not that I remember, anyway.” She’s still got that distracted voice. I turn around to see
            what’s got her attention, but she’s just sitting on that hay bale, staring at the ground, scratching out doodles in the dirt
            with the toe of her shoe.
         

         
         She’s acting weird, right? Cool under pressure, confident Helena is suddenly withdrawing and fidgeting and evading questions
            like . . . well, me. Something is up. I should press her on it. Keep asking questions until she’s honest with me.
         

         
         But . . . I mean, maybe I’m overreacting again. I barely know her! Why make things more stressful than they already are over something that’s probably in my head? 

         
         Muffled static comes from my bag. I hurriedly take out the radio and turn it off, but Helena’s already noticed. Perhaps she’s
            always been distracted when it’s gone off before. Harder to miss when we’re sitting in a quiet storage room.
         

         
         “What was that?” she asks.

         
         “It’s . . . I don’t really know,” I say honestly. “It’s a radio. I found it in one of the other storage rooms, and sometimes
            it turns on by itself.” I don’t mention the voice I heard that one time, the one that sounded like Ariel or my mom or . . .
            who knows, anyone with a vaguely feminine voice.
         

         
         “Can I see it?”

         
         Something in me violently rejects the idea of handing the radio over to her. There’s no rational reason for it. I should let her see it. She’s basically an expert on the maze. She might know what’s up with this thing.
         

         
         But I can’t shake the certainty that I’ll regret it if I do, so instead I shrug casually and shove it back in my bag. “It’s
            not really anything,” I say. “I just thought it looked nice. I’m guessing it turns on at random because no tech really works
            right in the maze.”
         

         
         Helena considers me for a moment, then nods. “You’re probably right.”

         
         My brain spins wildly, seeking a way to change the subject, and what comes out of my mouth is, “So, has it felt like you’ve been in here for decades?”
         

         
         She gazes off into the distance, a faint, humorless smile on her face. “How do you define what eternity feels like?”
         

         
         I don’t know, but I have a guess that it’s something like over twenty pages of a school notebook being diligently colored
            in with black Sharpie.
         

         
         God. How long have Logan and I actually been in this maze? What’s the world going to look like when we escape?

         
         If we escape.

         
         “Have you been alone for a lot of it?” I ask.

         
         “More in the beginning. Now, not so much. I’ll get a little time alone between losing someone, but the maze is . . . It wants
            people together, I think.”
         

         
         “What do you mean?”

         
         “It’s the only thing that makes sense. The maze is seemingly infinite. Even if there were a hundred or a thousand people lost
            in here, there’s no reason we should ever meet. And yet . . . we met.”
         

         
         “Like the maze wanted it,” I say, understanding. “But . . . why?”

         
         Helena shrugs. “I don’t have definite answers. I wish I did. I can tell you that’s part of why I’m so confident Logan will find you. If the maze wants you to be together—and I’m guessing it
            does, if you’ve died so many times but always wake up with each other—then it’ll happen.”
         

         
         I spin my ring in a slow circle, smiling. “Yeah. It will.”

         
         Certain as I am that Logan will find me, I still can’t just sit next to Helena and wait. I feel restless. I return to the piles and again pretend like I’m sorting instead of looking for another remnant of Logan. 

         
         When I find the broken sunglasses, I initially cast them aside without any thought. I’ve taken two magazines and a tube of
            mascara out of the pile before my brain catches up. I’ve seen those sunglasses before.
         

         
         They aren’t particularly distinctive, at least to me, a person who knows absolutely nothing about sunglasses. Someone else
            might recognize the brand or be able to tell if they’re cheap or whatever. I only see normal sunglasses with dark purple frames.
         

         
         But they’re familiar somehow. Where . . . ?

         
         I mentally retrace my steps through the maze. My brain is prone to wandering and forgetting things, and I often have to work
            backward through the most recent pieces I do remember, hoping it’ll spark the memory I need. It’s harder when I have to do it without visual aid—like walking around my
            house, or scrolling back through social media posts—but eventually I get there.
         

         
         I find what I’m looking for in the memory of the Speedway, with the woman who looked like Anna. She picked up a pair of broken
            sunglasses, and her face crumpled like her heart was equally broken.
         

         
         This is the same pair. I’m sure of it. What did they mean to her? What memory was attached to these sunglasses to make her
            so miserable?
         

         
         I pause. Memory. These are a memory. Real and tangible in my hands, but a memory nonetheless.

         
         There’s something there. Something about the maze I’m not putting together. I hold the sunglasses, staring into their cracked
            lenses as if they might have the answers. Like a grand revelation is waiting in the distorted reflection of my face. Sometimes
            when I’m doing my thinking-backward trick to remember something, I can feel when I get closer. I go a little light-headed with the anticipation of finding the answer, like I am now—
         

         
         “Sadie?”

         
         I whip around, and there he is, standing in a doorway that wasn’t there a minute ago. His hair is a little messier, and there’s
            smudges of dirt on his clothes, but he’s here, and without thought or hesitation, I drop the sunglasses and launch myself at him.
         

         
         Logan catches me, wrapping his arms around me. For a long moment, we just stand there, holding each other. I don’t want to
            let him go. I’m afraid that if I do, he’ll be gone again, and what if the maze decides there’s no need for us to find each
            other again?
         

         
         “I can’t believe I found you,” he whispers into my hair. “I thought . . . I don’t know. I thought I was going to have to wait
            for the next go-round.”
         

         
         “Nope, nope, if it’s up to me, this is the last one,” I say.

         
         I know it’s good that if we die, we’ll get another chance. I should be grateful. But I still don’t remember those other Sadies, and until I do, it’s hard to believe the next one will really be . . . me. The Sadie with this brain? With these experiences? She’d be dead. My Logan would be dead. 

         
         So, yeah. We aren’t going to need another try. We’re getting out of this maze.

         
         “Logan,” Helena says from behind, finally prompting me to pull away. Logan’s hands slide over my arms as I do, and he briefly
            squeezes them tight, his eyes on Helena. “I’m so glad you got here.”
         

         
         “Yeah,” he says. “Yeah, same.”

         
         If Helena notices anything off about him, she doesn’t say so. I notice, though. There’s a faint chill to his voice that wasn’t
            there before. Is he upset we didn’t look for him?
         

         
         “We thought it would be better if we stayed in one place,” I say, as if it was mutually agreed upon, instead of something
            Helena firmly suggested and I accepted because I’m scared of conflict and didn’t have a better plan. “We were worried we’d
            end up chasing each other in circles.”
         

         
         Logan turns a smile on me, and that, at least, feels real. It’s the smile I’m used to him giving me, warm and genuine, like
            he wouldn’t want to be smiling at anyone else.
         

         
         He’s that kind of magnetic person. He can make anyone feel like they’re the only one he wants to talk to.

         
         “It was a good idea, I guess, since it worked,” he says.

         
         “Did it come after you?” I ask. “The corn thing, I mean.”

         
         “At first. It chased me for a minute, but it figured out pretty quickly that I wasn’t Helena, and it ran back off. I tried
            to follow it, but the maze . . . it didn’t let me.”
         

         
         So Logan was the reason we had enough time to escape. I look to Helena, waiting for her to acknowledge it.
         

         
         She only nods and asks, “Where did you end up?”

         
         Logan shrugs. “A lot of weird-as-hell rooms. A lot of dead bodies. And then here.”

         
         “That’s all that matters,” she says. “Convenient, too, because this is a safe enough room to wait out your memories.”

         
         “No.”

         
         Helena and I both look at Logan, confused and startled.

         
         “No?” I ask.

         
         “I don’t want to wait any longer,” he says. He turns his attention only to me. “We don’t need to wait for our memories to
            come back. They might not even help us. The longer we stay here, the more opportunities the killer has, the more opportunities
            the maze has to take us. It needs time, and we’ve given it enough.” His eyes move to Helena, sparking, daring her to argue.
            “It’s time to get out of here.”
         

         
         I’m grinning by the end of his little speech. It’s worthy of being a hero’s monologue right before the climactic confrontation
            in a movie. God, I missed him. “Yeah,” I say. “Yeah, you’re right. I want us to get out, not some other Sadie and Logan. And Helena,” I add hastily. “Us. Together, we can find the exit.”
         

         
         Helena crosses her arms and purses her mouth to one side. “Are you sure this is wise?” she asks stiffly. “We’d made a plan,
            there’s no reason to change it now.”
         

         
         “Why not? Maze changes every moment, maybe we need to be changing with it to survive,” Logan argues.

         
         I glance between them, realizing sides are being drawn, and I’m the one who’s going to have to pick.

         
         There’s no question of which one I’ll choose, of course. It will always be Logan. That doesn’t make it any easier to say it,
            though. I don’t want to hurt Helena’s feelings or make her think we don’t need her anymore. She got us this far. She deserves
            better than to feel tossed aside.
         

         
         “I think it’s worth trying,” I say to Helena. “If anything else happens, anything too dangerous, we can find another safe
            room and wait it out.” I take a deep breath, making my next words a little more pointed. “I don’t want to spend an eternity
            hoping my memories will return. I want to go home.”
         

         
         I doubt I have the power to wound Helena, so I probably imagine the brief flicker of hurt that crosses her face.

         
         “Fine,” she says. “But if we get separated, that’s it. I’m not going to spend an eternity looking for you.”
         

         
         “Fair enough,” Logan says.

         
         I blink away a sudden sting in my eyes, my tear ducts reacting automatically to Helena’s harsher tone. I’m not really that
            upset, I don’t think, but here they are anyway.
         

         
         With the new plan agreed on, we leave the storage room and follow the smell of earth after rain into a room full of raised
            garden beds. “This way.” Helena beckons.
         

         
         She’s not giving us much time to search for signs ourselves anymore, but I figure it out anyway. The lowing of cows. This has to be a nice room, I think, because the sound is so comforting. 

         
         The first thing Logan says when we enter the next room is, “Oh, shit,” while I can only blink at the Ferris wheel towering
            high above us.
         

         
         In this room, it’s dusk. The lights on the Ferris wheel are twinkling. The air smells like popcorn and cotton candy and, more
            distantly, animals. If this were real, the animal scent would be coming from the direction of the 4-H people. I never did
            4-H myself, and I couldn’t even tell you what the H’s stand for, but they’ve always been a staple of the county fair. They bring animals and baked goods and art and quilts,
            all for judging. I always felt a pang of jealousy when I saw anything with one of the big, shiny blue ribbons pinned next
            to it, which marked it as the best of the best. I want to be the kind of person who knows how to make crafts or bake, but
            that’s not really me.
         

         
         I can smell the animals and imagine the white, warehouse-like 4-H buildings, but neither are in sight. It’s just a Ferris
            wheel and one game booth with rows of goldfish swimming in bowls.
         

         
         I open my mouth to say I’ve been here, but the words won’t come out. They sound ridiculous. Plenty of county fairs have this exact Ferris wheel and that exact
            game booth—though maybe not those exact goldfish. There’s no reason to believe this is the county fair I grew up with.
         

         
         There’s no reason to believe that if I went to the other side of that booth, I’d find myself, huddled against it, phone in one hand, wiping away tears with the other. Apologizing for not telling Eric I was going to the fair with Bri and Gracie, that I wouldn’t be online tonight, begging him to forgive me. 

         
         It can’t be the same fair, or the same night. It can’t.

         
         “Kind of cool, honestly,” Logan says, shielding his eyes against the bright lights as he looks up at the Ferris wheel. “Not
            sure I’d want to, like, ride it, but . . .”
         

         
         Not that we could. It’s already turning in a slow, steady continuous circle, gondolas swaying.

         
         “I hate Ferris wheels,” I say.

         
         Logan glances my way, but I don’t explain further. Taking the hint, he asks Helena, “You ever seen anything like this in the
            maze? This . . . big?”
         

         
         “Maybe not quite to this scale.” Helena, either unimpressed by or uninterested in the mini county fair we’ve walked into,
            is already looking for doors. “But I certainly know this kind of room. Rooms that aren’t rooms.”
         

         
         “Rooms that are places,” I say, remembering our earlier conversation. To Logan, I add, “We found part of a Speedway when we
            were running from that corn guy.”
         

         
         “Rooms that are places,” he repeats thoughtfully. “That makes sense. I didn’t find a Speedway or anything, but there was this
            one room that I swear was someone’s backyard.”
         

         
         A Speedway, a backyard, a county fair.

         
         “This is promising,” Helena says, opening a passage in the corn. “Come on.”

         
         Logan hesitates, but I’m ready to get away from this Ferris wheel, away from that booth, away from the shadow of me lurking
            behind it.
         

         
         As I leave the room, I hear it. “Saaadie.” And I know what’s about to happen next. I hope I’m wrong. I know I won’t be.
         

         
         I hear Logan say, “Oh, shit,” and I see the multicolored lights shifting on the ground, and I look anywhere but the Ferris wheel. This time, I notice what else is off, other than the fact that 90 percent of the fair is missing.
         

         
         It smells like a fair, looks like a fair, but it’s silent. No music from games or rides. No chatter. No anything. Even our
            voices—though I may be imagining this part—seem muffled somehow.
         

         
         “Kind of cool, honestly,” Logan says. “Not sure I’d want to, like, ride it, but . . .”

         
         “I hate Ferris wheels,” I say. Hopefully we’ll get out of here faster if I follow the script.

         
         Helena and Logan get their lines, then I say, “Rooms that are places.” That’s as far as I get before my throat closes up and
            I can’t talk anymore. Logan and Helena don’t notice—why would they? Nothing’s missing to them. Logan mentions the backyard,
            Helena says, “This is promising,” and I rush ahead of her into the new-not-new path.
         

         
         “Saaadie, oh, Sadie.”

         
         No.

         
         No, the other loops ended after one repeat.

         
         “Oh, shit,” and the lights, and the goldfish circling in their bowls, and this time I know, I know she’s back there. Her presence has a weight. That past me, that desperately texting version of me who won’t be able to enjoy
            any part of this night because the guy she thinks she loves is threatening to kill himself and saying it’s her fault. Bri
            and Gracie left me alone to text him, exhausted after a year of back-and-forth where they said he was no good, and I said
            they just didn’t understand. I told them it was my fault they thought of him as a shitty boyfriend, because they only heard
            about him when I complained. They didn’t know the side of him that made me feel loved and wanted.
         

         
         I close my eyes tightly, and I run at the passage Helena hasn’t opened yet in this loop. Remembering her trick, I squeeze
            a stalk of corn. Tiny thorns bite into my hands. I’m careful not to look at the blood since the last thing I need right now
            is a fainting spell. The path opens. I don’t know if Helena and Logan call after me or if they’re still following the script.
            I don’t wait to find out.
         

         
         “Oh, shit,” Logan says, because he’s beside me again, and the Ferris wheel towers above us. I look at my hand. No blood. No
            sign of the puncture marks the cornstalk must have left. Just the lights and the animal smell and her behind the booth.
         

         
         Bri and Gracie were tired of me making excuses for Eric, and so was I. I already knew I wasn’t going to tell them anything about what he was saying. I couldn’t handle another lecture, and if they shared that look, the one that became more and more common in the final months of our friendship, the one that was exasperation and pity wrapped
            into one—I’d scream.
         

         
         Which is why the past me is back there, alone, texting him and absorbing every blow he can strike from so far away, knowing
            she’ll have to keep it all to herself.
         

         
         I can’t breathe. The shadow of her is on my chest, pressing her hands into my throat, and I can’t breathe.
         

         
         “Kind of cool, honestly—Sadie?”

         
         I’m not breathing, I can’t breathe, I’m gasping for air, and only now do I notice that I’m crying. I double over. The gasps
            become sobs. Logan’s hands are on my shoulders.
         

         
         “Is she okay?” Helena asks. “What’s wrong?”

         
         “Yeah, just—could you give us the room for a moment? I think she needs space.”

         
         “I don’t know if it’s the best idea to separate right now,” she says. “Especially if Sadie’s not doing well—”

         
         “We’re not separating,” Logan interrupts. “You are walking into the next room a few minutes ahead of us so Sadie can catch her breath.”
         

         
         “The maze could change. We could, in fact, get separated.”
         

         
         “In a few minutes? Between one room?”

         
         “Yes. Besides, why can she breathe with you, but not me?”

         
         “Because we’re best friends, and we’ve known you for . . .” He pauses, clearly trying to tabulate how much time we’ve spent
            in here. “Less time,” he says finally.
         

         
         “Fine, but—”

         
         “Helena, listen, we appreciate your help but—”

         
         It’s too much. Their voices crowd around me and add to the pressure of that past me, that girl sitting alone as message after
            message comes in, accusing her of being selfish and thoughtless. I wrap my arms around myself as tight as I can and sink,
            trying to be small, trying to escape the everything of this place.
         

         
         My brain is so loud that I don’t realize Helena and Logan have stopped talking until Helena says, “. . . Okay. A few minutes.
            But try not to delay too long.”
         

         
         “Yeah, sounds good,” Logan says.

         
         I’m barely aware of the moments passing, but soon after Helena exits the room, low in my ear, Logan whispers, “Do you trust
            me?”
         

         
         “What? Yeah, but what?”

         
         “We have to be quiet and fast. Come with me.”

         
         Logan leads me down the passage we came through, back into the raised garden room. He opens two doors by nicking his arm with
            a pocketknife that I don’t remember him having before, locating the exits as quickly as Helena does. It takes me a moment
            before I understand that he opened them both as a diversion to throw Helena off our track.
         

         
         Helena said time is weird in here. I start to wonder if Logan was away from me as long as I was away from him. How much practice
            did he get with the doors?
         

         
         “Where are we going?” I ask. Nothing helps a panic attack quite like total confusion, I guess, because now instead of focusing on the Ferris wheel room, I’m wondering what the hell is up with Logan. 

         
         “First?” he says, leading me down a passage that eventually splits in a V. “Away. Then? To Anthony. Which path?”
         

         
         “Left,” I say without any consideration. I’m too distracted by what he just said. “Anthony? Helena’s Anthony? You found him? Also, he’s around to be found?” I assumed he was dead, or irretrievably part of the maze. Not that he was literally lost, waiting.
         

         
         “Yeah, and . . .” Logan shakes his head, as if what he knows is too big to express.

         
         “And?”

         
         “And it’ll be easier to explain once we’re a little safer. Come on. We need to move faster.”

         
         The left branch requires two more choices (we choose right and then left again) before we end up in a room. It’s another snowing
            room, and it’s just as cold.
         

         
         This winter room lacks the mysterious snow angel from the other one. Instead, four snowmen stand in one corner. Truly classic designs, as if they’ve stepped out of an old Christmas movie. Coal for eyes, carrots for noses, branches for arms, big smiles, cheery scarves and hats. They’re gathered in a loose configuration that reminds me of a group of friends hanging out. One wearing a bright purple hat with a pom-pom on top even has a branch-arm positioned with its hand on its hip. After a moment, I notice that the cornstalks nearest them are twinkling with white Christmas lights. 

         
         It’s idyllic, and weird as hell. I try to tell myself that I’ve probably just seen too many horror movies, but that argument struggles to land when I’ve
            seen literal corn monsters spring out to attack people. I stick close to Logan, and eagerly follow when he opens a door.
         

         
         I also take one quick glance back over my shoulder. The snowman in the purple hat turns, looks right at me, and waves with
            the hand not positioned jauntily on its hip.
         

         
         Yeah, no thanks.

         
         The next path between rooms is even twistier, which seems to please Logan. The more choices we have to make, the harder it’ll
            be for Helena to follow us, if she has been at all. We go left, left, right, left, right, right, and there—
         

         
         A boy. Younger than us, maybe middle school age, white with slightly long blond hair and rectangle glasses. He’s sitting on
            the hood of an old red car.
         

         
         Logan runs forward, but the boy isn’t reacting to our presence at all. It’s just like with Beverly and her death echo.

         
         “Shit,” Logan whispers.

         
         “We should go,” I say. “Keep going. Away from here.” The unspoken subtext: I don’t want to watch this kid die in front of us.
         

         
         “Maybe it’s fine,” Logan says shakily. “Just because the loop with Beverly was . . . It doesn’t mean they all are.”

         
         “Whatever happens here, it’s nothing we can change,” I counter. “Let’s go.”

         
         “What if we can?”

         
         I’m trying to be patient, because I get it. He doesn’t want to leave this boy behind to die. But he’s going to die, and we don’t have to be here to watch it.
         

         
         “What if there’s a clue?” he asks, truly grasping at straws now.

         
         “There’s not a clue here. There’s pain. Please, Logan.”

         
         In a soft, desperate voice, Logan tries one more time. “I don’t think you can hear me.” He speaks more loudly, as if he can
            break through dimensions or time or death or whatever else separates us from the kid. “But if you can, you need to come with
            us.”
         

         
         Through an open door I hadn’t noticed before, a static figure appears.

         
         “Logan. Let’s go.”
         

         
         He hears the urgency in my voice before he sees the figure. His face crumples.

         
         Maybe it will be fine. Just because it killed Beverly doesn’t mean it’ll kill the boy. I hold Logan’s hand and pull him to the nearest potential doorway. I don’t care where it leads. Every second in this room brings us closer to something we can’t unsee. I grab one of the sharp stalks of corn. Its barbs dig into my palm. I close my eyes for a moment against the stinging pain. Not for too long. I open my eyes again and lead Logan away from the boy and the staticky figure. 

         
         As we go, the boy says, “I said leave me alone! I can do it myself!”
         

         
         Under his voice, I hear another voice. Or maybe don’t hear it.

         
         It says, “Saadie.”
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         For one irrational moment, I think we’re out of the maze. The setting is too familiar, too solid, to exist among the corn.
            It’s darker than I’m used to, all the lights off like it’s closed, but I know this place. White walls with red trim, the white
            tables and red-and-black chairs and red-and-black booths, the vague suggestion of something retro.
         

         
         My gaze drifts up to the sign above the counter.

         
         
            EKAHS N’ KAETS

         

         Well, that’s not quite right.

         
         Now that I’m noticing it, the dining room itself is flipped. I mean, maybe some of the restaurants have the counter on the
            right and the tables on the left, but it’s not what I’m used to. It also doesn’t change the fact that all the signage is reversed.
         

         
         We’re in a backward Steak ’n Shake.

         
         “I’m having the weirdest déjà vu,” Logan says.

         
         “Does it involve late nights in a restaurant like this, surrounded by high school theater kids running on a post-performance
            high?” I ask.
         

         
         “Weirdly specific,” Logan says. “And also, yes.” He glances behind us, toward the path where we left the boy. “Okay, that’s new.” 

         
         “What is?”

         
         I know what he’s referring to as soon as I turn. The door we just came through is gone. Not only that—it’s not corn. It’s
            a familiar white wall with red trim. My pulse races—is this the end? Are we trapped in a backward Steak ’n Shake? I desperately
            scan the other walls. When I see that the farthest wall is still corn, I breathe a sigh of relief. I’m even pretty sure I
            see the outline of a door waiting to be opened.
         

         
         “Good for us, though,” Logan says. “It’ll be harder for Helena to follow.”

         
         “Okay, it’s time to tell me what’s going on.” I move to a booth—Steak ’n Shakes have often been pleasantly generous in my
            experience, which isn’t true for all restaurants—and sit down. “It seems like we’ve got a good place to stop and talk.”
         

         
         The moment Logan slides into the booth across from me, two people appear, a young woman behind the front counter and a man
            behind the window that looks into the kitchen. They rise up as if they’ve been kneeling back there all this time, silent,
            waiting.
         

         
         Neither one looks at us. Neither one makes a sound. They remain at their posts.

         
         I hold my breath. Logan glances between the silent strangers, then to me, eyebrows raised. I shrug, breath still held, like
            we’re passing a cemetery.
         

         
         “Hello?” Logan says. His voice is soft, nearly a whisper, but it hits me like a jump scare. I bump into the table and the ketchup wobbles around in its holder. 

         
         When neither person reacts, he says it again, louder. Nothing.

         
         “Is this another . . . loop . . . thing?” I ask.

         
         “I don’t think so,” Logan says. “Unless they died while LARPing as statues at work. This is something else.”

         
         “Should we . . . go?” I try to keep my eyes on both of them at once. They aren’t moving. It’s hard to say if they’re a threat.
            I honestly don’t really want to go. It’s nice to have a normal place to sit. Also, pretty nice to not be around literal corpses.
         

         
         “I’m not sure.”

         
         “It’s like the Speedway,” I say, half to myself. “There was a woman in the Speedway, but she didn’t seem interested in us.
            She just stood there, like that. Helena said it was her room. Like, the maze made a room for her.”
         

         
         “And it chose to make her a Speedway?”

         
         “Yeah . . . and Helena didn’t like being there. She said people in the early stages of becoming corn monsters are unpredictable.
            Dangerous. So maybe we shouldn’t stay too long.”
         

         
         Logan laughs. It comes out surprisingly bitter. “Might have just been dangerous for her. Things in the maze don’t like Helena
            very much. We’re probably fine.”
         

         
         I nod, because that makes sense—that corn monster did go directly for her, and the woman at the Speedway—Anna—didn’t seem to have any interest in me. Maybe we’re safe from this
            kind of thing.
         

         
         Little pieces are falling into place, forming into a bigger picture that I really should have seen before now. If I’d been
            paying more attention, if I’d been thinking, why can’t I ever just stop and think?
         

         
         The Speedway. The rooms with the looping deaths.

         
         The Ferris wheel.

         
         The broken sunglasses.

         
         “Memories,” I say, sitting up straighter as it finally, finally comes to me. “What if it’s all memories? Something significant happened in that Speedway for her. Or maybe it isn’t significant,
            maybe it’s just some random memory of a random gas station that the maze pulled out of her mind. But it’s her memory.”
         

         
         Her room. Her . . .

         
         Helena called them death omens. When the maze realizes—or decides?—you’re going to die, it makes a room for you. It takes
            from your memory and makes a place you’ll recognize, and it traps you like a pitcher plant.
         

         
         The Ferris wheel is my memory.

         
         A shudder runs up my spine. I glance toward the woman at the counter and the man in the kitchen. Neither has moved.

         
         “God, if it’s memories, that brings up a lot of questions. Are the bodies we keep running into just memories? Or everything in the storage rooms? Is the whole maze just a memory?” 

         
         “Whose memory?” I ask, reluctantly taking my eyes off the silent pair and turning my gaze back toward Logan.

         
         “The maze’s?” he says. “Or Helena’s.”

         
         “Helena’s memory?” I ask, confused. “Of what, the time she got stuck in an endless corn maze?”

         
         Logan shrugs, not clarifying. “What else did Helena say about the woman and her room?”

         
         I hesitate. Death omen would probably just scare him unnecessarily.
         

         
         “She said it’s what happens when you’re here long enough,” I say. “It makes you a room that you can wait in.”

         
         “Until?”

         
         “What?”

         
         “Wait until what?” Logan asks.

         
         Shouldn’t have said wait.
         

         
         But didn’t a part of me want him to ask?

         
         “Until you become part of the maze,” I say. I clear my throat, remembering the smell of cotton candy and farm animals and
            the twinkling of Ferris wheel lights on goldfish bowls. “Until it’s too late and you’re one of those corn things. I think
            she said the room is like confirmation that you’re not finding the way out.”
         

         
         For a long time, Logan doesn’t say anything. That shudder runs up my spine again, and I check on the man and woman. As before,
            they haven’t moved.
         

         
         Eventually Logan says, “Was the Ferris wheel room yours?” I don’t say anything, and I guess that’s answer enough. He nods. “That explains the panic attack, then. Did you realize what it was, what it meant?” 

         
         I shake my head. “Not until a few minutes ago, actually.”

         
         “Then . . . what happened? Why did it freak you out so bad?” His voice and face have gone soft. Concerned.

         
         “Part of my anxiety was that it’s not a place I want to remember,” I say slowly. “The other part was the time loop.”

         
         “. . . We’ll come back to the time loop. What’s wrong with that fair?”

         
         I shrug. I can feel my voice starting to shrink back into my body. It doesn’t matter. He won’t care.

         
         “Bad night,” I say. When he doesn’t respond, just keeps watching me, listening, I continue, “It’s kind of ridiculous. It shouldn’t
            be significant enough to have a whole creepy maze room. I just had a fight with this guy I was dating. Sort of dating.” I
            shrug again, like I’m brushing the whole thing off, trying to tell Logan how much this doesn’t—can’t—matter. “We never met in person. He didn’t even live in the country. It was all online, so, doesn’t super count.”
         

         
         “It counts,” Logan says. I swallow, staring so hard at the ketchup bottle that it blurs, hands in my lap, ring spinning wildly.

         
         “Anyway, we fought. He was mad I’d gone out with friends without telling him, and I had to spend most of the night messaging him to calm him down.” Another shrug, and a nervous laugh, because I know how that sounds. Bad. Just like Bri and Gracie always said. “It wasn’t that big a deal, like I said, it was all online.” 

         
         “And it counts,” Logan says again. “It being online doesn’t make it less . . . shitty.”

         
         “It wasn’t even our worst fight, honestly. Don’t know why the maze would choose that night of all nights.”

         
         I do know, though, or at least I suspect why. That was the night I had my first seed of doubt. We’d been having those fights
            for months. I even broke up with him three times, but it never lasted longer than a couple days because I missed him so much.
            The night of the fair was the first fight that made me think, This isn’t okay. This isn’t how you treat someone you love, is it?

         
         At the time, I pushed that thought far, far away. It felt disloyal. I knew what Eric would say—that I was blaming him to try
            to escape a confrontation. That it was my fault we were having the fight in the first place, and I couldn’t just run away
            by turning it on him or making him feel guilty by crying. He’d accuse me of trying to break up again, and he’d ask how I could
            possibly do that to him.
         

         
         It was also the night that killed my friendship with Bri and Gracie. We were barely hanging on by then, continuing forward on the built-up momentum of being best friends since second grade. Abandoning them the whole night of the fair so that I could fight with Eric was the final straw. As if by mutual, silent agreement, they never texted me again. And I never texted them. 

         
         “I’m sorry,” Logan says softly. “That you had to go through that, I mean. You deserve better than some abusive asshole.”

         
         The word abusive freezes me. Bri and Gracie said the same thing, and I told them they were being ridiculous. I don’t get to use that word.
            I laugh, shaking my head. “How much could he really do over the internet?”
         

         
         Logan tries to argue, but I’m not listening. It’s nice of him to try to reassure me, but it just wasn’t that bad. Eric may
            have yelled at me on the phone for hours, preventing me from going to sleep, even when I cried and apologized, but he was
            never able to touch me.
         

         
         Logan grabs a small cup of creamer from the centerpiece and begins stacking one on top of the other. “I get it,” he says quietly.
            “Convincing yourself it wasn’t really that bad. Doubting your own pain so much, you don’t think it’s even worth talking about.
            But you shouldn’t doubt it. It’s real, and that matters.”
         

         
         “What do you mean?” I ask.

         
         “Just saying it’s okay to call an abusive asshole an abusive asshole.”

         
         I make brief, difficult eye contact with him. He’s so earnest. The understanding in his eyes is both a relief and an unbearable weight.
         

         
         “I guess,” I say, looking away. “But it really—I mean, it was just a bad relationship.”

         
         Logan’s silent for a moment. I glance back at him, and he’s still regarding me with all that . . . empathy.

         
         “First, thank you for telling me all of this,” he says, his voice gentle, but not in a condescending way. Warm. “It can’t
            have been easy. Second, I’ll totally let you off the hook since you clearly don’t want to talk about it anymore. But even
            if you aren’t ready right now, even if you aren’t ready for years, I want you to hear someone say out loud, in plain language, that what he did wasn’t okay. It doesn’t matter that he never
            touched you. There are plenty of ways to abuse someone. Your pain is real, okay?”
         

         
         I can hardly breathe. Under the table, I curl and uncurl my fingers against my thighs, trying to get feeling into them. I
            don’t know how to respond. I don’t want to break this friendship like I did with Bri and Gracie.
         

         
         But true to his word, Logan changes the subject. He topples the creamer tower and restacks it in a pyramid. “So, about Helena.”

         
         I swallow hard and offer a shaky smile. “Yeah, Helena. Why, exactly, did we run away from her?”

         
         A quick glance back to the Steak ’n Shake workers. Nothing. No change. Unless—was the woman’s hand on the counter before?
            I can’t remember.
         

         
         “Because Helena has been lying to us about . . . everything, basically.”

         
         “Oh, like, when she said she’s never met anyone else in the maze?” I shake my head. “It was a weird lie, but we talked about it. She’s lost a lot of people in here. She didn’t want to go into detail, so she pretended we were the first people she’d met.” 

         
         “That would be understandable,” Logan agrees. “On its own. But she lied about other things, too. Like Anthony.”
         

         
         “Right, Anthony,” I say. “I thought he was dead or something.”

         
         “He’s not not dead.”
         

         
         “. . . I truly have no idea how to respond to that.”

         
         “It’s complicated, like everything is in this place. But it’s important, too, because if Anthony’s telling the truth, then
            we can’t trust Helena.” Logan raises his eyes from the creamer pyramid to meet mine. “In fact, we should be running from her
            as fast as we can.”
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         While Helena and I were running from room to room to escape the monster, Logan wandered the maze alone. He walked through
            rooms with corpses, rooms with people caught in a loop at the moment of their death, rooms where it was only him. But the
            worst, he said, were the rooms that held my dead body.
         

         
         “You weren’t in front of me, reassuring me that even if this Sadie had died, you were still alive. I couldn’t know for sure.
            And I kept finding you over and over, as if the maze wanted me to see you.”
         

         
         “You got through way more rooms than we did.” I’m thinking again about the maze’s time distortion and what that could mean.
            “Do you have a sense of how long you were out there?”
         

         
         “A while,” he says. Then he shakes his head. “I don’t really know exactly how long. But it felt like a few days, I think.”

         
         Days alone in the maze, while for me and Helena, it felt like hours. Figures that the maze wouldn’t exactly be in sync with
            itself.
         

         
         “I’m sorry,” I murmur.

         
         “It’s not your fault. But . . . maybe let’s not get separated again.” He smiles, and I return it weakly.

         
         “Definitely my preference.”

         
         “So, eventually, I find myself in a room with only one other door. It was surrounded by lightning bugs.”

         
         “And you went through, even though Helena very specifically told us to never, ever go through those doors?”

         
         “I went through because Helena very specifically told us to never, ever go through those doors. I had a lot of time to think while I was looking
            for you, and the more I thought about Helena, the less things added up. Didn’t she trust us too easily? And the way that thing
            came out of the corn, saying her name—why would it be after her, specifically?”
         

         
         “Valid questions,” I admit, though I don’t point out that we trusted her about as quickly as she trusted us. “So . . . where
            did the door take you?”
         

         
         “Not to certain doom or whatever it is she told us,” Logan says. “They all lead to Anthony.”

         
         With appropriate ominous timing, thunder rolls in the distance. I look up to the ceiling and realize it’s partially transparent.
            If I squint, I can see the night sky beyond the turned-off fluorescent lights.
         

         
         I let my gaze drift back down, and—wait, were both the woman’s hands on the counter earlier? Like they are now? And was the
            man oh-so-slightly leaning forward? That could be a trick of the light.
         

         
         “Anthony’s part of the maze,” Logan says. His eyes move over my shoulder, not to anything behind me, but to something in his memory. “Very, very literally. He’s fused with a wall of corn. He can’t move from that spot. But he’s alive and he’s conscious and the things he told me . . .” 

         
         “How can you be sure he’s really Anthony?” I ask. “If the maze is made of memories, he could just be Helena’s memory of him.”

         
         “Wouldn’t that make anything he said even more true? If it’s right out of Helena’s own brain?”
         

         
         I shake my head. “Not necessarily. Human memory isn’t, like, reliable. It can twist things up and convince you something really
            happened when it didn’t, or maybe didn’t quite happen in the way you remember. Maybe she felt guilty about losing him and
            the maze made a version of him that reflected that—since I’m guessing he didn’t have nice things to say about her?”
         

         
         “Not really,” Logan confirms. “According to him, Helena didn’t lose him. She killed him.”

         
         I stare at him, waiting for the “just kidding!” or further clarification, like some kind of pun-based riddle. Someone saying
            they’re “all right” when they’ve lost a limb on the left side of their body, that kind of thing. He can’t mean she literally killed him.
         

         
         “Like . . . metaphorically?” I guess uncertainly. “By losing him? She caused his death by losing him in the maze?”

         
         “She caused his death by shooting him.”
         

         
         I’m suddenly dizzy. “So, not metaphorically.”

         
         “Not even a little.”

         
         “That still doesn’t mean he’s telling the truth,” I say, stubbornly pushing through. “Or that Helena really killed him. We
            don’t know if we can trust him.”
         

         
         “We don’t know if we can trust her! Sadie, think about it. We have someone who murdered the man she supposedly loved—because, yeah, that’s the other thing.
            They were married.”
         

         
         “Married?” Did she wear a ring on her left hand? Is it reasonable to think she’d still have one after all this time?

