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            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
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