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ONE
| GO CRUISINGWITH
EXPLOSIVES
The end of the world started when a pegasus landed on the hood of my car.

Up until then, | was having agrest afternoon. Technicaly | wasn't supposed to be driving because |
wouldn't turn sixteen for another week, but my mom and my stepdad, Paul, took my friend Rachel and
meto this pri-vate stretch of beach on the South Shore, and Paul let us borrow his Prius for ashort spin.

Now, | know you'rethinking, Wow, that was really irrespon-sible of him, blah, blah, blah, but Paul
knows me pretty well. He's seen me dice up demons and leap out of exploding school buildings, so he
probably figured taking a car afew hundred yards wasn't exactly the most dangerousthing I'd ever done.

Anyway, Rachel and | were driving dong. It was ahot August day. Rachel's red hair was pulled back in
aponytail and she wore awhite blouse over her swimauit. 1'd never seen her in anything but ratty T-shirts
and paint-splattered jeans before, and she looked like amillion golden drachmas.

"Oh, pull up right therel" shetold me.

We parked on aridge overlooking the Atlantic. The seais aways one of my favorite places, but today it
was especidly nice-glittery green and smooth as glass, as though my dad was keeping it cam just for us.

My dad, by theway, is Poseidon. He can do stuff like that.
"S0." Rachd amiled & me. "About that invitation."

"Oh...right." | tried to sound excited. | mean, she'd asked meto her family's vacation house on .
Thomasfor three days. | didn't get alot of offerslikethat. My family'sidea of afancy vacation wasa
weekend in arundown cabin on Long Idand with some movie rentals and a couple of frozen pizzas, and
here Rachd's folks were willing to let me tag aong to the Caribbean.

Besides, | serioudy needed avacation. This summer had been the hardest of my life. Theideaof taking a
break even for afew dayswasredly tempting.

Still, something big was supposed to go down any day now. | was"on call” for amisson. Even worse,
next week was my birthday. There was this prophecy that said when | turned sixteen, bad things would

happen.
"Percy," shesaid, "l know thetiming isbad. But it's always bad for you, right?"
She had apoint.

"| redly want to go," | promised. "It'sjust-"



"Thewa."

| nodded. | didn't like talking about it, but Rachel knew. Unlike most mortals, she could see through the
Migt-the magic vell that distorts human vision. Sheld seen mongters. Sheld met some of the other
demigods who were fighting the Titans and their alies. Sheld even been there last summer when the
chopped-up Lord Kronos rose out of his coffin in aterrible new form, and shed earned my perma-nent
respect by nailing him in the eye with ablue plastic hairbrush.

She put her hand on my arm. "Just think abouit it, okay? We don't leave for acouple of days. My dad . .
" Her voicefatered.

"Ishe giving you ahard time?" | asked.

Rachel shook her head in disgust. "He's trying to be nice to me, which isamost worse. He wants me to
go to Clarion Ladies Academy m thefall."

"The school where your mom went?!

"It'sastupid finishing school for society girls, al theway in New Hampshire. Can you seemeinfinishing
school?!

| admitted the idea sounded pretty dumb. Rachel wasinto urban art projects and feeding the homeless
and going to protest raliesto " Save the Endangered Y low-bellied Sapsucker” and stuff like that. I'd
never even seen her wear adress. It was hard to imagine her learning to be asocidite.

She dghed. "Hethinksif he does abunch of nice stuff for me, I'll fed guilty and givein.”
"Which iswhy he agreed to let me come with you guys on vacation?'

"Yes. .. but Percy, you'd be doing me ahuge favor. It would be so much better if you werewith us.
Besides, there's something | want to talk-" She stopped abruptly.

"Something you want to talk about?' | asked. "You mean . . . so seriouswe'd have to go to St. Thomas
to talk about it?"

She pursed her lips. "L ook, just forget it for now. Let's pretend we're a couple of norma people. We're
out for adrive, and were watching the ocean, and it's nice to be together.”

| could tell something was bothering her, but she put on abrave smile. The sunlight made her hair look
likefire

Wed spent alot of time together this summer. | hadn't exactly planned it that way, but the more serious
things got at camp, the more | found myself needing to cal up Rachel and get away, just for some
breathing room. | needed to remind myself that the mortal world was il out there, away from al the
monsters using me astheir persona punching bag.

"Okay," | said. "Just anormal afternoon and two nor-mal people.”

Shenodded. "And s0.. . . hypotheticaly, if these two people liked each other, what would it take to get
the stu-pid guy to kissthegirl, huh?"

"Oh..." | fdtlike one of Apollo's sacred cows-dow, dumb, and bright red. "Um . . ."

| can't pretend | hadn't thought about Rachel. She was so much easier to be around than . . . well, than
some other girls| knew. | didn't haveto work hard, or watch what | said, or rack my brain trying to



figure out what she was thinking. Rachel didn't hide much. Shelet you know how shefdlt.

I'm not surewhat | would have done next-but | was so distracted, | didn't notice the huge black form
swooping down from the sky until four hooves landed on the hood of the Priuswith a
WUMP-WUMP-CRUNCH!

Hey, boss, avoice said inmy head. Nice car!

Blackjack the pegasus was an old friend of mine, so | tried not to get too annoyed by the craters hed
just put in the hood; but I didn't think my stepdad would be red stoked.

"Blackjack," | sghed. "What are you-"
Then | saw who was riding on his back, and | knew my day was about to get alot more complicated.
"Sup, Percy.”

Charles Beckendorf, senior counsdor for the Hephaestus cabin, would make most monsters cry for their
mommies. He was huge, with ripped muscles from working on the forges every summer, two years older
than me, and one of the camp’'s best armorsmiths. He made some seri-oudly ingenious mechanical stuff. A
month before, he'd rigged a Greek firebomb in the bathroom of atour bus that was carrying a bunch of
monsters across country. The explosion took out awhole legion of Kronoss evil meanies as soon asthe
first harpy went flush.

Beckendorf was dressed for combat. He wore a bronze breastplate and war helm with black camo pants
and asword strapped to his side. His explosives bag was dung over his shoulder.

"Time?" | asked.
He nodded grimly.

A clump formed in my throat. I'd known thiswas coming. We'd been planning for it for weeks, but I'd
half hoped it would never happen.

Rachel looked up at Beckendorf. "Hi."
"Oh, hey. I'm Beckendorf. Y ou must be Rachel. Percy'stold me. . . uh, | mean he mentioned you."

Rachd raised an eyebrow. "Redly? Good." She glanced at Blackjack, who was clopping his hooves
againgt the hood of the Prius. "So | guessyou guys have to go save the world now."

"Pretty much,” Beckendorf agreed.

| looked a Rachd helplesdy. "Would you tell my mom-"

"I'll tell her. I'm sure she'sused to it. And I'll explain to Paul about the hood.”

| nodded my thanks. | figured this might be the last time Paul loaned me his car.

"Good luck." Rachd kissed me before | could even react. "Now, get going, haf-blood. Go kill some
mongersfor me”

My last view of her was ditting in the shotgun seet of the Prius, her arms crossed, watching as Blackjack
circled higher and higher, carrying Beckendorf and me into the sky. | wondered what Rachel wanted to
talk to me about, and whether 1'd live long enough to find out.



"S0," Beckendorf said, "I'm guessing you don't want me to mention that little scene to Annabeth.”
"Oh, gods," | muttered. "Don't even think about it."
Beckendorf chuckled, and together we soared out over the Atlantic.

It was amost dark by the time we spotted our target. The Princess Andromeda glowed on the
horizon-a huge cruise ship lit up yellow and white. From adistance, you'd think it wasjust aparty ship,
not the headquartersfor the Titan lord. Then asyou got closer, you might notice the giant figurehead-a
dark-haired maiden in a Greek chiton, wrapped m chainswith alook of horror on her face, asif she
could smdll the stench of all the monsters she was being forced to carry.

Seeing the ship again twisted my gut into knots. I'd dmost died twice on the Princess Andromeda. Now
it was heading straight for New Y ork.

"Y ou know what to do?' Beckendorf yelled over the wind.

| nodded. We'd done dry runs at the dockyardsin New Jersey, using abandoned ships as our targets. |
knew how little timewe would have. But | dso knew thiswas our best chance to end Kronossinvasion
beforeit ever started.

"Blackjack," | said, "set us down on the lowest stern deck.”
Gotcha, boss, hesaid. Man, | hate seeing that boat.

Three years ago, Blackjack had been endaved on the Princess Andromeda until held escaped with a
little help from my friends and me. | figured held rather have his mane braided like My L.ittle Pony than be
back here again.

"Don't wait for us" | told him.
But, boss-
"Trust me," | said. "WEéll get out by ourselves.”

Blackjack folded hiswings and plummeted toward the boat like ablack comet. The wind whistled in my
ears. | saw mongters patrolling the upper decks of the ship-dracaenaesnake-women, hellhounds, giants,
and the humanoid seal-demons known as telkhines-but we zipped by so fast, none of them raised the
aarm. We shot down the stern of the boat, and Blackjack spread hiswings, lightly coming to alanding
on the lowest deck. | climbed off, feeling queasy.

