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The Mazemakers

There was no doubt about it. The view of the gardens from the dining
room stank. Not that it | ooked much better from any other room but his
guests al nost always saw it fromthis one. Shadows covered what few bl ossons
there were for nost of the day even when the sun was directly overhead
| eavi ng several dozen burnt orange patches of dead | eaves in the hedges to
stick out as its nost prom nent feature. It was pretty damm enbarrassing,
especially for a man who had enough noney to buy out the whol e nei ghborhood
and cover it in a greenhouse if he wanted to. Sonething had to be done about
it. He picked up the phone, hit the speed dial and started counting the
rings. H's new secretary picked it up right after the second ring rang. Not
bad, he thought. That was six times in a row she'd gotten it by twd. The
| ast secretary's personal best had been three, which was reason enough to get
rid of her.

"Yes M. Marks?"

"Get ne a |l andscape architect. Make that five architects. No
bull shitters either. Check out their backgrounds. Top-notch schools,

i mpeccabl e references, all that crap. |1'Il pick the best one out of the lot.
Let them know they're going to have ten acres to work with and |I'mthinking a
maze or two would be a good idea. Sonmething to keep the kids out of the way

when I'mtrying to talk to their parents.”

"Very well sir. Wen would you like ne to schedul e thenf"

"One a day starting next Monday norning, 8 sharp. Tell themto bring
their best drawings with themtoo. |'mnot going to waste any tinme waiting
around for themto get back to ne."

"Yes sir. WII there be anything el se?"

"Yeah, find a grade school near here and sponsor a fifth grade class in
the conpany's nane. W're going to need sone little lab rats to check out
the mazes so | can be sure any kids | care about will be duly inpressed."” He

hung up the phone and | ooked back out the window "If this doesn't work



maybe 1'1l just pave the damm thing over and put up a Walmart. People sure
seemto |ove that place.”
T ———

When Monday norning cane the doorbell rang right at 8:00. Standing on
the other side of it was a man who | ooked |iked he'd m ssed the changing of a
few generations. Waring a faded bl ue headband and jeans of the sanme col or
he had the air of a lost hippie about him The Iong gray hair pulled back
into a tight ponytail cenented the inage.

"Don't tell me you're one of the architects,” Marks said, the door stil
only hal fway open.

The man was clearly used to provoking that kind of reaction, although
nost of the tinme it was delivered with a little nore tact. "I've got a | ot
of little pieces of paper on ny office wall that tell nme | amso | nust be,"
he said, hiding his irritation. He didn't believe in anger. "M nane is
Jackson d aze. Soneone said you wanted to turn your garden into the kind of
pl ace people won't forget. |[If you do then I'mthe man you' re | ooking for."

The beat-up old Vol kswagen with faded flowers painted all over it
sitting in the driveway behind himsure nmade sone kind of statenent. Marks
wasn't convinced it was a very bright one though. "Cone on in and show ne

what you've got," he said, reluctantly opening the door the rest of the way.
He headed down the hall to the dining room |eaving Jackson to close the door
himsel f. Marks was no man's door man.

A space had al ready been cleared off on the dining roomtable and Marks
nmotioned to it. "Lay out your drawi ngs there. That way we can see the
garden at the sanme tinme and get a better idea about how your plans will
change it."

The changes turned out to be significant. The centerpiece would be a
new ni nety by nine hundred foot |long reflecting pool flanked by a pair of
mazes on each side. Sitting areas would be built on two islands, one a third
of the way across the pool and another two thirds of the way. The islands

woul d be connected to the shore and each other by crescent-shaped bridges

lined with black ironwork railings. The railings thenselves would be trimed



at the height of their arches with fl ower boxes brimrming with dark red
bl ossoms. A second set of bridges would lead fromthe sides of the islands
to the entrance of each maze. These too would be adorned with the blood red
bl ossoms. All in all it was a man's garden, the kind that suited Marks.

"We m ght have a wi nner here right out of the gate. Wat did you have

in mnd for the nmazes?"

"Children's mazes are ny specialty. A good one will have the children
wal k out feeling like they've really acconplished sonething. It should boost
their self-esteem and make them feel |ike they can handl e anything the world

throws at them In other words, the nmaze shoul d make them a success.”

"What about the ones who can't find their way through it?"

"That' Il never happen.”

"Why not? At |east one of themis going to be stupid enough to keep
going around in circles.”

"Sure, given a choice they mght. That's why we don't give them one
These mazes have left turns, right turns, circles, double S curves, |ong
straight runs - everything but a spot where they have to choose to go one way
or the other. As long as they keep wal king they' Il make it out the other
side."

Mar ks rai sed an eyebrow. "No choices? How s that going to nmake them
feel successful ?"

"The path will be so long they won't even notice." Marks eyebrow stayed
raised. "Trust nme. This is my specialty. | guarantee the kids will cone
out feeling better about thenselves."