         
         “Yup, and she killed him. More importantly, we’re in a maze full of dead bodies. All we’ve seen are dead bodies . . . and Helena. Who do you think killed all those people?”
         

         
         My fingers hurt from gripping my ring so tightly and spinning it so much. “No,” I say. “She couldn’t have.” But didn’t I wonder the same thing? I shake my head. “And we don’t know that she killed Anthony! No offense, but we don’t know that he’s even real. The maze is designed to mess with our heads. It could be purposely trying to separate us.”
         

         
         “I’ll take you to him,” Logan says. “You can talk to him yourself. Trust me, once you meet him, once you hear his story, you’ll
            see that he’s real and that he’s telling the truth.”
         

         
         Except I really, really don’t want him to be telling the truth. It’s not just that Helena’s been nice, or that she’s absurdly pretty—I mean, outside of the deadly corn maze, she’d be exactly my type—or that she’s saved my life. The saving my life thing is pretty significant, but more importantly . . .
         

         
         Who did this to you?

         
         She saw right through me in the way I always wanted and never experienced before. I don’t know if she’s 100 percent trustworthy,
            but she saw me, and I think that has to matter.
         

         
         Besides, I don’t have any reason to trust this Anthony guy.

         
         . . . I do have plenty of reasons to trust Logan.
         

         
         “Okay,” I say. “Yeah. Let’s go talk to him.”

         
         “Saaadie.”

         
         My head snaps up, and so does Logan’s. I stare at him. “You heard that too?”

         
         “. . . No.” Oh. He was just responding to my response. Makes sense. “What did you hear?”

         
         “Uhm.” To tell or not to tell. Even in the maze, hearing voices probably isn’t a great sign. “I don’t know, a noise.”

         
         “Saaadie.”

         
         I turn my head as if looking for the source of some phantom noise, and inches away from my face is the woman from the counter.

         
         Her expression remains blank. In my bag, the radio flicks on, and loud static drowns out everything. The man joins the woman—did
            I even see him move?—and they grab my arms, dragging me over the low wall next to the booth.
         

         
         They’re strong, like, really strong. I’m not a small girl. It shouldn’t be so easy for them to just pull me out of the booth like this. I kick and scream and try to make myself heavier. I imagine myself to be dense as a neutron star, impossible to move. 

         
         They move me.

         
         My arm breaks in the process. I’ve never had a broken bone, and I never really knew what it meant when people said if it was broken, you’d know. That seemed like the most useless possible advice. How could you just know?
         

         
         I know my arm is broken. The pain knocks the wind out of me, so I can’t even scream. Am I crying? I don’t know. They’re still dragging
            me, the woman holding my broken arm in her steel grip as my vision goes spotty.
         

         
         Distantly, I hear Logan’s shouts. I felt his hand brush my ankle when they dragged me over the wall, but he couldn’t catch
            me. I hear scrambling, and more shouting, and then nothing at all.
         

         
          

         I wake up and immediately close my eyes again. Bright sun is shining down on me, and I’m lying on the hard-packed ground.
            For a moment, I’m grateful for how dry this maze is. One time I went to a corn maze where it was basically all mud despite
            the last rainfall having been over a day before. It made it pretty easy to tell which paths were the most well traveled, meaning
            I found the exit quickly enough. I slipped and slid through that maze, wishing I’d worn boots instead of Converse.
         

         
         So, this could be worse. I could be lying on my back in mud. As soon as I push myself up and put weight on my right arm, I’m reminded with painful clarity that it’s fucking broken. I collapse back the very few inches I’d managed to rise, curling in on myself.
         

         
         Definitely crying now.

         
         Where’s Logan? Did they do something to him?

         
         I have to find him.

         
         I open my eyes again even though they sting from tears and sunlight. I use my left arm for support as I sit up to examine
            my surroundings.
         

         
         I’m alone, which is a relief in that the weird Steak ’n Shake kidnappers aren’t here, but it’s also a punch to the gut to
            confirm that Logan really isn’t here. The maze room is empty. Almost empty.
         

         
         Empty except for the sheep skeleton with three legs and the missing chunk in its skull.

         
         I wait for it to say my name in that long, spooky drawl.

         
         It doesn’t say anything.

         
         I am well and truly alone. I don’t even have my bag—it must have been left in the booth. There wasn’t much of import in it,
            but I feel a pang of loss thinking of the radio. I needed that radio. I know I did. I don’t know for what, but instead all I have is a broken arm and a sheep skeleton.
         

         
         I eye the skeleton, briefly wondering if there’s some magic way to swap its unbroken bones with mine. But no, that’s ridiculous.
            The sheep skeleton is way too old. Do I want old bones in my arm? I do not.
         

         
         I keep my right arm tight against my body as I stand up, but it’s difficult to fight the instinct to use it as support.

         
         I pace the perimeter of the room, checking for doors. I think I must still be delirious from the pain because it’s harder
            than usual to find the contrast in the corn. I do eventually locate three doors, though. One is bathed in refracted rainbow
            light—the one Helena said was just weird. Standing at another door fills my ears with the hum of cicadas. Storage. Safety. The one I should definitely choose.
         

         
         The last is surrounded by gently twinkling lightning bugs.

         
         “Anthony,” I whisper. Logan wanted me to talk to him.

         
         More importantly, if all lightning bug doors lead to the same place, then that’s where Logan and I can find each other. He’ll
            think of the same solution. We were just talking about it, after all. Maybe he’s already there.
         

         
         I don’t have anything to cut my hand with, and the break in my arm is unfortunately/fortunately not the kind that pokes out
            through the skin. I use the sharp thorns of the cornstalks instead. The wall parts.
         

         
         If Helena was telling the truth, then this leads to certain death.

         
         But it will just as likely take me to Logan.

         
         I step onto the path.

         
         It winds and winds, at one point going in a quick circle, but never diverging onto new paths. There may have been doors I missed, but I don’t see any. I don’t look very hard. It’s taking everything in me to keep walking with the pain in my arm as the adrenaline wears off. I have to get to wherever this path leads. Death. Anthony. Logan. 

         
         I couldn’t have really prepared myself for what I’d find at the end of the lightning bug path. Logan said that Anthony was
            part of the maze, fused to a wall of corn, but I guess I didn’t know what that meant.
         

         
         I do now.

         
         The dusk-lit room I enter is filled with lightning bugs. The cloud of them is so thick I almost can’t make out the rest of
            the room until they slowly start to disperse. I see the truck first—an extremely old-fashioned pickup that looks brand-new.
            Next, I notice that the corn’s encroaching farther into this room than others. Usually it’s a clear delineation—corn wall,
            room. Here, the corn grows in sparse patches.
         

         
         Then the figure mounted on the opposite wall comes into view. He’s lit by the glow of the remaining lightning bugs. He’s a
            big man, tall and muscular and blond. Or I think he’s blond. The corn is woven into his long hair, some of it summer green,
            some of it fall yellow.
         

         
         It’s not just in his hair. It’s . . . everywhere. Into his body and around his collarbone. He doesn’t have feet anymore. They’ve
            been devoured by the corn. I take a step closer, trying to figure out what I’m seeing on the left side of his torso. I slap
            a hand over my mouth, stumbling back.
         

         
         The skin is gone. There’s still fat and muscle, I think—heck if I know what the actual order of our flesh layers is—but there’s glimpses of bone in several spots. Stalks of corn tangle around his rib cage. 

         
         His eyes are closed, and I think, He must be dead.
         

         
         I hope he’s dead.

         
         His chest rises, and through the blanket of corn across his chest, I catch a glimpse of inflating lung.

         
         Okay, okay, okay, I don’t know why Logan thought I’d see this and go, Oh, yeah, totally real, I believe it, but right now all I believe is that I need to get the fuck out of this room. I’ll find Logan another way. There will be
            another way—
         

         
         The man’s eyes flutter open, unfocused until he sees me. Then they go wide and bright as stars, maybe too bright, reflecting
            the glow from the lightning bugs. A smile spreads over his face. What the hell am I meant to say in a situation like this?
         

         
         
            
               
                  
                     	Are you Anthony?

                     	What the FUCK?

                     	How’s it hangin’?

                  

               

            

         
         Oh my god, stop.
         

         
         “Anthony?” I ask in a quavering voice.

         
         He doesn’t get a chance to respond. His eyes flick over my shoulder, and some new pain joins my broken arm. It’s sharp, overwhelming
            and huge, centered in my back. I gasp. My scream comes out strangled.
         

         
         “I wish you hadn’t come here,” a familiar voice says. Helena pulls the knife out and walks around to stand in front of me.

         
         I’m unsteady on my feet. I try to speak, but no words come out.

         
         “Shh, shh, it’s okay,” Helena whispers. She helps lower me to the ground, and then presses her forehead against mine. “It’s
            okay. This one didn’t work, but the next one will. I have such a good feeling about you and Logan. Every time, we get just
            a little farther. The next one is going to work, I know it.” She looks up at Anthony. “If someone can stop interfering.”
         

         
         Helena smiles down at me and plunges the knife into my chest. I try to speak again, but only blood comes up. I cast my gaze
            wildly around the room, looking for Logan, wanting him here, hoping he had the same idea to meet up with me, but also needing
            him to stay so, so far away.
         

         
         Helena seems to notice my desperation, and worry lines crease her forehead. “No, no,” she says. “Don’t worry, I’ll find him.”
            She smooths my hair back. “You won’t be alone when you wake up, I promise. You two always wait for each other.” She laughs,
            but it sounds sad. “Trust me on that. I’ve tried to get just one of you, thinking that could be the key, but no. No matter
            how long it takes for both of you to die, you always wait. No Sadie without Logan. No Logan without Sadie.”
         

         
         Helena cups my face. The hand that held the knife is warm with my blood. She presses a kiss to my forehead, whispering, “Please, please try to remember more next time. It’ll be so much easier if you can remember.” One hand drifts away from my face. “We’ll get out of here, Sadie, okay? I promise.” 

         
         She pushes the knife in deeper, twisting, and everything goes away.
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         “Taking the hoodie off didn’t do much,” Logan says, pulling his hoodie back on. “Good. I was getting chilly.”

         
         “Wait,” I say. I press a hand to my chest, right under my breasts, where there’s a sharp, terrible pain. Is this what heart
            attacks feel like? “Didn’t we already do this?”
         

         
         I don’t entirely know where the words come from. It’s like I’m working off a script—they just pop out.

         
         “Feels like it, huh? Just another dead me.” Logan looks my way. “Whoa, whoa, are you okay? You’re, like . . . really pale.”
         

         
         “Usually am,” I joke weakly. The pain is getting worse. I’m struggling to breathe.

         
         “Yeah, more than usual, though.” He helps me sit down. At least I’m not right next to the Logan body with the shot in his
            head. God, will I ever get used to seeing him like this? Doubt it. This and seeing my own body are both a kind of messed up
            I don’t think you get used to.
         

         
         . . . I haven’t seen my own body, though. I assume I will at some point, but so far it’s just been Logan.

         
         “Is it a panic attack?” he asks. I don’t understand his question at first, until I realize I’m wheezing.

         
         “Maybe?” I whisper. The chest pain would work as well for a panic attack as a heart attack, probably. I’ve only experienced
            the panic version so far. “It just . . .” I indicate my chest. “Hurts.”
         

         
         Then, all at once, the pain is gone.

         
         “I’m okay,” I say. I’m able to sit a little straighter. It takes a moment for my breathing to return to normal. “I don’t know
            what that was, I’m sorry.”
         

         
         “Dude, it’s fine,” Logan says, laughing, but in a way that I know isn’t at me. “Honestly it’s kind of amazing it took this long for one of us to have a serious panic attack.”
         

         
         “I guess I’m just not thrilled about seeing your dead body. Again.” I nod toward the door that’s already open. “At least we
            can just keep going. Don’t have to linger around here.”
         

         
         “Yeah,” Logan says, his eyes on the body. I already know he’s not going to be able to resist it. It’ll be just like the last
            two times. Logan will search his body, he’ll find the surfing Pikachu card, he’ll find that note, and in the next room, Beverly—
         

         
         No. Beverly was earlier than this. We haven’t made it to the next room yet. I’m just a little scrambled. I try to ground and orient myself by thinking through what we’ve done in the maze so far. Found a Logan corpse. Found a room full of random junk. Beverly—had to find her wallet to figure out who she was. Then another Logan corpse with the note and the Pokémon card, then the same Logan corpse when we tried to leave but Logan didn’t remember.
         

         
         Now another loop. Goddammit. How many are there going to be?
         

         
         “We can go in a minute,” Logan says. “I want to . . .” He trails off, kneeling next to his body. “There could be clues.”

         
         It’s the same as before. Wallet and car keys tossed aside, then the surfing Pikachu card that shows its weakness as psychic.

         
         This is my chance. Last time, I didn’t say anything before Logan found the note. I’ve been given another shot at it. Logan
            pulls out the straw wrappers and the gum.
         

         
         “Something weird is happening.” The words spill out of me. I can’t even be proud of my ability to speak in this moment because
            it doesn’t feel like a choice—
         

         
         “I noticed that,” Logan says, grinning at me like I’ve made a joke.

         
         I shake my head. “No, it’s not the . . . everything. We’ve already done this.” I wave a hand around. “This room. That body.
            We’ve left this room twice already, but it’s like we’re stuck in a loop.”
         

         
         Logan stares at me. “You’re not kidding.”

         
         “I sure am not,” I say, relieved that he isn’t immediately claiming this is some hallucinatory side effect of my panic attack. “I can even prove it.” I point at the pocket he found the note in. “There’s a note in there, look. It says DON’T TRUST, but we’re not sure who it’s talking about.”
         

         
         Logan pulls out the note, as tightly folded as it was the last two times.

         
         “Holy shit,” he whispers. “I mean—I believed you, but holy shit.”
         

         
         “Yeah, it’s weird. And I would really like to stop looping, if possible,” I say as he unfolds the note. “Maybe telling you
            will stop it.”
         

         
         “Yeah.” Logan’s brow is furrowed as he reads the note. “Stopping seems to be a priority.”

         
         “Huh?”

         
         He walks over to me and hands me the note. It’s not the words DON’T TRUST in his handwriting. Instead, in my own cramped print, the note says STOP STOP STOP STOP over and over and over again. Whatever the maximum amount of STOPs you can fit on a standard sheet of notebook paper, I’m sure this other me reached it.
         

         
         I shake my head, as if my denial can change what’s on the page. “This isn’t right.” I remember the notebook half filled with
            pages diligently colored black. Guess that wasn’t a particularly unstable version of me. This is just who I am in the maze
            without Logan.
         

         
         Because once again, I’m sure that this note wouldn’t exist if I’d still been with Logan. The version of Sadie that has Logan may have panic attacks, spiral, cry, and struggle to express herself, but she doesn’t look like this. She doesn’t have this level of . . . desperation. Despair. 

         
         Why a note that I clearly wrote after Logan had died is in his pocket, I don’t know. I can guess. She was me, after all. It’s
            not hard to imagine myself half-feral with grief, writing STOP on paper a hundred times like a spell, and putting it close to Logan so the magic could work on him. Stop leaving me. Stop being dead.

         
         “I swear—listen, I swear, it didn’t say this before—it said DON’T TRUST,” I’m tripping over my words. “It—I don’t know why it’s changed, but—”
         

         
         “I believe you,” Logan says. He takes the note, which I’ve gripped so tightly that one corner is ripped. He folds it back
            up and stores it in his pocket with the surfing Pikachu cards. “Okay? I don’t know why it’s changed, either, but I still believe
            you about the loops. So don’t worry about that.”
         

         
         Without the paper, I don’t know what to do with my hands other than spin my ring. “You do?” I ask. “But . . .”

         
         “No but. So what if the note says something different? For one thing, it’s not that big of a leap to believe that the maze can loop
            us through the same room multiple times. Plus, it’s kind of wild that you knew there was a note in his pocket. I don’t have
            another explanation for that, and even if I did . . . I trust you.”
         

         
         “Other note said you shouldn’t,” I mumble.

         
         “It mentioned you by name?” he asks. The little quirk in his mouth lets me know he’s teasing. I glare.

         
         “No, but—”

         
         “Dude, like I said, no buts. I trust you. I believe you. Simple as that. So let’s see if we can get out of this loop.”
         

         
         He holds out his hands to help me up. I accept his help getting to my feet, and say, “Yeah. Yeah. Let’s get out of here. I’ve
            got a good feeling.”
         

         
         I do have a good feeling, but I hold my breath as we walk through the door. For a moment, a prism of rainbow light shimmers across
            the corn, and then it’s gone. We find ourselves on a normal passage—with twists and turns—and I’m able to exhale. The other
            times we left the room, the path was short. Through the door and into another room. This walk through the corn is longer.
            It doesn’t give us any choices, though. It just eventually dumps us out in another room.
         

         
         “Uh, how long was that loop you were stuck in?” Logan asks.

         
         “Not this long. We were only in that one room. Definitely not this far back,” I say, taking in the familiar sight of the cinder-block
            foundation where we found Beverly.
         

         
         But when I look toward the corner where her body was, there’s a living woman. I think she’s alive. She hasn’t noticed us yet,
            and maybe this maze comes with ghosts.
         

         
         “Beverly?” Logan says. He sees her, too. Good start. She doesn’t respond, or even look up. She’s biting her thumbnail and
            staring at her phone while one knee bounces.
         

         
         Logan says her name again, then asks, “Are you okay?” He carefully approaches her, quietly repeating her name a couple more times. You’d think she’d at least twitch or something—glance up, maybe, even if she’s ignoring us. But there’s nothing. She’s only staring at her phone. Logan gets close enough to peer over her shoulder and still, no reaction. 

         
         “Broken,” he says. “Like ours. Beverly, are you—” As Logan tries to gently touch her shoulder, his hand goes right through.
            He immediately backs up and returns to my side.
         

         
         “Yup. Maze comes with ghosts,” I whisper, half to myself. “Cool. Very cool.” I scan the room and see there’s still an open
            door. “Hey, maybe let’s leave?”
         

         
         “Wasn’t that door in a different place?”

         
         “Does it matter?” I ask.

         
         “Yeah, if something changed, then this probably isn’t one of the loops you were experiencing, right?”

         
         “Fair enough,” I say.

         
         Out of the corner of my eye, I see a figure emerging from the doorway. Figure because this isn’t a person. It’s static in the shape of a person. There are occasional split-second flashes that might be
            skin or cloth or the corner of a mouth, but they’re too quick to register before they’re gone.
         

         
         It almost hurts to look at. It’s also the thing that finally makes Beverly raise her head.

         
         “So you found me,” Beverly says as she stands. “Inevitable, I suppose.”

         
         Something about this scene is . . . familiar. Not like the other room loops. Not like we did this moments ago. But familiar all the same. I’m not surprised when the figure speaks and it sounds less like a voice and more like a staticky radio rapidly scanning stations. Of course that’s what it sounds like. It’s what it always sounds like. But how did I predict that? 

         
         “I know that’s what you think,” Beverly says, as if she understood it perfectly. “But there’s no guarantee it’ll work any
            better the next time.” Then, after the figure’s response, “How many times have you tried that route, not just with me, but
            with all the others? Eventually you have to admit it’s not working. You won’t get out by hoping for a better version of us
            after we die.”
         

         
         Dread pools in my stomach. I can’t pinpoint the source, if it’s her words or some instinctual knowledge of what’s about to
            happen. But the dread is real, and I do know what’s about to happen.
         

         
         “We should go,” I tell Logan. “We can’t do anything for her.”

         
         “What?”

         
         “This is always going to happen,” I say with a certainty I can’t prove. “It’s already set.”

         
         “I forget how young you are,” Beverly says. “How impulsive.”

         
         “What’s always going to happen?” Logan asks. I shake my head, grabbing his hand and pulling him toward the door.

         
         “Nothing we need to see,” I say.

         
         “Go on, then,” Beverly says as we pass her and the staticky, crackling figure. “Maybe the next one will work.”

         
         I push Logan ahead of me through the door. Unable to stop myself, I take one last glance over my shoulder. Red everywhere,
            and Beverly on the ground. The room and the scene within it flicker.
         

         
         The figure turns its head and looks directly at me.

         
         Before I can shout run, the figure disappears. Beverly’s body and all the blood that spilled out disappears. A living Beverly sits on the corner
            of the cinder-block foundation, biting her thumbnail and bouncing her knee.
         

         
         Logan takes his last glance then, after the room is reset. Based on the shadow of horror that moves across his face, I think
            he understands what happened without having to see her die. He moves as if to walk back, but I catch his hand.
         

         
         “I told you,” I say. “We can’t do anything for her. She’ll die every time. What’s happening is already set, and we can’t change
            it.”
         

         
         “You don’t know that,” he argues.

         
         The way that figure turned to look at me—I shudder, feeling its gaze as a physical sensation, tingling along my arms and the
            back of my scalp. I shake my head.
         

         
         “I don’t know how I know, but I do. All we can do is keep going.”

         
         Logan stares at Beverly. “She knew them,” he says. “Whoever killed her . . . she knew them.”

         
         “Yeah,” I say, because I don’t know how else to respond. “Let’s go before we have to meet them, too.”

         
         “Already have, haven’t we?” He won’t look away from Beverly, and the longer we stand here, the more my scalp tingles, the
            more I feel certain I’ll explode. We have to get out of here before the figure shows up again, and we don’t know how long
            this loop is. Maybe Beverly sits alone for hours, but maybe it’s only minutes.
         

         
         “Logan—”

         
         “Whoever killed Beverly . . . they killed me, too, didn’t they?” he asks quietly. “So we already know them, we just don’t
            remember it. Right?”
         

         
         “Yeah, which means we know nothing about who they are, their tactics—we have no idea how to avoid or escape them. But we can
            start by not being here.”
         

         
         That gets his attention. He finally, finally turns away from Beverly and comes with me down the path.

         
         We’re quiet as we walk. The figure is all I can think about. The way their head turned. The black and white static flashing
            and flickering. The way I felt eyes looking at me where there were none.
         

         
         I never want to run into that thing again.

         
         The path takes us to a crossroads. It’s not perfectly straight. They’re angled strangely.

         
         Yeah, that’s the weird part here.

         
         “Which way?” Logan asks.

         
         “Uhm . . .” I check each door, not really knowing what I’m looking for. A feeling, I guess. Like one will pull me toward it. “Not this one,” I say, squinting at the bottom of the corn. A black rot is growing up the stalks, taking over the vibrant green. Why does it feel like that means something? I stand near another and hear crow calls. My heart seizes. “This way,” I say. “Yeah. This way.” 

         
         “After you,” Logan says. The crow calls get louder as we go down our chosen path. They’re so loud, so close, that the corn
            should be filled with them. The stalks should be moving with the beat of their wings or weight of their bodies.
         

         
         All is still.

         
         There are no more turns in the path. It leads to a single room, where the sound of crows abruptly cuts out. Logan and I both
            look up, as if expecting to see a fleeing flock of birds—a fleeing murder?—but the sky remains as empty as ever.
         

         
         This room is larger than the others have been, and it has to be. It holds a whole school bus.

         
         The bus is old. Not dilapidated, exactly. The rust is limited, and it looks like it should still run. The only strange part
            about it is the broken windshield, and the words painted across the side.
         

         
         
            WHAT WAS YOURS IS NOW MINE

         

         “Great,” Logan says. “That’s definitely what the maze was missing—more ominous, cryptic messages.”

         
         “I guess it’s pointless to ask who the yours is referring to, or the mine.”
         

         
         “Or the what.” Logan shakes his head as we walk down the length of the bus. “Really hope this isn’t the mystery we have to solve to get
            out of here.”
         

         
         “Why don’t we just open the door the fast way, by—” But I don’t know the end of my own sentence. By what? The only way we’ve gotten a door open so far is by solving some little mystery the maze set up for us. 

         
         “By?” Logan prompts.

         
         “I don’t know,” I admit. “I think I had an idea, but it’s . . . gone. Never mind, it was probably nothing.” I smile at Logan,
            ignoring his obvious confusion. “Let’s look for the mystery.”
         

         
         I circle to the other side of the bus, and there it is. Right on the ground, in the shade of the bus, slumped against a back
            tire. Bloody. Dead.
         

         
         Me.

         
         I think I should scream or cry, but I’m just numb. It’s somehow not a surprise. Of course, it shouldn’t be—I always knew we’d
            have to find me eventually.
         

         
         Except . . . I don’t think that’s the reason it doesn’t surprise me. Cutting through the numbness, clouding any instinct to
            scream, is a feeling, a certainty.
         

         
         This isn’t the first time I’ve seen myself dead.

         
         It takes a moment to ground myself enough to remember Logan’s in the room with me. He hasn’t come around to this side yet.
            Hasn’t seen . . . me.
         

         
         “Hey, stay back,” I say.

         
         Instead of staying back, Logan joins me. His breath hitches. He grabs my hand, and I squeeze tight.

         
         “It’s okay,” I whisper. “It’s not really me.”

         
         “Yeah,” Logan says. I don’t think he believes it.

         
         “Besides, we couldn’t just keep solving your murders. Can’t hog them all to yourself.” I smile at him. After a moment, he’s
            able to drag his eyes away from the Sadie corpse and return the smile. “Where do we start?”
         

         
         Logan clears his throat. “Well. It looks like you—she—died like the first me.” I mimic holding a knife and making stabbing
            motions in the air. “Yeah, that. So maybe that’s enough. Let’s look for a door?”
         

         
         Before we can step away, the radio in my bag sparks into staticky life, making us both jump.

         
         “Where did you get that?” Logan asks as I take it out.

         
         “Oh, uh. I kind of found it in that junk room.” It hadn’t seemed like a big deal at the time, but saying it to Logan, it feels
            like admitting to grave robbing. “I don’t know why, I just . . . did.”
         

         
         He doesn’t seem bothered by it. Instead, he turns the volume up, listening closely. It’s flipping through stations on its
            own.
         

         
         “It sounds like the . . . thing that killed Beverly,” Logan says.

         
         I almost drop the radio. “Wait, do you think the radio is connected to it?”

         
         He shrugs. “It could be that the thing sounds like the radio, not the other way around. But . . .” He runs a hand through
            his blue-tinted hair. “Either way, I don’t really know what it means.”
         

         
         “Maybe I should leave it here, just in case—”

         
         “Or maybe you were meant to take it! Maybe it’ll help—”

         
         “Yeah, because anything here is good or helpful—”
         

         
         The volume of the static rises, and then stops. A voice breaks through.

         
         “Sadie?”

         
         That’s all I hear before the radio shuts off entirely.

         
         My voice comes out faint. “That sounded like . . .” Ariel, again, or my mom?

         
         “You,” Logan says.

         
         “Me?”

         
         “Yeah. That was your voice.”

         
         It didn’t sound a lot like the me that I hear, but isn’t it always like that when you hear your own voice played back at you?

         
         I hesitate, then say, “I thought it sounded like my cousin.”

         
         “Your cousin? Ariel, the one I met?”

         
         “The only one to meet. I have a freakishly small family, remember? But yeah, it sounded kinda like her.

         
         “If it’s me,” I continue, “how can I be talking through the radio at myself?”

         
         “One of your past selves found something that actually broadcasts?” Logan guesses. “Turn it back on. She could know something
            that would help us.”
         

         
         I try, but it stays stubbornly off. The power light remains dark.

         
         Logan sighs. “Yeah. Would’ve been too easy. Let’s look for the door.”

         
         There isn’t one. It doesn’t surprise me that much. Like Logan said—too easy. Or maybe it’s more that after finding my own
            dead body, every bad thing feels like yeah, this might as well happen.
         

         
         There’s not really anything in this room other than the bus and Dead Sadie. It quickly becomes apparent that whatever clues we’re meant to find aren’t
            going to be out in the open. We need to get on the bus.
         

         
         The door is firmly shut and locked, but there’s enough room to get in through the broken windshield. Even if I was a good
            climber—and I’m not—there’s glass everywhere.
         

         
         “I’ll go first,” Logan says, clearly noticing my apprehension. “And try to open the door from the inside.”

         
         “You’ll get hurt,” I protest.

         
         “Nah.” He pulls his hands into the sleeves of his hoodie to cover them. “Look, totally protected.”

         
         “We have different definitions of totally protected,” I say.

         
         “As evidenced by your lack of a phone case.” Logan hoists himself onto a front tire.

         
         “Not the same thing.” I wince as he brushes broken glass off the hood and climbs up.

         
         “Agree to disagree.” He continues making his way up the hood, brushing glass out of his path as he goes. When he reaches the
            windshield, he uses his covered hands to knock out a section of remaining glass.
         

         
         Logan begins to climb through the windshield, and freezes. He’s staring at something inside the bus.

         
         “What?” I ask, alarmed. “What’s going on?”

         
         “Hey,” Logan says, his voice tight, but clearly attempting to be personable. He’s not talking to me. There’s someone on that
            bus.
         

         
         “Who are you talking to?” I ask.

         
         “The very nice lady in here that I really wish would lower her gun.”

         
         “Gun?”

         
         A voice emerges from inside. “Don’t come any closer.” She sounds scared. Of us?

         
         “Wasn’t planning to,” Logan says. “Listen—we were just looking for clues about who killed . . .” He pauses, then says, “I
            was going to act like we don’t know that corpse, but we do, because it’s Sadie. Sadie being the friend who’s with me, who’s
            dead, but also alive.”
         

         
         “I know Sadie,” the woman says.

         
         “You what?” I call. “Sorry, who are you?”

         
         The tension leaves Logan’s shoulders. I hope that means she lowered the gun.

         
         The bus door opens, and a girl about our age—maybe a little older—stands on the steps. She’s tall and curvy, with auburn hair.
            She apparently has a thing for sunflowers, because her dress is patterned with them and she wears a sunflower charm on a delicate
            chain around her neck.
         

         
         I’ve never seen her in my life.

         
         Her hands hang at her side, one holding the gun that was pointing at Logan moments ago. Both of her hands are bloody.

         
         I back away.

         
         “Sadie,” she says. “You came back.”

         
         “Came back?” I ask hesitantly.

         
         Her face falls. “You don’t remember.”

         
         “Remember . . . you?”

         
         “Or anything in your last attempt, I’m guessing.” As Logan slides off the hood of the bus and hits the ground with a soft
            thump, her attention turns to him. “And you must be Logan.”
         

         
         “You know me, but not Logan?” I ask.

         
         “Sorry,” she says. “By the time we met, you’d lost him already. But you talked about him.”

         
         She steps down off the bus. I take another step back. The idea of losing Logan makes me feel cold all over, but I haven’t
            forgotten the blood on her hands.
         

         
         “So you were with me—with her—when she died?”

         
         She follows my gaze to her hands. Her eyes go wide. She hastily tucks the gun away in the canvas bag she carries. “This probably
            looks really bad—”
         

         
         “A little bit,” Logan confirms. He doesn’t stand between me and the stranger, but he stands a step ahead of me, not taking
            his eyes off her.
         

         
         “I didn’t kill you. Her.” She holds up her bloody hands. “It’s just because I tried to stop the bleeding. We were attacked.”

         
         “How did you survive?” I ask.

         
         “The gun scared them off, and then I hid on the bus.”

         
         It does seem like a reasonable explanation. Maybe she is just a girl I met in the maze who escaped the attack that killed me.
         

         
         “Scared who off?” Logan asks.

         
         “I don’t know,” she admits. “I didn’t know him. He didn’t even say anything. He just came at us with the knife, and . . .”
            She looks back at me. “I’m sorry. I should’ve been faster with the gun.”
         

         
         “It’s okay,” I say uncertainly. “I mean, I don’t . . . remember or anything.” It’s probably not even my place to say if it’s
            actually okay or not. I’m not the one who’s already dead.
         

         
         She nods. “Well, it’s nice to meet you again.” There’s a hint of a smile on her face. She looks from one of us to the other,
            and a huge smile spreads across her face. “I’m so happy to see you. Both of you. It’s better not to be alone in the maze.”
         

         
         Logan and I glance at each other.

         
         “So . . . Who are you?” I ask.

         
         “Oh! Right.” She holds out her hand, then apparently remembers the blood, and drops it again. Her smile grows, almost impossibly.
            “I’m Helena.”
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         “Nice to meet you, Helena. We’re at kind of a disadvantage, since you already know us,” Logan says. He hasn’t moved from his
            place slightly in front of me.
         

         
         “Like I said, I mostly know Sadie. And even then, not very well. We didn’t meet that long before . . . you know.”

         
         “How long have you been hiding?” I ask.

         
         “Hard to say,” Helena says. “Time doesn’t move quite right here.”

         
         “The blood still looks wet,” I mention. “On the body.”

         
         “I wouldn’t trust that as a measure of time. Blood also doesn’t dry quite right here. Nothing works quite right here.”

         
         “I’m guessing you don’t know the way out,” Logan says.

         
         “I’m working on it,” Helena snaps, suddenly defensive. Her smile returns in a flash. “And now that you’re here, we can all
            work on it together. I’m definitely ready to leave this room.”
         

         
         “Same,” I agree. We’re on the other side of the bus from my body, thankfully, but I can still feel the cosmic weight of her. She’s a dark shadow, invisible to me at the moment, but real. “Did you figure out how to open a door in here?” 

         
         Helena looks confused for a moment, then laughs. “Oh—right, the other Sadie also had those weird ideas about how to open the
            doors. Solving a mystery, or something? There’s an easier way.” Helena crosses to a wall and swipes her hand across a few
            cornstalks. The damp blood on her hands is left behind.
         

         
         Like automatic doors, the corn parts.

         
         Helena looks at us over her shoulder. “Blood’s much faster.”

         
         “More blood,” I say. “Cool.” In a lower voice, I say to Logan, “Should we go with her?”

         
         “Honestly, I don’t know,” he admits. “But she’s probably right that it’s better to have numbers here, and she might know more
            than we do. I’m thinking yes. Just, like . . . cautiously.”
         

         
         There’s a small, distant feeling in my gut that says no no no, but I can’t explain it, and when I try to focus on it, it disintegrates and leaves me only with a vague sense of question
            marks running through my head. I don’t say anything. I just take Logan’s hand, and we follow Helena into the maze.
         

         
         She asks us about our experience so far as we walk down the path. It’s almost an interrogation.

         
         “You really don’t remember anything?”

         
         “Really don’t,” Logan says.

         
         “Well, with how tricky the maze is, maybe Sadie hasn’t even been here yet.”

         
         “Uh. I’ll need you to elaborate on that,” I say.

         
         “Oh, you don’t know? Just because you find your body doesn’t mean it’s a past iteration of you. Like I said, time—”

         
         “Doesn’t move quite right here,” I finish, as if I’ve heard her say it a million times instead of just that once.

         
         “Exactly. I highly recommend you don’t make any assumptions about when something happened while you’re in the maze. Maybe
            you don’t remember because this is your real first time through.”
         

         
         God, I really hope not. Even if I don’t remember them, I don’t want to think about going through this another dozen plus times.

         
         “So, where have you been in the maze?” Helena asks.

         
         “Two rooms with my body in them,” Logan says. “A room with a woman’s body in it.”

         
         “Beverly,” I say. “We found her wallet in this weird junk room.”

         
         “Storage,” Helena says. There’s an edge in her voice that sends an anxiety spike up my throat.

         
         “Huh?”

         
         “It’s storage. Not junk.” She pauses on the path long enough to look back at us. “Everything in there is a piece of someone.
            It’s not junk.”
         

         
         “Storage, then,” I say, softening.

         
         “Anywhere else?” she asks, walking forward again.

         
         “There was this one really weird room,” Logan says.

         
         “The one we looped through, or the one that was on its own loop?”

         
         “You’ve seen looping rooms?” Helena asks slowly.

         
         “Yeah,” I say. “There’s one where we walked through the door and ended up right back in that room, replaying the same moments.
            Logan doesn’t remember them. Just me.”
         

         
         “But I do remember the one with the—what, death echo?” Logan says. “It was Beverly’s death. She was murdered, I’m guessing
            by whoever killed Sadie at the bus. Whoever’s killed us every time.”
         

         
         “You didn’t see him?”

         
         “No, he was . . . I guess obscured is a good word.”
         

         
         Helena falls silent for a moment, not saying anything until the path turns damp. “Watch your step. It’s going to get muddy
            here.”
         

         
         “Is it bad to see those loops?” I ask. “You sounded, like, worried or something. Are we going to die?”

         
         “Oh, well, hm.” Helena pauses, as if contemplating her word choice. “The—you said death echo? That’s an appropriate term.
            The death echo rooms won’t kill you, but they can harm you in other ways. It’s . . . difficult to watch someone replay their
            own death. No matter how horrible it is, you can’t change it. That moment is set, even if it hasn’t happened yet.”
         

         
         “Wait, so Beverly might still be alive?” Logan demands.

         
         “Possibly.”

         
         “And we can’t save her.”

         
         “Right. She may not be dead from your perspective in time, but she’s dead in the maze, and that’s what counts.”

         
         “We’re also dead in the maze,” Logan says. “But we’re here.”

         
         Helena shrugs. “Because this version of you is alive. You haven’t had a permanent death yet. Or maybe you have, but the you
            that’s here right now hasn’t caught up with the other you.”
         