Good luck, boss, Blackjack said. Don't let ‘em turn you into horse meat!

With that, my old friend flew off into the night. | took my pen out of my pocket and uncapped it, and
Riptide sprang to full sze-threefeet of deadly Cdestid bronze glowing in the dusk.

Beckendorf pulled a piece of paper out of his pocket. | thought it was amap or something. Then |
redized it was a photograph. He stared at it in the dim light-the smiling face of Sllena Beauregard,
daughter of Aphrodite. They'd started going out last summer, after years of therest of us saying, "Duh,
you guys like each other!" Even with al the dangerous missions, Beckendorf had been happier this
summer than I'd ever seen him.

"Well makeit back to camp,” | promised.

For a second | saw worry in hiseyes. Then he put on hisold confident smile.



"You bet," hesad. "Let's go blow Kronos back into amillion pieces.”

Beckendorf led the way. We followed a narrow corridor to the service stairwell, just like wed practiced,
but we froze when we heard noises above us.

"l don't care what your nose saysl" snarled a half-human, half-dog voice-atelkhine. "Thelast time you
smelled haf-blood, it turned out to be amest loaf sandwich!™

"Mest loaf sandwichesare good!" a second voice snarled. "But thisis haf-blood scent, | swear. They are
on boarad!"

"Bah, your brain isn't on board!"

They continued to argue, and Beckendorf pointed downstairs. We descended as quietly aswe could.
Two floors down, the voices of the telkhines sarted to fade.

Finaly we cameto ameta hatch. Beckendorf mouthed the words "engine room."

It waslocked, but Beckendorf pulled some chain cutters out of his bag and split the bolt like it was made
of butter.

Inside, arow of yellow turbinesthe size of grain silos churned and hummed. Pressure gauges and
computer termi-nals lined the opposite wal. A telkhine was hunched over a console, but he was so
involved with hiswork, he didn't notice us. He was about five feet tal, with dick black sedl fur and
stubby little feet. He had the head of a Doberman, but his clawed hands were dmaost human. He growled
and muttered as he tapped on his keyboard. Maybe he was mes-saging his friends on uglyface.com.

| stepped forward, and he tensed, probably smelling something was wrong. He leaped sideways toward
abig red dlarm button, but | blocked his path. He hissed and lunged a me, but one dice of Riptide, and
he exploded into dust.

"One down," Beckendorf said. "About five thousand to go." He tossed me ajar of thick green
liquid-Greek fire, one of the most dangerous magical substancesin the world. Then he threw me another
essentia tool of demigod heroes-duct tape.

"Sap that one on the console,” he said. "I'll get the turbines.”
We went to work. The room was hot and humid, and in no time we were drenched m swest.

The boat kept chugging dong. Being the son of Poseidon and dll, | have perfect bearings at sea. Don't
ask me how, but | could tell we were at 40.19° North, 71.90° West, making eighteen knots, which
meant the ship would arrivein New Y ork Harbor by dawn. Thiswould be our only chanceto stopit.

| had just attached a second jar of Greek fire to the con-trol panelswhen | heard the pounding of feet on
metd steps-so many creatures coming down the stairwell | could hear them over the engines. Not agood
sgn.

| locked eyes with Beckendorf. "How much longer?!

"Too long." Hetapped hiswatch, which was our remote control detonator. "I ill have to wirethe
receiver and prime the charges. Ten more minutes at least.”

Judging from the sound of the footsteps, we had about ten seconds.

"I'll digtract them," | said. "Mest you at the rendezvous point.”
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"Wish meluck."

He looked like he wanted to argue. The whole idea had been to get in and out without being spotted. But
we were going to have to improvise.

"Good luck," he said.
| charged out the door.

A hdf dozen telkhines were tromping down the gairs. | cut through them with Riptide faster than they
could ydp. | kept climbing-past another telkhine, who was so startled he dropped his Lil' Demons lunch
box. | left him aive-partly because hislunch box was coal, partly so he could raisetheaarm and
hopefully get hisfriendsto follow me rather than head toward the engine room.

| burst through adoor onto deck six and kept running. I'm sure the carpeted hall had once been very
plush, but over the last three years of monster occupation the wallpa-per, carpet, and stateroom doors
had been clawed up and dimed so it looked like the inside of adragon'sthroat (and yes, unfortunately, |

speak from experience).

Back on my firg vigt to the Princess Andromeda, my old enemy Luke had kept some dazed tourists on
board for show, shrouded in Mist so they didn't realize they were on amonster-infested ship. Now |
didn't see any sign of tourigts. | hated to think what had happened to them, but | kind of doubted they'd
been dlowed to go home with their bingo winnings.

| reached the promenade, abig shopping mall that took up the whole middle of the ship, and | stopped
cold. Inthe middle of the courtyard stood afountain. And in the fountain squatted a giant crab.

I'm not talking "giant” like $7.99 al-you-can-eat Alaskan king crab. I'm talking giant like bigger than the
fountain. The monster rose ten feet out of the water. 1ts shell was mottled blue and green, its pincers

longer than my bodly.

If you've ever seen acrab's mouth, al foamy and gross with whiskers and snapping bits, you can imagine
thisone didn't look any better blown up to billboard size. Its beady black eyes glared a me, and | could

seeintelligence in them-and hate. The fact that | was the son of the sea god was not going to win me any

pointswith Mr. Crabby.

"FFFFffffff, "it hissed, seafoam dripping from its mouth. The smell coming off it waslike agarbage can
full of fish sticksthat had been stting in the sun al week.

Alarms blared. Soon | was going to have lots of com-pany and | had to keep moving.
"Hey, crabby." | inched around the edge of the court-yard. "I'm just gonna scoot around you so-"

The crab moved with amazing speed. It scuttled out of the fountain and came Straight a me, pincers
snapping. 1 doveinto agift shop, plowing through arack of T-shirts. A crab pincer smashed the glass
wallsto pieces and raked across the room. | dashed back outside, breathing heavily, but Mr. Crabby
turned and followed.

"Therel" avoice said from abal cony above me. "Intruder!”

If I'd wanted to create adistraction, |'d succeeded, but this was not where | wanted to fight. If | got
pinned down in the center of the ship, | was crab chow.



The demonic crustacean lunged a me. | diced with Riptide, taking off thetip of its claw. It hissed and
foamed, but didn't seem very hurt.

| tried to remember anything from the old stories that might help with this thing. Annabeth had told me
about amonster crab-something about Hercules crushing it under hisfoot? That wasn't going to work
here. This crab was dightly bigger than my Reeboks.

Then aweird thought occurred to me. Last Christmas, my mom and | had brought Paul Blofisto our old
cabin a Montauk, where we'd been going forever. Paul had taken me crabbing, and when heldd brought
up anet full of the things, held shown me how crabs have a chink in their armor, right in the middle of
ther ugly bdlies.

The only problem was getting to the ugly belly.

| glanced a the fountain, then a the marble floor, already dick from scuttling crab tracks. | held out my
hand, concentrating on the water, and the fountain exploded. Water sprayed everywhere, three stories
high, dousing the ba conies and the elevators and the windows of the shops. The crab didn't care. It
loved water. It came a me sSideways, snapping and hissing, and | ran Straight at it, screaming,
"AHHHHHHH!"

Just before we collided, | hit the ground basebal-style and did on the wet marble floor straight under the
cregture. It was like diding under a seven-ton armored vehicle. All the crab had to do was sit and squash
me, but before it realized what was going on, | jabbed Riptideinto the chink in itsarmor, let go of the hilt,
and pushed mysdlf out the backside.

The monster shuddered and hissed. Its eyes dissolved. Its shell turned bright red asitsinsdes
evaporated. The empty shell clattered to the floor in amassive heap.

| didn't have time to admire my handiwork. | ran for the nearest sairswhile dl around me monsters and
demigods shouted orders and strapped on their wegpons. | was empty-handed. Riptide, being magic,
would appear in my pocket sooner or later, but for now it was stuck somewhere under the wreckage of
the crab, and | had notimeto retrieveit.

In the eevator foyer on deck eight, acouple of dracaenae dithered across my path. From the waist up,
they were women with green scaly skin, yellow eyes, and forked tongues. From the waist down, they
had double snake trunksinstead of legs. They held spears and weighted nets, and | knew from
experience they could usethem.

"What isssthisss?' onesad. "A prizefor Kronosss!"

| wasn't in the mood to play break-the-snake, but in front of me was a stand with amodd of the ship,
likeaYOU ARE HERE display. | ripped the modd off the pedestal and hurled it at thefirst iracaena.
The boat smacked her in the face and she went down with the ship. | jJumped over her, grabbed her
friend's spear, and siwung her around. She dammed into the elevator, and | kept running toward the front
of the ship.

"Get him!" she screamed.

