


CHAPTER 1

He began his new life standing up, surrcunded by cald darkness and
scale, dusty air.

Metal grovnd against metal; 2 lucching shudder shook the flaar be-
nesth him. He fell down at che sudden movernent and shuffled backward
on his hands and feet, drops of sweal beading on his forehead despate the
cool air. His back struck a ard metal wall; he shd along it until he hir the
corner of the reem. Sinking o the floor, he pulled his legs up oghe
against his lody, hoping his eyes would soon adjust wo the darkness.

With another jolt, the rocm jerked upward like an old lift in a mine
shaft,

Harsh sounds of chains and pulleys, like the werkings of an ancent
stecl factary, echoed through the room, Bouncing off che walls with a
hollow, tinny whine, The lightless clevator swayed back and farth as it
ascended, twrning the boy's stomach sour with navsea; o smell like burnt
ail invvaded his senses, making him fes] worse, He wanted o ery, but no
tears came; he could only st there, alone, waiting,

My name (s Thinnes, e thoughc,

That . . . that was the only thing he could remember abour his life.

He dide't understand how this could be pessible. His mind func-
toned wichout Haw, trving 1o calculare his surroundings and predica-
ment. Konowledge laaded his thoughes, facrs and images, memorics and
details of the world and how ic wocks. e pictuced spow on orees, run-

ning down a leaf-strewn road, eating o hambueger, the moon casting a



pale glow on a grasy meadow, swimming in a lake, a busy city square
with hundreds of people busting abourt their business.

And yer he didn't know where he came from, or how he'd goren
inside the dark lift, or who his parents were. He didn't even know his
last mame. Images of people thshed across hos mind. but there was no
recognition, their faces replaced with haunted smears of color. He
couldn't chink of one person he knew, or recall a single conversation.

The room continued it scent, swaving: Thomas grew mmmune 1o
the ceaseless rattling of the chains thar polled him vpward. A long dme
passed. Minutes sretched ino hours, although it was impossible to
know for sure because every second seemed an erernmity. No. He was
smarter than that, Trusting his insoncs. he knew he'd been moving for
roughly frall an houe.

Steangely enough, he felt his fear whisked away like 2 swarm of
gnacs caught in the wind, replaced by an intense curiosity, He wanted
to know where he was and what was happeminge.

‘Wich 2 groan and then a clonk, the rising room halted; the sudden
change jelted Thomas from his heddled posinon and threw him across
the hard floor. As he scrambled o his feet, he felt the room sway less
and less undl ic Anally solled. Evervthing fell slent.

A minute passed. Tweo. He looked in every direction but saw only
darkness; he felt along the walls again. searching for a way o Lot
there was nathing, only the cool metal. He groaned in frusmarion; his
echo amplified through the air like the haunted moan of death, It
faded, and silence returned. He screamed. called for help, pounded on
the walls with his fises.

Mathing.

Thomas backed into the corner once again, folded his arms and
shivered, and the fesr renerned. He felr 2 worrving shudder in his chest,

as if his hearc wanted 1o escape. to flee hus body.



“Bomearre . . help ... owe!” he screamed; each word ripped his
thraat taw,

A loud clank rang out above him and he sucked in a startled breah
as he locked up. A strmight line of light appeared aceoss the ceiling of
the room, and Thomas watehed as it expanded. A heavy grating sound
revealed double sliding doors being forced open. After so Jong in dark=
ness, the lighe stabbed his eves; he looked away, covering his face with
both hands.

He lheard noises ahave—svaices—and fear squeezed his chest,

“Laak ac chat shank"”

"How old is het”

"Looks like a klunk in a T-shirc"

“You're the klunk, shuck-face”

"Duade, it smells Iike feer down there!”

"Hape you enjoved the one-way wip, Greenie”

“AinT no tcket back, bro”

Thomas was hit with a wave of confusion, blistered with panic.
The voices were odd, tinged with echo; some of the words were com-
pletely forcign—aothers felt famihar. He wialled his eyes to adjust as he
squinted toward the light and thoss speaking, At first he could sec anly
shifting shadows, but they soom wened inoa the shapes of bodies—
peaple hending aver the hole in the ceiling, looking down at him,
ponOng.

And then, as if the lens of 3 carners had sharpened s focus, che
faces cleared. They were boys, all of them—some voung, some elder.
Thamms didn't know what he'd expected, bur seeing those faces puz-
zled him. They were just teenagers, Kids, Sume of his fear meleed avway,
but oot «nough to calm his macing heare,

Somecne lowered a rope fram ahave, the end of it ted nte a big

loop. Thomas hesitated, chen stepped into it with Dis right foor and



EVERYTHING IS GOING TO CHANEE. .

When Thomas wakes mpim the Bift, the only thing he can remember 5 his first name.
He has o recollection of his parenis, his home, or how he got whers he is. His memory
is emphy

But he’s nut alone. When the lifis doors opes, Thomas finds himself surrounded by
kids who welcome him to the Glade, a2 barge sxpance enciosed by stone walls.

Just fike Thomas, the Gladers doa't know why or how they ot to the Elade. Al they
know is that every morming. for 25 long 25 asyene can remember, the stone doors to
1he maze that seroumds them kave opased. Every night, for just as long, they've closed
tight. Every thirty days a new boy is defivered in the KL And no ane wants to be stuck
im the Maze after dark 'J_l

The Bladers were expecting Thomas's amival. But the next day, a ginl is seml up-
m:im;ﬂnrmanmmhﬂﬁ.lﬂ-tmntnllmﬂu
duri'unmmuEradniau#mmmuiﬁq_g—mmmmﬂ
surrounts the Glade, they might fmd their way home . . . whersver thatmay be. Birt it's
looking more and move as if the Maze = mnsohvalile

And somelhing about the girls amival is starfing tn make Thoamas feel differant
EMMIMBHIWMMEHqﬂh—- . he cam only find a
wartnrrmmmmw-h'
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