Mar ks t hought about it for a second and then held out his hands. "Do

you see any dirt under these fingernails?"

Jackson gave hima puzzled | ook and then | ooked at the hands. "No."
He flipped his hands palms up. "Any calluses?"
"No. "

"That's right. These aren't workers hands. There's no dirt or calluses
on them because | do two things, and only two things, better than nost

people. First, | make noney. Second, and this is the one you'll be



interested in, | spend it on things worth buying. G ve me the pool and one
maze. |If the kids cone out of it feeling great then you win and I'l1l buy
your whol e package. If they conme out thinking it's stupid then I'll give
sonmeone el se a shot at building the other mazes and nmake sure your reputation
takes a hit. Have ny secretary hire whoever you need to get this done. How
long will it take?"

"About two nonths, give or take a couple of days."

"Make it one nonth give or take nothing and I'Il double your
conmi ssion. "

Jackson snmiled. "One nonth it is then."

After he left Marks put in a call to his secretary. She picked it up on
two rings again.

“Yes sir?"

"Re-schedul e the other architects. Send them out on the first Monday of
each nonth starting next nonth. Tell them nmazes built for children are al
I'"'mgoing to want to see. Even if Jax's maze turns out to be a flop I'm
still going to keep the pool."

"It's good to hear he lived up to his reputation sir, at |east partly.
W1l there be anything el se?"

"Yeah. Set it up so that as soon as he's done we can bus those fifth
graders over here on a field trip. Say it's in honor of someone fanpus who
came from around here. You'll have to dig up a nane that's suitable. And
arrange for sone clowns and sone kid-type food. It mght not be a bad idea
to give the YMCA a contribution in exchange for sending over a couple of
teenagers to act as activity directors too. |'mnot good with kids and don't
intend to | earn how to be either."

-

The new pool and naze were done in a nonth as proni sed and Ms.
Carpenter's fifth grade class showed up to take part in the cel ebration of
the newy declared 'Carl Smth day', a day created to honor the |ocal hero
who had saved countless lives worldwi de by inventing the white |ines that ran

down the nmiddle of the road to keep traffic separated.



"Well Jax, are you ready to put your maze to the test?" Marks asked,
watching the kids fromthe top of the first bridge. He wanted to stay wel
away fromall of the noise the kids were making as they played on the rides
he'd had brought in for the occasion

"They'll love it. You'll see."

“I"l'l let you know what | see when they come out the exit."

Jax went over to Ms. Nelson and had her gather the class together in
front of the naze. He wouldn't let themgo in it though until they had been
properly prepared for it.

"Guys, this maze is |like nothing you' ve ever seen before. 1It's got so
many twi sts and turns in it that you m ght get fall-down dizzy before you get
out. Stick with it though and you will get out. |In fact, you'll cone out
right here." There were two doors, side by side, in the tall hedge wall of
the maze behind him He pointed to the one on his right. Then, pointing to
the one on his left, he went on "This is the way in. W're going to give you
a headstart. After a few m nutes your teacher and I will follow you in.

That way if soneone gets lost they won't have to worry. We'll find you. |Is
everyone ready?"

Jimry Rollins, who had never been known as a quiet boy, yelled 'YUP' and
ran right in. Billy Weks and Lester Zinbowski |et his answer speak for them
and raced in after him The rest of the group followed, some quicker than
others, until only Jackson, Ms. Nelson and Christine were | eft standing at
the doorway. Christine rarely kept up with the class. She was an on-the-
edge kind of child - far too slow to keep up with her peers in school but not
sl ow enough to be sent sonepl ace el se.

"Don't you want to go in?" Jackson asked.

"No. "

"Christine has excellent hearing," Ms. Nelson said. "She can cone with
us so she can tell us when she hears soneone calling out that they're |ost.
That way she can help us find them WII that be okay Christine?"

"Yes. "



"Good." She noved towards the door and gently led Christine in ahead of
them "Let's stay together now. W' ve got to show the rest of the class how
to make it through this maze."

Christine smled up at her. "Ckay."

Once everyone was inside Marks came down off the bridge and | eaned
against a railing near the maze's exit. He wanted to hear what the kids had
to say when it was fresh on their mnds. He also wanted to hear it in their
own words instead of having Jackson translate their thoughts for them

Jimry was the first one out, as expected, quickly followed by Billy and
Lester. They seened caught off guard by their sudden energence. "That's
it?" Jimry said, |ooking back and forth between the opening he'd just cone
out of and the one he'd gone in through twenty mnutes ago. "I'Il bet no one
built a maze |i ke that before because they knew it'd be pretty stupid. You
can't get lost init." He noticed Marks standing there. "Is this sonme kind
of joke?"

"Seens to ne it was just a way to trick you guys into getting alittle
exercise. | tell you what, since | don't like tricks like that why don't we
trade your exercise in for sone sitting-down-in-front-of-the-TV gane tine.