Hédlhounds bayed. An arrow from somewhere whizzed past my face and impded itsdf in the
mahogany-paneed wal of the stairwell.

| didn't care-aslong as| got the monsters away from the engine room and gave Beckendorf moretime,

As| was running up the stairwell, akid charged down. He looked like held just woken up from anap.



Hisarmor was haf on. He drew his sword and yelled, "Kronos!" but he sounded more scared than
angry. He couldn't have been more than twelve-about the same age | waswhen I'd first arrived at Camp
Half-Blood.

That thought depressed me. This kid was getting brain-washed-trained to hate the gods and lash out
because he'd been born half Olympian. Kronoswas using him, and yet the kid thought | was his enemy.

No way was | going to hurt him. | didn't need aweapon for this. | stepped inside his strike and grabbed
hiswrist, damming it against thewall. His sword clattered out of his hand.

Then | did something | hadn't planned on. It was probably stupid. It definitely jeopardized our mission,
but | couldn't hepit.

"If youwant to live," | told him, "get off thisship now. Tell the other demigods.” Then | shoved him down
the stairs and sent him tumbling to the next floor.

| kept climbing.

Bad memories: ahalway ran past the cafeteria Annabeth, my half brother Tyson, and | had snesked
through here three years ago on my firg vigt.

| burst outside onto the main deck. Off the port bow, the sky was darkening from purple to black. A
swimming pool glowed between two glass towers with more bal conies and restaurant decks. Thewhole
upper ship seemed eerily deserted.

All I had to do was crossto the other side. Then | could take the staircase down to the helipad-our
emergency ren-dezvous point. With any luck, Beckendorf would meet me there. We'd jump into the sea
My water powers would pro-tect us both, and we'd detonate the charges from a quarter mile away.

| was halfway across the deck when the sound of avoice made mefreeze. "Y ou're late, Percy.”

Luke stood on the balcony above me, asmile on his scarred face. He wore jeans, awhite T-shirt, and
flip-flops, like he was just anorma college-age guy, but his eyestold the truth. They were solid gold.

"We've been expecting you for days." At first he sounded normal, like Luke. But then hisface twitched.
A shudder passed through his body as though held just drunk something redlly nasty. His voice became
heavier, ancient, and powerful-the voice of the Titan lord Kronos. The words scraped down my spine
like aknife blade. "Come, bow before me."

"Y eah, that'll happen,” | muttered.

Lastrygonian giantsfiled in on either Sde of the swim-ming pool asif they'd been waiting for acue. Each
was eight feet tall with tattooed arms, leather armor, and spiked clubs. Demigod archers appeared on the
roof above Luke. Two hellhounds legped down from the opposite bal cony and snarled a me. Within
seconds | was surrounded. A trap: there's no way they could've gotten into position so fast unlessthey'd
known | was coming.

| looked up at Luke, and anger boiled insde me. | didn't know if Luke's consciousness was even il
aliveingdethat body. Maybe, the way hisvoice had changed . . . or maybe it was just Kronos adapting
to hisnew form. | told mysdf it didn't matter. Luke had been twisted and evil long before Kronos

possessed him.
A voicein my head said: | have to fight him eventually. Why not now?



According to that big prophecy, | was supposed to make a choice that saved or destroyed the world
when | was sixteen. That was only seven days away. Why not now? If | redly had the power, what
difference would aweek make? | could end thisthrest right here by taking down Kronos. Hey, 1'd fought
monsters and gods before.

Asif reading my thoughts, Luke smiled. No, hewas Kronos. | had to remember that.
"Comeforward," he said. "If you dare.”

The crowd of mongters parted. | moved up the stairs, my heart pounding. | was sure somebody would
stab mein the back, but they let me pass. | felt my pocket and found my pen waiting. | uncapped it, and
Riptide grew into asword.

Kronoss wegpon appeared in his hands-a six-foot-long scythe, hdf Celestia bronze, haf mortd sted.
Just looking at the thing made my kneesturn to Jal-O. But before | could change my mind, | charged.

Time dowed down. | mean literally dowed down, because Kronos had that power. | felt like | was
moving through syrup. My armswere S0 heavy, | could barely raise my sword. Kronos smiled, swirling
his scythe at norma speed and waiting for me to creep toward my death.

| tried to fight hismagic. | concentrated on the sea around me-the source of my power. 1'd gotten better
at channeling it over the years, but now nothing seemed to happen.

| took another dow step forward. Giants jeered. Dracaenae hissed with laughter.
Hey, ocean, | pleaded. Any day now would be good.

Suddenly there was awrenching painin my gut. The entire boat lurched sideways, throwing monsters off
their feet. Four thousand gallons of salt water surged out of the swimming pool, dousing me and Kronos
and everyone on the deck. The water revitalized me, breaking the time spell, and | lunged forward.

| struck at Kronos, but | was till too dow. | made the mistake of looking at his face-Luke's face-aguy
who was once my friend. Asmuch as| hated him, it was hard to kill him.

Kronos had no such hesitation. He diced downward with his scythe. | leaped back, and the evil blade
missed by an inch, cutting agash in the deck right between my feet.

| kicked Kronosin the chest. He ssumbled backward, but he was heavier than L uke should've been. It
waslike kicking arefrigerator.

Kronos swung his scythe again. | intercepted with Riptide, but his strike was so powerful, my blade
could only deflect it. The edge of the scythe shaved off my shirtdeeve and grazed my arm. It shouldn't
have been aserious cut, but the entire sde of my body exploded with pain. | remem-bered what a sea
demon had once said about Kronoss scythe: Careful, fool. One touch, and the blade will sever your
soul from your body. Now | understood what he meant. | wasn't just losing blood. | could fed my

grength, my will, my identity draining away.

| stumbled backward, switched my sword to my left hand, and lunged desperately. My blade should've
run him through, but it deflected off his somach like | was hitting solid marble. There was no way he
should've survived that.

Kronoslaughed. "A poor performance, Percy Jackson. Luke tells me you were never his match at
swordplay.”



My vison started to blur. | knew | didn't have much time. "Luke had abig head,” | said. "But at least it
was his head.”

"A shameto kill you now," Kronos mused, "before the find plan unfolds. | would love to seetheterror in
your eyeswhen you redize how | will destroy Olympus.”

"You'll never get thisboat to Manhattan." My arm was throbbing. Black spots danced in my vision.

"And why would that be?' Kronoss golden eyes glittered. His face-L uke's face-seemed like amask,
unnatura and lit from behind by some evil power. " Perhaps you are count-ing on your friend with the
explogves?'

He looked down at the pool and called, "Nakamural"

A teenage guy infull Greek armor pushed through the crowd. Hisleft eye was covered with ablack
patch. | knew him, of course: Ethan Nakamura, the son of Nemesis. I'd saved hislifein the Labyrinth last
summer, and in return, thelittle punk had hel ped Kronos come back to life.

"Success, my lord," Ethan called. "Wefound him just aswe weretold.”

He clapped his hands, and two giants lumbered for-ward, dragging Charles Beckendorf between them.
My heart dmost stopped. Beckendorf had a swollen eye and cuts al over hisface and arms. Hisarmor
was gone and his shirt was nearly torn off.

“No!" | yelled.

Beckendorf met my eyes. He glanced a his hand like he wastrying to tell me something. His watch.
They hadn't taken it yet, and that was the detonator. Was it possible the explo-sives were armed? Surely
the monsters would've dismantled them right away.

"Wefound him amidships," one of the giants said, "try-ing to sneak to the engine room. Can we egt him
now?'

"Soon." Kronos scowled at Ethan. "Are you sure he didn't set the explosives?
"Hewas going toward the engine room, my lord."
"How do you know that?"

"Er . .." Ethan shifted uncomfortably. "He was heading in that direction. And hetold us. Hisbag is il full
of explosves”

Sowly, | began to understand. Beckendorf had fooled them. When held redlized he was going to be
captured, he turned to make it look like he was going the other way. He'd convinced them he hadn't
made it to the engine room yet. The Greek fire might still be primed! But that didn't do us any good
unlesswe could get off the ship and detonateit.

Kronos hesitated.
Buy the story, | prayed. The painin my arm was so bad now | could barely stand.
"Open hisbag,” Kronos ordered.

One of the giantsripped the explosives satchel from Beckendorf's shoulders. He peered inside, grunted,
and turned it upside down. Panicked mongters surged backward. If the bag really had been full of Greek



firejars, we wouldve dl blown up. But what fell out were adozen cans of peaches.

| could hear Kronos breathing, trying to control his anger.

"Did you, perhaps," he said, "capture this demigod near the gdley?!

Ethan turned pde. "Um-"

"And did you, perhaps, send someoneto actualy CHECK THE ENGINE ROOM?"
Ethan scrambled back in terror, then turned on his heels and ran.

| cursed sllently. Now we had only minutes before the bombs were disarmed. | caught Beckendorf's
eyes again and asked a slent question, hoping he would understand: How long?