         
         I groan, rubbing my eyes. “I hate time travel. This is like when my parents showed me Primer,” I complain.
         

         
         “It’s really not that confusing if you pay attention. And I know you. You don’t pay attention to movies,” Logan says.

         
         I wave a dismissive hand. “My ADHD has better things to do than focus on a movie from before I was born.”

         
         “It’s not even an hour and a half! You watch more than that in one YouTube sitting,” Logan says. “How many times have you
            watched that three-hour video essay on The Vampire Diaries? And you’ve never even seen that show.”
         

         
         I shrug. “ADHD works in strange and mysterious ways. You know that.”

         
         “I do, I was diagnosed several years earlier than you—”

         
         “Anyway,” I interrupt, turning my attention back to Helena. Logan shakes his head, but he’s smiling like he’s trying not to laugh.
            “I want to back up. You said the death echoes won’t kill you.”
         

         
         “Correct.”

         
         “What about the looping rooms? The ones where we repeat something that just happened?”
         

         
         “Oh. Those.” Helena hmms again, and I get the distinct feeling she doesn’t want to answer the question. “They also won’t kill you. Not on their own.”
         

         
         “Not actually comforting,” Logan says.

         
         Helena sighs. “If you’re experiencing a loop like that, then it could mean the maze is getting to you. It’s a very early sign,
            so they are something to watch out for.”
         

         
         “What do you mean, the maze is getting to you?” I ask, voice quivering despite my best efforts. I’m the one experiencing room loops. Am I going to die?
         

         
         “Death isn’t the only ending in the maze,” Helena says softly. “Sometimes, instead . . .”

         
         Part of the ship, part of the crew.
         

         
         Why would a quote from a random childhood movie pop into my head like that now? More importantly, why does it feel so true?

         
         Suddenly no longer wanting to know what might happen to me, I very gracefully change the subject. “So, uhm, how long have
            you been—ope!”
         

         
         My foot hits a slick patch of mud. I make a valiant attempt to keep myself upright but fail spectacularly and land front-first
            in the mud. I keep my face up, but my shirt is ruined.
         

         
         “Oh my god, I’m so sorry,” Logan says, stifling a laugh. “Are you okay?”

         
         “Ugh, yeah, I’m fine.” There are tears in my eyes, but it’s not because I’m hurt or even upset. It’s the shock of it—it happened too quickly for me to process, so my body defaults to crying. 

         
         Very helpful.

         
         I try to push myself up. My hands sink up to the wrists in mud. How freaking deep is this stuff?
         

         
         I sink farther.

         
         I immediately stop moving. Goddammit, I knew quicksand was going to be a problem at some point in my life. “Uhm,” I say, high-pitched. “Hey, guys?”
         

         
         “Shit. Grab her,” Helena says. She walks around to join Logan behind me, carefully keeping to the edge of the corn and as
            far away from the mud pit as she can. “Take her waist. We’ll pull together.”
         

         
         Logan’s arms wrap around my waist. I have a horrible moment where all I can think is no, no, this is a nightmare, I’m way too heavy, they won’t be able to lift me before it occurs to me that I really don’t want to die worrying about my weight, of all things.
         

         
         “Okay, Sadie, this is important,” Helena says. “We won’t be able to pull you out if you don’t want to be pulled out.”

         
         “I do want to! I really do!”

         
         “Keep thinking that. The maze is trying to take you because it thinks it can. Show it that it’s wrong, and we’ll get you out.
            Logan, ready?”
         

         
         “Ready.”

         
         Logan’s arms tighten around me, and they pull. My arms emerge from the mud centimeter by centimeter.

         
         Why does the maze think it can take me? As if I’d in any way want to stay here, in the mud, in the maze? What I want is to go home. I want to finish high school and graduate and go to orientation and live in those nice Honors College dorms
            and eat lunch on the quad with Logan.
         

         
         Of course you do, a voice whispers somewhere in my mind. It sounds familiar. But . . .

         
         No buts.

         
         But, it insists, wouldn’t it just be . . . easier? To lie down and let the maze take you away?

         
         Technically, yes, that’s true. It would be easier.

         
         And I’m really tired. I don’t think I’ve ever been this tired in my life. I’m exhausted, and I’m just supposed to keep going
            and going, and hoping we’ll eventually get out, when there’s a very real possibility we won’t?
         

         
         There’s a room just for you. Relax. Let the mud take you there.

         
         A room . . . Why does that sound familiar?
         

         
         Distantly, I hear Helena. “Sadie! Sadie, resist it.”

         
         Resist what?

         
         Then, Logan, with the effort of trying to pull me out of the mud clear in his voice says, “Dude, seriously, if you leave me
            here alone—”
         

         
         Alone. Pages and pages of notebook paper colored black in an effort to stave off the sheer weight of loneliness in the maze.

         
         No. I’m not leaving Logan.

         
         It’s as simple as that. All it takes is the decision. Once it’s clear in my mind, Logan and Helena pull me out with ease.

         
         Leaving me standing here, absolutely covered in mud.

         
         “Yeah, okay,” I say. “This is fine.”

         
         “Hoping to find another dead version of you so you can trade clothes would be pretty messed up, right?” Logan asks.

         
         “I would say yes,” I say. “But also useful. I’ll deal with it—I get the feeling that could have ended way worse.”

         
         “Yes, it could have,” Helena says. I look at her for the first time since being freed from the mud. She and Logan are both
            also splattered with muck, just not as bad as me. Logan seems relieved they got me out. Helena’s face is all serious concern.
            “Did you hear a voice?”
         

         
         “. . . How did you know?” I ask.

         
         Helena rubs a hand over her face. “I’ve come across it before. It’s like the looping rooms.”

         
         “The maze is trying to . . . take me?”

         
         “Yes.” She waves a hand in the direction of the mud they rescued me from. “That could have gone extremely bad.”

         
         “How bad?” Logan asks cautiously.

         
         “Bad as in it could have taken Sadie just now, and we might not have found her again. Not even in another attempt of the maze if you started over. When the maze fully takes someone . . .” She shakes her head. “I’m sorry, I’m not trying to scare you. This is all an educated guess, not facts or guarantees.” 

         
         “Tell us anyway,” I say. I don’t want to hear what she’s going to say. I have to hear it.
         

         
         Helena’s eyes travel my face, as if whatever she finds there will decide how honest to be with us. She sighs. “When the maze
            takes people, it changes them. It transforms them into something else.” Part of the ship, part of the crew. “After that . . . I don’t think they can die anymore, which means they can’t start over. They get stuck. If the maze takes
            you fully, that’s it. You wouldn’t be you anymore.”
         

         
         “Game over,” Logan whispers. He’s looking at me like he just found out I have a terminal diagnosis. I can’t stand it, because
            that’s kind of how it feels.
         

         
         
            
               
                  
                     	Please stop acting like I’m already dead, even though I already am.

                     	Can I be honest? I’m extremely freaked out, and I really don’t want to be here, and would it be okay if I went in a corner
                        and cried for a couple hours?
                     

                     	Game over, indeed. Literally how am I worse at this maze than I am at Hollow Knight? Because I’m pretty damn bad at that.
                     

                  

               

            

         
         “Good thing I just ended up covered in mud, then,” I say weakly.

         
         “Definitely.” Helena looks from me to Logan and back. “Let’s keep walking.”

         
         I trail behind, not feeling up to pushing myself to keep pace with them. As we walk, I try to wipe some of the mud off my
            arms, then shake the clumps off my hand onto the ground.
         

         
         When my hand slides over a weird, long bump on my arm, I don’t think much of it. Just drying mud. Until I keep rubbing at
            my skin and it doesn’t go away. I turn my full attention to that area on my upper arm until most of the mud there is gone.
         

         
         But the lump is still there.

         
         I stop walking. It’s absurd, but all I can think is that it looks like there’s a power cord under my skin. It’s a kind of
            long, narrow shape, pressing into the skin of my arm from the inside. Trying to escape.
         

         
         “What the fuck?” I whisper.
         

         
         “What is it?” Logan asks. I look up. He and Helena stopped ahead and now Logan’s crossing the few extra feet that they’d walked
            before noticing I wasn’t with them.
         

         
         “I don’t—it’s . . .” I turn myself a little so he can see my upper arm. He stares at it blankly. I look at the spot again,
            and it’s gone. That vein-like bump is gone, and all I’m showing Logan is a muddy arm.
         

         
         “It’s nothing,” I say finally. “Thought there was something stuck to the mud.”

         
         “Are you okay?” Helena asks. She’s still ahead of us.

         
         “I’m good! Let’s keep going,” I say. When Logan gives me a questioning glance, I smile and nod. Good to go.
         

         
         Helena is less talkative after the mud incident. When we reach two different splits in the path, she doesn’t consult us on
            which way we should go. She just chooses, and we follow.
         

         
         In the next room we enter, my first impression is the overwhelming smell of artificial butter on movie theater popcorn. Red
            curtains that seem to go right into the sky block out the rest of the room. There’s a slim opening in the center, and beyond
            that, the flashing lights of a movie.
         

         
         Helena slips through the curtains without hesitation. I make to follow when Logan grabs my hand.

         
         “Wait,” he says. He’s staring at the towering red curtains with wide eyes and a mouth set in a grim line. “I don’t . . .”

         
         When he doesn’t continue, I say, “What’s wrong?”

         
         “I think I know this place.”

         
         Even as the words “How could you?” come out of my mouth, a voice in my head taunts, A room just for you. Dread coils in my stomach, and I don’t know why.
         

         
         “I shouldn’t,” Logan agrees. “It shouldn’t be here.” He drops my hand, approaching the curtains. “But I know it.” He walks
            through, with me close behind.
         

         
         Helena’s waiting for us just inside. Rows of movie theater chairs stretch out in front of us. They’re old-fashioned. Not the smooth, cushy reclining kind common in theaters now, but seats with red fabric cushions that don’t really offer cushion. As we make our way down the aisle, I feel the soles of my shoes sticking just enough that each step comes with the slightest tug. On the big screen in front, a movie I don’t recognize is playing. 

         
         “Yeah. I know this place,” Logan confirms.

         
         “You do?” Helena asks sharply.

         
         Logan nods. He walks all the way down to the front row. Helena doesn’t follow. I glance back once to see she’s deep in thought.
            I join Logan at the center seat he’s chosen. “We used to sit here.” He looks up at the screen, then moves one seat over. “No,
            I sat here. Tanner always took the one in the exact center. I always sat just the tiniest bit off.”
         

         
         “Tanner?” I can’t recall ever hearing that name. I sit on Logan’s other side—not the center seat. The seats aren’t too bad,
            as old theater seats go. Only a little pinch in the thighs.
         

         
         Logan digs into his pocket for the surfing Pikachu cards. He sets aside the duplicate, the incorrect one with psychic as its
            weakness, and holds up the original. Or I guess whatever an original copy counts as in the maze. “This was a gift from him.
            One of the only actual presents he ever gave me during our four years of friendship, and even then I only have this one because
            he had extras.”
         

         
         “Logan,” Helena says, finally descending the steps to join us. “If you know this place, we need to go. It’s not safe.”

         
         “Why not?”

         
         “Because it’s your room.”

         
         There’s a room just for you, I remember the voice saying while the mud consumed me.
         

         
         “My room,” Logan repeats.

         
         “It’s another one of the signs that the maze is trying to take you.” Her voice has a sort of forced calm to it, like she’s
            actually freaking out but doesn’t want us to know so she speaks with an exaggeratedly slow and even tone.
         

         
         “Huh.” He doesn’t seem as concerned by that as I think he should be. “Then we’ll just stay a moment. Not long.”

         
         “We should leave now,” Helena says. She looks to me for support.
         

         
         “Maybe we should listen to her,” I tell Logan. “If it’s dangerous . . .”

         
         “Yeah. I just need a moment,” he says, and that’s reasonable. I glance up at Helena, silently asking, Is that okay?

         
         I don’t think she wants to say it is, but she gives a short nod and paces away from us, down the length of the screen.

         
         I return my attention to Logan. “Who was he?”

         
         Logan looks up at the movie. “Did you ever have that, like, rich friend in elementary school or middle school? The one with
            the super clean house and all the name-brand snacks and the basement entertainment room with a pool table and surround sound?”
         

         
         “And one of those fridges with the water and ice dispensers,” I say, nodding. Logan laughs, and I feel it as a physical warmth in my chest.
         

         
         “Yeah. That kind. I didn’t grow up poor, exactly, but we definitely weren’t a name-brand-snack house. We weren’t going to
            Disneyworld. Only went to the county fair on—”
         

         
         “Free bracelet day?” I guess.

         
         “Yup.”

         
         “Same.” I think Logan and his family are a little better off than they were when he was a kid, but I’ve always known he’s
            definitely not rich by any stretch of the imagination. He never turns down an offer for gas money when I have a little extra
            to spare, which isn’t often. He’s never been weird about my house, about all the maintenance that clearly should have been
            done years ago but hasn’t been because there’s always bigger fires to put out with the little money my parents have.
         

         
         It’s maybe part of why we bonded so quickly. We’re not kids whose parents can pay for college even if they wanted to. Logan
            wanted to get out of Indiana, but decided on Ball State because they offered him more financial assistance. I’m relying entirely
            on need-based scholarships and accepting a life of student loan debt.
         

         
         Originally, I planned to go to a community college close to home. It’s way cheaper than even a state school, and while I’m solidly undecided on a major, I know they have good anthropology, communications, and psychology programs, and those all sound interesting enough. My parents were supportive of that—they aren’t snobby about community colleges—but they also didn’t want me to limit myself just because of the tuition price. I applied to Ball State to humor them. It wasn’t until Logan and I went on the campus tour that I realized how badly I wanted to be somewhere else.
         

         
         I love my family, I love my hometown, but I’ve always been here. Sure, to a lot of people, moving to Muncie, Indiana, and
            going to Ball State isn’t much of an adventure. To me, it’s huge. It costs more than community college, but I’ll be somewhere
            new, and I’ll be with Logan.
         

         
         “Tanner did not understand the concept of free bracelet day or not traveling for family vacations on every single school break,” Logan continues.
            “We were friends for over four years, and he never really got it.” Logan sighs. “No, he did. He just didn’t care enough to
            think about how I probably couldn’t go to his Cedar Point birthday parties or every new movie as it came out.” He waves an arm
            around, gesturing at the theater we’re in now. “This was the only compromise he ever allowed. It was that old theater downtown—do
            you remember?” I nod. I went there a lot as a kid. Did Logan and I ever almost cross paths? It’s not around anymore, but the tickets were super cheap because they
            only showed movies that left newer theaters months ago. Sometimes the staff even let kids in for free. “It was something I
            could actually afford to do.”
         

         
         “I’m guessing he wasn’t the kind of friend who would offer to pay,” I say.

         
         “No, he would,” Logan says. “But I eventually learned to stop taking him up on those gifts. Didn’t matter if it was something small, like buying snow cones, or bigger, like joining him for the Cedar Point birthdays. If I took something from him, he didn’t let me forget it. It meant I would have to forgive him for anything he did that upset me until the debt had been repaid—and then he’d just buy me something else.” 

         
         “Jesus, okay, he sounds shitty.”

         
         “Took me a long time to figure that out.” He laughs bitterly. “Tanner was my best friend from, like, fifth grade until we
            hit high school. It wasn’t until around eighth grade that I really noticed all the toxic patterns. He was a good friend in
            other ways, you know? He stood up for me against bullies, and he never acted weirdly biphobic or racist. Which, okay,” Logan
            says, “I admit those are bottom-of-the-barrel low standards. But it’s part of why I didn’t just end our friendship when I
            realized what he was doing. I wanted to try to fix it. I stopped taking the gifts, and we started coming here.”
         

         
         “So that you could pay for your own tickets and he wouldn’t have anything to hold over you.”

         
         “Yup.” He flips the surfing Pikachu cards in his hands. “That was the plan.”

         
         My stomach sinks. “What happened? Did he just refuse to come here?”

         
         “Oh, no, he’d come here. He’d even suggest it.” Logan nods up at the screen. “This was one of my favorite movies. I always
            paid for my own ticket, my own concessions, everything.”
         

         
         “But . . . ?”

         
         “But he made it extremely clear how hard it was for him in a place like this. He could be at the nice theater, seeing new movies in reclining seats with loaded nachos, but because he was such a good friend, he
            was here with me. Where the most expensive concession was a bag of Twizzlers.”
         

         
         I snort. “Okay, Tanner.”
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         “It worked, though,” Logan says, and I immediately feel a rush of shame. There I go, trying to lighten the mood when it’s
            not even mine to lighten. And here I go now, trying to make it about me when it’s not about me—
         

         
         “I think I knew from the beginning that it didn’t actually work like that,” Logan continues. “Deep down, anyway. But I went
            with it. I believed he was doing me a favor by coming to this theater. He was being a good friend when I couldn’t give anything
            back.”
         

         
         We fall into a brief silence. Helena is still pacing, clearly agitated. She catches my eye, gives me a pointed look, and jerks
            her head to the door. She wants to get out of here. I get it, but I’m not about to rush Logan through this. I flatten my mouth
            into a line and shake my head. I hold up a finger to signal one more minute. She throws her hands up in exasperation.
         

         
         Choosing to ignore that, I return my full attention to Logan. “I get the feeling you already know this,” I say. “But sometimes it still helps to hear it from someone else, outside your head. It can make the truth feel a little more solid. So, I’ll say it anyway.” I reach out and wrap my pinky finger around his. I take a deep breath, then tell Logan the things I desperately needed to hear about Eric. “He wasn’t being a good friend. You didn’t owe him anything. You’re kind and you cared about him. He took advantage of that because he could. I don’t know everything he did to hurt you and make you feel you had to let it go because of the money he spent on you, but I know you didn’t deserve it. You get to be angry.” 

         
         This is the harder part. This is the part I struggle with feeling, because who would feel this way about someone who hurt
            them? Maybe Logan won’t relate to it at all, maybe this is where I’ll lose him.
         

         
         But I don’t think I will. The way he looks at the surfing Pikachu card and the way he kept the duplicate and the way his eyes
            flick to the movie on the screen—he’ll get it.
         

         
         “It’s also okay,” I say, softly, voice wavering, “if you miss him anyway.” Logan’s pinky tightens around mine. “Because it
            wasn’t all bad, was it? It wasn’t all manipulation and finding your weak spots. You have good memories, too, right? Not just
            the bottom-of-the-barrel ones, either, but inside jokes that no one else knew. Moments when he made you feel special, because
            of all the people he could choose to be his best friend, he chose you.”
         

         
         Logan pulls his pinky away, but just for a moment. He wipes at his eyes, then reaches for me again. He holds my hand fully, and nods. “Damn. You psychic or something?” 

         
         “Nope. Just been there.”

         
         Helena clears her throat loudly. Logan either doesn’t hear or ignores her, and I follow his lead.

         
         His gaze focuses on the screen. “He liked this movie. That’s one of the good things we shared. It bombed at the box office,
            and people always talk about it being really bad, but we both loved it. The theater tended to be half-empty, even with popular
            movies, so you can imagine the lack of crowds for a movie like this. There were at least half a dozen times where we were
            the only people in here. It was like we’d found a little treasure that no one else had noticed, and it was all ours.”
         

         
         “And you miss that feeling.”

         
         “I do.” Then he smiles, turning his face fully toward me for the first time since we sat down. “But you’ve helped. Our drives
            help. You’ve given me proof that Tanner wasn’t the only one who could ever make me feel like I was part of something special.”
         

         
         This revelation is big and important, and I want him to know that when I say I feel exactly the same, I mean it. So I try
            to meet his eyes. I make the effort.
         

         
         But because this moment is so big and important, because of how right now I feel like I’m going to burst from loving him, I can’t sustain the eye contact. I wait to feel his disappointment, or for him to pull his hand away, but he doesn’t. Instead, he slips his hand more fully into mine and squeezes. The warmth inside me grows. I can still feel the shame from whenever Eric would lecture me for not looking at the screen during a Zoom call, even for just a second. My attention had to be solely on him. 

         
         Then there’s Logan, who seems to just know that a lack of eye contact isn’t me caring less. I hope I get enough time with
            him that I’m able to really internalize that. I hope we get out of here alive and that our friendship is long and lasting.
            I want to accept, sooner rather than later, that Logan might just care about me as I am—including all the awkward and weird
            and broken, but healing parts.
         

         
         “I feel the same way,” I say. “I dealt with something similar, and . . . I didn’t realize until just now, actually, how much
            our friendship has helped me feel like I can be part of something special without a big ol’ side of paralyzing dread. With
            you, I experience a . . . feeling of safety.”
         

         
         Helena interrupts before I can say anything more. “Listen,” she says, stopping her pacing to stand in front of us, arms at
            her sides, hands clenching and unclenching fists. “I know you’re having a very emotional moment, and that’s wonderful and
            all, but it’s not wonderful in here.”
         

         
         “Sorry?” Logan says, annoyed.

         
         “It’s your room, Logan, and we should have left. The more time you spend remembering this place, the more the maze latches
            on, and the harder it’ll be for you to leave. You’re rapidly approaching the threshold.”
         

         
         “How can you tell?” I ask.

         
         Helena’s gaze flickers briefly to Logan’s feet. Logan and I both look down.

         
         Without either of us noticing, green vines—stalks, cornstalks—are growing from the sticky theater floor, winding around Logan’s shoes and ankles, traveling up his calves.
         

         
         “Shit, shit, shit,” Logan hisses, trying to move his feet. At least I think he is, because I can see the effort in his upper body, but his
            feet remain stuck. “I can’t get out—”
         

         
         “Shit, indeed,” Helena says, sighing. “I was afraid of this.”

         
         I kneel on the floor and try to pull at the stalks. They’re sharp like the rest of the corn in the maze and grabbing them
            only bloodies my hands. I close my eyes against the immediate wooziness. Not now.
         

         
         “It didn’t have to be like this,” Helena says as Logan continues to struggle. She pauses, then says almost to herself, “Maybe
            it’s the significance of the memory. The more potent it is . . . well. I’m still learning, I suppose.”
         

         
         “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I snap, looking up to her instead of my bloody hands. “Could you please just help?”
         

         
         “No. It’s too late. This attempt is over.”

         
         Can’t say I like how that sounds.

         
         “Sorry, what?” I ask.

         
         “Could someone just get me the hell out of this corn?” Logan says. His face is shiny with sweat, and he’s panting from the effort of trying to get free. 

         
         With a smooth motion that reveals she’s had a lot of practice, Helena draws the gun and aims it at me. Logan lurches forward,
            as if on instinct, but he’s stuck firmly in place. I put my hands up, staring at the gun, a dull roar in my ears.
         

         
         “It’s okay,” she says. “It doesn’t have you completely. If you die now, you’ll just start over. Or close enough, at least.”

         
         “Helena,” I whisper. A desperate plea. Thunder rumbles distantly.

         
         “I’ve lost a lot of people to their rooms.” She glances between us, and her expression turns to firm resolve. “I’m not losing
            either of you that way. You’re the key. I’m sure of it. But I need both of you.”
         

         
         No Sadie without Logan. No Logan without Sadie.

         
         When have I heard her say that before?

         
         “You have to try harder to remember,” she continues. “I can’t keep reteaching you the maze. We won’t get anywhere. Maybe the
            next one will be better. Sometimes—sometimes you remember. Sometimes you understand that I’m not—I’m not evil or anything.”
         

         
         “Could’ve fooled me,” Logan says, his voice strained from the effort of trying to free himself.

         
         “I’m not killing you for fun or out of malice. It’s a feature of the maze, and I’m using it to our advantage.”

         
         “Our advantage?” I ask. Then, “Our advantage.” She said it like we’re a team.
         

         
         “We’re going to find the perfect attempt,” she says confidently. “But it’ll be so much easier if you remember next time.”
            She looks at Logan thoughtfully. “I’ll have to get you out of here. If you die in your room . . .” She shakes her head. “Not
            worth the risk.” She returns her attention to me with a sad smile. “You first, Sadie, okay?”
         

         
         I grab Logan’s hand. The flash and bang of a gunshot. Then, nothing.
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         “Sadie, listen.”

         
         My arm is asleep, and the girl’s voice is loud and staticky. Those are the first two things I notice when I come back to consciousness.
            I’m lying on my side in such a way that my left arm has gone numb.
         

         
         I open my eyes. The sun is at a midmorning height.

         
         “This probably isn’t going to make sense to you,” the girl says.

         
         Logan is lying across from me, unconscious or sleeping. Not dead. His chest rises and falls. Too much breathing to be dead.
            There’s that, at least.
         

         
         “But you have to remember. The only way you and Logan survive is if you both remember as much as you can.”

         
         Beyond Logan, there’s a tall mound of cornstalks all densely tangled together. Is it also breathing? I blink sleep-blurriness
            from my eyes, and it’s still.
         

         
         “You have to remember before she finds you.”

         
         Remember what? I sit up, shaking out my arm until it tingles. I scooch over to Logan and nudge him.

         
         “Follow the lightning bugs. Find Anthony.”

         
         The voice is coming from that radio I took from the junk room. Instead of being tucked into my bag, it’s on the ground, volume
            up high.
         

         
         “Who’s Anthony?” Logan asks. He rubs his eyes and stretches out his whole body. If he were a cat, I’d say, Oh, big stretch! But this doesn’t seem like the right time.
         

         
         “I don’t know.”

         
         “Then why’d you say to find him?”

         
         “I didn’t.” I point at the radio. “It was coming from there.”

         
         Logan sits up, looking between me and the radio. “That was your voice.”

         
         “How could it be—”

         
         “This feels pointless,” the girl says, softer now, as if she’s turned away from the microphone. I guess she does kind of sound
            like me. “I don’t even know how to use this.”
         

         
         “It’s worked at some point,” another voice says away from the mic, and this time I recognize it. That’s Logan. “We heard you
            on the radio.”
         

         
         “Barely. Barely heard me. What if nothing else can get through?”
         

         
         “We have to try. If even one version of us can stay ahead of Helena—”

         
         The radio cuts off. Logan and I sit in stunned, confused silence.

         
         “That was us,” I say. “It really was.”

         
         “Yeah,” Logan agrees.

         
         “How?”

         
         He shrugs, clearly at a loss. “I don’t know, but . . .” He pauses, squinting behind me. I can tell he’s not looking at anything,
            not really. He’s trying to retrieve a memory from the back of his mind. “I feel like I do remember something.”
         

         
         “About talking on the radio?”

         
         “No, not that. Those names. Anthony and Helena.”

         
         “Yeah,” I say slowly. “It’s—listen, I can’t place the names. But we know them, don’t we? What do we do with that?”

         
         “Follow the lightning bugs, I guess, whatever that means.” He stands and offers his hands to help me up. I take his hands
            but don’t try to stand yet.
         

         
         “How did we get here?” I ask. “We weren’t in this room before we . . .” I pause. “I was going to say before we fell asleep,
            but I don’t remember falling asleep.”
         

         
         “Me neither. Last thing I remember is seeing Beverly die. Or, no. We were at Steak ’n Shake?”

         
         I laugh. “Okay, I don’t think that’s right. But wow, I’d much rather be at Steak ’n Shake with a double steakburger and a Coke than in here, so I get dreaming
            about it.” I let Logan help me to my feet. He’s shaking his head.
         

         
         “No, seriously. What’s the last thing you remember?”

         
         “A movie theater,” I say without thinking. I stop. “No. Beverly dying.”

         
         “No, go back. What movie theater?”

         
         “We were in a movie theater. There was another girl there. You were telling me about something, and the girl was upset.” I
            try to access more of the memory, but all I get is the smell of theater popcorn.
         

         
         “Helena,” Logan says excitedly. “The girl was Helena! She’s trapped in the maze, too. We were traveling with her.”

         
         Something shifts in the cornstalk mound in my peripheral vision, but when I look at it straight on, it’s still.

         
         I squint at the mound. There’s something in it. I’m sure there has to be something, even if I can’t see it.

         
         “Sadie, something weird’s happening.”

         
         “Yeah,” I agree absently, unable to take my eyes off the mound.

         
         “Are you remembering all this? It’s hurting my head—we’ve met her so many times, what the hell?”
         

         
         “I’m not,” I say. I reach out for him without looking, grabbing his hand. “I’m not remembering that. But I’m remembering something
            else, and we need to go.”
         

         
         “I’m serious, my head really fucking hurts—”

         
         “I’m serious, we need to go.”
         

         
         The corn mound is expanding. Something inside is moving, pressing against the surface of tangled stalks like a skin. There’s
            the shape of an arm, maybe, a knee, a hand, a face. Another face, higher up.
         

         
         It’s advancing on us. At first, it’s slow. Then legs break through the mound. So many fucking legs, all wrapped in cornstalks but still dreadfully human, and it’s scuttling in our direction. It’s clumsy right now, but it could get its bearings at any moment. Unfortunately, it’s between us and the only open door. 

         
         “Yup, yup, okay,” Logan says. He scans the walls of the maze. “There!” I don’t see anything, but I follow without argument,
            keeping my eyes on the corn mound monster.
         

         
         “Do you have anything sharp?” Logan asks.

         
         “Nothing big enough to fight that thing,” I say. Is that a note of mild hysteria in my voice?

         
         “Doesn’t need to be, just needs to be sharp enough to cut skin.”

         
         I dig into my bag for the sewing kit, deciding not to ask further questions. “I’ve got sewing needles, and those are sharp
            enough. Trust me. I can’t tell you how many times I bled during my mom’s sewing lessons.”
         

         
         “Works for me! Quick, though. Quicker.” He keeps an eye on the corn mound over my shoulder while I search. I don’t dare look
            back at it. I can feel it stumbling around, continuing its uncoordinated advance. We’re lucky it’s slow. I grab the largest
            needle and promptly manage to stab myself with it.
         

         
         “Shit!” I press my finger against my shirt, dropping the needle and sewing kit.

         
         “Don’t look,” Logan says. He takes my hand and, inexplicably, presses my bloody finger to a cornstalk. I don’t heed his warning
            well enough. I see the blood and immediately feel faint.
         

         
         “Dude, seriously, close your eyes for a minute,” Logan says. “Don’t worry, I’ll guide you. That’ll be easier to do with your eyes closed than if you faint.” 

         
         Behind me, the corn mound and whatever—whoever—is trapped inside of it roars. Logan entwines his fingers with mine.

         
         “Follow me. Once we’re out of range, I’ll wrap up your finger.”

         
         “Out of range?” I focus on my steps, testing each one as much as I can while keeping pace with Logan.

         
         “That thing can only go so far. It might even be confined to the room, but I don’t want to risk it. I’ll need your blood again.”

         
         I fight off a brief wave of dizziness just from imagining my blood staining the corn.

         
         “Let’s just hurry,” I say.

         
         “Hurrying.”

         
         We don’t speak for a few minutes. I can tell when we exit the path and emerge into another room, because the air feels more
            open.
         

         
         “Stay close,” Logan says. “There’s a lot of, uhm . . . stuff on the ground here. I’ll guide you around it.” By the way he
            says stuff, I assume it’s not anything I want to see. Luckily, Logan’s attentive, and soon we’re on the other side. He raises my hand,
            and I feel the cornstalk against my skin.
         

         
         Logan must approve of whatever he sees in the next room because he exhales in relief. “Good. Storage. Storage is safe. And not too much stuff, which is nice. You know, it’s weird that Helena’s so intense about calling it storage instead of junk, since everything in these rooms represents someone she killed. I’m realizing I’m not sure what to wrap your finger in. Maybe I could rip some fabric off my shirt?” 

         
         The subject change is so sudden that it takes me a moment to catch up. “Uh—not as easy as they make it look on TV,” I say.
            I wind the hem of my tank top around my finger and open my eyes. “Just until it’s less actively bleeding. Shouldn’t take long.”
            I glance around the room we’re in. I’m not sure why he called it storage. It’s just like that junk room from early in the maze, only with way fewer piles.
         

         
         There’s also the skeleton of some animal on the ground. It’s missing a few pieces, but even if it wasn’t, I don’t think I
            could identify it. Bigger than a dog, smaller than a horse, with a snout sort of thing. “Could you go back to the part about
            Helena killing all of those people? Because that would be a lot of people, many times. That would be us, many times.”
         

         
         “Yup.”

         
         “So . . . when the radio Sadie and Logan said we need to stay ahead of her . . .”

         
         “They meant not getting killed by her, yes.”

         
         “Okay, I need a moment,” I say. I press the palm of my free hand to my forehead, willing the pressure to take away the headache
            I’ve only now become aware of. “Because what the hell? How do you know all this?”
         

         
         “We’ve lived it,” Logan says. He shrugs. “And died it,” he adds. “I don’t know why I’m remembering it right now and you aren’t,
            but I promise it’s true.”
         

         
         “Yeah, I’m not doubting the truth of it.” I lower myself into a crisscross sitting position on the ground, far away from the unidentified skeleton. “It’s more that it’s a lot to process.” 

         
         “Not actually sure we should stay in here too long,” Logan says.

         
         “Can’t even rest for a minute?”

         
         “Could. Storage rooms are safe from the corn monsters, but . . .” He eyes the skeleton.

         
         “Do you know her?” I ask lightly, trying to joke.

         
         “No, I just . . . Doesn’t it give you the creeps?” he asks.

         
         I look back at the skeleton. “Yeah,” I say, but at the same time, it feels kind of . . . familiar? Like an old friend.

         
         Saaadie.

         
         I look around for the source of the voice, but there’s no one else in the room. I think I knew that’d be the case.

         
         “I think we should find Anthony,” Logan suggests.

         
         “Who is he again?”

         
         “He’s Helena’s dead husband. That she killed.”

         
         “Oh. Okay. And we should go to him,” I say slowly.

         
         “Yes.”

         
         “The dead husband.”

         
         “Well, he’s not dead in the maze.”
         

         
         “Oh my god, okay, I’m never going to catch up to all this shit you remember.” I stand up, brushing my shorts off. “The dead
            husband is good, though?”
         

         
         “I don’t have any memories of him hurting us, but we’ve only talked to him in a few of our attempts, I think. One second.” Logan turns away from me, scanning the walls around us. He pauses and turns back. “Occurs to me this is going to look like nonsense to you, and now probably isn’t the right time for an in-depth lesson. If you learn how, you can actually identify the doors in any room, and usually a sense of what’s going to be waiting for you down a particular path. It’s not a hundred percent accurate, but—yeah. Gimme a second.” 

         
         Something tucked deep, deep away in my mind responds to his words, like the ping of a submarine’s sonar to the surface. The
            signal is weak. While Logan walks the perimeter, I close my eyes and focus.
         

         
         “Follow the lightning bugs,” I say, half to myself.

         
         “What?”

         
         “On the radio. The other Sadie said follow the lightning bugs. She was talking about the signs at the doors, right? Anthony’s is the lightning bugs.”
         

         
         Logan grins at me. “You’re remembering.”

         
         “Kind of?” I shake my head. “Nothing very specific. Actually, mostly just the lightning bug thing. Sorry.”

         
         “It’s a good start!” he insists, excitement undiminished. “Everything else will follow. And, yeah, they’re Anthony’s thing.
            Helena’s tried to tell us lightning bugs are some sign of mortal danger, but she just wanted to keep us away. Here—I think
            this one is good. Can I have a needle?”
         

         
         I reach into my bag before I remember. “Shit. I dropped the kit back there.” I glance over my shoulder to the door we came through. There’s been no sign of the mound following us, but I still half expect to see it lumbering down the path. I check my finger. “And I am no longer bleeding.” 

         
         “That’s fine,” Logan says. “I was too panicked to remember it when we were escaping that thing, but there’s a cheat code.”
            That’s when he grabs a stalk of corn and squeezes.
         

         
         For a moment, I’m not looking at him. I’m looking at a girl with auburn hair and a sunflower necklace, and she’s doing the
            same thing. Then she’s smiling at me.
         

         
         Helena.

         
         The door opens in response to Logan’s blood. Following my earlier lead, he wraps his hand in the hem of his hoodie.

         
         That memory is the kind of thing I should tell him, isn’t it? I mean, it matters that I’m remembering specific moments like
            that.
         

         
         Thing is, it wasn’t just a memory of me looking at her. It came with feelings attached. I remember how grateful I’ve felt
            toward her at times. A warm but also terrifying sense of being seen and understood.
         

         
         There’s a distant twinge of fear wrapped up in all these feelings, and that’s important, too. It should be more important, considering that she’s apparently killed me who knows how many times. For whatever reason, though, the dominant
            feeling is that . . . she’s my friend. There have been enough loops where Helena’s been my friend that I think she just is now.
         

         
         It doesn’t change the fact that we have to stay as far away from her as we can in order to survive, but it does make it a
            hell of a lot more confusing.
         

         
         I don’t tell Logan any of this. He holds out his non-bloody hand, and we walk through the door together, like we’ve done a
            million times before.
         

         
         Saaadie.

         
         I shudder, square my shoulders, and keep walking. We reach the end of the path and enter a new room. The sun disappears, and
            the moon hangs overhead, full and bright. The corn is so tall that it bends over like a canopy, swaying in a wind I can’t
            feel.
         

