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WARNING

 If you dare to read this story, 

you become part of the Experiment.

 I know that sounds a little mysterious –

 but it’s all I can say right now.

Max


EVERYONE LOVES MAX!

Raves for the blockbuster MAXIMUM RIDE series include:

#1 New York Times Bestseller

Publishers Weekly Bestseller

An ALA Quick Pick for Young Adults

An ALA/VOYA “Teens’ Top Ten” Pick

A VOYA Review Editor’s Choice

A New York Public Library “Books for the Teen Age” Selection

A Book Sense Summer 2007 Children’s Pick

“BOOK OF THE WEEK… Pace, action, mystery, and cool.”

— London Times 

“Maximum Ride: The Angel Experiment,” by James Patterson is like the best sort of video game or action movie, in book form. It shows the promise of becoming a favorite… Think of this group of six, from 14-year-old Max to 6-year-old Angel, like the ‘Boxcar Children’ of a new millennium.” 

— Cleveland Plain Dealer

“The key to MAXIMUM RIDE’s success may be that it incorporates concepts familiar to young people… What makes these characters so appealing is that they have wings and can fly… Another plus: the book has the feel of a video game… The writing is visual and cinematic — things that kids expect from their video games, TV cartoon shows and action movies. And the ending leaves plenty of wiggle room for a sequel.”

— USA Today

“Nonstop action carries this page-turner breathlessly from start to finish… Speed, suspense, excitement.” 

— Kirkus Reviews

“Practically ready-made for a movie script, raw, so-thrilling-it-drags-kids-in-by-their-throats entertainment… With MAXIMUM RIDE the claim of ‘addictive’ is completely true. You cannot put it down.”

— Karina, for The Toronto Sun

“Think wings, big wings!”

— Chicago Tribune

“The action never flags in this X-Men-like adventure… The nonstop action and suspense, along with Max’s engaging, wisecracking narration, make this a compelling read for adventure fans.

— KLIATT

“Simply WONDERFUL!! It was 20% funny, 20% suspense, 20% surprise, and 40% action!

— Joshua

“[Patterson] delivers an action-packed cross between Gertrude Chandler Warner’s Boxcar Children and Marvel Comics’ X-Men.”

— Booklist

“A compelling read.”

— School Library Journal

“An appeal that transcends age. Like the Harry Potter series, this is a reading experience that will be shared by children, their parents and grandparents.” 

— The Rocky Mountain News

“This story pulled me in and I could not put it down. I would recommend this book to anyone looking for the ride of their lives.”

— Kendall 

“I loved this book! It was soooo exciting and suspenseful that I literally jumped when something would happen. The narrator’s voice was hilarious; I laughed out loud in the middle of my English class. It was a great book.”

— Hanna
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Many thanks to Gabrielle Charbonnet, my conspirator, who flies high and cracks wise. And Mary Jordan, for brave assistance and research at every twist and turn.


To the reader:
The idea for Maximum Ride comes from earlier books of mine called When the Wind Blows and The Lake House, which also feature a character named Max who escapes from a quite despicable School. Most of the similarities end there. Max and the other kids in Maximum Ride are not the same Max and kids featured in those two books. Nor do Frannie and Kit play any part in Maximum Ride. I hope you enjoy the ride anyway.

PROLOGUE
Congratulations. The fact that you’re reading this means you’ve taken one giant step closer to surviving till your next birthday. Yes, you, standing there leafing through these pages. Do not put this book down. I’m dead serious—your life could depend on it.
This is my story, the story of my family, but it could just as easily be your story too. We’re all in this together; trust me on that.
I’ve never done anything like this, so I’m just going to jump in, and you try to keep up.
Okay. I’m Max. I’m fourteen. I live with my family, who are five kids not related to me by blood, but still totally my family.
We’re—well, we’re kind of amazing. Not to sound too full of myself, but we’re like nothing you’ve ever seen before.
Basically, we’re pretty cool, nice, smart—but not “average” in any way. The six of us—me, Fang, Iggy, Nudge, the Gasman, and Angel—were made on purpose, by the sickest, most horrible “scientists” you could possibly imagine. They created us as an experiment. An experiment where we ended up only 98 percent human. That other 2 percent has had a big impact, let me tell you.
We grew up in a science lab/ prison called the School, in cages, like lab rats. It’s pretty amazing we can think or speak at all. But we can—and so much more.
There was one other School experiment that made it past infancy. Part human, part wolf—all predator: They’re called Erasers. They’re tough, smart, and hard to control. They look human, but when they want to, they are capable of morphing into wolf men, complete with fur, fangs, and claws. The School uses them as guards, police—and executioners.
To them, we’re six moving targets—prey smart enough to be a fun challenge. Basically, they want to rip our throats out. And make sure the world never finds out about us.
But I’m not lying down just yet. I’m telling you, right?
This story could be about you—or your children. If not today, then soon. So please, please take this seriously. I’m risking everything that matters by telling you—but you need to know.
Keep reading—don’t let anyone stop you.
—     Max. And my family: Fang, Iggy, Nudge, 
the Gasman, and Angel.
 Welcome to our nightmare.