He cupped hisfingers and thumb, making acircle. Zero. Therewasno delay onthetimer a al. If he
managed to press the detonator button, the ship would blow at once. We'd never be able to get far
enough away before using it. The monsterswould kill usfirgt, or disarm the explosives, or both.

Kronos turned toward me with acrooked smile. ™Y ou'll have to excuse my incompetent help, Percy
Jackson. But it doesn't matter. We have you now. We've known you were coming for weeks."

He held out hishand and dangled alittle silver bracel et with a scythe charm-the Titan lord's symbal.

Thewound in my arm was sapping my ability to think, but | muttered, "Communication device. . . oy at
camp.”

Kronos chuckled. "Y ou can't count on friends. They will aways et you down. Luke learned that lesson
the hard way. Now drop your sword and surrender to me, or your friend dies."”

| swallowed. One of the giants had his hand around Beckendorf's neck. | wasin no shape to rescue him,
and evenif | tried, he would die before | got there. We both would.

Beckendorf mouthed oneword: Go.
| shook my head. | couldn't just leave him.

The second giant was still rummaging through the peach cans, which meant Beckendorf's left arm was
free. Heraised it dowly-toward the watch on hisright wrist.

| wanted to scream, NO!

Then down by the swimming pool, one of the dracaenae hissed, "What isss he doing? What isssthat on
hissswrisss?'

Beckendorf closed eyestight and brought his hand up to his watch.

| had no choice. | threw my sword like ajavelin at Kronos. It bounced harmlessly off his chest, but it did
gar-tle him. | pushed through a crowd of monsters and jumped off the side of the ship-toward the water
ahundred feet below.

| heard rumbling deep in the ship. Mongters yelled at me from above. A spear sailed past my ear. An
arrow pierced my thigh, but | barely had timeto register the pain. | plunged into the sea and willed the
currentsto take mefar, far away-a hundred yards, two hundred yards.



Even from that distance, the explosion shook the world. Heat seared the back of my head. The Princess
Andromeda blew up from both sides, amassivefirebd| of green flamerailing into the dark sky,

consuming everything.
Beckendorf, | thought.
Then | blacked out and sank like an anchor toward the bottom of the sea.
TWO
| MEET SOME FISHY
RELATIVES
Demigod dreams suck.

Thething s, they're never just dreams. They've got to be visons, omens, and al that other mystica stuff
that makesmy brain hurt.

| dreamed | wasin adark palace at the top of amoun-tain. Unfortunately, | recognized it: the palace of
the Titans on top of Mount Othrys, otherwise known asMount Tamalpais, in Cdifornia. Theman
pavilion was open to the night, ringed with black Greek columns and statues of the Titans. Torchlight
glowed againgt the black marble floor. In the center of the room, an armored giant struggled under the
weight of aswirling funnel cloud-Atlas, holding up the sky.

Two other giant men stood nearby over abronze bra-zier, sudying imagesin the flames.

"Quite an exploson," one said. He wore black armor studded with silver dots like agtarry night. Hisface
was covered in awar helm with aram's horn curling on either side.

"It doesn't matter,” the other said. This Titan was dressed in gold robes, with golden eyeslike Kronos.
Hisentire body glowed. He reminded me of Apollo, God of the Sun, except the Titan'slight was harsher,
and hisexpression crueler. "The gods have answered the challenge. Soon they will be destroyed.”

Theimagesin thefire were hard to make out: storms, buildings crumbling, mortals screaming in terror.

"I will go east to marsha our forces," the golden Titan said. "Krios, you shal remain and guard Mount
Othrys."

The ram horn dude grunted. "1 aways get the stupid jobs. Lord of the South. Lord of Congtdllations.
Now | get to babysit Atlaswhile you havedl thefun.”

Under thewhirlwind of clouds, Atlas bellowed in agony, "L et me out, curseyou! | am your greatest
warrior. Take my burden so | may fight!"

"Quiet!" the golden Titan roared. "Y ou had your chance, Atlas. Y ou failed. Kronoslikesyou just where
you are. Asfor you, Krios, do your duty."

"And if you need more warriors?' Krios asked. "Our treacherous nephew in the tuxedo will not do you
much good in afight."

The golden Titan laughed. "Don't worry about him. Besides, the gods can barely handle our firdt little
challenge. They have no idea how many otherswe havein store. Mark my words, in afew days time,
Olympuswill bein ruins, and we will meet here again to celebrate the dawn of the Sixth Age!l”



The golden Titan erupted into flames and disappeared.
"Oh, sure," Krios grumbled. "He getsto erupt into flames. | get to wear these stupid ram'shorns.”

The scene shifted. Now | was outside the pavilion, hiding in the shadows of a Greek column. A boy
stood next to me, eavesdropping on the Titans. He had dark silky hair, pale skin, and dark clothes-my
friend Nico di Angelo, the son of Hades.

Helooked straight at me, his expression grim. ™Y ou see, Percy?' he whispered. "Y ou're running out of
time. Do you redly think you can beat them without my plan?'

Hiswords washed over me as cold as the ocean floor, and my dreams went black.
"Percy?' adeep voice said.

My head fdt like it had been microwaved in duminum fail. | opened my eyes and saw alarge shadowy
figureloom+-ing over me.

"Beckendorf?' | asked hopefully.
"No, brother."

My eyesrefocused. | waslooking at a Cyclops-amis-shapen face, ratty brown hair, one big brown eye
full of concern. "Tyson?"

My brother broke into atoothy grin. "Yay! Y our brain works!"

| wasn't S0 sure. My body felt weightless and cold. My voice sounded wrong. | could hear Tyson, but it
was morelike | was hearing vibrationsingde my skull, not the regu-lar sounds.

| sat up, and a gossamer sheet floated away. | was on abed made of silky woven kelp, in aroom
pandled with abaone shell. Glowing pearlsthe size of basketballs floated around the celling, providing
light. | was under water.

Now, being the son of Poseidon and al, | was okay with this. | can breathe underwater just fine, and my
clothes don't even get wet unless | want them to. But it was ill abit of a shock when a hammerhead
shark drifted through the bed-room window, regarded me, and then swam calmly out the opposite side
of the room.

"Where-"
"Daddy'spalace,” Tyson said.

Under different circumstances, | would've been excited. I'd never visited Poseidon's realm, and 1'd been
dreaming about it for years. But my head hurt. My shirt was still speckled with burn marks from the
exploson. My arm and leg wounds had hedled-just being in the ocean can do that for me, given enough
time-but | till felt like I'd been trampled by a Laistrygonian soccer team in cleats.

"How long-"
"Wefound you last night," Tyson said, "sinking through the weter."
"The Princess Andromeda?'

"Went ka-boom," Tyson confirmed.



"Beckendorf was on board. Did you find . . ."
Tyson'sface darkened. "No sign of him. | am sorry, brother.”

| stared out the window into deep blue water. Beckendorf was supposed to go to collegein thefdl. He
had agirlfriend, lots of friends, hiswhole life ahead of him. He couldn't be gone. Maybe held made it off
the ship like | had. Maybe held jumped over theside. . . and what? He couldn't have survived a
hundred-foot fal into the water like | could. He couldn't have put enough distance between him-sdf and
the explosion.

| knew in my gut he was dead. He'd sacrificed himsdlf to take out the Princess Andromeda, and | had
abandoned him.

| thought about my dream: the Titans discussing the explosion asif it didn't matter, Nico di Angelo
warning methat | would never beat Kronos without following his plan-a dangerousideal'd been
avoiding for morethan ayear.

A digtant blast shook the room. Green light blazed out-sde, turning the whole sea as bright as noon.
"What wasthat?' | asked.
Tyson looked worried. "Daddy will explain. Come, heisblowing up mongers.”

The palace might have been the most amazing place I'd ever -seen if it hadn't been in the process of
getting destroyed. We swam to the end of along halway and shot upward on ageyser. Aswe rose over
the rooftops | caught my breath-well, if you can catch your breasth underwater.

The palace was as big as the city on Mount Olympus, with wide courtyards, gardens, and columned
pavilions. The gardens were sculpted with cora colonies and glowing sea plants. Twenty or thirty
buildings were made of abaone, white but gleaming with rainbow colors. Fish and octopi darted in and
out of thewindows. The paths were lined with glowing pearlslike Chrismaslights.

The main courtyard was filled with warriors-mermen with fish tails from the waist down and human
bodies from thewaist up, except their skin was blue, which I'd never known before. Some were tending
the wounded. Some were sharpening spears and swords. One passed us, svimming in ahurry. Hiseyes
were bright green, like that stuff they put in glo-sticks, and his teeth were shark teeth. They don't show
you Suff likethat in The Little Mermaid.

Outside the main courtyard stood large fortifications-towers, walls, and antisiege weapons-but most of
these had been smashed to ruins. Others were blazing with a strange green light that | knew well-Greek
fire, which can burn even underwater.

Beyond this, the sea floor stretched into gloom. | could see battles raging-flashes of energy, explosions,
the glint of armies clashing. A regular human would've found it too dark to see. Heck, aregular human
would've been crushed by the pressure and frozen by the cold. Even my heat-sensitive eyes couldn't
make out exactly what was going on.