         
         The memories are coming back way slower for me than they did for Logan, but I know this place. This is the night room. The
            last time we were in the night room . . .
         

         
         “Oh, thank god,” Helena says, stepping forward. Yes, that’s definitely Helena. That much I know. “I was worried I was the
            only one here.”
         

         
         “Nope,” Logan says immediately. “Nope, we’re not playing this game again. Sadie, come on, we’re finding another door.”

         
         “Wait—don’t leave—”

         
         “We remember, Helena,” Logan snaps. His sudden anger makes me reel back as if he was shouting at me, and it seems to surprise
            even him. He takes a deep breath and says more evenly, “We remember you.”
         

         
         Helena pauses, glancing between us, but then her face breaks into a huge, genuine smile. “That’s wonderful news! Then we can dive right in.”
         

         
         “Dive right—you killed us.”
         

         
         Her smile fades. “Is that all you remember?” she asks. Thunder booms, still distant, but close enough that we all look to
            the sky for a moment.
         

         
         “What else do I need to remember?” Logan asks. “You killed us. That’s plenty to go on.”

         
         “No. If you remembered properly, you’d understand why I killed you. It’s how we get out of the maze.”
         

         
         “Yeah? How’s that panning out? It hasn’t worked the last, uh, how many times have you killed us? How many dozens of people
            did you kill before that?”
         

         
         “Experiments take time,” Helena says coolly. “And they often involve failure. When we get it right, the rest won’t matter,
            because we’ll be out. You’ll be alive.”
         

         
         “What about Beverly? Or any of the others?”

         
         Saaadie.

         
         Logan and Helena keep arguing, giving no indication that they heard the voice calling my name. I look around the room, searching.
            It’s too dark to be sure there’s not something hiding in the deep shadows.
         

         
         Sadie.

         
         It’s easy to slip away from Logan and Helena, all their focus on a fight neither can win. I walk along the walls, waiting
            for the voice.
         

         
         Saaadie.

         
         I’m getting closer. It’s hypnotic. I walk on light feet, drawn to the wall opposite from where Logan and Helena squabble. The corn canopy is especially tall here. It even blocks the moonlight. Could Logan and Helena see me in the dark shadows if they thought to look? 

         
         Sadie, Sadie, Sadie.

         
         In the wall, cornstalks melt away and a door opens. The voice is louder now. Saaaadie, it croons. It’s waiting for me.
         

         
         I step one foot through the door.

         
         I don’t get any farther before a strong hand grabs my arm and pulls me back into the night room. Instantly, the door closes,
            corn seamlessly reforming into the wall. The voice is quiet.
         

         
         I turn and come face-to-face with Helena. I can’t read her expression. I think there’s anger, but also unbearable sadness.
            She searches my face. Whatever she finds there disappoints her. She shakes her head and, even not knowing what she’s thinking,
            my stomach drops and my body goes numb the way it always does when I’m sure something is my fault.
         

         
         Helena looks at Logan. “If it’s already got this kind of hold on her, then this attempt is flawed.”

         
         I don’t remember what that means. Logan does. His eyes go wide. He holds out his hands, reaching for me, reaching for Helena—no,
            reaching for Helena’s gun. It’s too late.
         

         
          

         It’s always too late. That’s the first thing I think when I wake up with the midmorning sun on my face and cornstalks towering around me in the shape of a room. We’re never going to get ahead of Helena if we’re always a step behind. 

         
         I sit up, gasping. What a damn movie cliché, but holy shit. I remember. I remember Helena, and I remember that I never remember Helena right away. Most of the time I don’t get a chance to remember her at all before she kills us.
         

         
         Logan’s next to me, still on his back, but his eyes are wide open.

         
         “Dude,” I whisper.

         
         “Yeah,” he says.

         
         “You remember?”

         
         “I remember.” He sits up. I link our pinkies. “I don’t know if it’s everything, but . . .”

         
         “It’s enough. Not every attempt, but maybe our brains can’t hold every one. Doesn’t matter, point is, we have enough.”

         
         A smile spreads across Logan’s face. “Because this time, we get to start the attempt knowing what Helena is.”

         
         I nod. I can’t contain my own grin. “Not only that. We know how to find Anthony.”
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         “I keep thinking it’s okay as long as we remember the most recent attempts because they’re the most up-to-date and probably
            have the most information,” I say. We’re walking down a long path that has yet to present us with any choices. It makes me
            nervous because it might mean it only leads to one place, and that place could be Helena, but it’s also kind of a relief because
            we haven’t figured out the best way to avoid her if we do see her.
         

         
         The constant sound of thunder isn’t helping. The storm has been a low-level threat the whole time we’ve been in the maze,
            but the increase in frequency and volume sends my anxiety a little higher with each rumble. I love a storm if it’s just a storm. Does the maze get alerts for tornado watches? I shake my head, trying to clear it. Can’t focus on that
            right now. “How can we be sure which ones are most recent?”
         

         
         “What do you remember last?” Logan asks.

         
         “We were in the night room. You remembered a lot, and I remembered almost nothing. Helena thought the attempt was doomed because I heard the sheep skeleton voice.” I sort through attempt memories, wondering if I have at any point figured out the sheep skeleton. Nope. 

         
         “Same here. So that’s probably the most recent. Before that . . .” He shrugs. “Some are fresher than others, so they might
            be more recent? I don’t know if recent means anything here.”
         

         
         Having these new memories all at once could easily have been overwhelming. I think it could drive a person mad. I kind of
            think the only reason we’re handling it is that we might already be a little mad. I mean, other than our already-diagnosed
            mental illnesses. Maze-mad.
         

         
         That, and because we have to handle it. Not handling it would look like curling up in a corner and waiting for Helena to kill us again and starting
            all over, possibly more helpless than ever. That’s not an option, so we handle it. We move forward.
         

         
         “The thing that worries me is less figuring out what order the attempts go in,” Logan says, “and more that I don’t remember
            ever saying the stuff we heard on the radio.”
         

         
         I stop in my tracks. I hadn’t thought of that. “Me neither,” I say slowly. “If it hasn’t happened yet, then it happens in
            a future attempt, and the one we’re in is already doomed to fail. I, uh. I don’t think I can believe that right now.”
         

         
         “That’s fine, because it might not mean that at all!” Logan says quickly, trying to reassure me before I can descend into something like full-blown panic. “It could mean this is the attempt where we send out the messages.” 

         
         “And if it’s not?”

         
         “Then we keep going. Can’t do anything until then.”

         
         I exhale. “Yeah. Okay.” Keep existing. Keep going. Logan waits a moment to see if I’m really okay enough to continue, then
            starts back down the path. I follow.
         

         
         I take out the radio and hold it, running a thumb across its smooth teal surface. Why did I pick it up, back in the storage room? Was it because I sensed I’d need it, or was it a happy accident I
            ended up being able to use it to send warnings to myself? Which version of me picked it up in the first place? I can’t remember
            not having it. Maybe we just never restart an attempt as early as that first storage room, so I’ll always have it. The original
            me got at least that far and she took the radio and here we are.
         

         
         I close my eyes for a brief moment, willing away a wave of nausea. The original me. If each Sadie is really a different Sadie,
            then she’s long gone. Whoever comes out of the maze could be so far removed from her that no one will recognize her.
         

         
         Keep existing. Keep going.

         
         We finally reach a fork in the road, with three potential directions. Logan starts on the left while I start on the right. There’s no version of Logan that isn’t better at this than I am, so he finds the orb weavers in the cornstalks right away and is on to the center path. I notice the rainbow pattern to the light on the right, then join Logan at the center path, and the radio still in my hands switches on. At full volume, a series of short, grating alarms burst from the speakers, followed by a long beeeeeeeeeep. An almost robotic male voice overlaid by faint static says, “The National Weather Service has issued—”
         

         
         The radio switches off. I take a few slow, deep breaths, trying to calm my heart after the alert sound set it racing. Growing
            up in Indiana means hearing a lot of severe weather alerts. I envy the people who experience severe Midwestern weather and turn into storm chasers, or the
            people who just learn not to care until they spot rotation in the sky. My version of a novelty T-shirt would say something
            like I grew up in southern Indiana and all I got was this lousy tornado phobia. Regular-ass thunderstorms? Those I love. It’s the ones that come with hail and tornado warnings—or, to be honest, even a tornado watch—that really mess with my head and ability to regulate my emotions.
         

         
         “Does that mean the storm is almost here?” I ask in a half-whisper.

         
         “I don’t know,” Logan says.

         
         “What do we do?”

         
         “Also don’t know. But . . . can I see that?” He takes the radio and stands in front of the right path. Giving the center path
            a wide berth, he stands in front of the left path. Then he joins me back at the center.
         

         
         Alarms. Beeeeep. “The National Weather Service has issued—”
         

         
         “It’s responding to the path,” I say, understanding. “It’s the sign for this direction.”

         
         “Maybe it’s warning the storm is that way.”

         
         “Yeah, could be. That just seems pretty specific for a storm. They’re big. I’m not sure that we’d escape an actual storm just
            by going right instead of left.”
         

         
         “Fair,” Logan says. “Although in the maze, a storm could literally take up, like, one room.”

         
         I remember the snow room and nod. “Definitely possible. I don’t know if we’d be hearing the thunder everywhere if it was just
            in one room, is the thing.”
         

         
         “Do you think it’s a warning for something else?” Logan asks.

         
         “Another kind of storm, maybe?” I suggest. “One with a smaller path that we actually have a chance to get . . . out of.” I
            trail off, staring down at the radio. “Out of its path.”
         

         
         Logan watches me, a slight smile curving his mouth. “You gonna share the epiphany you’re having?”

         
         “I’m not sure it makes sense,” I hedge.

         
         “Look where we are.”

         
         “It’s just—I don’t know, maybe it’s too much metaphor for the maze.”

         
         Logan rolls his eyes. “Dude, just say it.”

         
         I take a deep breath, pretty sure I’m about to sound like a conspiracy theorist. “Storm warnings are never just hey, guys, storm coming. They list off the counties in the warning, and usually the towns it’s expected to hit, with estimated times. Because storms move. They have a path that you can stay out of if you just . . .” I hold up the radio. “Have warning.” 

         
         “Okay, I’m following. Whatever the radio is warning of isn’t a fixed point. It’s more mobile than the rest of the maze somehow.”

         
         “Because it’s moving in the maze,” I say, putting emphasis and meaning onto in. “Because she’s moving in the maze.”
         

         
         Logan’s eyes go wide. “Helena.”

         
         “Like I said, it’s maybe too much of a metaphor,” I add hastily. “Helena as a storm, the rooms as the places she’s expected
            to hit.”
         

         
         “Us the people trying to stay out of her way. Yes, totally. Nothing is straightforward in this maze, dude. We haven’t seen
            any signs saying HEY, IT’S BAD DOWN THIS WAY or THIS ONE’S PRETTY NICE, ACTUALLY.” He pauses at my raised eyebrows and says, “Okay, yeah, there’s the vague signs, the flower petals and lightning bugs and whatever, but I mean . . . billboards.” He shrugs. “I’m just saying, an emergency
            alert system is one of the more direct hints the maze has given us.”
         

         
         “Well. When you put it that way, it makes more sense.”

         
         Logan nudges my shoulder with his. “It made sense when you said it, too. Wanna get testing? Start going down paths without
            the alert and see if we stay away from Helena?”
         

         
         He’s smiling at me, and he believes me. I still want to say a million other self-deprecating things, like I could be completely wrong or it’s just a guess but . . . I don’t think I am wrong. I think I got this totally right. I can feel it. I swallow the excuses, and I return Logan’s smile.
         

         
         “Yes. Let’s test it. Follow the lightning bugs, avoid the alerts. No problem.” I glance between the paths that remain. “Left
            or right?”
         

         
         We go with left because orb weavers are generally a fine sign. Better than the crystal-y rainbow light, which so far 100 percent
            of the time leads to a death echo room where that static figure kills someone while we’re helpless to do anything but watch.
         

         
         The orb weavers take us down a path to a crossroads—both of the options are safe—and then to a fork, where two of the three
            options bring up the alert.
         

         
         “She can’t be in two places at once,” I say. “Did I totally screw this up?”

         
         “You definitely didn’t,” Logan assures me. “You said it yourself. The alerts also let you know where the storm is expected
            to be in the near future. Doesn’t mean she’s in both places, just means she’s going to be, and soon.”
         

         
         I listen to the distant sound of a train horn and wheels rumbling along tracks that signifies our only safe option. “I think
            they’re supposed to be okay, just weird?” I say. “But here we go.”
         

         
         I hear and smell the bonfire before we see it. The popping of wood breaking under the pressure of heat. The smoke rises into the sky, but I suspect even after we leave this room, our clothes will still carry the smell of smoke and summer. 

         
         It seems pretty normal at first. Then Logan points out the sound under the crackling.

         
         Laughter. Talking. A party. It’s louder if we get closer to the bonfire. I squint into it, and there are people dancing in the flames. They’re small and obscured in shadow, but they’re people.
         

         
         “Dude—” I turn to Logan to say, Okay, Helena was right about train rooms, but he hasn’t taken his eyes off the fire. He isn’t moving.
         

         
         “Logan?” I nudge him. Nothing. He isn’t even blinking. Then, suddenly, he lurches toward the fire. I have to jump in front
            of him to stop him from getting too close. That’s when I notice that his pupils are dilated. In the expanse of black, I can
            see the reflection of people in the bonfire. Instead of shadow, they’re made of the fire itself, and instead of dancing, they’re
            reaching out for him. Their hands are like claws.
         

         
         “Nope! Nope, okay.” I’m lucky that he doesn’t fight too hard when I push him away from the fire. I wouldn’t have been able
            to hold him and check the possible doors for alerts. I intertwine my fingers with his to make my grip on his hand stronger. His attempts
            to pull away from me are weak. He makes occasional reaches for the fire with his free arm, but it’s nothing I can’t handle.
         

         
         I’m not worried he’ll escape me. I am worried about the cruel turn the laughter has taken. I’m worried the people in the fire might not stay there. Maybe I can keep Logan from jumping in, but what if something comes out to grab him? 

         
         I drag Logan through the first decently safe door I find—more orb weavers, no radio alerts—not bothering to check the rest
            for a better option. It’s not until we’re far enough away for the sounds and smoke scent to fade that he snaps out of it.
         

         
         “Okay,” he says in a shaky voice. He’s pale and sweating, maybe from the heat of the fire, maybe because getting away from
            it was like breaking a fever. “I vote we avoid train rooms whenever we can.”
         

         
         “Yeah, good plan.”

         
         We take it slowly after that, giving both of us a little time to recover. Logan doesn’t speak, so I follow his lead and stay
            silent until we reach a crossroads. A memory pops into my head, and I can’t stifle the laugh in time. Logan glances my way.
         

         
         “Sorry,” I say. “Remember that time you thought the maze followed Supernatural crossroads rules?”
         

         
         Logan groans. “I swear that’s a real lore thing, too. Probably. I’m pretty sure I’ve seen it other places, anyway.”

         
         “Do you think the maze knows about superhell?” I muse.

         
         “Honestly, I think there’s a nonzero chance the maze is superhell,” Logan says as we check each of the paths with the radio. Only one triggers the emergency alert.
         

         
         We give the safe ones a more in-depth look. It doesn’t require much, though. The second path we look at is positively lit
            up with lightning bugs.
         

         
         “Anthony,” I whisper.

         
         We grin at each other and take off down the path at a jog, then a sprint. The answers are so close. Instead of weighing us
            down, the dozens of loops trapped inside our minds give us the power to run, run, run, all the way down the path.
         

         
         Logan holds out an arm at the end, briefly stopping me. “Radio,” he mouths. We’re so close to the room that if Helena is in there . . .
         

         
         I take out the radio.

         
         Silence.

         
         “Safe,” I breathe.

         
         I’ve only seen Anthony once, and it was brief. It’s not any easier this time to see the cornstalks woven through his skull
            or the exposed throbbing of organs in his torso. It feels rude to avert my eyes, but I can’t stand the way his veins bulge,
            spotted with small, green new growths coming through the skin. I try to meet his eyes instead. They’re blue, except for the
            broken blood vessels and thin streaks of green.
         

         
         A shudder runs through me. I train my eyes on the corn just over his shoulder.

         
         “You’ve returned,” Anthony says. For everything else, his voice is rich and strong. Between that and what’s visible of him beyond the corn, I can understand why Helena married him. 

         
         I can’t understand why she killed him. He was her husband. Why would she marry someone and then kill them? Maybe he was the first test subject for her theory about getting out of here?
         

         
         “I’m sorry if you waited a long time,” Logan says. “It was probably faster for us.”

         
         Anthony’s head lists to the side, stretching out the cornstalks around his neck. “Time is meaningless in this place.”

         
         “Yeah. That’s become pretty clear,” I say. I feel his eyes turn to me, but I keep my gaze on the spot over his shoulder.

         
         “And yet you don’t understand what it really means. I have waited seconds, and I have waited an eternity. It doesn’t matter.
            All that matters is you’re prepared to do what must be done.” I thin my mouth into a line, trying very hard not to react in
            any other way because oh my god, dude, really? That’s how you talk? But I should give him some grace. I mean, I have no idea what would happen to my speech patterns if my spouse killed me and
            I ended up bound to a wall of corn. Maybe I’d also start sounding really, well. Pretentious.
         

         
         “What must be done?” I ask. I can’t keep the little bit of sarcasm out of my voice, but I think I can be forgiven for that. Logan clears his
            throat, and while he maintains a straight face, I know he noticed.
         

         
         Anthony considers me. I’m less sure about if he caught it. He’s . . . difficult to read. “Did he tell you my story?”

         
         I glance at Logan. He nods, indicating it’s okay to tell the truth.

         
         “Only that you were married to Helena,” I say. “And that she killed you.”

         
         Anthony lowers his gaze to the ground. “Yes,” he says softly. “I suppose those are the broad strokes of it. Are you willing
            to take the time to hear the rest?” His tone is strange on the question. Like he expects me to say no, like he thinks I think it’s not worth my time.
         

         
         “I—of course. It’s why we’re here. To learn the truth.”

         
         Anthony goes silent, waiting. A familiar thread of unease winds up my spine. He keeps not speaking, until I move my gaze just
            enough to make eye contact.
         

         
         He smiles. It’s a gentle smile that wrinkles the corners of those corn-shot eyes. I quickly look away again, and Anthony tells
            his story.
         

         
         “Helena and I knew each other our whole lives, grew up on neighboring farms. Childhood sweethearts. Everyone could see that
            I was a great match for her. My family was more well-off than hers, and she was . . . odd. A nice girl, but odd. Yes, I had
            better prospects, but I loved her. Saw past her flaws, her weaknesses, and took her as my wife. Not everyone would have done
            that,” he says. “Plenty of people thought I should choose someone else, but, like I said—I loved her. We married. I was dead
            within the year.”
         

         
         He pauses in a way that seems to invite questions, so, nervously, I ask, “Why did she kill you?”

         
         “Is there a reason that would exonerate her?”

         
         “What? No, I just meant—I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to imply—”

         
         “You should be more careful with your words, Sadie,” Anthony says gently. I reach out, and Logan wraps his pinky around mine.
            Out of the corner of my eye I see the flattening of Anthony’s mouth. Once again, he doesn’t continue the story until I make
            eye contact. Proof, I guess, that I’m paying attention.
         

         
         “She was delusional,” he says. “It was . . . sad to see. Someone so bright, with so much fire, devoured by the stories in
            her mind. But she’d lost two of our children before they could be born, and that can take a toll on a woman’s mind. She became
            convinced I was unfaithful. She was always trying to trap me in a lie, but never could, because there was no lie.”
         

         
         He speaks with such confidence and authority that I nod along, though some part of my brain keeps thinking, This is weird. Right? This is weird. Why is this weird? I risk a glance to Logan. I’m not sure if I’m projecting my discomfort onto him or if he actually shares it.
         

         
         “One night, she came to me in the fields, demanding to know why I was out there so late. I didn’t think I needed to explain myself. They were my fields, it was my time, my business. She became hysterical. She attacked me, at first with her fists and feet and nails, and then with the knife I didn’t know she had. I’ve learned since then,” Anthony muses, “that it was a wedding gift from her sister. A hunting knife for a girl who never hunts.” He shakes his head, as if still confounded by this decades after the fact. 

         
         “The knife wasn’t enough,” he continues. “It nearly was, but like I said, she was weak—in many ways. It takes strength and
            stamina to keep stabbing a person, and she didn’t know where to stab to strike a fatal blow. I fought back, of course, though
            it hurt my heart to do so. It didn’t matter in the end. She was able to take my gun from me, and, well, pulling a trigger
            requires significantly less strength and stamina.”
         

         
         “A crime of passion.”

         
         “If that phrase works for you,” Anthony says in a way that indicates it very much shouldn’t. He doesn’t offer an alternative.
            “That’s where my memory stops for a period. There’s so much I only learned once I was in the maze. Like the details of its
            creation.”
         

         
         “Creation?” I blink, sorting thoughts in my head. “Wait—how did you and Helena both end up here? I could understand Helena becoming trapped later, but . . .”
         

         
         “We were trapped together, in the same instant,” Anthony says. “Because Helena didn’t just kill me, or you two, or the dozens
            of others unlucky enough to be caught in this spiderweb. Helena created the maze.”
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         “No,” I say. “No, that doesn’t make sense. How could she create the maze? How could anyone create this place? And even if she did create it, why would she trap herself in it?”
         

         
         “She didn’t trap herself on purpose. She didn’t even create the maze on purpose,” Anthony snaps, as if that should have been
            obvious to anyone actually paying attention. I shrink in on myself, pulling my pinky away from Logan’s. Anthony’s rebuke washes
            over me, and I’m light-headed from it, cheeks stinging with shame. “The guilt of killing an innocent man tapped into some
            power she had. Witchcraft. Who can say what was hiding in her blood. She was always considered odd, after all.”
         

         
         “Sorry, witchcraft?” Logan sounds incredulous. To me, he adds, “He didn’t mention the witchcraft thing before.”

         
         “Does witchcraft really trip you up after everything else?” I ask. “Was this maze ever going to be anything other than magic?”

         
         “I’m not saying it’s not magic,” Logan says. “Or not supernatural, or anything like that. It obviously is. Witchcraft just
            makes me think, like, spells and rituals and gathering herbs, not accidentally creating an endless, maybe-sentient corn maze.”
         

         
         Okay, yeah, I see his point. Anthony has already grown impatient with not being the focus of the conversation.

         
         “It doesn’t matter what word you use,” he snaps. “All that matters is she had the power to create it, and she did. She couldn’t
            control it, not in any meaningful way. Sometimes the beings in this place listen to her. Most of the time they attack. She
            can’t mold the maze to her liking. She can’t control it, so she can’t escape. She can’t even seem to escape through death.”
         

         
         “Helena can’t die?” Logan asks.

         
         We’ve never seen her die, but she always acts like she doesn’t remember us when we meet. Except . . . she does, doesn’t she?
            She always remembers us.
         

         
         “She can’t,” I say. “Not like us. She remembers, every time, because she’s never had to reset.”

         
         “Because she never dies,” Logan says, realization dawning on him.

         
         “It’s why she needs people like you,” Anthony continues.

         
         “People who can die?” I ask. Anthony glares at the snide tone of my voice. I battle with myself between doubling down and shrinking away
            again.
         

         
         The shrinking wins.

         
         “People who can die, and escape.” He pauses. “Theoretically. No one else has managed it, either.”
         

         
         “No one?” Logan whispers faintly.

         
         “If no one has ever escaped, why is Helena so convinced that we’re the key?” I ask.

         
         “I don’t know,” Anthony says. “We don’t speak much anymore, and I don’t often see anyone else. You’re my first visitors in . . .
            well. In as much as time can be felt or measured here, it’s been an extremely long time.”
         

         
         “Okay, so—what are we supposed to do about any of this?” I throw up my hands, getting frustrated with this runaround. What
            is it with these old-timey people and their cryptic-ass answers? “If no one’s ever escaped and Helena’s just going to keep
            killing us and she can’t die—”
         

         
         “I never said she can’t die. I said she can’t seem to die.”
         

         
         I bite my tongue.

         
         
            
               
                  
                     	You have to know that’s some semantic bullshit.

                     	Logan literally just said the same thing, why didn’t you correct him?

                     	Fuck you, corn man!

                  

               

            

         
         “Maybe she just hasn’t found the right method yet,” Anthony drawls thoughtfully. “She’s certainly made some attempts.”

         
         “So she can’t die,” I repeat, the words slipping out without much input from my brain. Stubbornly arguing with him spikes my anxiety, and I can feel the buzz of it all across my spine and the top of my head. I do everything I can to resist the urge to apologize. 

         
         “She can’t die by any means she’s tried,” Anthony corrects me. Ohhh, my god, seriously? “She has a weakness. Everything trapped in this maze has a weakness. Most are here because of that weakness. Helena was trapped by her own hysteria, for instance.”
         

         
         This is so. Damn. Weird, I think even as I nod in fake understanding. Weird and more than a little misogynistic. Like, it’s so clear Anthony’s the kind of guy who would send his wife off for the rest cure.
         

         
         “She created the maze. Killing her can uncreate it. Do we agree on that?” he asks.

         
         Logan and I shrug noncommittally, but that must be enough for Anthony, because he continues.

         
         “I suspect the weak spot that can kill her is part of the maze, not physically part of her. It’s why she can’t seem to kill
            herself by damaging her body. You’ll have to find whatever piece of the maze can hurt her.”
         

         
         “A very simple side quest, then,” Logan says, half under his breath.

         
         “More main quest, I think,” I whisper.

         
         “Could be the kind of side quest where completing it makes the final boss easier, but you can still win without it.”

         
         “Fair point.”

         
         “Do the two of you ever stop talking?” Anthony demands. “There’s a girl out there hunting you, and you’re just standing around babbling?” 

         
         Logan and I both go silent. Anthony nods, satisfied.

         
         “I don’t know where her weakness is,” he says. “Or what it is. You’ll have to find it on your own.”
         

         
         “. . . I have an idea,” Logan says. “But we’ll have to test it.” He looks at me, and nods. “Ready?”

         
         “Ready as I’ll ever be.”

         
         “Welp,” Logan says, clapping his hands decisively. “Guess we better head on out, then.”

         
         “I don’t get to know your brilliant idea?” Anthony drawls. He’s trying to sound casual, but there’re cornstalks lashing over
            his shoulder. He also apparently doesn’t recognize a classic attempt at a Midwestern goodbye when he sees one. What could
            be clearer than guess we better head on out?
         

         
         Or maybe he’s actually a master of the Midwestern goodbye, and that’s why he’s drawing out the conversation even more.

         
         “I don’t want to get your hopes up or waste your time,” Logan says. “We’ll come back once we know we have something real.”

         
         “Hm.” Anthony isn’t impressed by the suggestion, but there’s not much he can do other than let us go. Logan takes my hand,
            and we hurry out of Anthony’s room, back down the path. At a fork, we take the side that doesn’t set off the alert, and finally
            end up in a snow room. I’m freezing, but snow rooms are relatively safe and we need to talk.
         

         
         “He wants us to kill Helena?” I ask.

         
         “Yeah. That wasn’t something he ever suggested to me before,” Logan says, pacing in the soft powder. “But I guess—I mean—is
            there another way?”
         

         
         “I don’t know.” I wrap my arms around myself, rubbing my arms, trying to warm up and forget the chill of Anthony’s presence.
            “But . . . isn’t it worth trying to find another way?”
         

         
         “We don’t even know where to start. Should we work that hard to save her?” Logan doesn’t ask it in a challenging way. He asks
            it because he really doesn’t know the answer, and . . . neither do I.
         

         
         “I think we should work that hard to save us from having to kill someone,” I say eventually. “It’s also that . . .” I pause, seeking the words. “I don’t really . . .
            trust Anthony. He gives me bad vibes.”
         

         
         “I can’t blame him too much for being creepy, after nearly a century trapped in a wall of corn,” Logan says, though he sounds
            doubtful.
         

         
         “It’s not that he’s creepy. He is, but that’s not the kind of bad vibes I mean.” If it were anyone but Logan, I wouldn’t be
            able to say this. But it is Logan, so I take a deep breath and speak. “He reminds me of Eric. He makes me feel like Eric did.” I shake my head. “Not
            that—I mean, not that he deserved to be killed, and not that we shouldn’t believe him, and not that he’s wrong about Helena.
            People with bad vibes can be victims, too, I know that.”
         

         
         “But Eric didn’t just have bad vibes,” Logan says softly. He wraps his pinky around mine. I stare hard at the ground, trying not to cry. “He manipulated you. Made everything your fault. He lied, a lot, right?” 

         
         I laugh weakly. “I don’t know if he ever said a fully truthful thing in our whole relationship.”

         
         Logan nods. “You’re right that people with bad vibes can be victims. But there’s different kinds of bad vibes, and if Anthony
            is reminding you of someone who only ever lied to you, that . . . I mean, that matters, doesn’t it, when we’re plotting to
            kill someone on the strength of his word alone? What if Helena didn’t even kill him?”
         

         
         “I could be wrong,” I say.

         
         “You could,” Logan allows. “But maybe you should also trust your instincts.” He sighs, running a hand through his hair in
            frustration. “Honestly, I trust yours more than mine right now. The first time I met him, he seemed . . . I don’t know, charming.
            Nice. I believed everything he said without questioning. But this time . . .” He glances over his shoulder, back in the direction
            of where we left Anthony. “I don’t like the way he talked to you. I don’t like that I trusted him at face value. I’m not even
            sure if I trusted him or if I was just pissed at Helena and worried she might’ve hurt you and likely would’ve accepted anything against her.”
         

         
         “That’s not entirely unfair,” I say. “You’d been lost in the maze alone for who knows how long, and last you knew, she’d abandoned
            you.”
         

         
         “Yeah, I know. And don’t get me wrong—I’m not saying I trust her now. She’s killed us a few too many times for that. I just don’t like that I was so mad at her that I might have ignored any obvious red flags.” 

         
         “Assuming he showed any. That’s the thing about some assholes, right? They know how to get people to like them so it’s easier
            to dismiss anyone who says they’re shitty.”
         

         
         Logan shrugs. “Yeah, I guess.”

         
         “And even if it turns out Helena didn’t kill Anthony, she killed us,” I point out. “And a really terrifying number of other people. Anthony didn’t lie to us about that because we experienced
            it ourselves. So it’s not like your instincts were one hundred percent off.”
         

         
         Logan runs his free hand across his face wearily. “Yeah. Yeah. That’s the thing, huh? Anthony could be lying about everything, and we still might have to kill Helena just because she can’t
            stop killing us.”
         

         
         I go still, brain sparking. “Unless . . .”

         
         “Unless?”

         
         “Unless she can stop.” I turn to face Logan more fully, an excited grin spreading over my face. “The only reason she kills us is because
            she thinks it’s how the maze works. She doesn’t hate us or anything. Her evidence has pointed her toward killing us as many
            times as she has to in order to find the perfect attempt. We just need to find evidence that supports another option.”
         

         
         “Another option for getting out of the maze,” Logan says.

         
         “Yeah.”

         
         “That Helena’s spent almost a century searching for.”

         
         I lightly kick his shin, trying to goad him into smiling. There’s something about Logan’s uncertainty about his instincts
            and about this plan that’s actually . . . motivating me. It’s like my positivity is getting a boost to balance us out. He’s
            down, so I’m up. Being more positive to make him feel better is way more powerful motivation than doing it for myself.
         

         
         I wonder if that’s why he’s been less visibly upset when we find his bodies. My distress gave him a reason to keep his shit
            together.
         

         
         “Don’t put it like that,” I continue. “Just because she didn’t find it doesn’t mean we can’t. At some point she probably got
            stuck on this killing/perfect-attempt theory. Tunnel vision. But if we put together all the evidence we’ve gleaned from her
            and our own experiences in the maze—”
         

         
         “We might find a different answer,” Logan says. Now he’s smiling back at me. “Okay, that’s potentially very brilliant.”

         
         “Using the scientific method to convince a hundred-year-old teenager to stop killing us,” I say. “Honestly, we should get
            credit for all the worksheets we didn’t do by skipping the physics trip.”
         

         
         “We’ll write it up and submit it to Mrs. Clarkson. Wanna start making lists of what we know?”

         
         “I do,” I say. “And a list of what we don’t know. Such as . . . does Helena have a room?”

         
         Logan’s eyebrows raise. “Huh. She must, right?”

         
         “It would make sense. I know the maze hasn’t actually taken her—and maybe it can’t, if she created it, like, maybe they have
            some kind of weird symbiotic relationship or whatever—so maybe she has some protection against the maze fully absorbing her,
            but that doesn’t mean it hasn’t made a room for her.”
         

         
         We fall silent for a moment. Then I continue, “What would lure Helena? Sunflowers?” It’s kind of incredible how little we
            know about her, given the sheer number of times she’s killed us.
         

         
         Logan shakes his head. “She likes sunflowers.”
         

         
         “And?”

         
         “And have you ever seen a room—ours or any others we’ve stumbled into—where it was something that made the occupant happy?”

         
         I pause at that, blinking. “. . . Oh.” He’s right. Logan’s movie theater has happy memories, but it’s mostly related to a
            toxic friendship. I have a million pleasant childhood memories at the county fair, but that’s not the night the maze chose
            for my room. The woman in the Speedway—Anna—looked devastated because of a pair of sunglasses. “But that doesn’t make sense.
            The rooms are part of how the maze traps people, right? How does a bad memory make someone want to stay?”
         

         
         “You might not want to stay in a bad memory,” Logan says. “But that doesn’t mean you can escape it. I think a bad memory might be a really effective trap. Loads of people go to sleep at night remembering everything they did wrong that day, or something embarrassing
            that happened in third grade. The maze puts you in the place you relive the most.”
         

         
         I bite the inside of my cheek. It makes sense. Bad memories can snare you in a million ways. How much time have I lost to
            wondering what if about the night at the fair? What if I’d turned off my phone? What if, instead of hiding behind a booth and fighting with
            my crappy boyfriend, I’d gone with Bri and Gracie? We could have gone on our favorite rides and eaten too much cotton candy.
         

         
         I’ve spent so many hours wondering if that night could have fixed our friendship instead of killing it, if only I’d made different
            choices.
         

         
         But if the maze offered me a purely happy room, I mean, then what? I’d smile and feel safe for a bit before moving on? Hell,
            I might even be more suspicious if the room was too happy. Too good to be true.
         

         
         “If that’s the case,” I say slowly, “then I think that makes it extra important for us to find Helena’s room. It could teach us about her, and the more we learn about her, the more we might learn about the maze.” The idea comes to me in a rush, and I talk quickly, trying to keep up with my racing thoughts, spinning my ring rapidly as I start to pace. “If she has a room, and if Anthony is correct that destroying the right part of the maze might destroy her, then it’s got to be her room. But that should still be our plan B, I think. We might also find the kind of information we need to form a new theory about how to leave. At the very least, we might learn more about how best to convince her to try whatever plan we come up with.” 

         
         I stop abruptly, turning to Logan. “Uhm. Does that make sense?”

         
         But Logan’s nodding and agreeing. “Yeah! I think it’s a great idea.”

         
         “What about the part about trying to save her instead of kill her?”

         
         “Totally on board,” he says. “Theoretically. We still don’t know if we can trust her or Anthony in any way. Maybe we won’t have a choice. But I agree that if nothing else, we should do what we can to prevent us from having to kill someone.” He pauses, allowing a heavy silence to fill the space before continuing quietly. “I don’t think
            that’s something we’d just get over, even if it got us out of the maze.”
         

         
         “Yeah,” I whisper. “Yeah, me neither.” I clear my throat. “So,” I say at a more normal volume, “I guess the next question
            is . . . how the hell do we find her room?”
         

         
         Logan contemplates this. “There’s gotta be a sign for it. Like Anthony’s lightning bugs.”

         
         “No one else’s rooms have consistent signs like that. Maybe it’s just Anthony.”

         
         “As far as we know they don’t,” Logan points out. “But if anyone else does, it’s gotta be Helena.”
         

         
         “Fair. We have to figure out what the sign is. Somehow.” I sigh, swapping my ring to another finger, then another.

         
         “I’m going to guess that it’s nothing we’ve ever seen. Definitely nothing she’s pointed out to us. She’d have told us it was
            mortal danger, like the lightning bugs. I think we have to look more closely at the doors that have no obvious signs.”
         

         
         “To find ones we’ve never seen or noticed before.”

         
         “Exactly. And, uh, honestly, my plan after that is hope we just know it when we see it,” he says sheepishly.
         

         
         “I think we will,” I say with a sudden confidence. “The maze is a fan of intuition. We’ll know it.”