PART 1



FLOCK FRIGHT




1
The funny thing about facing imminent death is that it really snaps everything else into perspective. Take right now, for instance.
Run! Come on, run! You know you can do it.
I gulped deep lungfuls of air. My brain was on hyperdrive; I was racing for my life. My one goal was to escape. Nothing else mattered.
My arms being scratched to ribbons by a briar I’d run through? No biggie.
My bare feet hitting every sharp rock, rough root, pointed stick? Not a problem.
My lungs aching for air? I could deal.
As long as I could put as much distance as possible between me and the Erasers.
Yeah, Erasers. Mutants: half-men, half-wolves, usually armed, always bloodthirsty. Right now they were after me.
See? That snaps everything into perspective.
Run. You’re faster than they are. You can outrun anyone.
I’d never been this far from the School before. I was totally lost. Still, my arms pumped by my sides, my feet crashed through the underbrush, my eyes scanned ahead anxiously through the half-light. I could outrun them. I could find a clearing with enough space for me to—
Oh, no. Oh, no. The unearthly baying of bloodhounds on the scent wailed through the trees, and I felt sick. I could outrun men—all of us could, even Angel, and she’s only six. But none of us could outrun a big dog.
Dogs, dogs, go away, let me live another day.
They were getting closer. Dim light filtered in through the woods in front of me—a clearing? Please, please . . . a clearing could save me.
I burst through the trees, chest heaving, a thin sheen of cold sweat on my skin.
Yes!
No—oh, no!
I skidded to a halt, my arms waving, my feet backpedaling in the rocky dirt.
It wasn’t a clearing. In front of me was a cliff, a sheer face of rock that dropped to an unseeable floor hundreds of feet below.
In back of me were woods filled with drooling bloodhounds and psycho Erasers with guns.
Both options stank.
The dogs were yelping excitedly—they’d found their prey: moi.
I looked over the deadly drop.
There was no choice, really. If you were me, you’d have done the same thing.
I closed my eyes, held out my arms . . . and let myself fall over the edge of the cliff.
The Erasers screamed angrily, the dogs barked hysterically, and then all I could hear was the sound of air rushing past me.
It was so dang peaceful, for a second. I smiled.
Then, taking a deep breath, I unfurled my wings as hard and fast as I could.
Thirteen feet across, pale tan with white streaks and some freckly looking brown spots, they caught the air, and I was suddenly yanked upward, hard, as if a parachute had just opened. Yow!
Note to self: No sudden unfurling.
Wincing, I pushed downward with all my strength, then pulled my wings up, then pushed downward again.
Oh, my god, I was flying—just like I’d always dreamed.
The cliff floor, draped in shadow, receded beneath me. I laughed and surged upward, feeling the pull of my muscles, the air whistling through my secondary feathers, the breeze drying the sweat on my face.
I soared up past the cliff edge, past the startled hounds and the furious Erasers.
One of them, hairy-faced, fangs dripping, raised his gun. A red dot of light appeared on my torn nightgown. Not today, you jerk, I thought, veering sharply west so the sun would be in his hate-crazed eyes.
I’m not going to die today.




End of sample
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Weird. The second card in the stack led us
here. The front is some electronics place, and in

the back this

INSTITUTE FOR HIGHER AERONAUTICS!
The heck? It's too close to be a coincidence,
don't you think? And, it would explain why there
are so many Erasers around here.

INSTITUTE
FOR HIGHER
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Its 4AM. We're in a coffee shop somewhere,

I don't know where. | was asleep in our Metro
station and Nudge was on watch. | woke up to a
sickening sound. What | saw was Nudge driving
herself into an eraser's abdomen so hard, he hit
the wall and | heard a couple ribs crack. (Again,
she's only 11.) He spat out blood, and then just
hit the cement quivering. The bigger one hit her
with a backhand that sent her flying, and then
he came at me. | got a good hold of him and
spun him around. He went over the edge of

the platform and brought me with him. | tried to
flip him off me, but he must have weighed 250
pounds. Nudge jumped in and put her fingers so
deep in his eye sockets that he jumped up and
backwards. | gave him a kick, and he stepped
back onto the third rail. Exploding, flaming eraser!
This is why moms tell you to stay away from the
third rail, but it sure came in handy this time.

We lfted quivering guy's wallet. There was a
fake driver's license, a bunch of business cards
and best of all a couple hundred bucks! Score!
We've ridden two busses and took one flight. It
felt good to get off the ground... really good!

Nudge is now on her 4th doughnut, so she's
pretty pleased with herself. She should be.

We still don't know why they are so hot on our
trail. | need to find some answers, and fast. Max
wouldn't like it, but we all know Max would go to
find the answers, too.

First we'll fuel up then we'll go check out these
business cards.
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Adter my litle panic attack, nothing else
happened. Nudge woke up happy and | barely
slept. What else is new?