At the edge of the palace complex, atemple with ared cord roof exploded, sending fire and debris
streaming in dow motion across the farthest gardens. Out of the dark-ness above, an enormous form
appeared-a squid larger than any skyscraper. It was surrounded by a glittering cloud of dust-at least |
thought it was dugt, until | redlized it was aswarm of mermen trying to attack the mongter. The squid
descended on the pal ace and swatted its tentacles, smashing awhole column of warriors. Then abrilliant
arc of bluelight shot from the rooftop of one of thetallest buildings. Thelight hit the giant squid, and the



mongter dissolved likefood coloring in water.
"Daddy," Tyson said, pointing to where the light had come from.

"He did that?' | suddenly felt more hopeful. My dad had unbelievable powers. He was the god of the
sea. He could deal with thisattack, right? Maybe held let me help.

"Have you been inthe fight?' | asked Tyson in awe. "Like bashing heads with your awesome Cyclops
srength and Stuff?"

Tyson pouted, and immediately | knew 1'd asked abad question, "1 have been . . . fixing weapons,” he
mumbled. "Come. Let'sgo find Daddy."

| know this might sound weird to people with, like, regular parents, but I'd only seen my dad four or five
timesin my life, and never for more than afew minutes. The Greek gods don't exactly show up for their
kids basketbd | games. Still, | thought | would recognize Possidon on sight.

| waswrong.

The roof of the temple was abig open deck that had been set up as acommand center. A mosaic on the
floor showed an exact map of the palace grounds and the sur-rounding ocean, but the mosaic moved.
Colored stonetiles representing different armies and seamonsters shifted around as the forces changed
position. Buildingsthat col-lgpsed in redl life dso collgpsed in the picture.

Standing around the mosaic, grimly studying the battle, was a strange assortment of warriors, but none of
them looked like my dad. | was searching for abig guy with agood tan and a black beard, wearing
Bermuda shorts and aHawaiian shirt.

There was nobody like that. One guy was amerman with two fish tailsinstead of one. His skin was
green, hisarmor studded with pearls. His black hair wastied in a ponytail, and he looked young-though
it's hard to tell with non-humans. They could be athousand years old or three. Standing next to him was
an old man with abushy white beard and gray hair. His battle armor seemed to weigh him down. He had
green eyes and smilewrinkles around his eyes, but he wasn't amiling now. He was studying the map and
leaning on alarge meta staff. To hisright stood abeautiful woman in green armor with flowing black hair
and strange little horns like crab claws. And there was a dolphin-just aregular dolphin, but it was Staring
a themap intently.

"Delphin,” the old man said. " Send Palaemon and hislegion of sharksto the western front. We haveto
neutralize those leviathans.”

The dolphin spoke in a chattering voice, but | could understand it in my mind: Yes, lord! It sped away.
| looked in dismay at Tyson, then back at the old man.
It didn't seem possible, but . . . "Dad?" | asked.

The old man looked up. | recognized the twinklein hiseyes, but hisface. . . helooked like he'd aged
forty years.

"Hello, Percy."
"What-what happened to you?"
Tyson nudged me. He was shaking hishead so hard Iwas afraid it would fall off, but Poseidon didn't look



offended.
"It'sdl right, Tyson," he said. "Percy, excuse my appear-ance. The war has been hard on me."
"But youreimmortd," | said quietly. "You canlook . . . any way you want."

"| reflect the state of my realm,” he said. "And right now that State is quite grim. Percy, | should introduce
you-I'm afraid you just missed my lieutenant Delphin, God of the Dolphins. Thisismy, er, wife,
Amphitrite. My dear-"

The lady in green armor stared at me coldly, then crossed her arms and said, "Excuse me, my lord. | am
needed in the battle."

She swvam away.

| felt pretty awkward, but | guess| couldn't blame her. 1'd never thought about it much, but my dad had
animmor-tal wife. All hisromances with mortas, including with my mom . . . wel, Amphitrite probably
didn't like that much.

Posaidon cleared histhroat. "Yes, well . . . and thisismy son Triton. Er, my other son.”

"Y our son and heir," the green dude corrected. His doublefish tails swished back and forth. He smiled at
me, but there was no friendlinessin his eyes. "Hello, Perseus Jackson. Cometo help at last?"

Heacted like | waslate or lazy. If you can blush under-water, | probably did.
"Tdl mewhat to do,” | said.

Triton smiled like that was a cute suggestion-like | was adightly amusing dog that had barked for him or
something. Heturned to Poseidon. "I will seeto the front line, Father. Don't worry. | will not fail.”

He nodded palitely to Tyson. How come | didn't get that much respect? Then he shot off into the water.

Poseidon sighed. Heraised his staff, and it changed into his regular weapon-a huge three-pointed trident.
Thetip glowed with bluelight, and the water around it boiled with energy.

"I'm sorry about that," hetold me.

A huge sea serpent appeared from above us and spiraled down toward the roof. It was bright orange
with afanged mouth big enough to swalow agymnasium.

Hardly looking up, Poseidon pointed histrident at the beast and zapped it with blue energy. Ka-boom!
The monger burst into amillion goldfish, which dl swam off interror.

"My family isanxious," Posaidon continued asif nothing had happened. "The battle against Oceanusis
going poorly.”

He pointed to the edge of the mosaic. With the butt of histrident he tapped the image of amerman larger
than the rest, with the horns of abull. He appeared to be riding a chariot pulled by crawfish, and instead
of asword hewielded alive serpent.

"Oceanus," | said, trying to remember. "The Titan of the sea?’

Poseidon nodded. "He was neutrd in thefirst war of gods and Titans. But Kronos has convinced him to
fight. Thisis. .. wel, it'snot agood sign. Oceanus would not commit unless he was sure he could pick



thewinningsde”
"Helooks stupid,” | said, trying to sound upbest. "I mean, who fights with asnake?"
"Daddy will tieit inknots" Tyson said firmly.

Poseidon smiled, but he looked weary. "I appreciate your faith. We have been at war dmost ayear now.
My pow-ers are taxed. And still he finds new forces to throw at me-sea monsters so ancient | had
forgotten about them.”

| heard an explosion in the distance. About haf amile awvay, amountain of cora disintegrated under the
weight of two giant creatures. | could dimly make out their shapes. One was alobster. The other wasa
giant humanoid like a Cyclops, but he was surrounded by aflurry of limbs. At first | thought he wearing a
bunch of giant octopi. Then | redlized they were his own arms-ahundred flailing, fight-ing arms.

"Briared" | said.

| was happy to see him, but helooked like hewas fight-ing for hislife. He wasthelast of hiskind-a
Hundred-Handed One, cousin of the Cyclopes. Weld saved him from Kronos's prison last summer, and
| knew held cometo help Poseidon, but | hadn't heard of him since.

"Hefightswell," Posaidon said. "I wish we had awhole army like him, but heisthe only one.”

| watched as Briares bellowed in rage and picked up the lobster, which thrashed and snapped its pincers.
Hethrew it off the cora mountain, and the |obster disappeared into the darkness. Briares swam after it,
his hundred arms spin-ning like the blades of amotorboat.

"Percy, we may not have much time," my dad said. "Tell me of your mission. Did you see Kronos?'

| told him everything, though my voice choked up when | explained about Beckendorf. | looked down at
the court-yards below and saw hundreds of wounded mermen lying on makeshift cots. | saw rows of
coral mounds that must've been hastily made graves. | redlized Beckendorf wasn't the first death. He was
only one of hundreds, maybe thousands. I'd never felt so angry and helpless.

Posaidon stroked his beard. " Percy, Beckendorf chose a heroic death. Y ou bear no blame for that.
Kronossarmy will be m disarray. Many were destroyed.”

"But wedidn't kill him, did we?"

Asl sadit, | knew it was anaive hope. We might blow up his ship and disintegrate his monsters, but a
Titan lord wouldn't be so easy to kill.

"No," Posaidon admitted. "But you've bought our Sde sometime.”

"There were demigods on that ship,” | said, thinking of thekid I'd seen in the stairwell. Somehow I'd
alowed mysdlf to concentrate on the monsters and Kronas. 1'd convinced mysdlf that destroying their
shipwasal right because they were evil, they were sailing to attack my city, and besides, they couldn't
redly be permanently killed. Mongtersjust vaporized and re-formed eventually. But demigods. . .

Poseidon put his hand on my shoulder. "Percy, there were only afew demigod warriors aboard that ship,
and they all chose to battle for Kronos. Perhaps some heeded your warning and escaped. If they did not
... they chose their path.”

"They were brainwashed!" | said. "Now they're dead and Kronosis il dive. That's supposed to make



mefed better?’

| glared at the mosaic-little tile explosions destroying tile mongters. It seemed so easy whenit wasjust a
picture.