         
         We start by checking all of the doors in the snow room, but every sign is recognizable. None set off the alert. We go by the
            safest route. Every time we find a door, we take the time to scour the area. Check the corn for anything hiding in it or growing
            on it, close our eyes and listen for sounds, and sniff around for any unusual scents that’d be out of place in the maze. In
            the process, we do find a couple of new signs. One is honeysuckle growing on the corn. The other makes me scream. After almost
            ten minutes of examining the corn, I see the hands wrapped around two cornstalks. They aren’t attached to anything. Just . . .
            hands.
         

         
         Neither of them seem to fit Helena. We definitely don’t go through the door with the hands.

         
         Eventually we reach a T in the path. One direction sets off the alert. The other is flooded in a spectrum of rainbow light.

         
         “Great,” I say. If the pattern holds true, that path will take us to a death echo. It’s not the direction I would choose under
            any other circumstances, especially since the other way also has a sign pointing to certain safety—except, of course, for
            the blaring emergency alert.
         

         
         “We’ll move through it quickly,” Logan promises. “Might not have to see the whole echo.”

         
         “Yeah,” I say, not feeling particularly confident. “Hope you’re right.”

         
         The dread pooling in my stomach and tightening my throat disappears when we enter the room, replaced instead by confusion.
            Sitting on the ground in front of us, engrossed in quiet conversation, is . . . us.
         

         
         “Is that a solid enough plan?” Other Sadie asks. I shift uncomfortably at hearing my own voice. It’s weird every time. “I feel like it needs to be bulletproof to convince her.”
         

         
         “I’m not sure it’s possible to make it bulletproof,” Other Logan says. “Not if she doesn’t want to accept it.”

         
         “We have to make her accept it.” Other Sadie fiddles with something in her hands, flipping it open and shut. A wallet. I think
            it’s Anna Thompson’s Hot Topic anime wallet. In this attempt, I took it with me? Why? “Or we’ll never get out.”
         

         
         “Oh, this is fucked up,” Logan says. His voice sounds unbearably loud, but the other Sadie and Logan don’t react. The echoes never do. 

         
         “Maybe we should go back,” I say, even though I have a dozen memories of times when going back was worse than moving forward.

         
         Logan takes my hand. “We can get past this. Just . . . let’s stick together, and don’t look at them.”

         
         It’s easier said than done. We’ve died enough that it seems like I shouldn’t want to see it, but I find myself turning away
            from the door I’m checking for signs almost every thirty seconds to see what’s happening to Other Sadie and Other Logan. There’s
            also the fact that I don’t remember this death, and it’s a lot weirder seeing one I don’t remember. It makes it hard not to fall down that spiral of oh god, is this a future death, are we already doomed in this loop and the next and the next?

         
         It’s not a productive spiral. I try to focus on finding signs instead, because the sooner we know where each door goes, the
            sooner we can leave. I keep searching the corn while waiting for that static figure to appear.
         

         
         And then it does. Other Sadie and Other Logan turn in its direction and stand up, sticking close together. They already know
            it’s not someone they can trust.
         

         
         I nudge my Logan, but it’s unnecessary. He’s watching.

         
         “We can figure this out,” Other Sadie says. “Just give us time.”

         
         The familiar and terrible static voice comes out of the figure, but words come through, too. “. . . no time.”

         
         “There’s nothing but time,” Other Logan insists. “If you’d just listen—”
         

         
         The figure steps forward, and in the movement, static blows away. A leg and the hem of a sunflower dress appear.

         
         I briefly close my eyes. Of course I knew it was Helena. Who else could it have been? It’s just different to have confirmation.

         
         Bursts of crackling static interrupted by words. “You . . . listen . . . can’t . . . tried . . . why can’t you believe me?”

         
         “Because it’s not working!” Other Logan says. “You’ve been trying for decades, and it hasn’t worked yet. We’re offering another
            solution that could get us out of the maze without having to kill anyone else.”
         

         
         The figure—Helena—shakes her head, and with it goes the static over her face. She’s glaring stubbornly at them.

         
         “You don’t think . . . before I resorted to this?” she demands. Her voice is still skipping like audio on a lagging livestream.
            “Do you really . . . jumped into killing? I didn’t want to . . . worked that way. I’ve tried everything, and nothing else . . .
            find the right attempt, that’s it.”
         

         
         “You didn’t try this,” Other Sadie says. “We know you didn’t, because he’s still here.”

         
         Helena’s glare turns stony. Her hand, no longer static, twitches. She’s already holding her gun. Anthony’s gun. Other Sadie and Other Logan must be aware of it, but they don’t look scared. “Don’t bring him into this.” 

         
         “There’s no way around it. He’s part of it, and he’s part of the key to getting out.”

         
         “No. No. And if you really believe that, then it’s all the proof I need that this attempt is beyond flawed.”

         
         At that, I do look away. I hear the shots. I hear the bodies fall. I only glance back when the room begins to flicker. I gasp.

         
         Helena—the echo Helena—is looking right at us. There’s confusion and what might be horror on her face. She steps forward,
            and the room resets. Helena’s gone. Other Sadie and Other Logan sit on the ground, having their quiet conversation.
         

         
         “Is that a solid enough plan?” Other Sadie asks. “I feel like it needs to be bulletproof to convince her.” She flips the wallet
            open and closed, open and closed.
         

         
         Before I can say, We should go, before Logan can pull me to a door, before we can do anything, that static figure returns. Helena. Parts of her body still crackle and flicker. She only has eyes for us, and Other Sadie
            and Other Logan don’t react to her at all.
         

         
         “Uh,” Logan says.

         
         “I’m not sure it’s possible to make it bulletproof,” Other Logan says. The echo Helena doesn’t have her gun anymore. Her hands
            are empty. “Not if she doesn’t want to accept it.”
         

         
         Logan and I rapidly back away as the static Helena approaches us. Neither of us realize she’s pulled her knife from her bag until it’s too late. 

         
         “We have to make her,” Other Sadie says. Helena lunges. Her arm flickers into static, but it doesn’t matter, because the knife
            stays solid and real. How is it real? Logan shoves me aside, and the knife goes into his chest, and he falls, and I scream,
            and Helena turns on me, and then she’s gone.
         

         
         “Or we’ll never get out.”
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         Logan and I both know he’s going to die. We don’t even have to say it. The knife is deep, and he’s already weak. I don’t take
            out the knife, because I’m pretty sure that if someone gets impaled or stabbed or something, you don’t take out the thing
            that got them, because then they bleed to death faster. You’re supposed to let the hospital do that part.
         

         
         Too bad about the lack of hospitals.

         
         There’s nothing to be done, and Logan’s acceptance of his fate combined with the certainty that we’ll return—because we have
            to, because this can’t be it—allows me to stay relatively calm. No reason to distress him by freaking out, right? I sit on
            the ground and move him just enough to put his head in my lap. You also aren’t supposed to move injured people, but, well.
            Other Sadie and Other Logan stay in their prescribed place, talking. I stare at them a moment, then turn back to my Logan,
            smiling.
         

         
         “Do you remember your cousin’s wedding?” I ask. It was the first family event I attended with Logan, firmly solidifying our friendship. Once you’re close enough to accompany them to a random family member’s wedding, you’re definitely friends. 

         
         “The one they had outside in November in Indiana because they were relying on climate change to make it unseasonably warm? Where I couldn’t wear a coat because I was a groomsman?”
            Logan nods. “I have a vague recollection.”
         

         
         “I thought it felt nice!”

         
         “Well, that’s why you’re the penguin, and I’m the lizard.”

         
         “Anyway,” I say, not hiding my grin. “I was thinking about the reception, when that waiter kept giving you wine because I guess being
            in the wedding party meant you must be twenty-one or older?”
         

         
         “And you kept stealing it, which led to the waiter taking it away.”

         
         I gasp. “I did not! That was Patrick!”

         
         “Who?”

         
         “He was, like—your cousin’s colleague’s brother, or something.” I wave my hand. “Not important. I don’t even know why he was
            at our table. Point is, he stole the wine, not me.”
         

         
         Logan considers this, brow furrowing. “No, no. I’m pretty sure it was you.”

         
         “You only think it was me because you don’t remember Patrick. Which is incredible, he was sitting on your other side! Why
            do I know him and you don’t?”
         

         
         “Because he’s not real,” Logan whispers. “He was a hallucination fueled by illicit wine.”

         
         I roll my eyes. “He was real, he was just boring, so your brain decided he wasn’t worth remembering.”

         
         “No, I’m pretty sure—”

         
         “I’m pretty sure—”
         

         
         “No, no—”

         
         I interrupt him by very lightly whacking the side of his head. He laughs, and the laughs turn into coughs. I swallow hard,
            the temporary joy draining away.
         

         
         “I’m sorry,” Logan says. He coughs again. “It’s my fault we’re stuck here.”

         
         “There’s no universe in which this is your fault, and I’m not just saying that ’cause you’re dying,” I say.

         
         “It is. I’m the one who said we should skip the field trip.” He sighs, closing his eyes. “I’m the reason why we went on the
            drive.”
         

         
         “I’m the one who picked the directions. I’m the one who said we should go in.”

         
         “But if we hadn’t skipped the field trip in the first place—”

         
         “I’m why you said we should skip it,” I say softly.
         

         
         Logan pauses. “No, I just didn’t want to go,” he says, not convincingly.

         
         “Own up to it, buddy. You were being kind and thoughtful, the way you always are. You knew I didn’t want to go, and you were
            nice enough to take it out of my hands.”
         

         
         He opens his eyes enough to meet mine, and I smile at him. He attempts to smile back, but he’s fading. “You just seemed really upset. I realized maybe—I mean, I know some chairs are uncomfortable for you—” 

         
         “Which is why you always make sure I can find an option without arms. Don’t think I haven’t noticed.” It’s impossible not
            to notice. He never says anything about it, just casually appears with an armless chair. He did it at the wedding. He’s done
            it at school. I don’t know where he gets them, but the fact that it even occurs to him is . . . incredible.
         

         
         “I just thought maybe it was like that, with the rides. God, was that shitty? To just assume you wouldn’t fit?”

         
         “It was thoughtful,” I insist. Maybe in other situations, with other people, it wouldn’t be. There are definitely fat people
            who take offense at anyone acknowledging the obvious, and I get that. There’s this feeling that the polite thing to do with a fat person is pretend they aren’t fat at all but, like, to the point of denying reality. Gracie, bless
            her heart, is half my size, and when we were friends, she’d offer to lend me clothes.
         

         
         I’m sure she did it without thinking much of it. The unconscious lessons of “This is what teen girls do, they borrow clothes
            from each other” and “It’s mean to even imply someone is fat” came together and, not considering the reality of it, she made
            the offer.
         

         
         But it’s not polite or nice, not the way a lot of thin people think it is. It’s awkward and embarrassing to go along with
            the playacting. Oh, yeah, totally, thanks, it’s super cute, uhm, I’ll try it on later?

         
         “I’m glad,” he whispers. He sounds so distant.

         
         I know he’s going to die, but I’m not ready for it to happen. “How long do you think we’ve been gone out there?” I ask, trying
            to keep him engaged in the conversation.
         

         
         “If it’s as long as it feels,” he says, “then they’ve probably started doing search parties for us.”

         
         I hate the idea of our parents fruitlessly searching for us, but something else occurs to me, and I grin. “You know your cousin Mina is making a million TikToks to try to find us by going viral. Tap into that obsessed true crime community.”
         

         
         Though his eyes are closed now and his voice quieter than I’d like, Logan manages to wrinkle his nose in distaste. “Ew, no.
            They’ll decide I murdered you.”
         

         
         “Or decide you’re their gentle marshmallow K-pop boy and I fatly overpowered you,” I counter.
         

         
         “Ah, the final test of which is more powerful in the true crime community: racism or fatphobia.”

         
         We both laugh, then settle into silence. My heart feels too big for my chest. After I ruined my friendships with Bri and Gracie,
            I worried I wouldn’t get another chance at that kind of connection. I naturally lean toward being a hermit and a loner. I’m
            not great at making friends—that’s why I had the same two best friends since elementary school. Between losing them and breaking
            up with Eric . . .
         

         
         Well. Then Logan happened, and our friendship went from AP Physics to dinners with his family and playing video games with his little brother. Eventually I felt secure enough to let him into my house, and he’d come over for dinner. We’ve watched a lot of movies with my mom because there’s almost always one playing while she’s home. We go on our drives and explore and make
            up wild stories about the weird hidden spots we find, and after the Ball State tour we agreed we’d find the secret places
            on campus just like we find the secret places on our drives, because together we can make magic out of nothing, and oh my
            god, how have I ever doubted that we’re friends?
         

         
         I wipe tears off my cheeks and brush back his blue-tinted hair. “I have so much to thank you for,” I say. “How’d you do that?
            Less than a year of friendship, and I already owe you so much.”
         

         
         He shakes his head. Maybe he can’t speak anymore. I lean in close.

         
         “You’re why I didn’t get back together with Eric, you know,” I whisper. “I’d only broken up with him a few weeks before we
            met, and he kept messaging me, but if I responded, he’d go quiet for hours or days until I made the first move. It was driving
            me insane, and I didn’t know what to do. I’d also just gone through a big friend breakup. They weren’t bad people or anything.
            They tried. That room, the Ferris wheel? That’s the last time we hung out. And they tried, but I didn’t give them anything back. I was upset about how much they hated Eric. I felt like they didn’t understand our relationship, and if they didn’t understand our relationship, they didn’t understand me. I don’t blame them for not talking to me a lot after that. 

         
         “So I didn’t really have any friends to talk to. I thought Eric was it. I thought I was making a huge mistake by breaking
            up with him, because maybe he was right when he said that no one but him could love me.” Logan’s breathing is so shallow now.
            “I was going to ask for him to take me back. Then I met you, and I . . . hesitated. You sat next to me in class like it was
            nothing, and, dude, you have a dangerous smile, do you know that? You didn’t magically cure me of wanting him or anything. I don’t think I can even explain it. But
            you’re why I didn’t text him. You’re why I’m not still trapped in that cycle.” I lower my forehead to his. It’s damp and cool.
            He’s not breathing. “I think you saved me,” I whisper. “And I’m going to save you, too. We just have to try again.”
         

         
         A few moments later, I realize what’s been wrong this whole time. The silence. I look over my shoulder to Other Sadie and
            Other Logan. They’re still sitting exactly as they were, both with their legs crisscross, facing each other, knees touching.
            But they’re silent. Their conversation ran out a long time ago, because their loop only has a few lines. Helena should have
            showed up already and shot them. I guess without that, they just . . . stopped.
         

         
         I wait a little while longer anyway. I’m hoping she’ll appear and do it for me so that I don’t have to.

         
         “I’m right here,” I whisper into the silence. “Come kill me. Restart it.”

         
         Nothing. Then more nothing, then the room flickers, and when it comes back, Other Sadie and Other Logan are gone. It’s just me and my Logan now, and he’s not much for conversation at the moment. 

         
         I’m alone.

         
         I feel numb. I can understand, now, how some other Sadie—not Other Sadie, but Another Sadie—was able to sit and diligently
            fill in notebook pages with black. Put a Sharpie in my hand and a notebook in front of me, and I think I could do that, too,
            because there’s nothing else inside me.
         

         
         “Sadie?”

         
         I turn, eyes flying open just in time to see someone disappearing through one of the doors. I catch a glimpse of long blond
            hair.
         

         
         I murmur another apology to Logan as I scoot out from under him, trying to lay his head on the ground as gently as I can.
            Then I’m up, and I’m running.
         

         
         The maze doesn’t give me any rooms, only turns. I see another flash of blond hair and follow, over and over. At one T intersection,
            I think I’ve lost them. I stop, looking both ways.
         

         
         I stand silently, straining my ears, praying. Thunder rumbles powerfully overhead. When it fades, I hear the footsteps. Someone’s
            running to the left, getting farther away. I sprint after them. Another glimpse of blond hair.
         

         
         I push myself past my breaking point. My legs and lungs both scream for relief, but I stop short when I finally reach a room. It’s huge and holds a giant tree. It reaches so far into the sky that I can’t see the top, and it’s so wide that I can’t see the wall of corn behind it. The vast canopy obscures the sun almost entirely. Near its base is a small pond of clear water. 

         
         I walk all the way around the massive trunk, twice, then three times. I never see any blond hair, and I don’t hear any footsteps.
            If there are other doors that lead out of this room, I can’t find them.
         

         
         This room is only occupied by the tree, the pond, and me.

         
         I slump against the tree, letting it support me, and finally drop the knife that killed Logan. Of course it was just another
            way for the maze to mess with my head.
         

         
         Saaadie.

         
         “Nope,” I say. “No sheep skeleton for me right now. Thanks, though.” My voice is hoarse after all that running.

         
         My arm twinges, just a weird little twitch right above my elbow. I ignore it until it happens again.

         
         I wish I’d kept ignoring it. That terrible thing is back, and it’s moving. Like a thick worm under my skin. I close my eyes, count to three, and open them again.
         

         
         It’s still there. It’s shifting upward. Writhing.

         
         I don’t spend much time thinking about my next move. I just do it. I find the pocketknife in my bag that I picked up in the first storage room forever ago—or moments ago?—and make the first cut above the thing, because if it’s moving upward, it’ll either slip out through the sliced skin on its own or get close enough that I can pull it out. I know instantly it’s a mistake when I see the blood and I get dizzy. No, no, no, not this time, come on, it’s just blood. I watch the writhing thing under my skin approach the cut. This’ll be easy. No problem. I set the knife on my thigh and
            raise my hand, ready to grab the thing as soon as it appears.
         

         
         The skin around the cut bulges, and the thing . . . keeps going. I only see a faint glimpse of it, through blood and maybe
            another few layers of skin. I think it’s green.
         

         
         I swallow down bile. It’s corn. Like Anthony.
         

         
         The cut needs to be bigger, then. And deeper. I don’t think I went deep enough. I gotta move fast, too, because I don’t know
            how long I can stay conscious. I breathe hard through my nose. I focus so hard on the task to try to ignore how much it hurts,
            even as tears stream down my cheeks.
         

         
         Where the fuck is it? I choose a spot a couple inches above the original cut and slice all the way across my arm. It’s jagged, deeper in
            some places, too shallow in others. I have to get it out, I have to dig, but my vision is tunneling. Finally, finally, I’m able to grab hold of the tail end. It’s slick with blood and I struggle to maintain a grip on it. I pull, and it thrashes
            like a fish on a hook, trying to escape. The pain is enough to make me scream, but I grit my teeth and pull and—
         

         
         It’s out. Now that it’s out of my skin, the small section of cornstalk that was burrowing into my flesh hangs limp and dead.
            My blood drips off it in a slow, steady trickle.
         

         
         “Fuck,” I whisper. I’m not going to be able to stay conscious much longer, but at least it’s out. I use my uncut arm to throw it
            as far as I can away from me.
         

         
         That’s when I see the other one, there, in my other arm. It’s circling the outside of my wrist. Nestling on the back of my
            hand like a protruding vein. My eyes flicker downward and—there, forming a border around my kneecap.
         

         
         The sound that comes out of me is anguished and loud, and I don’t know if it’s for me or if it’s for Logan or if it’s for
            Beverly or that blond boy or if it’s for all the copies I found of Anna Thompson’s wallet, or for Anthony, or Helena, or if
            it’s for nothing—just raw, pure grief escaping me.
         

         
         I cut and cut, and I must be quite a sight when Helena finds me. I’m pretty far gone. I’m only vaguely aware of her rushing
            to my side, of her hands hovering over me like she’s looking for the source of the wound so she can apply pressure. I guess
            she realizes there’s no one place, because her hands drop.
         

         
         “Oh, Sadie,” she whispers. Maybe I cut too deep somewhere. I’m fading. “How did it get this bad?”

         
         
            
               
                  
                     	Ask Logan.

                     	Ask Eric.

                     	Ask yourself.

                  

               

            

         
         All that comes out of my mouth is a slow puff of air as I slide into the darkness.

         
          

         When I wake up, Logan’s already awake beside me. His grin disappears when I sit up, desperately checking my arms and legs. I’m going to end up like Anthony, I’m— 

         
         “Sadie, Sadie,” Logan says in a soothing tone. He touches both of my arms gently, not holding me still, just a little nudge
            to let me know he’s there. I stop moving and let him grasp my arms more firmly. “Are you here with me?”
         

         
         “Yeah,” I whisper.

         
         “It was bad. Your last one.”

         
         “Yeah. And . . .” I swallow. I don’t think this is something I can afford to keep to myself. “I think we have to get out of here.”
         

         
         “We will,” he says.

         
         “No,” I say, desperate. “Like, fast. Now, ideally.” I hold out my arms to him, even though the corn doesn’t appear to be there anymore. “It’s in me, Logan. The maze is in me.”
         

         
         He looks at my arms, clearly understanding he’s supposed to see something, but he’s confused. He shakes his head. “What does
            that mean?”
         

         
         “You know how the corn can be in someone before it shows? I think each new attempt tries to reset it, but it’s still getting
            worse. It’ll come back. I died last time because there was something . . . growing in me. Under my skin. I tried to cut it
            out.”
         

         
         “Cut it out? Sadie—”
         

         
         “It went about as well as you’d expect,” I interrupt. “We have to get out because the maze is in me.” I need him to understand what I mean. How serious it is.
         

         
         I don’t have to explain anymore. “I’m guessing that might, uhm.” He clears his throat. “Make it easier for the maze to take
            you.”
         

         
         “Yeah.”

         
         Logan nods. “Right.” He nods again. “Okay. Then we’ll get out. That’s the only option, right? We’re getting out.” He stands
            up. “I think finding Helena’s room is still our best plan. Either it’ll teach us how to reason with her or teach us how to
            kill her. Both work for me.”
         

         
         “But where do we start?”

         
         “The intuition thing,” he says. “I know what you’re going to say—last time, it got us killed. I think it’s our best shot.”
            He holds out his hands and helps me to my feet. “Intuition?”
         

         
         It also didn’t work for me when I was alone, but I don’t have a better idea. “Intuition.”

         
         Maybe Logan’s intuition is better than mine. It’s only a couple rooms—another storage room, a room with mushrooms as tall
            as us, and a random school gymnasium—before he spots something.
         

         
         “Look at this,” Logan says. He’s crouched, examining the ground in front of a doorway. “There’s extra husks packed here.”

         
         “There are?” I join him to investigate. The hardwood of the stage gives way to dirt and hay and corn husks, same as I’ve seen sometimes packed into the ground when they’ve been trampled by dozens of people at those mazes with my dad. 

         
         “Yeah, it’s just a little thicker than anywhere else.” He pulls up a layer of flattened corn husks, then another, until what’s
            underneath is revealed.
         

         
         It’s dirt with the shape of a flower carved into it—maybe more like engraved into it, since it’s still intact after being
            so thoroughly covered.
         

         
         “A sunflower,” I say.

         
         “You were right,” Logan says. “That we’d know it when we saw it.”

         
         “Okay,” I say. “Let’s see what’s in Helena’s room.”
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         The path to Helena’s room is short and littered with wilted yellow petals. We walk silently, both of us stuck in our own heads.
            If our pinkies weren’t linked, I’d worry that Logan might float off into space. Or that I would.
         

         
         The room opens to a flower garden featuring a table with two chairs. There’s the expected sunflowers, of course, but many
            more types: black-eyed Susans and tiger lilies and tulips. There’s even a collection of gardening tools, and, next to it,
            a basket of flowers that seem freshly cut.
         

         
         If Helena’s room, like ours, is based in her memories, then this could be the real garden she grew before the maze.

         
         “I don’t know what I was expecting, exactly,” Logan says, “but this is . . .”

         
         “Beautiful,” I finish.

         
         “Yeah.”

         
         We fall into uneasy silence. We take a seat in the chairs, which blessedly don’t have arms. I look around the garden. It’s so carefully tended, but it’s been allowed to grow a little wild, too. If this is Helena’s garden—and honestly, I have no doubt that it is—then it’s clear she put her heart into it. 

         
         “I wonder what happened here,” I say into the quiet. “If the maze rooms are centered on bad memories . . .” I shrug. “It just
            looks like this is somewhere where she was happy. She loved this garden.”
         

         
         “I loved that theater,” Logan points out. “How did you feel about the fair?”

         
         “I . . . okay, yeah. Same. I looked forward to it every year.”

         
         “Maybe it chooses bad memories from places we love on purpose. If they’re meant to trap us, then that’s a good move.” He pauses,
            trying to sort his words out. “Like . . . the movie theater was one of my favorite places in the world from the time I was
            little. I adored everything about it, from the foggy, ancient glass over the movie posters to the old-fashioned red curtain
            that covered the screen. It was already in me, and already would have been a great lure. Then Tanner tainted it. Problem is,
            that didn’t erase the love I already had for it. So now all those happy memories exist alongside toxic ones, making my connection
            to it even stronger.” He laughs softly. “Does that make any sense?”
         

         
         I nod. I get it. I loved the fair. I looked forward to it every year. I’d wander the 4-H displays and see everyone’s art. The smell of farm animals has always been a comfort. My favorite ride was this UFO-shaped thing, where you stood inside leaning back against a panel and it spun so fast that it would stick you to the wall without any belts or straps, and even lift you up as the panel shifted from the force of gravity. When Bri, Gracie, and I were in elementary school, Ariel used to take us to the fair as our babysitter. She was a saint for the sheer number of times she went on that ride with us. 

         
         I take a small, shuddering breath. “Yeah. Yeah, okay, I see how that would be effective. Don’t know if Anna Thompson had a
            big love for Speedways, but . . .”
         

         
         Logan shrugs. “Guess whatever she remembers there was powerful enough that it didn’t need to be anywhere more significant
            than a gas station.”
         

         
         “I hate this maze,” I say. “Have I mentioned that?”

         
         I look around again. Seriously, what happened in this beautiful garden? I stand up and walk carefully through the rows of
            flowers, searching for some clue to who Helena really is and how we can stop her.
         

         
         I find a plot of tiger lilies, all vibrant orange and speckled black. I’m not the best at recognizing flowers, but those I
            know because my mom grows them in our front yard. As a little kid, I thought they were flowers plucked from a fantasy story,
            and I always wanted them all for myself. My mom had to teach me over and over not to pick them, but as a compromise, she agreed
            to cut me some if I asked her first. I understood her side, but then I’d be alone and looking at those magic flowers, and
            I’d get tunnel vision. I stole a lot of tiger lilies.
         

         
         It looks like Helena loved tiger lilies, too. There’s a blanket on the ground in front of them, like she came out here to sit, and a mug that’s tipped over, spilling tea into the earth. 

         
         Lying among the flowers is a book. The cover is blue and has a picture of a train with one train car circled in red. The title,
            Murder in the Calais Coach, is printed above the train just as large as the author’s name beneath it—Agatha Christie. It looks almost new, but it doesn’t
            surprise me when I open to the copyright page and see 1934.
         

         
         I take the book back to Logan. He’s staring at a bed of tulips, but I’m not sure he’s really seeing them.

         
         “What’s on your mind?” I ask.

         
         “Tanner,” he says. “This maze seems designed to make you think about whoever hurt you the most. Harder to feel like I’ve moved
            on in here.”
         

         
         “I get it,” I say. “It’s like the maze wants us to stay in that mental place.”

         
         “If Helena created the maze, what does that say about her?”

         
         I hadn’t considered that. Anthony said Helena had relatively little control over the maze, so the maze remains semisentient
            in my mind. But if she did create it, what parts of it came from her?
         

         
         “I don’t know,” I say.

         
         Logan sighs and looks up at me. “What’s that?”

         
         I glance down at Murder in the Calais Coach and carefully place it on the table in front of him. “I think it’s her weakness.”
         

         
         Logan sits up so fast he almost knocks the chair over. “Seriously?”

         
         “No proof or anything,” I say hastily as he flips through the book. “It’s down to that maze intuition thing.”

         
         “I think you’re right,” he says. He holds the book up, showing me the inside of the front cover. Someone’s written For Helena, from R. I must have missed it when I flipped to the copyright page.
         

         
         “Who’s R?” I ask.

         
         “Not Anthony,” Logan says. “He said Helena accused him of cheating on her, but maybe she was the one cheating? And she projected
            it onto him?”
         

         
         “Maybe.” I take the book from him, reading the inscription again and again as if the answer will magically come to me. In
            my defense, it could. Maze intuition and all.
         

         
         “Moving on,” Logan says.

         
         “What?”

         
         “The maze makes it hard to move on.”

         
         I blink at him, confused. “Yeah. We just talked about that.”

         
         “Bear with me a minute, because this might be bullshit. But if Helena created the maze, and the maze doesn’t want us to move
            on . . . maybe that’s exactly what she needs to do.”
         

         
         I sit up straighter, starting to understand. “Yes! Okay, I don’t think that’s bullshit. That makes sense. She created the maze, but it’s also fighting her and trapping her by making it impossible to move on. It’s surviving off her inability to find closure for . . .” I shrug. “Anthony’s death, maybe?” Something comes back to me. “What was it we said back in our death echo room? The other versions of ourselves, I mean.” 

         
         “They were talking about convincing Helena of a plan,” Logan says. “Something about it needing to be bulletproof.”

         
         I close my eyes, willing the memory to come back to me. “He’s still here.” I open my eyes again, staring at Logan. “They said
            she hadn’t tried their way yet, because he’s still here. They thought he was, like, the key to getting out of the maze.”
         

         
         “If the plan involved him not being here anymore,” Logan says, “then does he have to . . . ?”
         

         
         Logan is interrupted by the bursts of the emergency alert system, making us both jump.

         
         Beeeeeep

         
         “The National Weather Service—”

         
         Logan and I share a panicked look. “Does that mean . . . ?” I ask. Thunder cracks overhead, loud and fierce in its confirmation.

         
         “Let’s not stick around to find out,” Logan says. He has to speak loudly to be heard over the aftershock rumbles of thunder.
            We stand, scanning the walls for another door. It takes a heart-pounding moment to realize that Helena’s room is like Anthony’s.
         

         
         Only one door.

         
         And when we turn and face that one door, there she is. Her auburn hair is loose around her shoulders. On her face is a look of pure hostility I’ve never seen from her before, which is maybe a wild thing to notice from someone who’s killed us so many times. And yet I don’t think we’ve ever experienced quite this level of angry. 

         
         “What are you doing here?” she asks, her voice a low warning. As if emphasizing her fury, thunder booms overhead, closer than
            ever. “How did you even find this place?”
         

         
         “Helena, listen to us,” Logan says. “We think we have a solution to the maze. A way to get out without killing anyone else.”

         
         Her laugh comes out as a harsh bark. “Yeah, you’ve had a few of those,” she says. “Though I guess you don’t remember that.”

         
         “We don’t,” he admits. “But isn’t it worth trying anyway?”

         
         “Depends. Does it involve Anthony?”

         
         Logan and I glance at each other. We haven’t figured out the exact details of the solution, and we’re basing it largely off
            of what we heard another version of ourselves say, but . . .
         

         
         
            
               
                  
                     	Oh my god, absolutely not! We would never!

                     	. . . It doesn’t not involve him.
                     

                     	This would make an incredible TikTok. POV: You’re trying to convince an immortal(ish) woman from the 1930s to maybe kill her husband (again).

                  

               

            

         
         I go for what might be the more reckless answer. “Yeah. It does,” I concede.

         
         “Then it’s not going to work. We’ll have to start over—”

         
         “What does a perfect attempt even look like?” I demand. The words burst out of me before I can overthink them. I’m so sick
            and tired of dying. Logan reaches out, linking his pinky with mine, and I draw strength from it. “So far they seem to end whenever we just don’t
            trust you enough for your liking. How does that prevent our exit?”
         

         
         Helena hesitates so briefly I barely notice it. “If you have to ask . . .”

         
         “You don’t know,” I say, realization dawning. “You don’t even know what you’re looking for. You’re just killing people and
            hoping you’ll know it when you see it.”
         

         
         Maze intuition again.

         
         “I know more about it than you,” Helena snaps. Then she notices what I’m holding, and color drains from her face. “Where did
            you get that?” Helena whispers. I shove Murder in the Calais Coach into my bag, as if she’ll forget she saw it in my hands. “It’s not yours,” she says.
         

         
         “Helena,” Logan says, trying to draw her attention. “We have to take any opportunity we can to get out, don’t we? Do you really
            want to kill anyone else?”
         

         
         She shakes her head, but still only has eyes for my bag that holds her book. “It’s not yours,” she says again. “It’s mine.”
            Louder, a desperate, raw shout, “It’s MINE.”
         

         
         I hold up my hands. Thunder again, so close, too close. “It’s yours, okay—”
         

         
         She’s not listening. She’s only glaring at us, breathing hard. Rustling alerts me to the movement of the flowers, and the
            advancing walls of corn.
         

         
         “What the fuck?” I whisper.

         
         “Leave and never come back here,” Helena says coldly. “In fact, I think it’s time for us to part ways. I was foolish to think
            you two could help me. Go back into the maze and stay there until it takes you and you rot.”
         

         
         “We can still help—” Logan tries to say, at the same time I’m pleading, “There has to be another way—”

         
         Helena screams. I clap my hands over my ears to escape the force of it. The scream, so loud it almost drowns out the thunder,
            transforms into discernible words. “GET. OUT.”
         

         
         Logan and I aren’t fast enough to avoid the corn when it comes for us in earnest. The way it rushes for us, reaching, stalks
            twisting and falling over each other, like a wave of zombies. It’s easy to imagine the corn parting to reveal gnashing teeth
            and grasping hands.
         

         
         But it’s only corn, and in the maze, that’s enough. There’s barely time to hear our own screams join Helena’s before it’s
            over.
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         I wake up panting. Beside me, Logan groans.

         
         “Did you know she could do that?” he asks.

         
         “No clue. She was really taking it easy on us before.”

         
         “Cool. So she’s got some kind of magic that can make an infinite, inescapable corn maze, and also she can kill us with that
            corn.” He rubs his chest like its sore, but I’m betting he’s remembering how easily those lightning-fast stalks pierced his
            flesh. I know that’s what I’m thinking about. Death by corn impalement. Not my favorite.
         

         
         “And we’ve pissed her off,” I add. “In a real big way.”

         
         Logan sits up, rubbing his face. “Eternity in that movie theater is looking a little better. Like, wouldn’t it be nice to
            sit and watch a movie instead of dealing with all this?” He waves a hand around to indicate . . . well, everything, I assume.
         

         
         “I know you’re joking,” I say, sitting up alongside him. “But don’t. Not that joke. You know how sometimes you start liking something ironically, making jokes about how you’re not really into it, but haha what if? And it eventually becomes indistinguishable from a genuine interest? Like you and Love Island or saying lol at the end of all your texts.”
         

         
         “Or like you and professional wrestling?” Logan asks.

         
         “Yes! A perfect example. Something starts as a joke but becomes real. So . . .” I sigh, my energy draining. “Not that joke.”
         

         
         He nods and takes my hand. “Not that joke,” he agrees softly. “We’re getting out of here. I believe that.”

         
         “No other option,” I say.

         
         “No other option.”

         
         “Naturally we’d find out she’s even more dangerous than we thought right after finding the one thing that might be her weakness.”

         
         “Did it come with us?” Logan asks.

         
         “I doubt it,” I say, opening my bag. “We usually end up in an earlier room and then it’s reset—oh.” Slowly, a little worried
            it’ll disintegrate if I move too fast, I pull Murder in the Calais Coach from my bag. “Huh. Never did get a handle on the reset rules of the maze.”
         

         
         “Because they’re nonsense. But right now, nonsense that works in our favor. Maybe Anthony’d have ideas on how to use it against
            her.”
         

         
         “To Anthony,” I say without enthusiasm.

         
         Anthony’s room is easier to find than in any of our remembered loops, and it’s silent when we arrive. We walk through a cloud of lightning bugs and find him in his usual—and I guess eternal—spot on the wall. He doesn’t lift his head to greet us. He doesn’t move at all. His body hangs limp in the corn. Is that what’s going to happen to me if we don’t get out? What about Logan? He hasn’t had the corn growing inside him yet like I have, so maybe he’s immune or something? I’m not sure why it’s affected me so badly, but that’s okay. The longer he can stay safe, the better. 

         
         “Is he . . . ?” Logan asks in a low voice as we approach.

         
         “Nope.” We’re close enough now to see the places on his torso where everything has rotted or faded or, I don’t know, been
            eaten away by the corn. His lungs are still inflating.
         

         
         Slowly, Anthony’s head shifts to the side. He rolls it into an upright position, and it seems to take a superhuman effort.

         
         “Ah,” he says. His voice, so strong earlier, is weak now. “You’ve returned.” He shakes his head, closes his eyes for a moment,
            then smiles at us. His brightness returns. When he speaks again, his voice is back to normal. “What have you found?”
         

         
         It’s weird, but what we just saw kind of reminds me of, like . . . a computer booting up? Like how sometimes when they turn
            on, there’s a minute where they run slower. They’re waking up. That’s what it seemed like with Anthony. Like he hadn’t been
            sleeping when we came in, he’d been shut down, and our entrance booted him back up. It reminds me of the hosts in Westworld. They have that moment of blankness when someone brings them online.
         

         
         “We’re not sure,” Logan says.

         
         “You inspire such confidence.”