We didn't see anything following us, but every
time we would get near the city limits there were
choppers. So, we were forced to travel on the
ground. Thank god for Nudge, | couldn't read
this metro subway map to save my life. It gave
me a Max-sized headache. It also led us to a
nice unused maintenance station. Good spot for
the night,

[ system Map

Washington DC is beautiful. | think America is a
very good idea. | just wish | could walk into my
Senator's office and say, “Senator Dude, Um, we
have a problem with these sicko scientists....”

But, then again, | don't think we even have a
Senator, do we? Is there a state where mutant
freaks are represented? If so, let me know.
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We've crisscrossed two different routes in one
day. I'm totally exhausted. 300 miles in 12 hours
has got to be some kind of record! And, the last
leg of it | had to carry Nudge. She was actually
nodding off while flying! | guess you can't really
understand how tired you'd have to be to fall
asleep while flying. It's sort of impossible. But,
that's Nudge for ya. ~Fang

Here's a sketch | did of our tree house. Nudge
says we should just live here because Erasers
don'tlike the suburbs. Maybe she’s right

I woke up in a complete panic —heart racing,
adrenaline pumping. .. the whole nine yards,
Something woke up this huge dog in a neighbor's
yard, and then silenced the beast pronto. A lttle
bit t00 pronto, if you know what | mean. Nudge
slept through the whole thing, but | didn't like the
feeling I got afterwards. They know we're here.
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Nudge and | are going to scout DC before the
whole Flock goes down there. That way when
we do leave, we can do it quietly. It would
be cool to have a few days there before the
Erasers know we're gone.

T

She's navigating, I'm the bodyguard. | think it
took her all of 20 minutes on the Internet to
come up with three different routes mapped out
for us to test! She's only 11, people!

Max is going to stay here in NYC with Ig, Gazzy,
Angel and Total. There are lots of places to hide
and eat. Shell definitely have her hands full
Erasers, though. 'm actually a ttle wor-
tied about them with me not being there. | know
we've got to "divide to conquer,” but | don't have
o like it — Fang

It was cold when we left this morning, and of
course we were followed. Two of 'emi And one
was much bigger than the other. | wasn't happy
about them being there, but it did keep Nudge!
quiet. Which | have to say, | appreciated. We
let them tail us until we crossed the river into
Jersey. (It's amazing how long it takes ground
movers 1o do that...) Then we went back and
did it again, and again, trying different routes.
Each time they would give up when we crossed
the river and pick us up when we came back to
the city. | was letting them see us come and go.
Give 'em a lite false sense of security. Man,
they're stupid. On the last flight over, | found a
cool little tree house in a ritzy suburb. Sweet!
Mucho thanks to the dad who bult this place.
We might actually get a good nights sleep
because of you, sir.
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SCHOOL'S oUT-
FOREVER

JAMES PATTERSON
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We flew quietly back along the Hudson River.
1 was still reeling from seeing that many Erasers
in one place and white coats, to boot. | figured
we'd spend one more night in the tree house,
and finish the trip in the morning. The good

thing is we have accomplished our mission, a
route mapped out for travel from New York to
DC, but we were coming back with more
questions than answers.

- What are they teaching these thugs?

+ Why are there so many of them?

- What is the Institute for Higher Aeronautics?

+ How many of them are there? There are only

- six of us! Why?

+ Why is the DC public transportation so weird?

- Why don't we mug those eraser goons for
money more often?

Once again, I'm grateful for our tree house in

New Jersey. (Ah, the Garden State.) That stupid

dog is still barking randomly. I'm over it now.
—Fang

i

checkout
www maximapride blogspot com!
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We went back to the weird Institute buiding
Atnight there was a lot more activity. Erasers
coming in non-stop. Nice cars, nice dothes, nice
smug faces (that | wanted to smash!).

1 couidn't do a whole ot with Nudge hanging in the
background, but | had to get a look at what they
were doing in that joint. So, | had her st off all the
car alarms at the same time. It was pretty funny.
‘Then they came streaming out of there ke a
cavalcade of clowns in the dircus.

I sipped in the front door, crouchedbehinda gener-
ic reception desk, and waited for them to all come
back in. When they did, | crept to the doorway and
looked inside. There was this hangar-like room

full of gymnastics equipment. An older scienist in
alab coat was lecturing the troops sitting on the
floor. | gotta tell you, the sight of another white coat
made me freeze.

1 heard, or maybe felt, a breath on the back of my
neck. | tumed around to face wet, dripping Fangs
and a foul smell. Eraser! He snapped at my face,
but tumed my head and saved my nose. He
started to scream, but | was too quick for him, and
kicked him up between his legs so hard that he
couldn't breathe. A high pitched whine came from
his bared mouth. | gave him a roundhouse (o the
head, and dropped him. When I got to the door,
Nudge was crouched on top of a beautiful silver
Hummer. Her expression was mischievious.

“I called for back up.” She said, “The police, fire
department, paramedics and a few diferent pizza
delivery places are all on their way."
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