Tyson put hisarm around me. If anybody else had tried that, | would've pushed him away, but Tyson
was too big and stubborn. He hugged me whether | wanted it or not. "Not your fault, brother. Kronos
does not explode good. Next timewe will useabig stick.”

"Percy," my father said. "Beckendorf's sacrifice wasn't in vain. Y ou have scattered the invasion force.
New Y ork will be safe for atime, which frees the other Olympiansto deal with the bigger threet.”

"Thebigger threat?' | thought about what the golden Titan had said in my dream: The gods have
answered the challenge. Soon they will be destroyed.

A shadow passed over my father'sface. "Y ou've had enough sorrow for one day. Ask Chiron when you
return to camp.”

"Return to camp? But you're in trouble here. | want to help!”

"You cant, Percy. Your job iselsewhere.”

| couldn't believe | was hearing this. | looked at Tyson for backup.

My brother chewed hislip. "Daddy . . . Percy can fight with asword. Heis good."

"I know that," Poseidon said gently.

"Dad, | can help," | said. "'l know | can. Y ou're not going to hold out here much longer.”

A firebdl launched into the sky from behind the enemy lines. | thought Poseidon would deflect it or
something, but it landed on the outer corner of the yard and exploded, sending mermen tumbling through
the water. Poseldon winced asif he'd just been stabbed.

"Returnto camp,” heindgsted. "And tell Chironitistime.”
"For what?'
"Y ou must hear the prophecy. The entire prophecy."

| didn't need to ask him which prophecy. I'd been hear-ing about the "Great Prophecy” for years, but
nobody would ever tell me the whole thing. All | knew wasthat | was supposed to make a decision that
would decide the fate of the world-but no pressure.

"What if this isthe decison?’ | said. "Staying hereto light, or leaving? What if | leaveandyou . . ."

| couldn't say die. Gods weren't supposed to die, but I'd seen it happen. Evenif they didn't die, they
could be reduced to nearly nothing, exiled, imprisoned in the depths of Tartarus like Kronos had been.

"Percy, you must go," Posaidon ingsted. "I don't know what your find decison will be, but your fight lies
inthe world above. If nothing else, you must warn your friends at camp. Kronos knew your plans. You
have aspy. Wewill hold here. We have no choice.”

Tyson gripped my hand desperately. "1 will missyou, brother!"



Watching us, our father seemed to age another ten years. "Tyson, you have work to do aswell, my son.
They need you inthearmory."

Tyson pouted some more.

"l will go," he sniffled. He hugged me so hard he dmost cracked my ribs. "Percy, be careful! Do not let
mongterskill you dead”

| tried to nod confidently, but it was too much for the big guy. He sobbed and swam away toward the
armory, where his cousins were fixing spears and swords.

"You should let him fight,” | told my father. "He hates being stuck in the armory. Can't you tell ?*

Posaidon shook hishead. "It isbad enough | must send you into danger. Tyson istoo young. | must
protect him."

"You should trust him," | said. "Not try to protect him."

Posaidon's eyesflared. | thought I'd gone too far, but then he looked down at the mosaic and his
shoulders sagged. On thetiles, the mermaid guy in the crawfish char-iot was coming closer to the palace.

"Oceanus approaches” my father said. "I must meet him in battle.”
I'd never been scared for agod before, but | didn't see how my dad could face this Titan and win.

"l will hold," Posaidon promised. "I will not give up my domain. Just tell me, Percy, do you sill havethe
birthday gift | gave you last summer?'

| nodded and pulled out my camp necklace. It had abead for every summer I'd been at Camp
Half-Blood, but since last year I'd aso kept a sand dollar on the cord. My father had given it to mefor
my fifteenth birthday. He'd told me | would know when to "spend it," but so far | hadn't figured out what
he meant. All | knew wasthat it didn't fit the vending machinesin the school cafeteria

"Thetimeiscoming,” he promised. "With luck, | will seeyou for your birthday next week, and we will
have aproper celebration.”

He smiled, and for amoment | saw the old light in hiseyes.

Then the entire seagrew dark in front of us, like aninky ssorm wasrolling in. Thunder crackled, which
should've been impossible underwater. A hugeicy presence was approaching. | sensed awave of fear
roll through the armies below us.

"I must assume my true godly form,” Poseidon said. " Go-and good luck, my son.”

| wanted to encourage him, to hug him or something, but knew better than to stick around. When agod
assumes histrue form, the power is so greet that any mortal looking on him will disintegrate.

"Good-bye, Father,” | managed.

Then | turned away. | willed the ocean currentsto aid me. Water swirled around me, and | shot toward
the surface at speeds that would've caused any normal human to pop like aballoon.

When | looked back, al | could see were flashes of green and blue as my father fought the Titan, and the
seaitsaf wastorn gpart by thetwo armies.



THREE
| GET A SNEAK PEEK AT
MY DEATH
If you want to be popular at Camp Half-Blood, don't come back from amission with bad news.

Word of my arrival spread as soon as | walked out of the ocean. Our beach is on the North Shore of
Long Idand, and it's enchanted so most people can't even seeit. People don't just appear on the beach
unlessthey're demi-gods or gods or redlly, readly lost pizzadelivery guys. (It's happened-but that's
another story.)

Anyway, that afternoon the lookout on duty was Connor Stoll from the Hermes cabin. When he spotted
me, he got so excited hefell out of histree. Then he blew the conch horn to signa the camp and ranto
greet me.

Connor had a crooked smile that matched his crooked sense of humor. He's a pretty nice guy, but you
should aways keep one hand on your wallet when he's around, and do not, under any circumstances,
give him accessto shaving cream unless you want to find your deeping bag full of it. HEs got curly brown
hair and isalittle shorter than hisbrother, Travis, which isthe only way | can tell them apart. They are
both so unlike my old enemy Lukeit's hard to believe they're al sons of Hermes.

"Percy!" heyelled. "What happened? Where's Beckendorf?"

Then he saw my expression, and his smile melted. "Oh, no. Poor Silena. Holy Zeus, when shefindsout .

Together we climbed the sand dunes. A few hundred yards away, people were aready streaming toward
us, smil-ing and excited. Percy's back, they were probably thinking. He's saved the day! Maybe he
brought souvenirs!

| stopped at the dining pavilion and waited for them. No sense rushing down there to tell them what a
loser | was.

| gazed acrossthe valley and tried to remember how Camp Half-Blood looked thefirst time | ever saw
it. That seemed like abgjillion years ago.

From the dining pavilion, you could see pretty much everything. Hillsringed the valey. On thetales,
Half-Blood Hill, Thalias pine tree stood with the Golden FHeece hanging from its branches, magicaly
protecting the camp from its enemies. The guard dragon Peleus was so big now | could see him from
here-curled around the tree trunk, lending up smoke signas as he snored.

To my right spread the woods. To my eft, the canoe lake glittered and the climbing wall glowed from the
lava pour-ing down its side. Twelve cabins-one for each Olympian god-made a horseshoe pattern
around the commons area. Farther south were the strawberry fields, the armory, and the four-story Big
House with its sky blue paint job and its bronze eagle wesathervane.

In some ways, the camp hadn't changed. But you couldn't see the war by looking at the buildings or the
fields. You could seeit in the faces of the demigods and satyrs and naiads coming up the hill.

There weren't as many at camp as four summers ago. Some had |eft and never come back. Some had
died fight-ing. Others-we tried not to talk about them-had gone over to the enemy.



The oneswho were still here were battle-hardened and weary. There waslittle laughter at camp these
days. Even the Hermes cabin didn't play so many pranks. It's hard to enjoy practical jokes when your
wholelifefedslike one.

Chiron gdloped into the pavilion first, which was easy for him since he'sawhite stalion from the waist
down. His beard had grown wilder over the summer. He wore agreen T-shirt that ssid MY OTHER
CARISA CENTAUR and abow dung over his back.

"Percy!" hesaid. "Thank the gods. But where. . ."

Annabeth ran in right behind him, and I'll admit my heart did alittle relay racein my chest when | saw her.
It's not that shetried to ook good. We'd been doing so many combat missions lately, she hardly brushed
her curly blond hair anymore, and she didn't care what clothes she was wear-ing-usudly the same old
orange camp T-shirt and jeans, and once in awhile her bronze armor. Her eyes were stormy gray. Most
of the time we couldn't get through a conversa-tion without trying to strangle each other. Still, just seeing
her made me fed fuzzy in the head. Last summer, before Luke had turned into Kronos and everything
went sour, there had been afew timeswhen | thought maybe . . . well, that we might get past the
strangle-each-other phase.

"What happened?' She grabbed my arm. "Is Luke-"
"The ship blew up,” | said. "He wasn't destroyed. | don't know where-"

Silena Beauregard pushed through the crowd. Her hair wasn't combed and she wasn't even wearing
makeup, which wasn't like her.

"Where's Charlie?' she demanded, looking around like he might be hiding.

| glanced a Chiron helplesdy.

The old centaur cleared histhroat. "Slena, my dear, let'stak about this at the Big House-"
"No," she muttered. "No. No."