         
         “We found her weakness,” I say. “Or at least something important, because she saw us with it and she was pissed. It’s more
            we’re not sure why it’s her weakness or how to use it to our advantage.”
         

         
         “Well, show me, then.”

         
         Logan and I share a glance. This could be our last chance to jump off the Anthony train. It feels a little wrong to be showing
            him something so personal to Helena. Did she lose her right to privacy just because she killed her husband?
         

         
         . . . I mean, when I put it like that, it seems like the answer should be yes, but it doesn’t feel like a yes.
         

         
         Okay, so, what are my options here?

         
         
            
               
                  
                     	Here it is, the book that is clearly super personal to Helena, that I am giving to you, her creepy husband.

                     	I don’t know, Anthony, what do you think it is? Do you really know Helena that well?
                     

                     	Pardon me, I have to go because I’d rather be trapped in the maze forever than keep looking at you.

                  

               

            

         
         Honestly, C sounds pretty good right now.

         
         Except that we do need to understand Helena better, and she’s upset with us, and Anthony’s our next best hope.

         
         Reluctantly, I take out Murder in the Calais Coach and hold it up for him to see. He squints.
         

         
         “Come closer,” he says.

         
         I don’t want to get closer. I’m afraid the corn is going to lash out and reach for me like it did in Helena’s room. That zombie
            tide of corn, ready to either impale me or make me part of the horde. I’m going to wind up trapped here with Anthony, with
            corn under my skin and in my eyes.
         

         
         At my hesitation, Anthony sighs. “Well?”

         
         I feel Logan close to me. He takes the book from my hand and approaches Anthony.

         
         It’s clear the moment Anthony gets a good view of it, because his impatient expression turns stony. “I see.”

         
         “I get the feeling you recognize it,” I say.

         
         “I do. You found it in her maze room?”

         
         “Yeah. There was this spot where it looked like she’d sit and read.”

         
         “And that’s the memory the maze chose for her room.” Anthony raises an eyebrow. “Interesting.”

         
         “Wanna tell us why it’s interesting?” Logan asks, lowering the book. “Right now we’re not sure how we’re supposed to use a
            book against her.”
         

         
         Anthony takes a deep breath through his nose, stretching his neck from side to side. “It was when we got engaged. Helena loves
            books. I didn’t think she should be spending money on them, though, not with everything we’d need to afford once we were married.”
         

         
         Didn’t Anthony say his family was well-off?

         
         “One day I visited her at her parents’ house,” Anthony continues. “She was in the garden with a brand-new book.”

         
         It’s so easy to see it. Helena sitting on a blanket next to her tiger lilies with a mug of tea and a new book. Maybe she was
            even wearing that sunflower dress. It would have been idyllic until Anthony arrived. Did she smile to greet him, excited to
            see her fiancé? Or did she know how his face would go stony once he saw the book, and try to hide it?
         

         
         “I was . . . upset,” Anthony admits. “It wasn’t even used or borrowed. It was new. New, when we had just discussed her spending. She wouldn’t admit to buying it, and she wouldn’t tell me how she got it.”
         

         
         This feels familiar. I’ve been in this exact kind of fight with Eric. I bet she was desperate for him to not be angry with
            her, but wasn’t quite willing to direct his rage at another person. She probably kept looking for any answer that would satisfy
            or distract him without setting him off further.
         

         
         He would have persisted. Guys like him and Eric have a real stamina for arguments. They don’t back down unless it gets them
            something. They keep going until you break, and that still might not end it because the longer you fight, the longer you will
            have to beg for their forgiveness later.
         

         
         I know I might be projecting, and maybe that’s not how Helena felt at all. She could have stood up to him in ways I never did with Eric, stormed out of the room, yelled back at him. 

         
         Deep in my gut, though, I feel that Helena and I are similar. I don’t know if it’s maze intuition, or like calling to like,
            or the way she recognized that I’d made myself small to avoid confrontation. Like she understood the instinct because it was
            one of her own, or it had been before the maze. If Helena showed her husband real anger, she probably learned as quickly as
            I did that it wasn’t worth it.
         

         
         “I had to drag it out of her. Apparently, it was a gift. She wouldn’t tell me who gave it to her, just kept hedging. I knew
            even before I saw the inscription.”
         

         
         For Helena, from R.

         
         “Raymond was a boy in town that was sweet on her. She said I was imagining it.” He scoffs. “She liked the attention.”

         
         That night at the fair, in an endless fight with Eric because I’d gone out with friends, and he thought I cared more about
            them than I did about him.
         

         
         “Of course, in the end he did what those types always do,” Anthony continues. “As soon as a better opportunity presented itself,
            he was gone, never to be seen or heard from again. Helena pretended it didn’t bother her. She did a bad job of it—she moped
            for weeks.”
         

         
         “You thought she was cheating on you, and you still married her?” Logan asks.

         
         “Of course. We’d made a promise to each other, and she couldn’t help her weakness. Her weakness was why she needed me. Who else could help her grow as I could? Who else would even have her once they saw who she really was?”
         

         
         I can’t breathe. Anthony keeps talking on and on about how Helena needed him, how he couldn’t just abandon her, but I’m hearing
            another voice and seeing another face.
         

         
         As good as Eric was at causing my panic attacks, he was also amazing at talking me down from them. I was so desperate for
            his love and kindness that any display of it would immediately soothe me.
         

         
         Then, just as I would be getting my breathing back to normal and wiping the tears away, he’d sigh like he couldn’t believe
            I’d put him through that again.
         

         
         You know I’m doing everything I can, right? You know that no one else would put up with this? Other men wouldn’t want someone
               in . . . your state.

         
         No mention of any other gender. Eric didn’t deny my bisexuality, exactly, but he had no interest in acknowledging or encouraging
            it.
         

         
         I’m doing everything I can to fix you, and you give me so little in return. Are you even trying? Do you want to be broken
               forever?

         
         Thunder cracks right over our heads, bringing me shrieking out of the flashback. Logan takes my hand.

         
         “Are you okay?” he asks, keeping his voice low. I imagine that my eyes are rolling like a spooked horse.

         
         “Sorry, I—it surprised me.” We both look up at the sky. “That was way too close,” I say. “Does it ever storm here? It’s been
            thundering the whole time we’ve been in the maze.”
         

         
         “No,” Anthony says with a sigh. “The storm never comes.” He pauses, considers. “Though I suppose it does seem closer.” A flash of lightning. “That’s new,” he allows, before the thunder cracks once more.
         

         
         “We need shelter or something,” I say, panic rising in my chest. God, I wish I could check the radar or storm tracking or
            anything.
         

         
         “The truck!” Logan suggests. He turns to Anthony. “Your truck. That could work, right?”

         
         “Maybe, if I felt inclined to let you in.”

         
         I gape at him. “Are you seriously not going to let us sit in your truck for the length of a storm?”

         
         “The storm could last seconds or centuries,” he says. “I doubt it’s a normal storm. It’s bound to do more than rain.”

         
         “What the hell does that mean?” Logan asks.

         
         Anthony shrugs a single corn-tangled shoulder. “I’m saying we can’t know what effects the storm might have. Maybe this will
            inspire you to move a little faster. Kill Helena, and you won’t have to worry about the storm.”
         

         
         My skin feels hot. I cycle through response choices, but my thoughts are messy with anger.

         
         
            
               
                  
                     	ARE YOU KIDDING ME?

                     	I hope you rot here, you goddamn—

                     	[the kind of explosive, wild screaming that makes light bulbs shatter when a girl in a movie has secret powers]

                  

               

            

         
         I’ll never say these things. I’ll think them very loudly and hope it shows on my face, but in my experience it probably won’t.
            My thoughts and emotions are so big to me that it always seems like they should be obvious to everyone. Instead, people often
            think I’m just grumpy or bored half the time.
         

         
         “Because you clearly can’t do shit to take down Helena on your own,” Logan says, a growl in his voice. “Or you would have
            a long time ago. You needed us to go find the book. You need us to get Helena. And for us to help you, we need to remain alive
            and in possession of our memories. You’re right, we don’t know exactly what the storm does, but I’m going to bet it can get in the way of those things. So . . .”
         

         
         Anthony stays silent. Thunder rumbles through and builds to a cracking noise. He looks between the two of us with a deep,
            searching gaze. Helena was convinced that we’d be the ones to get her out of the maze, but is Anthony just as convinced we’ll
            be the ones to destroy it?
         

         
         For that matter, even if he thinks we’re capable of taking down the maze, how badly does he want that? We don’t know what happens to Anthony if we destroy the maze. We don’t know what he thinks happens. I can’t tell if he’s trying to escape like the rest of us, or if he just thinks it’ll hurt Helena, and that’s
            enough for him.
         

         
         So, the question is, how badly does he want this, and how much does he believe we can do it?

         
         Are we valuable enough to him to save?

         
         “Storage rooms are probably safe from the storm,” he says finally. I don’t really trust myself to speak. I’m worried one word
            could lead to so, so many more. I’m grateful when Logan asks the question on my mind.
         

         
         “Probably?” Logan says.

         
         “There aren’t any guarantees in the maze,” Anthony says. “But storage rooms are safe from the maze’s other dangers, so they
            seem a fine choice for the storm.”
         

         
         “And how do we know when it’s safe to come out?”

         
         “There aren’t any guarantees in the maze,” Anthony repeats. “Anyway, how would I know? It’s the first storm. We’re all going to find out together. You get to decide
            if you want to risk leaving or sit around and wait.” He looks up to the sky. “But I think you should hurry.”
         

         
         It’s no use. We leave him behind and go in search of cicada sounds.

         
         Problem is, it’s almost impossible to hear anything like the cicadas with the thunder and the increasing force of the wind. The lightning is more frequent, the thunder louder, the clouds blotting out the sun. The wind picks up and quickly becomes so violent that we have to hold on to each other to stay upright. Heckin wimdy, my brain helpfully supplies.
         

         
         Even if there was an actual safe space in the maze for us to shelter from the storm, it doesn’t matter, because we’re not
            fast enough. The wind snatches Logan away from me and wraps itself around my body when I reach out for him. It’s the wind
            that sends us into the air. I don’t know which way is up. Or which way is Logan. All I can do is scream and wait to land.
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         I’m lying on dirt and packed-down cornstalks. Where am I?

         
         Somewhere, distantly, I hear my name before the world shifts out of focus and I slip back into unconsciousness.

         
         Saaadie.

         
         I wake up again, and this time I know I’m in the maze. It takes a moment for me to come fully back to myself and notice that
            I’m alone. Mostly alone. My dear friend, the sheep skeleton, is splayed out on the ground in her usual position.
         

         
         Saaadie.

         
         “Yeah,” I mutter. “Yeah, I know.” I sit up, pressing the heels of my hands over my eyes. The thunder still rumbles, low and
            threatening, and the sky remains clouded, but the wind has ceased.
         

         
         Welcome home, Saaadie.

         
         “No thanks. I’ve got places to be. People to find.”

         
         Saaadie. She sounds almost disappointed this time. Gently scolding. Like, oh, Sadie, haven’t you given up yet? Haven’t you figured
            out you’re here forever?
         

         
         But I’m not. I’m not. I told Logan I’d save us, and I’m going to. I’m going to find Logan, and we’re getting out of this maze.
         

         
         I keep that intention at the front of my mind as I search for him. Room to room, hoping each time that Logan will be there
            waiting for me. No Sadie without Logan. No Logan without Sadie. The maze has never kept us apart very long. It shouldn’t have
            been possible for us to find each other any time we’ve been separated, and yet we always do.
         

         
         We always will.

         
         I decide to check Anthony’s room. It’s a place we both know how to get to, and the signs are easier to spot than the signs
            for Helena’s room, which seem to be purposefully hidden. I’m willing to bet Logan would have the same thought process. Either
            I’ll find him there or I’ll wait for him.
         

         
         Problem is the door signs aren’t quite working right. I go through one where the stalks were covered in orb weavers, since
            they’re usually a good sign, and very narrowly miss falling off a cliff just a few steps into the room. The entirely reliable
            cicadas don’t take me to a storage room, they take me to a room the size of a small walk-in closet where the ground is covered
            in blue flowers. They release a puff of pollen or something else when I step on them, so I quickly backtrack. I’m not ready
            to die on this attempt yet.
         

         
         At one point, I hear running footsteps nearby. I call Logan’s name and try to follow them, but I never catch up. It takes me an embarrassing amount of time to remember that this has happened multiple times before. Another trick of the maze. 

         
         When I finally, finally reach a storage room, I don’t like that one of the walls is breaking apart. The first few layers of corn look less like,
            well, corn and more like clay that someone squished with their hands, crumbling away and leaving bits on the ground. It’s unsettling,
            but I sit down anyway, groaning. I could probably keep walking forever. That’s the thing with the maze. You can feel tired
            with sore muscles, but you never quite hit the point where you can’t move another step.
         

         
         When I feel the twinge in my knee, I ignore it. Nope. Not right now. If I don’t think about, it’ll go away.

         
         I take out Murder in the Calais Coach. I’ve never read any Agatha Christie, even though I always intend to read classics outside of what gets assigned in school,
            but . . . yeah, doesn’t happen that often.
         

         
         It’s also not going to happen now, because three pages in, the notes start. Underlined phrases and sentences in pencil. Little
            comments are written in the margins. There are two writers—one with neat, blocky writing, and in response, one with a tighter,
            slightly messy hand. It doesn’t take long to come to the conclusion that the first round of notes was made by Raymond and
            the replies were Helena’s. I think she meant to pass the book back to him once she was done.
         

         
         Most of the back-and-forth refers to the book, but others are off topic. Inside jokes and references. The Helena in these notes is not a Helena I would guess to be capable of murdering her husband, much less all the people she’s killed in the maze. She’s funny and sweet and smart. There’s an ongoing joke about a guinea pig that I can’t possibly guess the origin of, but they both refer to it. On some pages, the margins are full of her theories about who the killer is along with her reasoning. 

         
         I . . . really like this Helena. And Raymond, too. He was careful with his comments about the book itself, clearly trying
            not to spoil her own reading experience. I can see the points when he got so excited about a theory that he couldn’t help
            himself. He has all these insights into which characters Helena will like and which ones she’ll hate, and judging by her replies,
            he was always right.
         

         
         I don’t know if they were romantically involved, but they were best friends. He was her Logan. I’m scared of Helena and pissed
            at her for how she’s been handling the maze, but right now . . . I’m enamored with their friendship. I’m heartbroken for her,
            above everything else. I’ve gotten a taste of what it would be like to lose Logan, and I wouldn’t wish that experience on
            anyone.
         

         
         The worst part is when Helena’s responses stop. Raymond’s comments go all the way to the end, but about halfway through, Helena’s
            cut off abruptly. It’s not that she got swept up in the narrative and just forgot to make notes. On page 133, her last comment
            is only half-written.
         

         
         This, right here. This comment. It must be the moment Anthony found her in the garden. It’s when he picked a fight with her
            over a book.
         

         
         I now know, without any doubt, that I’m not willing to kill Helena. I can’t use this book against her, and even if it would bring the maze down, I refuse to kill her or watch her die. 

         
         We have to find another solution, and I think to do that we’re going to need a little more information. We need to try to
            piece together exactly how the maze was created in the first place.
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         Newly inspired to get the hell out of this maze, I manage to push myself off the ground and leave the storage room. Find Logan. Find the truth. Anthony told us his side of the events the night the maze formed, but I have my doubts that it’s the full story. Maybe the
            facts are technically correct. It sounds bad if you just say, My wife killed me. But sometimes wives have good reasons for killing their husbands.
         

         
         Anthony as he is now, barely able to move in the corn, is horrible to look at but not physically threatening. What was he
            like before? When Helena killed him—if Helena killed him—was he towering over her? Screaming at her? Did she think he was going to kill her and she had to act first?
         

         
         I obviously don’t know those answers yet, but it’s too easy to imagine Anthony twisting the story so the same facts have a
            whole new appearance. I just can’t trust his version of that night at face value alone.
         

         
         I walk down a short, winding path and find myself in a room that is surprisingly nondescript by the maze’s standards. There’s several puddles from the storm, I guess, and small white mushrooms sprouting out of the ground, but not much else of note. 

         
         Except for the part where Helena is here.

         
         “Oh, god, you must be kidding,” is the first thing Helena says when she sees me. Which, to be honest: same. Big same. I’ve
            decided we shouldn’t kill Helena, but that doesn’t mean I’m ready to confront her, right here, right now. Of course the maze
            would lead me right to her. I should have been checking the radio, but I was so focused on looking for lightning bugs and—well.
            Doesn’t matter. Here now. Gotta figure out what to say to keep her from killing me immediately. She’s not likely to be any
            happier with me than she was when she found us in her garden.
         

         
         “Listen,” I say. “I’m sorry about . . . before.”

         
         “Which before? There’s a lot of befores with us, Sadie.”

         
         “Your garden, I mean.”

         
         “Oh, you’re sorry about breaking into my garden? My memories?”
         

         
         “Yes. That. But we’re all trying to get out of the maze, so shouldn’t we work together?”

         
         Helena laughs harshly. She’s different. I don’t know if seeing us in her room shook her faith that we’re her key to getting
            out or just made her not like us, but she’s different. There’s a coldness that wasn’t there before. “What do you think I’ve been trying to do?” she asks. “You’re the ones who keep running away.” 

         
         “In our defense,” I say, “you do keep killing us.”

         
         “Because you keep not trusting me!” she insists. “There are attempts where you understand and we’ve worked together. Those are easier.
            I had to keep trying to find one.”
         

         
         I decide not to point out that repeated murder can really wear down your trust in a person, and she couldn’t possibly rely
            on us just not remembering that.
         

         
         “Why aren’t we still in one of those, then?” I ask. “If you didn’t kill us—”

         
         Helena sighs. “No, I did there, too.” When my eyes widen in alarm, she’s quick to say, “I had to. One of you always got pulled
            in by the maze—usually you, actually, I think the maze only almost got Logan once, and I have some theories about that—” She
            stops herself, shakes her head, and returns to the point she was trying to make before her tangent. “And killing you was the
            only way to save you.”
         

         
         “So even working together, we never get far enough,” I say, partly to myself. “We need to try something else.”

         
         “I swear to god, if this is one of your suggestions to kill Anthony—”

         
         I hold up my hands. “Dude, whoa, I was not going to say that.” . . . Okay, I wasn’t going to start with it, anyway. “I know that other versions of me have suggested it before.”
         

         
         “Not versions of you I liked very much.”

         
         “With the really big disclaimer that I am not suggesting it,” I say. I pause until she grudgingly nods to acknowledge the disclaimer. “Do you think it would . . . work?”
         

         
         She tenses. She doesn’t want to answer, but I see it well enough on her face. Helena isn’t doing quite as good of a job at
            hiding her emotions as she used to—or maybe I’m better at reading her now. She does think it could work. That’s got to be part of why it makes her so mad.
         

         
         “Who knows?” she says finally, exasperated. “Anything could work. For all I know, the key is eating these mushrooms.” A beat,
            then, “I would not actually suggest you eat them.”
         

         
         “Good idea.” I lower my hands. Then, because I want to know her side of the story and also because I seem to have a wavering
            sense of self-preservation at the moment, I say, “Anthony says you killed him.”
         

         
         Helena closes her eyes, like she’s in pain. “Yes,” she says softly. “I did.”

         
         “Why?”

         
         She shrugs. “Things happen, I guess.”

         
         “You killed your husband because . . . things happen?” I’m not trying to be combative, honest, I’m not. I still think I’m
            missing a lot of context, and I’m willing to be on Helena’s side. Still, I must sound a little too incredulous because when
            Helena opens her eyes, there’s steel in them.
         

         
         “Yes, Sadie,” she says coldly. “Things happen. Like you ending up in my private garden, stealing from me.”

         
         My hands go to the strap of my bag, and I grip it tightly. The book is rightfully hers, but I’m not sure it would be smart to give it back yet. Instead, I say, “Who’s Raymond?”
         

         
         The name hits her like a slap. She flinches, grits her teeth, closes her eyes, and exhales. Her voice comes out even, but
            not calm. “A friend.”
         

         
         “He gave you the book.”

         
         “Yes. Did Anthony tell you that?”

         
         “He said . . .” I pause. I’m not going to repeat everything Anthony said about Helena and Raymond. I have my doubts Helena
            was actually cheating on him. He sounded the way any shitty possessive boyfriend does. Helena had a friend, the friend was
            male, in Anthony’s mind that meant only one thing.
         

         
         Even if she was cheating, I don’t think I could blame her after my few interactions with Anthony. At least he couldn’t move when I talked
            to him.
         

         
         “Go ahead,” Helena says. “What did he say?”

         
         What’s the nicest way to put it?

         
         
            
               
                  
                     	He thought you were cheating on him.

                     	He thought you were incapable of having a normal friendship.

                     	Girl, I don’t think you want to know all the shit he’s been saying.
                     

                  

               

            

         
         I settle on, “He thought you and Raymond were more than friends.”

         
         Helena laughs. “He didn’t put it like that, though.”

         
         I shift uncomfortably. “No.”

         
         “Did he tell you about how Raymond went missing?”

         
         “He said that Raymond left.”

         
         “Yes. Three weeks after the fight, after Anthony burned the book—yes, he burned it,” she says when my eyebrows shoot up. “Threw
            it in our fireplace and made me stay there, sitting with him like it was any other night. Three weeks later, Raymond was gone.
            Everyone said he moved away. His mother and I knew differently. He wouldn’t leave, not with his father sick like he was. Still,
            the rumor that he’d gone west to seek his fortune spread, and everyone just accepted it.”
         

         
         I’ve devoured enough true crime that it doesn’t take long for the gears in my mind to catch up to what she’s saying. “So you
            think Anthony . . . killed him?”
         

         
         “I have strong reason to believe it. I’ve never proven it.”

         
         “And you stayed married to him?” There’s that incredulity in my voice again, and Helena doesn’t like it any better this time.
            Her cheeks flush red.
         

         
         “Yes,” she snaps. “I did.”

         
         I can’t seem to stop myself from speaking—can’t talk when I want to, can’t stop talking when I should. “I just . . . why?
            I don’t get it.”
         

         
         A familiar expression flashes across her face and, with dawning horror, I realize what I’m doing. It’s Bri and Gracie, to me, all over again. It’s what pushed me away from them.
         

         
         God, I haven’t learned anything.
         

         
         “Wait—” I start.

         
         “No. No more from you.” Helena’s voice shakes. She draws the gun, normally a smooth motion, but this time fumbling. I hold
            up my hands again, trying to show I’m not a threat. “You and Logan both think you’re so smart, that you’ve got all the answers,
            but this is the first time you’ve been right. You don’t get it. You don’t understand the maze like I do, and you don’t understand me.”
         

         
         “Helena—”

         
         “Shut UP!” she shouts. “You’re not my way out. You’re not. You’re not.” She says it like she’s trying to convince herself. Like if we are her way out, it’ll destroy her. She keeps the gun pointed at me.
         

         
         I don’t move. I stand there with my hands up, knowing what’s about to happen. It’s happened dozens of times before. Helena
            with the gun when she needed to kill us quick or from far away. Helena with the knife if she could get close. Helena, killing
            me over and over and over. What’s one more time? When I wake up, Logan will be with me. No Sadie without Logan, just like
            Helena said.
         

         
         I try to believe that, anyway. But it turns out that dying never gets less terrifying. My whole body is trembling like a scared baby animal. Tears are leaking out of my eyes. I know it’ll probably be like every other time, with no memory of the in-between, just a quick cut from one scene to the next. 

         
         Inside that probably is the possibility Logan will never stop fighting to find me, to live, and Helena won’t hunt him, and he’ll never die, and
            that’s good, but also terrible if it’s true that we can’t reset the attempt without each other. There’s the chance that somewhere in the liminal space between
            gunshot and waking up, the maze will grab me and hold on, and I’ll be trapped there. Me and the sheep skeleton, together forever.
         

         
         There’s also that bone-deep worry that’s lurked inside me since we discovered the resets. Logan and I have compared the maze
            to a video game more than once. What kind of game is it? It feels rogue-like, where dying over and over is the point, so you
            can get farther in the game. But it might not be. This could be a game where you only have so many lives. Where, eventually,
            you hit a GAME OVER screen. There are some games with difficulty levels that make a game over permanent. Save file locked,
            no resetting, you can’t get back in, you’re just dead.
         

         
         I’m worried that each time we restart the maze, we’re running out of lives or hearts or hit points or whatever, and if it
            reaches zero . . .
         

         
         GAME OVER.

         
         It’s the not knowing that’s scary.

         
         I close my eyes and whisper, “I’m sorry.” I’m not sure if I’m apologizing to Helena or Logan or myself. I’m so, so sorry. I wait to die again.
         

         
         There’s no gunshot. It takes long enough that I open my eyes again. She’s staring at my arm. I follow her gaze. Slivers of
            cornstalk shift under my skin.
         

         
         “It’s in you?” she asks, her voice soft and scared in a way I don’t recognize from her. I lower my arms and wrap them around
            myself. “That’s why . . . when I found you cutting yourself. I thought you were trying to end that attempt to find Logan,
            but—”
         

         
         “It’s getting worse,” I say. “I . . . I think it gets worse with each attempt.” Maybe I wasn’t so far off about what happens
            in that liminal space between death and life. The maze has been reaching out to me as I pass through to my next round, unable
            to do more than touch me, but that’s enough. It builds up.
         

         
         “Yes. It will.” She closes her eyes tight. “Don’t . . . don’t die again, okay? Just—fuck.” Suddenly, she lets out a short, frustrated scream that makes me jump. She lowers the gun and opens her mouth like she’s
            going to say something more. All that comes out is a smaller, no less frustrated scream. She turns on her heel and stalks
            out of the room.
         

         
         My trembling legs collapse underneath me. The ground is damp and muddy, and I don’t care. Right now, all I can do is sob in
            relief. I’m alive.
         

         
         Don’t die again, she said. That’ll be easier if she doesn’t kill me. I try not to think too much about how bad this corn invasion in my body must be if Helena of all people decided she couldn’t solve it through a reset.
         

         
         How many attempts do I have left, then, before all that’s left of me is summer-green stalks of corn, shambling through the
            maze?
         

         
         I cover my face with my hands and allow myself one short scream, like Helena’s. I pour my fear and frustration into it, and
            then I stand back up, because I have to. Not because I’m strong or resilient or ready, but because I have to.
         

         
         The sooner I find Logan, the better. The thunder has gotten louder again. The door signs still aren’t matching up. I keep
            finding those crumbling walls of corn and clay. They’re not unstable in a way I can push through, and anyway, behind the broken
            layers there’s just more corn.
         

         
         Something’s happening to the maze. I don’t know what, but it’s unsettling and wrong, even for this place. It keeps me moving
            forward, intent on rejoining Logan and getting the hell out of here.
         

         
         I try to figure out if the door signs have only shuffled around, like, they just mean new things, but they’re too unpredictable. I go through a door with purple flowers, and it’s safe like it’s supposed to be, but the next purple flower door is full of thorny bushes that are too dense to even attempt getting through. Sometimes they mean what they should, sometimes they don’t. There’s no telling if the lightning bugs will lead me to Anthony, or if I’m just going to end up in a void of space. 

         
         My one constant is the sheep skeleton. She’s in every room now. The thorn bushes grow around her bones. She rests at the bottom
            of a shallow pond. She’s there in someone’s living room, splayed across the couch cushions while the person the room was made
            for stands staring out big bay windows. I stand with him, just for a moment. The windows look out on a beautiful front yard
            in a suburban neighborhood. I’d almost believe they could be a way out if I couldn’t see corn across the street, where other
            houses should be.
         

         
         When I find a storage room, I consider pausing. I nudge a few items around with my foot as I think about it, weighing the
            pros of rest against the cons of not knowing if I’ll be able to get back up. A half-empty water bottle shifts in the pile,
            and underneath it is a surfing Pikachu card.
         

         
         No resting.

         
         I take the card and choose a door at random. It’s not like the signs matter anymore unless they’re lightning bugs. Lightning
            bugs might not lead to Anthony at this point, but they’re all I have to go on and move toward at the moment.
         

         
         I can see into the next room when something lurches out of the corn. A mass of cornstalks, taller and broader than me, oozes forward like a slug across the dirt. Fully emerged, it takes up the width of the path. It’s similar to the one that chased me and Logan, a mass of corn-people merged into one, but it’s . . . There’s something wrong with it. That sounds silly—obviously there’s something wrong with goddamn everything in here—but it looks almost sick. Or
            mutated.
         

         
         Maybe the maze isn’t the only thing that’s falling apart.

         
         I stagger backward, holding up my hands, saying, “Whoa, whoa, whoa,” like you would to a horse. Or like I assume you would
            to a horse. Is that just a TV thing?
         

         
         It continues advancing, but it’s slow. That’s good. I’ll back up, get to the last room, and choose another door. It should
            be easy to outpace.
         

         
         But while corn-slug may be slow, the tentacle-like leaf that whips out of it isn’t. It’s lightning-fast and slashes across
            the palms of my open hands. It’s sharp and slices the skin with ease, but before I can register the pain, it strikes again,
            this time across my stomach. I press my hands against the wound, applying as much pressure as I can, and I turn and run. It’s
            more of a stumble, but I get just far enough that when a tentacle lashes out, it hits the back of my calves right as I launch
            myself into the storage room. I collapse, pulling myself across the ground with my forearms, hearing Helena’s voice. Don’t die again. Don’t die again.
         

         
         A creaking groan from behind me catches my attention. I look back. The corn-slug stands at the threshold, multiple tentacles
            now whipping around it, but none of them enter the room. It seems hesitant to penetrate the doorway.
         

         
         Right. Helena said the corn monsters don’t like the storage rooms. Because . . . it reminds them of what they had.

         
         Because they were once human.

         
         This was human. Or humans.
         

         
         I stare at it, shuddering from the pain. Who’s in there? Who were they?

         
         Is that what I’ll become?

         
         I have to find Logan. Walking is . . . difficult. I’ll have to move slow. I grab a sweatshirt from the storage room to keep
            pressed over my stomach. At least opening doors is easy enough.
         

         
         When I stumble into the next room, it truly feels like the maze is messing with me. Lightning streaks across the dusky sky.
            The air is filled with the scent of popcorn and cotton candy and farm animals. Towering high above me is the Ferris wheel.
         

         
         “Nope,” I whisper. “Nope, no thanks.” The corn infestation in my body will probably be worse next time. I can already feel
            the stalks worming around under my wounds. But if I die here? In this room?
         

         
         I don’t think it’ll be me that comes back. I half shamble, half crawl to a door and down a new path. If the Ferris wheel room
            was a way of messing with me, then this next room must be some kind of reward for resisting. I lurch through a cloud of lightning
            bugs.
         

         
         “A little late, I’m afraid,” Anthony says when he spots me. He gestures with his head toward the body on the ground. Logan.
            A little late, indeed.
         

         
         Sorry, Helena, I think, lowering myself down next to Logan. One more death, okay?

         
         “You’re never going to get anywhere if you just keep dying,” Anthony points out.

         
         
            
               
                  
                     	Wow, thanks for the life hack!

                     	Doesn’t look like you’re getting anywhere, either, corn man.

                     	What if, just for kicks, we see what happens if you die?
                     

                  

               

            

         
         I almost don’t say anything. It would be easier. I dig my fingers into the ground as the cornstalks inside my body seem to
            twist around the bones of my legs. I’m so damn tired of this. Of the maze, of dying, of him and everyone like him.
         

         
         “We wouldn’t be here at all,” I growl, “if you hadn’t been such a shitty, controlling husband. What did you do, Anthony, that made her kill you?” I glare up at him. His expression is stiff, unyielding, but I want to believe I see surprise
            in his bloodshot, cornshot eyes. “Don’t give me some bullshit about her being hysterical. What did you do that she couldn’t survive you any longer?”
         

         
         Anthony shifts his neck, cracking it. His jaw works as he considers his words. For just a moment, it’s another face. Brown
            hair instead of blond, green eyes instead of blue, paler. Eric. “Defending my murderer to my face. Does anyone deserve to be killed, Sadie? I thought you might be like her. Thoughtless. Irrational. Your own interests are all that matter to you, and as soon as you feel a certain way, it must be true.”
         

         
         
            
               
                  
                     	Oh, what, I’m not allowed to feel things?

                     	Wow, berating a girl for being irrational and thoughtless when you don’t like what she’s saying. Groundbreaking.
                     

                     	I’m sorry—

                  

               

            

         
         I squeeze my eyes shut. No. This isn’t who I’m going to be right now. I’m not apologizing to him for saying the truth.

         
         “Maybe I am like her,” I say. “And maybe we’re everything you say we are.” I try to hold myself up, but the pain is too much.
            I stare up at the sky. “I could come back to life over and over for a million years, and I’d take being like her over being
            like you every time.” I turn my head toward him. His face is red with anger, but mine burns hotter. “Your cruelty isn’t power. It
            never will be.” I interrupt myself with a gasp of pain as something writhes up my stomach from the inside, toward my rib cage.
            I’m going to end up like Anthony, all exposed muscle and bone and corn.
         

         
         Anthony opens his mouth to respond—something clever and condescending, I’m sure—but then his eyes narrow, sweeping over me.
            “It’s in you, isn’t it?” he asks.
         

         
         “In me? Oh. The corn.” I shift my gaze back to the sky. “Seems that way.”

         
         I can hear the smirk in his voice. “Then I suppose you’ll be like me after all, won’t you? See you soon, Sadie.”

         
         I close my eyes on a final sigh. For once, instead of overthinking my options, I go with the first response that comes to
            mind.
         

         
         “See you in hell, Anthony.”
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         My eyes flutter open to a ceiling. Unlike the Steak ’n Shake ceiling, there’s no transparency. I can’t see the sky beyond
            it. Just wooden beams and cobwebs.
         

         
         I turn my head at the sound of a small groan. A smile spreads over my face. There he is. My Logan, sitting up, stretching
            out his arms. He sees me and matches my smile.
         

         
         “Long time no see,” I say. “For me, at least.”

         
         “Less long for me, maybe,” Logan says. “I didn’t make it too far. A corn monster got me on the way into Anthony’s room.”

         
         I sit up. “One got me, too. That’s weird, right? I can’t remember an attempt where they hurt us, much less killed us. Usually they’re just terrifying and chase us a little.”
         

         
         “Me neither. So, yeah, for both of us to get killed by a corn monster on the same attempt after dozens . . .” He shrugs. “Doesn’t
            feel like a coincidence, but I also don’t know what it means.”
         

         
         “Did the maze seem . . . weird to you, this last time?” I ask. “Like, broken?”

         
         Logan’s eyes go wide. “Yes! The signs weren’t lining up with the doors, some of them wouldn’t even open. There was this one
            stretch where I went through a door, and it led to a little closet-sized room with another door, and that one led to another
            little room, just on and on, this endless parade of little rooms and doors. They kept closing behind me, so all I could do
            was move forward.” He rubs the back of his head, staring into space. “I kind of thought that was it for me. Maybe that’s what
            it meant for the maze to take you, you know? Doors. Forever.”
         

         
         There’re a few moments of silence where neither of us say anything. Then, because it’s the only thing my brain can come up
            with and it’s blaring across my thoughts like a neon sign, I say, “That’s rough, buddy.”
         

         
         Logan gives me an incredulous look, then snorts. “I should never have shown you Avatar.”
         

         
         “Hindsight is twenty-twenty or whatever.” I stand up, brushing myself off and taking my first look around the room we’ve woken
            up in. “Uhm . . . where are we?”
         

         
         The ground, mostly normal dirt and packed corn husks, is occasionally interrupted by hardwood and furnished like a studio
            apartment.
         

         
         “What’s wrong with this picture?” Logan asks.

         
         “Uh . . . no bathroom?”

         
         “Okay, that, but also something bigger.”

         
         I glance around again. Bed, pretty normal. Unmade. Woodburning stove, countertop. One corner has a desk packed with books and papers. Some of them look like maps. 

         
         “I need a hint,” I say, confused.

         
         “Look at the walls.”

         
         It somehow takes another thirty seconds before I fully register what he means. It’s a 360-degree view with a blue sky. The
            walls are primarily made of floor-to-ceiling windows.
         

         
         “Wait. Where’s the corn?”

         
         “Good question,” Logan says.

         
         We walk up to the windows. My stomach drops, even though this has to be a weird illusion.

         
         We’re in a tower. I can’t estimate how far up we are, but it’s far enough for me to freaking hate it.

         
         “Found the corn,” I say weakly. I have to back up from the window, but Logan can’t seem to look away. I get it—if I wasn’t
            so freaked out by heights, I’d be right there with him.
         

         
         We’re in a tower, but we’re still in the maze. Stretching out into the horizon is just . . . corn. The first room I spotted
            was far enough away that I couldn’t tell what was in it. All I saw were the paths leading away from the tower and the outline
            of a room. Then another. And more, on and on.
         

         
         Logan walks the perimeter of the room, looking out each window, and I’m willing to bet he’s seeing the same thing on every
            side.
         