Go get a piece of paper and write down your name and the best video gane you
don't have yet. [I'Il see that you get it. And if you don't have a gane
machine to play it on say so. 1'll get you one of those too."

That made them happy. They ran back to the party area to find sone
paper to get their wishes down on. Mrks had to make the same promise to
each child who came out of the maze so they'd stop conpl aining about it. All
except for Christine. She seenmed amazed when she cane out.

"W nmade it!" she shouted back to her teacher. "Wt really made it."

Jackson cane out behind her with a big smle on his face and let Ms.
Nel son take Christine back to the group before congratul ati ng hinself. "See,
| told you they'd love it."

Marks rolled his eyes. "One out of twenty-eight loved it. Make that
two. You and her both seened to come out with the same nental boost. [It'l]

be hard for the next architect to do worse now that you've set the bar so



| ow. He turned and started to walk away. "Wap up the party and show

yourself out. You can be sure nore people will hear your nanme now. "
P —_—

The next architect who showed up at his front door cane with a suit,
tie, and air of superiority that rivaled Marks' own. It was a wel cone
change. "M . Mrks," he said, giving the slight, sharp nod required froma
civilized man. "My nane is Dr. B.F. Bell. Your secretary said you needed a
new maze for your garden."

"She was right. Did you bring ne sone drawi ngs to | ook over?"

"Only one. That's all you'll need.”

Marks took a closer look at him "Just one? You're pretty confident in
yourself aren't you."

"Confidence has nothing to do with it. Science is the key. It only
deals with facts and the facts in this case point to one answer, not twelve."
"Well then, if nothing else at |east you won't be wasting rmuch of ny

time. Cone on in and show ne what your answer is."

"Not ny answer," Bell said, "the answer." He wal ked fast enough to put
hi rsel f side by side with Marks before they reached the dining room naking
it clear that they were at the very |east peers. The drawi ng he'd brought
made sonething el se quite clear too, he and Jackson had definitely gone to
di fferent schools.

"Alright," Marks said, "convince nme this maze is exactly what |'m
| ooking for."

"Easily done. You're |ooking for children to come out of it feeling so
successful that they'll keep braggi ng about how smart they are to their
parents, which in turn will keep you on their parents' mnd as soneone who
knows what's he doing. Correct?"

"Alnpst. | don't want to see any fake success crap. The last architect
t hought giving the kids no choices so they couldn't possibly fail to find
their way through the naze would be a surefire way to boost their self-esteem

and get them bragging. That only worked for the dunbest of the bunch.”



"He nmust have been one of those touchy-feely types. Can't stand them
nyself. If it takes nothing to win then the gane isn't worth winning. | say
meke the ganme hard and force themto win. In this maze the children will

have to make plenty of choices. They won't get nore than 10 steps into it

before they have to make the first one. |It's right here." He pointed to a
spot just inside the maze. "They'll have to decide whether to turn left or
right. That nakes the gane hard to win. Know ng what they' Il decide is how

you force themto win."

"You know which way they'll go?"

"Of course - behavior is a science. Every one of themw Il turn right,
even the |eft-handed ones."

"What makes you so sure?"

"That's what people do. It's such a common behavior that even the
police are taught that if they | ose sight of someone they're chasing then
they should take the first right they come to because that's where the bad
guys would go. There's a lesson in that for you. |If you're being chased,
take your first left once they can't see you and you'll get away. It also
conmes in handy at amusenent parks. Go to the rides on the left side first -
the lines will be a lot shorter."

Mar ks found hinself intrigued, a behavior he i medi ately suspected Bel
woul d have predicted. "Okay, show ne sone of the other choices they'll have
to make and tell nme what you think they'll do."

"The next choice comes here," he said, using his finger to trace the
route they'd take through the maze. "Both paths will be short but one wll
clim upwards while the other drops down. They'll all take the downward path

- it's easier and nore fun. Then cones the aisles of scent, sweet-snelling

carnations and roses on the left versus foul-snelling pitcher plants on the

right. They'Il all go left. It goes on and on like that. Several high
steps on one side or a net they can clinb on the other? They' Il take the
net. A long aisle near the end or a short one? They'll take the |ong one

because it |ooks |ike an easy way to neke a | ot of progress. So you see, the



choices are there for themto nake and brag about. They'll never know it was
the animal in themand not their brain that got them through.”

Mar ks sl oWy nodded. "Sounds like it mght work. Go ahead and build
it. You've got a nonth to get it done. M secretary will get whatever you

need. Let's hope your science is as good as you think it is.
T ———

Exactly one nonth | ater a school bus carrying Ms. Carpenter's fifth
grade class drove up the long driveway |eading to Marks' house and stopped
besi de the wal kway t hat wound around one side of it to a tent the YMCA had
set up for the party. This time they were here to cel ebrate 'Warni ng Labe

Day' .

an