She started to cry, and the rest of us stood around, too stunned to speak. We'd aready lost so many
people over the summer, but this was the worst. With Beckendorf gone, it felt like someone had stolen
the anchor for the entire camp.

Findly Clarisse from the Ares cabin came forward. She put her arm around Silena. They had one of the
strangest friendships ever-a daughter of the war god and a daugh-ter of the love goddess-but ever since
Silena had given Clarisse advice last summer about her first boyfriend, Clarisse had decided shewas
Silena's personal bodyguard.

Clarisse was dressed in her bloodred combat armor, her brown hair tucked into a bandana. She was as
big and beefy as arugby player, with apermanent scowl on her face, but she spoke gently to Silena.

"Comeon, girl," shesaid. "Let's get to the Big House. I'll make you some hot chocolate.”

Everyone turned and wandered off in twos and threes, heading back to the cabins. Nobody was excited
to see me now. Nobody wanted to hear about the blown-up ship.

Only Annabeth and Chiron stayed behind.
Annabeth wiped atear from her cheek. "I'm glad you're not dead, Seaweed Brain."



"Thanks," | said. "Metoo."

Chiron put ahand on my shoulder. "I'm sure you did everything you could, Percy. Will you tell uswhat
hap-pened?’

| didn't want to go through it again, but | told them the story, including my dream about the Titans. | |eft
out the detail about Nico. Nico had made me promise not to tell anybody about his plan until | made up
my mind, and the plan was so scary | didn't mind keeping it a secret.

Chiron gazed down at thevadley. "We must cdl awar council immediately, to discussthis spy, and other
matters”

"Posel don mentioned another threat,” | said. " Some-thing even bigger than the Princess Andromeda. |
thought it might be that challenge the Titan had mentioned in my dream.”

Chiron and Annabeth exchanged looks, like they knew something | didn't. | hated when they did that.
"Wewill discussthat dso,” Chiron promised.

"Onemorething." | took adeep breath. "When | talked to my father, he said to tell you it'stime. | need
to know thefull prophecy.”

Chiron's shoulders sagged, but he didn't look surprised. "I've dreaded this day. Very well. Annabeth, we
will show Percy thetruth-dl of it. Let'sgo to theattic.”

* % %
I'd been to the Big House attic three times before, which was three times more than | wanted to.

A ladder ledup from the top of the staircase. | won-dered how Chiron was going to get up there, being
half horseand dl, but he didn't try.

"You know whereitis," hetold Annabeth. "Bring it down, please."
Annabeth nodded. "Come on, Percy."

The sun was setting outside, so the attic was even darker and cregpier than usua. Old hero trophieswere
dacked everywhere-dented shields, pickled headsin jars from various monsters, apair of fuzzy diceona
bronze plaque that read: STOLEN FROM CHRY SAOR'SHONDA CIVIC, BY GUS, SON OF
HERMES, 1988.

| picked up acurved bronze sword so badly bent it looked like the letter M. | could still see green stains
on the metd from the magica poison that used to cover it. The tag was dated last summer. It read:
Scimitar of Kamp?, destroyed in the Battle of the Labyrinth.

"Y ou remember Briares throwing those boulders?" | asked.
Annabeth gave me agrudging smile. "And Grover caus-ing aPanic?'

Welocked eyes. | thought of adifferent time last sum-mer, under Mount St. Helens, when Annabeth
thought | was going to die and she kissed me.

She cleared her throat and looked away. " Prophecy.”
"Right." | put down the scimitar. "'Prophecy.”



We walked over to the window. On athree-legged stool sat the Oracle-a shriveled female mummy ma
tie-dyed dress. Tufts of black hair clung to her skull. Glassy eyes stared out of her leathery face. Just
looking at her made my skin crawl.

If you wanted to |eave camp during the summer, it used to be you had to come up here to get a quest.
This summer, that rule had been tossed. Campers|eft dl the time on com-bat missons. We had no
choiceif we wanted to stop Kronos.

Stll, I remembered too well the strange green mist-the spirit of the Oracle-that lived inside the mummy.
She looked lifeless now, but whenever she spoke a prophecy, she moved. Sometimes fog gushed out of
her mouth and created strange shapes. Once, sheld even | eft the attic and taken alittle zombie stroll into
the woods to deliver amessage. | wasn't sure what she'd do for the "Great Prophecy.” | half expected
her to gtart tap dancing or something.

But shejust sat there like she was dead-which shewas.
"I never understood this" | whispered.

"What?' Annabeth asked.

"Why itsamummy.”

"Percy, she didn't used to be amummy. For thousands of yearsthe spirit of the Oraclelived insde a
beautiful maiden. The spirit would be passed on from generation to generation. Chiron told me she was
likethat fifty yearsago." Annabeth pointed at the mummy. "But she wasthe last.”

"What happened?’

Annabeth started to say something, then apparently changed her mind. "Let'sjust do our job and get out
of here."

| looked nervoudly at the Oracle's withered face. " So what now?"

Annabeth gpproached the mummy and held out her pams. "O Oracle, thetimeisat hand. | ask for the
Gresat Prophecy.”

| braced mysdlf, but the mummy didn't move. Instead, Annabeth approached and unclasped one of its
necklaces. I'd never paid too much attention to its jewelry before. | fig-ured it was just hippie love beads
and stuff. But when Annabeth turned toward me, she was holding aleather pouch-like aNative
American medicine pouch on acord braided with feathers. She opened the bag and took out aroll of
parchment no bigger than her pinky.

"Noway," | said. "You mean al these years, I've been asking about this stupid prophecy, and it's been
right there around her neck?'

"Thetimewasn't right,” Annabeth said. "Believe me, Percy, | read thiswhen | wasten yearsold, and |
dill have nightmares about it."

"Grest," | said. "Can | read it now?"'
"Downgtairs at thewar council,” Annabeth said. "Not in front of . . . you know."

| looked at the glassy eyes of the Oracle, and | decided not to argue. We headed downstairsto join the
others. | didn't know it then, but it would bethe last time | ever visited the dtic.



* * %

The senior counsdlors had gathered around the Ping-Pong table. Don't ask me why, but the rec room
had become the camp'sinforma headquarters for war councils. When Annabeth, Chiron, and | camein,
though, it looked more like ashouting maich.

Clarissewas il in full battle gear. Her eectric spear was strapped to her back. (Actualy, her second
electric spear, since I'd broken the first one. She called the spear "Maimer.” Behind her back, everybody
esecdled it "Lamer.") She had her boar-shaped helmet under one arm and aknife at her belt.

Shewasinthe midst of yelling a Michad Y ew, the new head counsdlor for Apollo, which looked kind of
funny since Clarisse was afoot taler. Michadl had taken over the Apollo cabin after Lee FHetcher diedin
battle last summer. Michadl stood four feet Six, with another two feet of atti-tude. Hereminded me of a
ferret, with a pointy nose and scrunched-up features-either because he scowled so much or because he
spent too much time looking down the shaft of an arrow.

"It'sour loot!" he ydled, standing on histiptoes so he could get in Clarissesface. "'If you dont likeit, you
cankissmy quiver!”

Around the table, people were trying not to laugh-the Stoll brothers, Pollux from the Dionysus cabin,
Katie Gardner from Demeter. Even Jake Mason, the hastily appointed new counsel or from Hephaestus,
managed afaint smile. Only Silena Beauregard didn't pay any attention. She sat beside Clarisse and
stared vacantly at the Ping-Pong net. Her eyes were red and puffy. A cup of hot chocolate sat untouched
infront of her. It seemed unfair that she had to be here. | couldn't believe Clarisse and Michael standing
over her, arguing about something as stupid asloot, when sheld just lost Beckendorf.

"STOPIT!" | yeled. "What are you guys doing?'

Clarisse glowered at me. "Tdl Michael not to be asdf-ish jerk.”

"Oh, that's perfect, coming from you,” Michadl said.

"The only reason I'm hereisto support Silenal™ Clarisse shouted. " Otherwise I'd be back in my cabin.”
"What are you talking about?"' | demanded.

Pollux cleared histhroat. "Clarisse has refused to spesk to any of us, until her, um, issueisresolved. She
hasn't spoken for three days."

"It's been wonderful," Travis Stoll said wistfully.
"What issue?" | asked.
Clarisse turned to Chiron. "Y ou're in charge, right? Does my cabin get what we want or not?"

Chiron shuffled hishooves. "My dear, as|'ve dready explained, Michadl is correct. Apollo's cabin has
the best claim. Besides, we have more important matters-"

"Sure," Clarisse snapped. "Always more important matters than what Ares needs. We're just supposed
to show up and light when you need us, and not complain!™

"That would be nice," Connor Stoll muttered.

Clarisse gripped her knife. "Maybe | should ask Mr. D-"



"Asyou know," Chiron interrupted, histone dightly angry now, "our director, Dionysus, is busy with the
war. He can't be bothered with this."

"l see" Clarisse said. "And the senior counselors? Are any of you going to Sde with me?”
Nobody was smiling now. None of them met Clarissg's eyes.