         
         “What is this?” I ask. “How are we supposed to continue in the maze?”

         
         Logan nods toward the floor without hesitation. “There’s a hatch. Should be stairs under it.”

         
         The idea of walking down stairs from this high up makes me feel so sick that I have to sit down in the desk chair.

         
         “As for what this is . . . I’m not sure, but I think it’s a fire lookout?” Logan says. “I climbed a couple in Brown County
            when I was a kid. They weren’t this well furnished. Actually, I think they were completely abandoned, but . . .”
         

         
         “A fire lookout,” I repeat. “Is this the kind of place where one might find, say, a radio? Like the kind you can send messages through?”
         

         
         Logan stares at me. “Holy shit. Uh. Yeah, I’d think so?”

         
         The search doesn’t take long. The radio is buried under a pile of maps on the desk. It’s clearly very old—I think I’ve only
            seen this kind in movies. It’s large and boxy with a handheld square-shaped microphone piece attached by a coiled cord. The
            front has . . . way more dials than I’m personally used to.
         

         
         “Don’t suppose you have any idea about how to use this?” I ask.

         
         “I can guess,” Logan says. “Less sure what to tune it to. TBH”—he pronounces the letters out loud, tee-bee-aitch—“I don’t know if this kind of radio is even meant to work with the kind you’ve been getting the messages through. Like, your radio has FM, maybe AM? Are either of those what this one operates on?” 

         
         “Yeah, no clue. But it can’t be a coincidence that we’re here,” I say. “I am super willing to believe that the maze is capable
            of bringing incompatible technologies together.”
         

         
         “Then . . .” Logan leans in close to the radio, checking the dials and switches. He must find the power button because the
            radio lights up and hums to life. “Start talking?”
         

         
         “Me?” I ask, panicking. “No, I can’t—”

         
         “You’re the one whose voice we heard. If this is gonna work, I think it’s gotta be you.”

         
         I sigh. “Fine.” I clear my throat. “Do I just . . . ?” I pick up the mic and press down on a button on the side. “Hello? Sadie?”
            I look at Logan helplessly and mouth, What do I say? If I have to recite what the other me—or . . . current me?—said in order to prevent a time paradox or something, we’re screwed.
         

         
         “Tell her what to do,” Logan whispers.

         
         “I—okay. Sadie?” I close my eyes. What would I need to hear from a voice on the radio? “This probably isn’t going to make
            sense to you,” I say. “But you have to remember. The only way you and Logan survive is if you both remember.”
         

         
         I open my eyes and meet Logan’s. He nods encouragingly. I clear my throat again. “You have to remember before she finds you. That and the radio—keep the radio with you.” I start listing off advice, hoping that whichever version of me is listening is able to figure it out. “Follow the lightning bugs. Find Anthony. I . . . I don’t know if we—if you can trust him.” It occurs to me, then, that the DON’T TRUST note might actually be about him. How much does that note matter, though, if we can’t truly trust anything in the maze? “He knows more than you, and you need as much info as possible.”
         

         
         I groan and lower the microphone. “This feels so pointless,” I say. “I don’t even know if I’m using it right.”

         
         “It worked for some version,” Logan points out. “We heard their voices.”

         
         “Barely! A few sentences. Mostly static. What if none of it gets through?”

         
         “We have to try. Only one version of us needs to make it to the end, and anything we can give them will help.”

         
         Biting the inside of my cheek, I nod. “Yeah. Okay.” I bring the microphone back to my mouth. “Sadie. We—you—whatever, we can’t trust Helena, but I’m hoping we can help her. Don’t give up on her, not yet.” I swallow. “And if you . . . need to
            give up on her, follow the sunflowers on the ground. Find the book. I don’t know how it’ll help—”
         

         
         Feedback whines through the radio, so loud we both clap our hands over our ears. The microphone clatters onto the desk, bounces,
            and hangs off the edge. As the feedback fades, one voice comes through.
         

         
         “Saaaadie . . .”

         
         That’s when the tornado sirens start.

         
         You’d think after a lifetime in Indiana, I’d be used to the sirens. Most—maybe all—cities have schedules for testing them. In our town, it’s the last Friday of the month at noon. That means I’ve heard them once a month for my whole life. I’ve heard the emergency alert voice say, The National Weather Service has issued a tornado warning . . . and as it starts listing the counties under the warning and the towns expected to be hit, the sirens begin blaring.
         

         
         But still, in these first seconds, the wail of the sirens turns my blood to ice. The sound winds around my spine like cornstalks
            prepared to trap me. As the pitch undulates over and over, the hair on my neck stands up and my pulse races.
         

         
         I go to check my phone. It’s instinct. I’d normally open radar and squint for hooks in the Doppler, signs of rotation. I’d
            switch between that and a Twitter account that posts reliable severe weather updates for Indiana.
         

         
         Here in the maze, my phone only has the black lock screen and that big 3:07 mocking me.

         
         Since there’s no radar, I’ll have to rely on what I can see with my own eyes. I walk to the windows and look up to the sky
            instead. I don’t look down. I can’t.
         

         
         Thing is, for someone so scared of them, I’ve never seen a tornado in real life. I’ve experienced countless tornado warnings,
            but the actual tornado either missed us or dissipated or never quite managed to touch ground in the first place.
         

         
         But because I’m scared of them, I learned how to recognize them. So I know what it means for the sky to be tinged green.

         
         “This is a nightmare,” I whisper. “I’m in a nightmare. I’m in a fire tower in the middle of an endless corn maze, and there’s
            going to be a tornado while I’m in the tower.” I turn to Logan. “We should really get to the ground now.”
         

         
         “No argument there,” Logan says. He grew up in Indiana, too. He might not be quite as scared of tornadoes as I am—he goes
            out on the porch when tornado sirens go off, preparing to be a good Midwestern dad one day—but he’s not reckless about it.
            Pretty basic tornado safety: Being high up is bad.
         

         
         I’m not fast on the stairs. My intense desire to get down them can’t quite overcome the way my legs go shaky from the height.
            I have to focus on every step. Logan descends ahead of me, never too far away, but spurring me on nonetheless.
         

         
         It means he sees her first. He stops on the last landing, and I nearly run into him.

         
         There’s a girl at the bottom of the stairs. We wear the same clothes and have the same blue and blond hair, and I should be
            used to seeing myself by now, but I’m usually dead. This Sadie is alive, and the way she’s looking at my best friend . . .
         

         
         This is a Sadie who’s lost her Logan.
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         Other Sadie staggers backward, a hand clamped over her mouth. If she makes any sound, I can’t hear it over the sirens. They’re
            so loud now, louder than they were even a minute ago. Other Sadie looks past Logan to me, and she freezes. We make eye contact. The
            sirens grow louder and louder as she approaches, and I step past Logan.
         

         
         She places a foot on the bottom stair.

         
         The sirens are deafening.

         
         Logan grabs my arm, pulls me back.

         
         “No,” he shouts in my ear. “I don’t know what the hell is going on, but you’re not getting closer to her.”

         
         “It’s me,” I shout back. “I’m alone.”

         
         “She’s alone.” Logan glances at Other Sadie. The anguish is plain on his face. He doesn’t want to abandon her any more than he’d
            abandon me. “She’s alone,” he repeats. “You aren’t. I don’t know what happens if you get too close to yourself—”
         

         
         “I’ve been close to myself a dozen times!”

         
         “Your living self, then! I don’t know what happens, but I don’t think it’s good. Maze instinct. Come on.”

         
         Sirens still blaring, Logan has to practically drag me back up the stairs. Other Sadie watches us go. I think she’s going
            to leave us alone. The farther away we get, the softer the sirens become. They don’t go away, but they become more bearable.
         

         
         Other Sadie walks up a few steps, but she’s still just watching. I can no longer make out her expression. When we reach the
            hatch, she lurches forward and starts to run up the stairs.
         

         
         “Shit.” Logan urgently pushes me back up into the fire watch station first and follows quickly after. He slams the hatch and
            slides a bolt to lock it. I collapse on the floor, breathing hard from our ascent.
         

         
         “What the fuck is going on?” I ask, panting.
         

         
         “I don’t know,” Logan says.

         
         “You have guesses.”

         
         “Yeah, probably bullshit guesses based on watching too much sci-fi.”

         
         “Hey,” I say with a small smile. “You may just have to accept that you’re pretty smart and have good ideas.”

         
         Logan rolls his eyes. “Yeah, yeah. Fine. Time travel stories all deal with—”

         
         He’s interrupted by a thud against the hatch. The sirens ramp up again, not quite as loud as they were outside when I was close to her, but still way too damn loud. I scramble backward, nearly into a corner. Logan sits on the hatch, palms flat against the wood, staring down at it as if he can will it to stay strong while Other Sadie pounds her fists, trying to get in. 

         
         “This SUCKS!” I shout. Logan nods vigorously in agreement. The hatch shakes underneath him, and then the rain begins. It sweeps
            across the tower in cascading sheets. It’s so loud on the roof that it nearly drowns out the sirens. Thunder cracks overhead.
            The storm is well and truly back, and I’m just thankful we have cover this time. I hope the tower can withstand the winds
            that whipped us away before.
         

         
         I decide that being alone in a corner is worse than being close to that hatch. Besides, maybe my added weight could be of
            use. I crawl across the floor to Logan, and we sit close together. We don’t bother to speak. Between the sirens, the rain
            and thunder, and Other Sadie’s pounding fists, we’d never be able to hear each other.
         

         
         Instead, I take out my notebook. I very aggressively try not to think about the pages and pages of paper colored entirely
            Sharpie black, or the one covered back and front with the words DON’T DON’T DON’T left by Other Sadies. Those aren’t attempts I remember. I’m okay with not remembering them.
         

         
         I flip to a clean page and write, HOW DO WE GET OUT OF THIS?

         
         Wait for the storm to pass, Logan scrawls.
         

         
         
            WHAT ABOUT OTHER SADIE?

            Think she might go away with it

            WHY???

            Dunno. Think the storm makes her possible

         

         I look at Logan quizzically. He shrugs, then takes the notebook to write a longer note.

         
         
            I think it’s bad to meet yourself. The sirens got louder when you got closer. Idk what would happen if you touched but probs
               not good. Kinda wondering if the storm is why she’s here
            

         

         He watches me read, my brow furrowing deeply. I glance back at him. He adds more.

         
         
            listen idk but that’s what I’ve got. The storm’s been getting closer, after it hit briefly outside Anthony’s room the maze
               started breaking. Idk if they’re connected but the storm’s here in full force and so’s she. Which seems like a thing that’d
               only be possible if some barriers broke down. Idk but I think she’ll go away when the storm does
            

         

         After a moment I shrug and write, I GUESS WE’LL FIND OUT

         
         We settle in to wait. I mean, we could jump, I suppose, if we just wanted to end the attempt. If we had some kind of guarantee
            that we’d remember enough and we’d still have Murder in the Calais Coach wherever we started again, that might be kind of an appealing option.
         

         
         The idea of starting over with no memory at all and having to do everything again is enough to keep me away from the windows.

         
         I write a quick note and nudge it over to Logan. WHAT DO YOU THINK WOULD HAPPEN IF I TOUCHED OTHER SADIE?

         
         
            idk

            HUMOR ME

         

         He considers it for a while, then makes a bulleted list.

         
         
            
               
                  	one or both of you die

                  	maybe explode? Idk I imagine it being by explosion

                  	you create a big-ass explosion that kills both of you and me

                  	you’re both thrown out of time + space

                  	whatever parallel dimension the maze is in unravels and we’re all flung into the void

               

            

            

         Oh. Well.

         
         I DON’T LIKE ANY OF THOSE, I write.
         

         
         
            Yeah that’s why I’m not inviting her in.

            ALSO, PARALLEL DIMENSION?

            Yeah idk how else this place could exist. So you probably wouldn’t unravel the whole world or anything, just this one. The
               maze.
            

            BUT NOT IN A WAY WHERE WE’D ESCAPE

            extremely doubt it

            FINE, FINE, WON’T TRY IT THEN

            I appreciate it

         

         Eventually, Other Sadie’s pounding slows and stops. With the sirens still going, I’m pretty sure she just tired herself out
            instead of leaving or disappearing or whatever it is she’ll do when the storm goes, assuming Logan’s right. I think he is.
            Maybe it’s just because he’s smart and a sci-fi nerd and my friend and I trust him, but his theory rings true to me.
         

         
         So it’s all down to waiting. Occasionally Other Sadie knocks again, sometimes half-heartedly, sometimes with a renewed burst of strength. I try to put myself in her place and understand what she might be thinking. What would I do, if I’d lost Logan only to find him in the company of another me? 

         
         What would I do if I watched him run away from me, with her?

         
         I don’t want to imagine that. I don’t want to put myself in her shoes. Those are some extremely shitty shoes. Like, want-to-curl-in-on-myself-until-I-am-so-infinitely-small-that-I-wink-out-of-existence-entirely
            kind of shitty.
         

         
         Which, honestly, makes me kind of impressed with her perseverance. The very thought of it makes me want to lie down, give
            up, and die, but she’s still here, banging on a locked door, knowing Logan is actively keeping her out. Knowing I’m in here
            with him when in her world, she should be in my place.
         

         
         As the storm continues, Logan eventually lies down across the hatch and closes his eyes, throwing his arm over his face to
            better block the light. He doesn’t sleep. I’d guess he’s just trying to reduce the sensory input, and light is the only one
            he can control right now. I remain sitting up, staring at my inner arms, where cornstalks shift lazily. There’s more of them,
            but they’re thinner. Barely tendrils. I wonder if they’re all lingering just under my skin right now, or are there some wrapped
            up in my bones like they seemed to be in my last attempt? Cradling an organ?
         

         
         It’s hard to say how long it takes for the storm to die down, but when it goes, everything goes with it. A final furious blast of knocking from Other Sadie abruptly cuts off. The rain and sirens stop. 

         
         My brain struggles to wrap its way around the silence.

         
         “Is that it?” I whisper. “Is the storm over?”

         
         “I don’t know if we’re that lucky,” Logan says. “Could be the eye of the storm. A moment of calm before the next wave hits.”

         
         “That’s hurricanes. Not really thunderstorms and tornadoes.”

         
         “What about maze storms?”

         
         I don’t have an answer to that, especially considering the small dose we got of the storm’s powerful winds outside Anthony’s
            room, so I shrug. “I guess . . . I mean, I don’t hear her down there anymore. So maybe even if it’s not over . . .”
         

         
         “Should we check it out?” Logan asks.

         
         I rub my ears. “Yeah,” I say. “What’s the worst that could happen?”

         
         He unlocks the latch and, with a mouthed one, two, three, opens the door.
         

         
         Nothing. No Other Sadie.

         
         “Let’s get the hell out of this maze,” I say. “ASAP.”

         
         “Any thoughts on how?” Logan asks.

         
         “Mm . . . sort of? Or at least, I had this idea that we could figure it out if we knew how the maze was created.”

         
         “But we already do. Helena killed Anthony and something something witchcraft.”

         
         “Do you trust his version of events?”

         
         Logan doesn’t hesitate before shaking his head. “No. I really did think he was fine at first, but how he’s treated you and
            the way he talked about Helena, who has been genuinely trying to help us in her own, misguided homicidal way—he’s a bad dude.
            Maybe she killed him, but maybe he deserved it.”
         

         
         “So, agreed on trying to get another perspective of what happened?”

         
         “Agreed. But how do we do that? Helena did not seem up to sharing with us.”

         
         And I didn’t help with that after the things I said to her when we last met. “Well . . .” This is the part I’m a lot less
            sure of. “You know how the maze is made of memories? Like your movie theater or my Ferris wheel or the death echoes?”
         

         
         His eyes light up. “You think there’s a room that has the memory of the maze’s creation.”

         
         “Why not? It could be, like . . . like, its heart or something.”
         

         
         “Sadie, honestly,” Logan says, “that’s a great idea. That’s hardcore.”

         
         “Thank you,” I say, cheeks heating a little with a blush. It’s nice to be praised, okay? It’s nice to actually kind of believe
            it. “One problem.”
         

         
         “Is it how do we find the room?”
         

         
         “It is.” Thunder rumbles overhead, making us both look up. “The other problem is . . . how long do we have to find it?”

         
         After a moment of tense silence, Logan claps his hands together. “Well. My vote is good ol’ fashioned maze intuition. Which . . .
            might be our only choice anyway if the door signs are still wonky.”
         

         
         I’m scared and I’m tired, but I still can’t help but smile. “Intuition it is, then.”

         
         We walk down the stairs together, pinkies intertwined, though I keep my other hand tight on the railing. Falling down these
            stairs would be the most ridiculous way to die right now.
         

         
         When we reach the bottom landing, there’s only one door out of the fire tower room, and it leads to a crossroads.

         
         “Which way?” I ask.

         
         “Left,” Logan says automatically, so that’s the way we go. Intuition means going with your gut, right? We trade back and forth
            on who chooses the direction, and we stay close together. Whatever else happens, we’re not getting separated again.
         

         
         We don’t talk other than asking each other for directions. One small blessing is that every door is already open. Maybe that’s
            a terrifying sign of the maze’s deterioration or the breaking down of barriers, but it does make things a little easier.
         

         
         Maybe the maze crumbling is a good thing. Like, what if all we need to do is find a place to wait it out until it’s done tearing itself to the ground and then we can just leave? 

         
         I wish I could believe we’d get that lucky, but I can’t. We’re too much a part of the maze now. For me, it’s literal, but
            it’s true for Logan, too. I think if the storm tears this place apart instead of Helena ending it for herself, we all go with
            it.
         

         
         Part of the ship, part of the crew.

         
         In any case, it’s not a theory I want to test. I haven’t said anything to Logan because I don’t want to freak him out, but
            the feel of corn under my skin is no longer occasional. It’s constant. I think it’s mostly surface level, since the pain isn’t too bad yet. Still. I’m running out of time.
         

         
         It shouldn’t be a surprise when we end up in Anthony’s room. Doesn’t everything come back to him or Helena? It’s not ideal
            because Anthony’s room only has one door, but maybe we can get some more information out of him. As we walk through the cloud
            of glowing lightning bugs, I prepare myself for a fight. I can’t imagine he’s pleased with me after our last meeting.
         

         
         “Whoa,” Logan breathes. “What’s up with him?”

         
         “The storm?” I whisper. “Had to be, right?”

         
         Anthony’s still firmly rooted to his wall, but his head hangs limp. Stalks from all around the room and surrounding walls
            are uprooted and scattered. The uncovered parts of his skin bear the scratches from them.
         

         
         “Is he dead?” I ask.

         
         “I don’t think so. Listen.” Logan takes a few steps closer, and I go with him. Then I hear it. Anthony’s muttering quietly to himself. It’s utterly incoherent, his words slurred. 

         
         “Can you tell what he’s saying?”

         
         “No, but . . .” Logan’s eyes have strayed to something on Anthony’s left. “Do you see that?” When I shake my head, he pulls
            me over to where he’s looking.
         

         
         There it is. A doorway, next to where Anthony hangs precariously on the wall.

         
         “The storm must’ve opened it.”

         
         “Do you think . . . ?” I clear my throat. “Do you think that’s the room we’re looking for?”

         
         “I’d say it’s our best shot. Makes sense it wouldn’t just be any random room in the maze, right? It’s too important for that.”
            Logan looks at me. “Shall we?”
         

         
         I glance at Anthony. He’s still limp, unmoving except for the quiet words coming out of his mouth. I don’t like how close
            we’ll have to get to him, but . . . “I guess we shall,” I say.
         

         
         I let Logan lead the way. As I pass Anthony, I can’t help but take one last look.

         
         His head is up, and he’s staring directly at me. I stifle a scream. No—wait. He’s not looking at me. His eyes are unfocused.
            The pupils are huge and dilated, reflecting the lightning bug glow.
         

         
         For a moment, I’m rooted to the spot, staring into those eyes. I feel the stalks moving inside me, twisting. Squeezing.

         
         “Sadie?” Logan takes my hand. “You good?”

         
         Saaadie.

         
         I shake my head, tearing my gaze from Anthony and turning it to Logan’s comforting, familiar face. “No,” I say. “So let’s
            get this over with.”
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         We’re in an empty field at night. Lit by stars and a half-full moon, Helena sits by herself, crying. She holds a piece of
            paper to her chest. She stills suddenly, listening. She slips the paper into her pocket.
         

         
         From somewhere unseen, Anthony approaches. Helena stands to greet him, wiping tears off her cheeks.

         
         “Darling, what is it?” he asks. He cups her face and wipes a stray tear away with his thumb. “I hate to see you like this.”

         
         “I’ve been thinking about Mother.” She doesn’t look him in the eye.

         
         “I know you miss her terribly,” he says. “Aren’t you happy here? A new home for our new life. I’m sure it can be hard being
            so far away, but you’ll see her again.”
         

         
         “It’s just . . . I don’t know anyone here. I’m lonely.”

         
         Anthony smiles. “You have me.” It’s like he thinks that’s all Helena could ever need. “And I have something that might make
            you feel better.”
         

         
         He produces a necklace out of his pocket. From a long, thin silver chain hangs a silver sunflower charm.

         
         “It’s beautiful,” Helena whispers. She smiles, and it actually reaches her eyes. He does care. He must. “Help me put it on?”
         

         
         She turns around and holds her auburn hair out of the way. Anthony unclasps the necklace, loops it around her neck, and clasps
            it again. She turns back around, seeking his approval.
         

         
         “Perfect,” he says. When he kisses her, it’s all-encompassing. Possessive. It’s a kiss that leaves no room for questions about
            who she belongs to.
         

         
         Helena doesn’t notice the paper that falls out of her pocket, but Anthony does. There’s no menace in him when he picks it
            up. There is, however, a sense of . . . control? Ownership? He’s not going to hand it back without taking a look because if
            it’s hers, it’s his.
         

         
         Whatever he sees changes his whole demeanor. He stills. His jaw clenches. He grips the paper so tight that it rips. Helena
            has also gone still, only she’s more like a frozen animal hoping to go unseen by the hunter.
         

         
         “Thinking about your mother,” he says. There’s a forced casual tone to his voice. “But this is the letter you carry?”

         
         “Anthony—”

         
         “ʻDear Helena,ʼ” he reads, speaking over her loudly. “ʻHere’s another book I think you’ll enjoy. The Picture of Dorian Gray isn’t quite as comedic as the other pieces of Wilde’s that you loved, but—ʼ”
         

         
         “Anthony, please,” Helena says. “It’s just a letter—”

         
         “ʻBUT I think it could become a new favorite for you. While preparing the book, I started out underlining every line I thought
            particularly clever or beautiful, but I found myself underlining nearly every other line. Apologies for the excess pencil
            in the first two chapters. Looking forward to your thoughts. Best—ʼ” Anthony growls best, and on the final word, he rips the paper in half. “ʻRaymond.ʼ”
         

         
         “It’s nothing. He worked at the bookstore, we traded books, that’s all.”

         
         “That’s all?” He laughs. It’s a cruel sound. “You’re out here crying over a letter from a man who left town a year ago. And,
            I’ll point out, hasn’t bothered to stay in touch. Unless you’re hiding something from me.”
         

         
         Helena stiffens. “You know I’m not. I haven’t heard from him since he . . . left. No one has. Not even his mother.”

         
         “And that’s who you’re crying over.”

         
         “He was my friend,” Helena says. Her voice is thick with the return of her tears. “I miss him.”

         
         “Move on, Helena,” Anthony says, sneering. “It’s pathetic.”

         
         Helena wipes hastily at her tears and turns to leave. Anthony grabs her arm, pulling her back so roughly that she cries out.
            “You’re walking away from me?” he hisses.
         

         
         “I want some time alone—”

         
         “Why? To keep mourning your dear Raymond?”

         
         Helena glares up at him. “Do I have reason to mourn him?”
         

         
         She holds the glare for several moments. She doesn’t back down until he smiles. It spreads over his face, almost impossibly
            wide. Helena shrinks away, shuddering.
         

         
         “Why, darling?” Anthony asks. “Are you worried that his habit of flirting with other men’s fiancées caught up with him? Because
            that can catch up with a man in a rather . . . violent way.” He chuckles. “Not that I would know, of course. I’m a bit of
            a pacifist.”
         

         
         That’s enough to bring Helena’s hackles back up. “You call me pathetic? When you dance around the truth like this? Like a coward?”
         

         
         The slap across her face is so hard it sends her to the ground. Anthony looms over her as she tries to crawl away. He’s silent,
            but his silence isn’t a comfort. It’s somehow worse than if he continued to scream at her.
         

         
         When Helena’s just about to crawl out of his reach, he grabs her by the hair and pulls her back to standing. She struggles
            against him, screaming even though there’s no one around to hear. She scratches his hands, his face, and even when he winces,
            his grasp on her hair doesn’t falter.
         

         
         “Coward, really?” he whispers darkly. “Let me show you the kind of coward I am.”

         
         He drops her hair, and she has a second to yelp in surprise before his hands wrap around her throat.

         
         The rest is too fast and too slow all at once. The life could so clearly be gone from her at any moment. But Anthony holds her closer than he should, close enough for her to reach out, seeking the pistol he keeps in a holster at his hip. Her fumbling is the slow part. It seems to take forever for her fingers to touch the gun, much less for her to free it from the holster. 

         
         In the maze, Helena’s aim is fine. She can generally hit what she wants to hit if it’s not too far away. She doesn’t need
            much in the way of aim when she can press the muzzle directly into Anthony’s stomach. When she fires, there’s no chance of
            missing.
         

         
         His hands loosen enough for her to pant desperately for air. The expression on his face can only be called bewildered.
         

         
         Helena pulls the trigger again.

         
         Anthony falls to the ground.

         
         Helena stares at the gun in her hand as if she doesn’t understand how it could have gotten there. Both the gun and her hand
            are covered in blood. She gasps, and the gun falls next to Anthony. She stares at him the way she stared at the gun—unable
            to make sense of what she’s seeing.
         

         
         “Anthony?” she whispers. She goes to her knees, shaking him. “Anthony, please, I’m sorry.” She looks around the field frantically.
            There’s no one close enough to hear her scream, but she still shouts, “HELP! PLEASE HELP!” until her throat is raw.
         

         
         She shakes Anthony again. “Please, I don’t know what to do. What do I do? Anthony, I’m sorry, I’m sorry.” She leans over him, whimpering, hyperventilating. Blood is soaking into her dress. There’s a thin, angry line of red around her neck where the chain of the sunflower necklace dug into the skin. Everything, everything red. 

         
         Something must snap in Helena. She screams, first into Anthony’s unmoving chest, and then into the sky. She screams and screams,
            and the ground answers with a rumble. Only a few stalks of corn shoot up at first, climbing and then climbing some more. As
            her screams continue, the corn grows faster, until Helena and Anthony can no longer be seen.
         

         
         After a beat, the cornstalks flicker, and disappear.

         
         Under the light of stars and a half-full moon, Helena sits by herself in an empty field, crying.
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         For a long moment, Logan and I are both silent. I can’t stop shaking. Every death echo we’ve seen has been horrible, but . . .

         
         “Can we leave this room?” I ask. Helena slips the paper into her pocket and rises to greet Anthony. “I don’t think . . . I
            can’t.”
         

         
         Logan only nods. He takes my hand—not just my pinky, my full hand, and I’m grateful because I need that kind of grounding.
            He leads me out of the room as Anthony says, “Darling, what is it?”
         

         
         Numb, we return to Anthony’s room. I can’t look at him now, and it’s not because of the terrible void I saw in his eyes earlier.
            Logan seems to feel the same. Without saying a word, he pulls me past Anthony and down the path until we reach somewhere new.
            Empty. A room that’s a comforting sort of nondescript. I let go of Logan’s hand and drop heavily to the ground. Logan sits
            beside me.
         

         
         “We have to help her,” I say shakily. “I was already thinking—I don’t want to kill her. But it’s more than not killing her. We need to help her.”
         

         
         “We will,” Logan says.

         
         “No, I mean, like—we can’t give up on her. She probably won’t be happy to see us. She might kill us again. She might be horrible
            to us. She might not want to hear anything we have to say about Anthony. But we can’t give up on her.” My throat is thick
            from the effort of holding in tears. “Isolation is . . . it’s dangerous. Helena was already taken from her family, and then she lost the one friend she had. When it’s just you and them, your . . .”
            I swallow hard, struggling to get the word out, because I’m not just talking about Helena anymore. “Abuser, it’s dangerous. They become your lifeline and that means it’s easy for them to be the opposite.” I always think of Eric
            as someone who couldn’t physically hurt me, because he was a thousand miles away, but how much of that relationship did I
            spend wanting to die? When he’d get mad at me and stop talking to me for days as punishment and I’d feel so numb and empty
            that living barely made sense anymore? If it wasn’t that, it was the guilt from his own threats of self-harm.
         

         
         There’s a million ways to hurt someone, even physically, without touching them once.

         
         I don’t have to say Eric for Logan to know that he’s in this conversation, too. He wraps his pinky around mine. Not a full handhold this time, just the pinky, grounding me again while making sure I don’t feel smothered. 

         
         “We won’t give up on her,” he says softly. “We won’t leave her alone in the maze again.”

         
         “Good. Good.”

         
         “Also, by the way,” he continues, “it’s okay to cry, you know? You don’t have to bottle that up.”

         
         I laugh weakly. The tears are audible in that laugh, even if I haven’t let them out. “Don’t worry, I cry plenty. I just—I
            hate crying in front of people. I hate being perceived as I cry. It’s . . .” I shake my head, still too full of things I can’t say yet. Eric berating me for crying during a video
            call, saying I couldn’t use tears as a weapon to make him feel guilty in every fight, which only made me cry more.
         

         
         “It’s okay,” Logan says. “You also don’t have to cry. I just wanted to let you know that you’re allowed to.”
         

         
         I turn my head away just long enough to brush away the few tears managing to escape, then I smile at him with watery eyes.
            “Thanks. Maybe sometime after the maze. Right now, I’m not ready for the level of falling.”
         

         
         “After the maze,” he agrees. And then, because he’s a good friend who knows when to push and when to give me time, he changes
            the subject. “Wanna hear about how I think that memory impacts our theories on the maze?”
         

         
         Gratefully, I nod. “Please.”

         
         “Cool, so, I think we were right about the maze being made from memories and it making it harder for people to move on. But now we know something more specific. It’s not just Helena’s guilt over killing Anthony that she has to move on from. I don’t know about you, but to me, it seemed to manifest from her grief. I don’t know how she made it,” Logan admits. “But she didn’t do it consciously. It came out of some intense emotions. She really is as trapped
            here as the rest of us.”
         

         
         I nod along. “Okay, I’m following. What does that tell us about destroying the maze, though? Are you still thinking it’s about
            getting rid of Anthony?”
         

         
         “Basically. Again, just a theory,” Logan says, “but if the maze came from Helena’s trauma and grief, maybe that’s what still
            powers it.”
         

         
         My eyes go wide. “Yes! If Helena is the original source, it’s like this is her way of punishing herself. She believes she
            deserves to be punished for killing Anthony.” I take a deep breath, a pit of anxiety forming in my chest as I speak. “I get
            it. I didn’t kill Eric, obviously, but the self-hatred from breaking up with Eric . . . I felt like a monster. Why else would
            I throw away someone who loves me?” I offer Logan a half smile. “Funny that it took us being trapped in a maze for me to start
            maybe kind of accepting that I wasn’t monstrous or irredeemable for protecting myself.”
         

         
         He returns the smile and untangles our pinkies so he can entwine our fingers in a firm, warm handhold. “Maybe we can help Helena come to the same realization. She’s spent almost a century stuck in a big ol’ labyrinth full of memories with her abuser at its center. Not a prime situation for moving on or forgiving herself for what she needed to do to survive.” 

         
         “Especially once she started killing other people,” I agree. “She only does it because she knows they’ll come back, but it
            doesn’t matter. In her mind, she was condemned when she killed Anthony. She’s already a murderer.”
         

         
         “So . . . maybe addressing that trauma is the key to destroying the maze. If every room is like ours, then this place is made
            of terrible memories that people are struggling to forget, and maybe their own inability to move on helps power the maze.”
         

         
         “That’s the kind of thing that would require years of intense therapy, I think.”

         
         Logan sighs. “Yeah. I’m hoping it would be enough to set her on that path.”

         
         “Or for her to do something that shows she’s taken a first step,” I say. “Okay. This all comes back around to getting rid
            of Anthony. Let’s say we’re right—her trauma is the glue that holds the maze together, or the spark that created it, while
            all of us who get trapped in here fuel it. Then Anthony is a concentrated manifestation of that. He’s an extremely literal
            representation. If she needs to take a step toward healing in order to end the maze, then it seems like we’re also right that
            letting go of Anthony is a very big step in that direction.”
         

         
         “Exactly!”

         
         “But,” I continue. “I don’t know how we’ll get her to agree to that. We’ve seen her kill our other selves just for suggesting it.” 

         
         “Maybe she’s never been ready. Maybe her theory about escaping was correct all along, that she needs the right set of people
            in the right attempt. The thing is that she treats it like an alignment of the planets, specific pieces slotting into place,
            when it might just be about her needing support until she’s ready.”
         

         
         I nod. That maze intuition pulses in my head, saying, Yes, yes, this is it, though part of me is uncertain if any amount of support will ever be enough. I remember how sympathetic Beverly Davis seemed
            in her death echo, and think about all the other versions of ourselves who have been there for her. Why didn’t any of those
            work?
         

         
         But . . . that makes sense, too, doesn’t it? Bri and Gracie spent a year trying to convince me that Eric wasn’t good for me.
            They supported me and stayed close for as long as they could. They did a lot of things right, but I wasn’t ready to hear it.
            I wasn’t even ready in the Steak ’n Shake, when Logan told me I could call it abuse. It’s been getting easier and easier,
            though, as we’ve gone through the maze. Something’s clicked in me, and I think I’m starting to grasp just how shitty Eric
            was and, more important, that his behavior wasn’t my fault. I didn’t deserve the . . . well. Abuse.
         

         
         A smile flits across my face, remembering. “We can be for her what you’ve been for me. Back at the Steak ’n Shake, you said that even if I wasn’t ready to believe it, I should hear it out loud from someone else that the way Eric treated me wasn’t okay. Maybe Helena needs that from both of us. She’s been stuck in her own head for so long. She needs someone on the outside to fight her brain for her until she can do it herself.” I nod to myself. Energized with new determination, I stand up. “Let’s go find her and see what we can do.” 

         
         We rely on our intuition again. The maze is eerily quiet. Every room is empty. Completely empty. No corn monsters, no sheep skeleton, no ponds or giant trees or Speedways or anything. I don’t know what that means.
            I have a better idea of what it means that the thunder is getting louder again.
         

         
         Maybe we find Helena easily because the maze wants us to, or because it’s empty and there’s nothing else left for us to find.
            It only takes half a dozen rooms before we walk into her garden.
         

         
         Helena sits at the table, staring off into space. The storm tore through here, too. Flowers are strewn about the room. The
            glass top of the table is shattered on the ground, and the other chair is tipped over.
         

         
         “Thought you’d end up back here sooner or later,” she says. She sounds exhausted. “You two just can’t help butting in where
            you aren’t wanted.”
         

         
         “There are some situations where you can’t just mind your own business,” I say.

         
         Helena sighs. “Oh?”

         
         “Listen. I’m sorry,” I say. “I shouldn’t have reacted the way I did earlier. It made it seem like I didn’t believe you about Anthony.” 

         
         “There’s nothing to believe or disbelieve about him.”

         
         “Yeah?” Logan says. “So he’s not an incredibly abusive asshole who killed your best friend and tried to kill you?”

         
         A little blunt, but it seems to do the trick. Helena actually looks at us, more alert than she was a moment ago. “It’s complicated.”

         
         “It’s not,” I say. Corn tendrils wriggle and writhe up my spine. I have to bite my cheek to keep from screaming, and fiercely
            remind myself to stay calm. The spike of pain makes me want to shake Helena, tell her we don’t have time, but that’s not going to help.
         

         
         If I push her too hard, I’m going to repeat the end of my friendship with Bri and Gracie—but from the other side. I have a
            whole new appreciation for their efforts to get me away from Eric without isolating me.
         

         
         They really did try. It just doesn’t always work.

         
         It will this time.

         
         “It feels like it is because you love him,” I continue when the pain subsides enough that I can speak again. “After everything,
            you still love him. I get it. I had someone like Anthony in my life. He made me feel like I was broken and no one else would
            ever want me or be able to put up with me. He isolated me from my friends until he was the only person I thought I could trust
            to stay with me. Sound familiar?”
         

         
         Helena’s silence, and the way she wraps her arms around herself, is answer enough. I continue.

         
         “I was lucky. I got out. Thing is—I can know that I was lucky. I can know that he was tearing me down, piece by piece, and
            if he’d had even a little more time, there might not have been anything left. I can know that leaving him was a matter of
            survival. And . . . I still miss him. Not every day, not anymore. But I miss how he made me feel special and beautiful. How
            he made me feel like I was the only important thing in his world. It was intoxicating. I miss it. I miss him. Sometimes I
            think I still love him.” Next to me, Logan is nodding along. This is an experience we all share. I just hope we can get Helena
            to admit it. “Even when I know how bad he was for me, there are so many days where all I want is for him to take me back.”
         

         
         Helena doesn’t respond. She fiddles with her necklace in a familiar way. Like me with my ring. She’s quiet, but she’s listening.
            I right the fallen chair and sit across from her.
         

         
         “He made you think you have to be small,” I say. Her head rises at that. She recognizes her own words. “That you can’t take
            up space or say what you mean.”
         

         
         “Yes,” she whispers.

         
         “And you’ve spent an eternity in this maze because of it,” Logan says. “When he’s the one who deserves to suffer.”
         

         
         “I killed him,” she says.
         

         
         “In self-defense,” Logan counters.

         
         Helena’s head snaps up. “How do you know that?”

         
         “The maze is made of memories,” I say. “We just found the right room.”

         
         She clears her throat. “So you saw. You saw what I . . . what I did.”

         
         “You defended yourself,” I say firmly.
         

         
         “And that makes it okay that I ended a human life?”

         
         “Would it have been better if he ended yours?” Logan asks. “Because that was the option. That’s what was at stake. One of
            you was going to die that night. It’s a miracle that it wasn’t you.”
         

         
         Helena looks away again, swallowing hard. “What did you learn about destroying the maze?”

         
         “It’s going to be an answer you don’t like,” I say softly. “Are you willing to hear it?”

         
         She hesitates, then nods curtly.

         
         “Okay,” I say. “What we saw was the maze being born from strong emotion—your fear over Anthony trying to kill you, your grief
            and guilt over his death. We think that’s what powers it. So, to take down the maze, you have to try to let go of it.” I glance
            at Logan. This is the part I least want to say. This could be where we lose her. “You need to let go of Anthony.”
         

         
         Helena pushes away from the table and stands up. “What you mean is I have to kill him. Again. I’m sure that would be so helpful for my feelings.” She says the word feelings derisively, as if it’s silly to even consider them. But I can recognize an attempt to dissociate from reality so that you can pretend your pain doesn’t matter. I’m basically an expert at it. 

         
         “Is it even really Anthony?” I ask. I didn’t mention it to Logan because it was only a half-formed idea, but now, talking
            to Helena, it’s taking root. “For one, he’s dead. You killed him before the maze even existed.”
         

         
         “Does it surprise you to think the maze could bring him back?” Helena asks.

         
         “Has it brought anyone else back? Like that, I mean. Has it ever really, properly reanimated a corpse?”
         

         
         Helena opens her mouth, can’t seem to find a response, and snaps it shut. She glares at me. “Semantics.”

         
         “Maybe, but I think it matters. What do you remember when the maze was created? Like, the actual moment when it happened?
            Did it bring back your Anthony?”
         

         
         “Yes!” she says immediately. Then, “I think so. I don’t know. It’s fuzzy.” She takes a deep breath. “The last thing I remember
            is Anthony’s body and the corn growing. At first I barely registered it because all I could look at was his body. His eyes
            were open. I tried to close them, but they wouldn’t stay closed. Not like he was opening them again, just, they wouldn’t stay
            closed. Then . . .” She pauses. Her eyes scan the ground, and I think she’s searching her own memory.
         

         
         “Then?” Logan nudges gently.

         
         “It took him,” Helena whispers. “The corn was already so high and dense that I didn’t know how to get out, and then these stalks reached for him. They wrapped around his legs and took him. I think I tried to fight it. The corn took him anyway. The maze took him.” 

         
         “Took his body,” I say. “And combined with your memories, who knows what it could do. Anthony’s already dead. Whatever’s in that room is
            your memory of him, being used to punish you.”
         

         
         “By who?” Helena asks.

         
         “By you,” Logan says. “You believe you deserve to be punished for his death, don’t you?”

         
         “I do,” she insists. She won’t look at either of us. “But . . . sometimes I think . . . didn’t he steal my life in a thousand
            little ways during our relationship? Isn’t it fair that I took his?” She shakes her head violently. “But that’s just me trying
            to escape responsibility. I killed him. Even if I can be absolved of that, what about everyone else? Do you know how many
            people I’ve killed while I’ve been here?”
         

         
         “More than we can count. And I don’t know if you’ll ever forgive yourself for that,” I say honestly. “What I do know is that
            you only killed because you knew they’d come back. You thought that you would get out of the maze with them. It may have been
            deeply misguided, but you thought you were taking another step toward saving them when you killed them.”
         

         
         “Sadie watches a lot of Criminal Minds,” Logan stage whispers.
         

         
         “I don’t know what that is,” Helena stage whispers back, with the slightest smile. Progress. That’s progress.

         
         “Oh. Right.”

         
         “Totally fine,” I say. “The last several seasons kind of suck, anyway. My point is that you still aren’t just a cold-blooded
            murderer who deserves to rot in hell. You’re a young woman who has made a lot of impossible choices trying to save the people
            who end up in the maze. Including us.”
         

         
         Helena stares down at the table. Tears are starting to fall. “I don’t know how to do this.”

         
         “That’s okay. You won’t be doing it alone,” I tell her. “We’ll stay with you. We won’t be able to let go of Anthony for you.
            What we can do is keep you grounded.” I glance at Logan, smiling. “We can believe that you deserve to be free until you can believe it
            for yourself. All you need to remember is that Anthony has no power over you. Not really. Not anymore, if you don’t let him.”
         

         
         Slowly, not wanting to push too far, I stand up and approach Helena. She stiffens, but she doesn’t bolt. I take Murder in the Calais Coach out of my bag and hold it out to her.
         

         
         “This is yours,” I say. “I’m sorry I took it. I didn’t have that right.”

         
         Helena holds a hand to her mouth. With the other, she touches the cover with incredible carefulness, like she’s afraid it’ll
            crumble into dust. The tears flow freely now. She takes it from me and flips through the pages.
         

         
         “I can’t believe it’s been here this whole time,” she whispers. “The maze never let me see it. Or maybe I never let myself see it.” She hugs the book tight to her chest and looks up at us. “Thank you,” she says. “I . . . I don’t know if this will work. I don’t know if I have it in me, and I don’t think I really deserve to get out.” She swallows, and looks at us, determination set in her face. “But you do.” 

         
         With that, she walks out the door.

         
         I glance at Logan. “Good start?” I ask. I’d rather she do it for herself, but if doing it for us gets the process jump-started . . .
            that’s not nothing.
         

         
         Logan nods. “Good start.” Pinkies linked, we follow Helena.
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         Outside Helena’s room, the storm winds are whipping back up. Lightning spreads across the sky in branching arcs, and thunder
            booms. We have to move fast to keep up with her. As if responding to Helena’s desires, the maze leads us right to Anthony.
         

         
         His head is still limp when we walk in, but when he registers our presence, it raises, rolls around, and finally steadies.
            His gaze focuses on Helena. The smile that forms on his face stretches his features in unnatural ways.
         

         
         “My darling wife,” he says.

         
         “My dear husband,” she replies. Her voice shakes, but her stance holds firm.

         
         “You hardly ever come visit anymore.”

         
         “I can’t say this is my favorite place in the maze.”

         
         “Because it reminds you of how you killed me?” Anthony drawls. His head rolls again. The cornstalks wrapped around his torso
            shudder.
         

         
         She flinches, and nods. “Yes.” She glances back at me and Logan, where we stand as a united front behind her. She returns her attention to Anthony. “My friends here gave me an interesting proposition.” 

         
         “Is it wise to listen to children?” he asks, as if his wife isn’t only a year older than us.

         
         “It can be, if they know what they’re talking about. They think that to destroy the maze . . .” She takes a deep breath. “They
            think I have to let you go. That your presence is keeping the maze alive.”
         

         
         Okay, getting straight to the point.

         
         Anthony laughs, deep and rumbling and strange. “Well, they aren’t fond of me. Sadie, especially, I think.” His gaze flickers
            to me. “Lets her feelings cloud her judgment.” My face grows hot with embarrassment, which is infuriating. It shouldn’t be
            embarrassing for me to have feelings like hating this abusive douchebag corn man.
         

         
         “Maybe,” Helena says. “They made a good argument, though. I think it’s worth a try.”

         
         “God, Helena, please. You can’t be this pathetic,” he says, groaning. Cornstalks unwind from his arm enough to give a flash
            of shredded flesh, then coil back around him. Thunder booms.
         

         
         In one hand, Helena holds Murder in the Calais Coach tight. The other is tense at her side. She snaps her fingers in a familiar way—like I do sometimes, to release anxious or
            nervous energy. “I’m not,” she says. “I’m—”
         

         
         “Not thinking. You never do. Do you really think you can leave? Do you think there’s a happy ending after this for you, out in the world? You are the maze, darling. If it goes, so do you.”
         

         
         Logan and I share a glance. That hadn’t occurred to me. I hate how much it makes sense.

         
         Even as I panic and the wind and thunder build around us, his words seem to have a calming effect on Helena. She stops her
            snapping. Her grip loosens on the book enough to allow color to return to her knuckles. I can’t see her face, but I can hear
            a smile in her serene voice.
         

         
         “No,” she says. She laughs, taking a few leisurely steps toward him. “You always thought you knew me so well. Understood everything
            about me. Acted like I was predictable and boring, when all you saw was the version of me I made to stay safe. To survive
            you, I had to appear small.” She reaches out, runs a finger along the stalks holding him in place.
         

         
         I hate how close she is. I tug on Logan’s hand, and we circle around, taking in another angle on Anthony so we can flank him
            if this goes sideways. From here, I can see Helena’s face. Her brow is furrowed in thought. I wish I knew what was going on
            inside of her head.
         

         
         Casually, she slips the book into the bag at her hip. “Your mistake was thinking that appearing small and easy to control is the same as being small and easy to control.”
         

         
         A smile spreads across her face, and when her hand emerges from her bag, it’s holding a knife I know very well. She lowers her voice, but I still hear her words. 

         
         “You have no power over me.”

         
         Anthony’s face, which had remained clear and unbothered, hardens into steel. “Is that so?” he hisses.

         
         The corn around Anthony shifts slowly at first, so I don’t register it as being that unusual until it lashes out like the
            tentacles from the mutated corn monster. I see Helena tossed back, and then I’m off my feet. I land hard next to Logan. It
            knocks the wind out of me. I barely catch my breath before the sight above us takes it away again.
         

         
         Anthony is rising into the air, held aloft by twisting, writhing cornstalks. More circle him, whipping around, protective.

         
         “What?” I yell over the wind.
         

         
         “You have to be fucking kidding me!” Logan shouts. “Since when?”

         
         He helps me to my feet. Together, we go to where Helena fell. She’s frozen on the ground, staring up at Anthony.

         
         “Is this hell?” she asks dazedly when I kneel next to her.

         
         “I mean, maybe? But let’s act like it’s not. We need a new plan.”

         
         For another second, Helena’s still just staring, then she tears her gaze away. “There’s only a few stalks that actually attach
            him to the maze. If I can cut them—shit!” She pulls me and Logan down, pushing our heads toward the ground. I hear the whistle
            of a stalk tentacle flying above us.
         

         
         I hate this I hate this I hate this.
         

         
         “Right, got it,” Logan says, carefully raising his head. “How can we help?”

         
         “Distract him,” I say before she can speak. Maybe it’s dissociation brought on by unfathomable horror, but the scene spreads
            out in front of me like a boss fight in a video game. If I was playing this game, what would his weak points be? “He screwed
            up by going so high,” I continue. “He’s farther away from the base of those stalks. If we can distract him, you should be
            able to sneak in and cut him free.”
         

         
         We all look at each other for a moment, silent. Overwhelmed.

         
         “Okay,” Helena says finally. “Okay.”

         
         Logan blows out a hard breath. “Okay! Let’s do this.”

         
         I laugh helplessly, grab his hand, and drag him away from Helena. The question now is how the hell do we distract Anthony?
         

         
         “Truck,” Logan says suddenly. “His truck!”

         
         “Truck?” I ask, confused.

         
         “You can’t tell me Anthony’s not the kind of guy who wouldn’t get super pissed off about someone messing with his truck.”
            He scans the room. “We need to find something we can hit it with. Rocks? Ears of corn?”
         

         
         We keep searching as we head in the direction of the truck. As we circle it, I spot what’s in the back. I grin. “Damn. Anthony
            really is a good ol’ American boy, huh?” I say, pointing to the baseball bat.
         

         
         “Thank god for that,” Logan says. He hops into the bed of the truck and helps me up after him. He lifts the baseball bat, testing its balance. “Yeah. This’ll work. You want first dibs?” 

         
         “No, no. I already got to tell Anthony to go to hell,” I say. “It’s your turn.” Also, Logan’s a lot stronger than me.

         
         “Oh, nice, you’ll have to let me know how that went later.” Logan climbs up on the roof of the cab and yells up to Anthony
            while waving the baseball bat. “Hey! Corn man!”
         

         
         Anthony’s head turns to Logan. Out of the corner of my eye, I see Helena crouching low to the ground as she sneaks toward
            him. It’s good she’s moving fast. There’s no telling how long Anthony will give a shit about us.
         

         
         Logan twirls the bat once before firmly grasping it and bringing it down hard on the windshield of the truck. He was right
            that Anthony’s a truck guy, not just a guy with a truck. The first hit on the windshield clearly pisses him off, but it’s
            the second hit, the one that sends cracks through the glass, that makes Anthony roar.
         

         
         Logan holds up the bat and roars right back, raw and loud, before going in for a third hit.

         
         That’s when the tornado sirens begin to blare and the rain comes down.

         
         Eye of the storm is over. The next wave is here.

         
         Almost immediately, I double over in pain, screaming. I hold tight to the walls of the truck bed, gasping for air. I can feel the cornstalks twisting inside my stomach. It’s like they’re burrowing.
         

         
         “Sadie?” Logan says. I slip in the water quickly pooling in the truck bed, brought to my knees. Logan’s still on the cab’s
            roof, his attention on me. Not Anthony.
         

         
         I try to warn him, but my voice isn’t working. When I open my mouth, rain flows in and nothing comes out. The long whip of
            the stalk blindsides him and sends him flying off the truck. I don’t see where he lands.
         

         
         Then Anthony turns his gaze to me. I can’t see Helena anymore—she’s somewhere lost in the rain and twisting mass of cornstalks
            that Anthony’s become. I can only hope that she’s among the tendrils holding him up. What if he can feel it when she cuts
            one of those foundational cornstalks? How many does she have to get through before he notices what she’s doing?
         

         
         The weight of his attention on me is too much. If he attacks, I can’t run. It’s a struggle just to remain on my knees instead
            of collapsing entirely. Still, I stare up at him. I make eye contact that suffocates me, but also keeps his attention away
            from Helena.
         

         
         Anthony lowers himself—or the stalks lower him? Which one is in control?—close to my level. His feet hover off the ground.
            He cocks his head, running his eyes over me in an uncomfortably appraising way.
         

         
         “Hardly any time left for you,” he muses, just loud enough to be heard over the storm. “This was a foolish attempt. A sacrifice
            for nothing.”
         

         
         I force a smile, even as my body is racked with another wave of pain. “Had to try, right?”

         
         “It’s worse this way,” he scolds me. “If you’d given up sooner, the maze wouldn’t have to be so . . . aggressive.” His gaze
            drifts to my arms. I don’t want to look away from him, afraid any slight distraction will somehow make him aware of Helena,
            but after a moment, I can’t help it. I follow his line of sight.
         

         
         My mouth tastes sour. That’s what registers before the blood, which keeps coming even as the rain washes it away. There are
            leaves rupturing the skin on both my upper arms from the inside. They arch, as if reaching for sunlight that isn’t there,
            further tearing the skin where they emerge.
         

         
         I close my eyes tight against the dizziness. Not now not now not now.
         

         
         Saaaadie.

         
         “What did I just fucking say?” I mutter.

         
         “Pardon?” Anthony asks, somehow sounding genuinely offended. Because of course, in all this, the problem is that I said the word fuck.
         

         
         “Not talking to you,” I say. I grit my teeth and open my eyes, carefully keeping them on Anthony. Not my arms. “You’re not worth the breath.” Maybe if I can just distract him. A moment of disorientation to give myself a chance to escape, or Helena a chance to succeed. My school bag, heavy with rain, is still slung across my body. I dig into it with a clumsy hand, searching for anything I can use to attack him. Corn twists around the bones in my arm, and my fingers spasm. 

         
         He lowers further, jaw set. God, I’m going to die trying to get us out of this maze. Again.

         
         Somewhere along the way, across the dozens of attempts and sewing kits found, a mass of buttons collected in the bottom of
            my bag. Maybe they spilled a few at a time, maybe a whole kit emptied its contents at some point. Doesn’t matter. I collect
            as many buttons as I can into my shaking hand.
         

         
         Don’t die again.
         

         
         Anthony’s inches away when I shove my handful of shiny buttons into his face. I grind them in, helping their smooth edges
            find the places where corn has already eaten the skin away.
         

         
         I’m not sure if it causes him real pain—can he feel pain or anything, at this point?—but it does make him reel away from me, yelling unintelligibly. Most of the buttons fall
            away but a few remain, stuck deep in the flesh of his face.
         

         
         It’s not enough time for me to escape. He’s back and snarling within moments. This is it. I close my eyes and hope I have
            at least one more death in me.
         

         
         Anthony doesn’t see him coming, and neither do I until the very last instant. Buttons may have failed me as an escape plan,
            but they gave Logan enough time to recover from his fall. He appears out of the rain, wet hair plastered against his head,
            baseball bat raised. Logan, swinging away at Anthony’s skull.
         

         
         Stunned, Logan takes advantage of the moment to hit Anthony again.

         
         “HELENA,” he yells into the storm. “NOW OR NEVER.”

         
         I still can’t see her through the rain and the writhing tentacles of corn. Anthony, though dazed, tries to rise back into
            the air. He falters and tilts to the side strangely—like a chair with one short leg. Confusion shows on his face. He tries
            again to rise above us, only to fall again. Further this time. Even the energy of the stalks that propped him up seems to
            be fading.
         

         
         As he sinks to the ground, I finally see her. Helena, a struggling cornstalk in hand, knife pressed against it. Anthony turns
            and sees her too. He clearly tries to reach out, but the corn isn’t obeying the way it was a moment ago. The little movement
            it provides is sluggish. The rain is slowing. The thunder a quieter rumble.
         

         
         “Helena,” he says. “You don’t know what you’re doing. You’ll doom us all.”

         
         “I think, at most, I’ll doom you and me,” she says. She’s panting and covered in scratches. We may have distracted Anthony,
            but she’s not unscathed. “And, darling, we were doomed the moment you killed Raymond.”
         

         
         Anthony barks out a laugh. “Him? It’s still about him?”

         
         “It’s about me. It’s about my grief, and my guilt, and my love—not for Raymond. For you.” She smiles, a wavering, real smile. “I loved you so much, Anthony. Truly. I continued loving you. All you gave me in return was isolation, but I think you could have had me forever.” She blinks rapidly, and though I can’t say for sure with the rain, I think she’s crying. “Until you took Raymond. My one friend.” 

         
         “You didn’t need friends,” Anthony says. “You had me.”

         
         “Yes. I had you.” Her smile turns to Logan, then me. “Now it’s time to see what I can do without you.”

         
         Anthony lunges forward, but it’s too late. Helena’s knife slices cleanly through the last stalk.

         
         His reaction isn’t immediate. He stays upright for a few heartbeats, supported by the other stalks. Then he screams a kind
            of scream I couldn’t have imagined being possible before now. I try not to look away, but when the first bloodstained stalks
            sprout through his veins, I must. Logan joins me in the bed of the truck and squeezes my hand while I close my eyes tight.
            I focus on that instead of on Anthony’s screaming.
         

         
         I open my eyes only to look at Helena. Her jaw is set and her eyes are trained on Anthony. She’s not savoring it. I know what
            this is.
         

         
         She needs the proof of her own eyes that it’s over. If she doesn’t see him die here in the maze, she’ll never believe that
            she’s free of him.
         

         
         I know when he’s gone, though, because the wind picks back up. There’s a new urgency to these gusts. Before, the wind almost
            felt like a wild thing, recklessly defending its territory, lashing out at any perceived threat. Now—call it maze intuition,
            I guess—it seems like it has a more targeted purpose.
         

         
         Helena stands next to Anthony’s remains for a moment, maybe to say her goodbyes, maybe just to be sure. When she’s satisfied, she rushes over to us.
         

         
         “You have to go,” she shouts over the roaring wind.

         
         “I don’t think I can walk,” I say. I’m pretty sure the maze is dying, but it’s not dead yet, and some of it is inside me.
            The corn writhes and twists around flesh and bone, desperate for survival. I can’t tell if it’s trying to get out or burrow deeper, but either way, the pain is so white-hot that I can’t imagine putting weight on my legs.
         

         
         “Just a little ways, Sadie,” she says. She reaches up and places a hand on my cheek. “You’ll be okay when you get outside.
            I’m sure of it. You’ll be okay.” She says it like a prayer. You’ll be okay.
         

         
         “Help me get her up,” Logan says. Together, Helena and Logan are able to at least get me out of the truck bed and standing
            on my own weak legs. He loops one of my arms over his shoulders and bears as much of my weight as he can. “Don’t worry,” he
            says to me. “I got you.” Then, to Helena, “Can you get her other side?”
         

         
         Helena hesitates, but it’s so brief I may have imagined it. She nods. With them supporting me, I manage a hobble. It’s too
            slow, and I know it, but it’s all I can do. The winds are getting stronger. Cornstalks fly past us, carried in the vortex
            winds, as we leave Anthony’s room.
         

         
         The exit’s close. I can still barely believe it when I see it. Grass. Gravel. The real world, just past this one last door. As we walk down the path toward it, other doors open all along the walls of corn surrounding us. Nothing comes out to try to stop us, but I still glance into each opening, and in almost every one, I see her. The sheep skeleton, laid out on the ground. 

         
         Saaadie. She sounds sad.
         

         
         “Sorry,” I whisper. “But not that sorry.”

         
         A few feet from the exit, Helena stops.

         
         “You go,” she says. “I’ll catch up.”

         
         “Catch up?” I ask, bewildered. “We’re right here, the exit is here. You’re caught up.”
         

         
         “I can’t go yet. I created the maze. That means I have to destroy it, and I can’t leave until I’m sure.” She looks beyond
            us, at memories we can’t see, and sets her jaw. “No one else is getting trapped in here.”
         

         
         “We can stay. We can help,” Logan says.

         
         Helena shakes her head. “No. I don’t know what would happen to you if you’re here when it comes down. At least I have a shot
            of surviving, but you . . . I don’t think you have that chance. Besides, Sadie might not make it otherwise.”
         

         
         “I can do it,” I insist. “If it means destroying this place, I can make it.”

         
         Helena gives me the smallest of smiles, then turns her attention to Logan. “Listen to me. The maze is breaking, Logan. If
            she dies now, I think she’ll be dead for good. You have to get her out.”
         

         
         It’s unfair of her to use that tactic, however true it might be. She knows, just like I do, that if it’s a choice between
            her and me, Logan’s going to save me every time.
         

         
         No Sadie without Logan. No Logan without Sadie.

         
         Logan’s decision is made. He hoists me up, taking more of my weight as Helena slips out from under my arm.

         
         “Helena,” I plead. “You can come with us.”

         
         “No,” she says. She holds my face and presses her forehead to mine. “I can’t.” Then, she puts her mouth close to my ear and
            whispers one last message, just for me.
         

         
         Helena pulls away. She walks backward, raising a hand in farewell. Logan guides me the last few steps to the exit.

         
         We leave the maze.
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         It’s near dusk as we drive down open roads. Our families don’t know the truth of what happened that day, not really, but we
            were both grounded anyway. Our parents say it’s due to the field trip, plus not calling anyone until later that evening. Logan
            and I both think it’s more because they could tell we’d changed in some intrinsic, unnamable way. They know there’s something
            we’re not telling them. We didn’t just go to Bloomington to see movies and lose track of time.
         

         
         “What if we can’t find it again?” I ask for the millionth time.

         
         “We will,” Logan says. “You know we will.” We come to a crossroads. “Which way?”

         
         “Left.”

         
          

         The wind stopped the instant we crossed the threshold of the maze. I looked up into clear skies, blue turning into the amber
            glow of sunset.
         

         
         “Your arms,” Logan said.

         
         Panicked, I turned my attention to my body. The blood was still there. The wounds were gone. The corn—gone. I couldn’t feel
            it twisting in my gut anymore. I closed my eyes in breathless relief. We were out. We were really out.
         

         
         We emerged from the maze barely yards away from where we entered. When we reached his car, Logan draped himself across the
            hood in a hug.
         

         
         My phone vibrated several times in quick succession. Signal! Glorious, glorious signal. Logan’s was blowing up, too. We both
            took our phones out to check the millions of notifications coming in.
         

         
         “Same day,” Logan said with wonder. “Same day, but almost seven in the evening.”

         
         “That gives me some clues about the content of some of these messages,” I said.

         
         Leaning against his car, we took the time to scroll through.

         
         “Parents?” Logan asked.

         
         “A lot of missed calls. A lot of texts.” But I couldn’t focus on them yet. After that quick scroll, I turned my eyes to the maze. To the doorway we’d come
            through.
         

         
         “She’ll make it,” Logan said.

         
         “Yeah,” I said. “Yeah.”

         
          

         I’m still not convinced we’ll find the road again, much less the spot where the maze lay in wait, until we find that unusual grove of towering trees. Once we see it, Logan doesn’t have to ask me which direction to go. He turns onto the tree-lined road without hesitation. 

         
         The trees swallow us up, blocking out the dwindling sunlight. I hold my breath past the little graveyard. I’ve got enough
            ghosts. No more, please.
         

         
         It’s not as easy to spot the maze as it was the first time we found it. After all, there aren’t any towering summer-green
            stalks of corn to mark its existence. Instead, we have to rely on good ol’ maze intuition. It’s weaker than it was before,
            but it’s present enough to act as a compass.
         

         
         I wonder if it’ll go away with time, or if this is forever. No matter where we go or how long we wait, we’ll always have a
            little piece of the maze stuck in our minds, ready to guide us back.
         

         
         We waited, leaning against Logan’s car. We watched the maze come down. It appeared to disintegrate, floating up into the sky
            as a fine ash. I stared at that doorway, willing Helena to appear.
         

         
         “I should call my mom,” Logan said after a while.

         
         I nodded. “I should, too. But my mom. Not yours.”

         
         “I’m sure my mom would love to hear from you,” Logan said. “She adores you.”

         
         “Well, I am her favorite child.”

         
         Logan stuck his tongue out at me and walked around to the other side of the car so we could have some semblance of privacy.

         
         I hit my mom’s contact info to dial and put my phone to my ear. It was no surprise when she answered with a voice torn between relief and anger. I was supposed to be home from the field trip an hour ago, and I didn’t text her at all through the day like I’d said I would. She rambled about how she thought I’d just been busy having fun and then gone off somewhere with Logan after, and if I did, I really should have told her first, because when she found out we had both skipped the field trip, she nearly had a heart attack. 

         
         “I know, Mom,” I said. “I’m really sorry. You’re right. We got distracted messing around on one of our drives. I’m sorry for
            skipping the field trip and not checking my phone.”
         

         
         She sighed. “You just can’t scare us like that, Sadie.” There was so much in that sentence.

         
         “I won’t,” I said softly. “I’m sorry. We’re on our way home. We drove out farther than we thought, and service was spotty.
            It’ll be a few hours before we get back, but I’ll keep you updated the whole way. Promise.”
         

         
          

         There’s nothing to indicate that the empty field we park near was once the maze. Sure, there’s a gravel spot to pull in, but
            it’s country roads. There’s gravel everywhere.
         

         
         Still. We know it’s the maze.

         
         Logan gets out first. I take a moment. One shuddering breath, two, then I open my door.

         
         “It’s weird,” Logan says. He keeps his voice low, like we’re in a graveyard. I hold my breath for the space of several heartbeats. “How big it . . . isn’t.”
         

         
         I know what he means. The field is huge, but not like the maze. Guess that makes sense.

         
         “Ready?” I ask him.

         
         “Ready.”

         
         Pinkies entwined, we walk into the field.

         
         Together, Logan and I scour the space for any signs of corn. We want to be sure it won’t come back. We each have a trowel
            in case we find any and need to uproot it. We also have a few different ways of starting fires in our back pockets. We’ve
            been home for a little over a week and it’s weird how normal life’s been. We slipped right back into our lives like putting
            on a comfy, worn pair of jeans. I think we almost could have convinced ourselves it wasn’t real. Like, maybe our snow cones
            were laced with hallucinogenics and we just had a long, wild drug trip out in a cornfield. Sometimes I think it had to have
            all been in our heads, because how could it possibly be real?
         

         
         But there’s the nightmares, and Logan’s got a new phobia about rooms with closed doors, which has been a lot of fun at school.
            I often feel twinges under my skin, and each time it sends me into hysterics. I think it’s nothing. It’s like when you see a spider on your hand and keep feeling it for hours afterward.
         

         
         For the most part, though, it’s been normal. We’re good enough at hiding our panic attacks that no one seems to suspect anything unusual happened on the day we skipped the Kings Island field trip. We’re recovering. Maybe by graduation, we’ll be totally fine. 

         
         Or something like it.

         
         I looked it up, and Ball State offers counseling services for students, free of charge. I won’t have to worry about if my
            parents can pay for therapy. Not expecting I’ll be able to tell my therapist about the endless maze I got trapped in with
            my best friend, but maybe I can talk about other things. I love Logan beyond words, and I also know that he can’t be my one
            source of support. He can’t be the only one to keep reassuring me that the abuse from Eric was real. I think I could really
            use a professional to talk to.
         

         
         In a similar vein, I also sent a completely terrifying text before we left on our drive today. I still had the group text
            with Bri and Gracie on my phone, because even though I was sure our friendship was over, deleting that made it feel too permanent.
         

         
         Maybe they’ve blocked my number by now. Maybe they won’t see it. They haven’t responded yet, anyway. But just like Logan can’t
            be my only support, I’m also not sure he should be my only friend, and the truth is . . . I miss them. So I sent a text that
            I’ve read back to myself so many times I basically have it memorized.
         

         
         
            Hey. I don’t know if this is weird after so long, but I’m sorry I disappeared and if you guys are up for it, I’d really love
                  to talk.

         

         Even thinking about it now I worry that it’s too cheesy or too serious or not serious enough or ugh, I don’t know, just wrong.
         

         
         I take a deep, grounding breath. Maybe they aren’t the right words, but they’re mine. If Bri and Gracie are interested in
            renewing our friendship, it won’t matter if the text was a little awkward or something. They’ll know I’m reaching out sincerely.
            That’s what matters most . . . I hope.
         

         
          

         After our phone calls, Logan and I sat next to each other in front of his car, legs crisscrossed. He kept saying, “She’ll
            make it,” and I don’t know if he believed it any more than I did. I didn’t have the heart to argue.
         

         
         It was beautiful, in a weird way. That impossible maze impossibly dissipating into an Indiana sunset. We watched for hours,
            maybe. I was never very good at telling the passage of time, even outside the maze. At one point, Logan turned to me and whispered,
            “She really said you have no power over me.”
         

         
         “Yeah. I told her Anthony had no power over her, so . . .” I shrug. “Hey—can I ask you something?”

         
         “Literally always.”

         
         “I kept getting really annoyed with myself for my total inability to stop making jokes and pop culture references while we
            were living a horror movie. My ADHD still wouldn’t shut up. Was it like that for you?”
         

         
         Logan nods. “Yeah, but it didn’t annoy me.”

         
         “It didn’t?”

         
         “No. I get why it annoyed you. Like, it sounds like it made it kind of hard for you to focus or be as serious as you wanted
            to be? But for me it was . . . a pleasant distraction. It kept me sane.”
         

         
         I consider that for a moment, and then sigh. “Brains are weird.”

         
         We waited. And then waited some more. Unanswered questions flew through my mind. What’s going to be left when it’s gone? An
            empty field? Bodies? Or were we about to be in a field full of confused people who have been missing going back decades?
         

         
         That would be the happy ending, I thought. Dozens and dozens of people, maybe more, able to walk back into their lives. Even
            if it had been years and their loved ones were older and the world had changed, it’d still be happy, right? Maybe Anna Thompson
            could go back to school.
         

         
          

         Sometimes I wish the maze had taken our memories with it when it disappeared. Instead, we kept them all. It’s taken time for
            all the attempts to return, and there may be some still to come. But they’re all there, stuck in our brains. Dozens of attempts.
            Dozens of deaths.
         

         
         I also wish it had taken our memory just so I could forget Helena.

         
         Since we got back, we’ve Googled every name we could remember from the wallets, plugged them all into every social media platform. We didn’t know what to do if we found them or if we didn’t, but we needed to know. 

         
         Anna Thompson graduated from IU, and she’s in grad school in Iowa now. Beverly Davis still lives in Anderson, according to
            Facebook. She’s a single mom with two kids and a pit bull mix. Roxy Cooper works as an engineer, and it looks like the kids
            from the photo are her nieces. When we found Dante Coleman, who’s in college now, I dug through his Instagram until I found
            photos from his prom. He and the boy he went with absolutely shine from joy. All we found of John Baker was an extremely locked-down
            Facebook account, which Logan thinks supports his hit man theory. Paige Cassidy is a nanny, so that helps to explain the arcade
            tickets and being a member of the Indianapolis Children’s Museum. Joe Gilbert, man of a million memberships, became a grandfather
            last month. I wonder if he still holds on to that Borders card.
         

         
         Then there’s Helena. We never got her last name, or Anthony’s, and we were never going to find them on social media. Not a
            lot of that around in the 1930s, after all. We searched their first names in combination, added Raymond, tried to find a Helena
            who was widowed young in our area.
         

         
         All we have is a picture from a fair that we stumbled on while doing some admittedly clumsy research at the library. It’s of several people posing next to displays of produce. One of them is a young woman whose display is full of flowers. The photo is old and grainy and black-and-white, so we can’t make out if she has auburn hair or yellow sunflowers on her dress. Her facial features are also difficult to discern, but she’s smiling. 

         
         The picture is from 1938. If it is Helena, then it’s two years after Anthony died.

         
          

         “Fuck,” I whispered as the last of the corn finally vanished. I knew it was coming, so it surprised me how much my heart sank
            in response. Some part of me had still hoped.
         

         
         “I think . . . it’s a good thing,” Logan said. “She did get out.”
         

         
         “She did. Right? She did. She’s not just . . . trapped in there still.”

         
         “No,” Logan said firmly. “No, I don’t believe that. I think she got to move on.”

         
         I nodded and wiped tears from my eyes. “You really think she’s free?”

         
         “There’s not a doubt in my mind.” He reached for my hand. “Time to go home?”

         
         “Yeah,” I say. “Yeah, I’d like that.” I stared at what’s left of the maze, of Helena. “Goodbye,” I said.

         
         “Goodbye,” Logan echoed.

         
         Pinkies intertwined, we returned to Logan’s car, ready to get far, far away.

         
          

         We don’t find corn. It’s hard to make a guarantee in a field this big, but we do our best. No corn. No sprouts. No twinges in my arms or my insides. No whisper of Saaadie on the wind.
         

         
         We’re about to leave when I see it. My heart flies into my throat. It can’t be. She had it last. It can’t be here. I rush
            over to where it lies in the dirt and pick up Murder in the Calais Coach.

         
         I turn to Logan, showing it to him. “What does this mean?” I whisper. I have a gut feeling, but I need him to confirm it.
            If he’s thinking the same thing, then maybe I can believe it’s real.
         

         
         I know by the way he smiles when he takes the book out of my hands. “I think we were right,” he says. “I think this means
            she’s free.” He flips the book open, and freezes. Then his smile grows. “Plus . . .”
         

         
         He holds the book back out to me, open to the inside cover. There’s a new note. It looks old, written in faded ink, but it wasn’t there when I pored over the book in the maze.
         

         
         The messy handwriting matches the cursive in Helena’s notes to Raymond. It’s just two words.

         
         Thank you.
         

         
         I swallow down tears. It’s the faded ink that gets me more than the words. She wrote this decades ago.

         
         “She got out,” I murmur. “It’s her in the picture.” I know it now, as clear as I knew how to find the maze.

         
         I finally let myself remember the last thing Helena whispered to me. I’ve been pushing it to the back of my mind since we escaped, sure I didn’t deserve it, that I couldn’t if she remained trapped in the maze.
         

         
         “I knew you were the ones,” she’d whispered in my ear. “Leave this place, Sadie, and never let anyone else make you small.”

         
         Through my tears, I smile at Logan. I offer my pinky. “Wanna go for a drive?”

         
         He hooks his pinky through mine and bumps our foreheads together. “Just tell me which way to go.”

         
         “Maybe we go right this time,” I say, and he laughs. We walk back to his car, leaving the empty field that was once an impossible maze behind.
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