"Fine." Clarisseturned to Silena. "I'm sorry. | didn't mean to get into thiswhen you'vejust lost . . .
Anyway, | apologize. To you. Nobody else.”

Silenadidn't seem to register her words.

Clarisse threw her knife on the Ping-Pong table. "All of you can fight thiswar without Ares. Until | get
satisfaction, no onein my cabinislifting afinger to help. Have fun dying."

The counselors were dl too stunned to say anything as Clarisse stormed out of the room.
Finaly Michad Yew said, "Good riddance.”

"Areyou kidding?' Katie Gardner protested. "Thisisadisaster!”

"Shecan't beserious,” Travissaid. "Can she?'

Chiron sighed. "Her pride has been wounded. Shelll cam down eventually.” But he didn't sound
convinced.

| wanted to ask what the heck Clarisse was so mad about, but | looked at Annabeth and she mouthed
thewords I'll tell you later.

"Now," Chiron continued, "if you please, counsglors. Percy has brought something | think you should
hear. Percy-the Great Prophecy.”

Annabeth handed me the parchment. It felt dry and old, and my fingers fumbled with the string. | uncurled
the paper, trying not to rip it, and began to read:

"A half-blood of the eldest dogs.. . ."
"Er, Percy?' Annabeth interrupted. "That's gods. Not dogs."

"Oh, right," | said. Being dydexic isone mark of ademigod, but sometimesl| redly hateit. The more
nervous | am, the worse my reading gets. " A half~blood of the eldest gods . . . shall reach sixteen
against all odds. . ."

| hesitated, Staring at the next lines. A cold feding started m my fingers asif the paper was freezing.
"And see the world in endless sleep,
The hero's soul, cursed blade shall reap.”

Suddenly Riptide seemed heavier in my pocket. A cursed blade? Chiron once told me Riptide had
brought many people sorrow. Was it possible my own sword could get me killed? And how could the
world fall into endless deep, unlessthat meant death?

"Percy," Chiron urged. "Read therest.”

My mouth fdlt like it wasfull of sand, but | spoke the last two lines.



"A single choice shall. . . shall end hisdays.

Olympus to per -pursue-"

"Preserve," Annabeth said gently. "It meansto save."

"I know what it means,” | grumbled. " Olympus to preserve or raze."
Theroomwasslent. Findly Connor Stoll said, "Raiseisgood, isn'tit?!

"Not raise," Sllena said. Her voice was hollow, but | was startled to hear her spegk a dl. "R-a-z-e
means destroy.”

"Obliterate,” Annabeth said. "Annihilate. Turnto rubble.”
"Got it." My heart fet likelead. "Thanks."
Everybody was looking at me-with concern, or pity, or maybe alittle fear.

Chiron closed hiseyes asif he were saying aprayer. In horse form, his head dmost brushed thelightsin
the rec room. "Y ou see now, Percy, why we thought it best not to tell you the whole prophecy. Y ou've
had enough on your shoulders-"

"Without redizing | wasgoingto diein theend any-way?' | said. "Yeah, | getit.”

Chiron gazed a me sadly. The guy was three thousand years old. HEd seen hundreds of heroes die. He
might not likeit, but he was used to it. He probably knew better than to try to reassure me.

"Percy,” Annabeth said. "Y ou know prophecies dways have double meanings. It might not literally mean
you die"

"Sure" | said. "A single choice shall end his days. That hastons of meanings, right?

"Maybe we can stop it," Jake Mason offered. "The hero's soul, cursed blade shall reap. Maybe we
could find this cursed blade and destroy it. Sounds like Kronos's scythe, right?”

| hadn't thought about that, but it didn't matter if the cursed blade was Riptide or Kronos's scythe. Either
way, | doubted we could stop the prophecy. A blade was supposed to reap my soul. Asagenerd rule, |
preferred not to have my soul reaped.

"Perhaps we should let Percy think about theselines,” Chiron said. "He needstime-"

"No." | folded up the prophecy and shoved it into my pocket. | felt defiant and angry, though | wasn't
surewho | was angry with. "l don't need time. If | dig, | die. | can't worry about that, right?’

Annabeth's hands were shaking alittle. She wouldn't meet my eyes.
"Let'smoveon,” | said. "We've got other problems. Weve got aspy.”
Michadl Y ew scowled. "A spy?'

| told them what had happened on the Princess Andromeda-how Kronos had known we were coming,
how he'd shown me the silver scythe pendant he'd used to com-municate with someone at camp.

Silena garted to cry again, and Annabeth put an arm around her shoulders.



"Well," Connor Stoll said uncomfortably, "weve sus-pected there might aspy for years, right?
Somebody kept passing information to Luke-like the location of the Golden Fleece a couple of years
ago. It must be somebody who knew him well."

Maybe subconscioudly, he glanced at Annabeth. Sheld known Luke better than anyone, of course, but
Connor looked away quickly. "Um, | mean, it could be anybody."

"Yes" Katie Gardner frowned at the Stoll brothers. She'd didiked them ever since they'd decorated the
grassroof of the Demeter cabin with chocolate Easter bunnies. "Like one of Luke'ssblings.”

Travisand Connor both started arguing with her.

"Stop!" Silena banged the table so hard her hot choco-late spilled. "Charli€sdead and . . . and you're dl
arguing likelittlekidgl" She put her head down and began to sob.

Hot chocolate trickled off the Ping-Pong table. Everybody |ooked ashamed.

"She'sright," Pollux said at last. "Accusing each other doesn't help. We need to keep our eyes open for a
slver necklace with a scythe charm. If Kronos had one, the spy probably doestoo.”

Michael Y ew grunted. "We need to find this spy before we plan our next operation. Blowing up the
Princess Andromeda won't stop Kronosforever."

"No indeed," Chiron said. "Infact his next assault is dready on theway."
| scowled. ™Y ou mean the 'bigger threat' Poseidon men-tioned?”!
He and Annabeth |ooked at each other like, It'stime. Did | mention | hateit when they do that?

"Percy,” Chiron said, "we didn't want to tell you until you returned to camp. Y ou needed a break with
your . .. morta friends."

Annabeth blushed. It dawned on me that she knew 1'd been hanging out with Rachdl, and | felt guilty.
Then | felt angry that | felt guilty. | was dlowed to have friends outside camp, right? It wasn't like. . .

"Tel mewhat's happened,” | said.

Chiron picked up abronze goblet from the snack table. He tossed water onto the hot plate where we
usudly melted nacho cheese. Steam hillowed up, making arainbow in the fluorescent lights. Chiron fished
agolden drachmaout of his pouch, tossed it through the mist, and muttered, "O Iris, Goddess of the
Rainbow, show usthethregat.”

The migt shimmered. | saw the familiar image of a smoldering volcano-Mount &t. Helens. As | watched,
the sde of the mountain exploded. Fire, ash, and lavarolled out. A newscaster's voice was saying " -
even larger than last year's eruption, and geologists warn that the mountain may not be done.”

| knew all about last year's eruption. I'd caused it. But this explosion was much worse. The mountain tore
itsdlf gpart, collapsing inward, and an enormous form rose out of the smoke and lavalike it was emerging
from amanhole. | hoped the Mist would keep the humans from seeing it clearly, because what | saw
would've caused panic and riots across the entire United States.

The giant was bigger than anything I'd ever encountered. Even my demigod eyes couldn't make out its
exact form through the ash and fire, but it was vaguely humanoid and so huge it could've used the
Chryder Building as abasebdl bat. The mountain shook with ahorrible rumbling, asif the monster were



laughing.
"Itshim,” | said. "Typhon."

| was serioudy hoping Chiron would say something good, like No, that's our huge friend Leroy! He's
going to help us! But no such luck. He smply nodded. "The most horrible monster of dl, the biggest
snglethreat the gods ever faced. He has been freed from under the mountain at last. But thissceneis
from two days ago. Here iswhat is hgppening today."

Chiron waved his hand and the image changed. | saw abank of storm clouds ralling acrossthe Midwest
plains. Lightning flickered. Lines of tornadoes destroyed every-thing in their path-ripping up houses and
trailers, tossng cars around like Matchbox toys.

"Monumental floods," an announcer was saying. "Five states declared disaster areas as the freak
storm system sweeps east, continuing its path of destruction." The cameras zoomed in on acolumn
of storm bearing down on some Midwest city. | couldn't tell which one. Inside the sorm | could seethe
giant-just smal glimpses of histrue form: asmoky arm, adark clawed hand the size of acity block. His
angry roar rolled acrossthe plainslike anuclear blast. Other smaler forms darted through the clouds,
circling the mongter. | saw flashes of light, and | redlized the giant was trying to swat them. | squinted and
thought | saw agolden chariot flying into the blackness. Then somekind of huge bird-amonstrous
owl-dived in to attack the giant.

"Arethose. . .thegods?' | said.

"Yes, Percy,” Chiron said. "They have been fighting him for days now, trying to dow him down. But
Typhon is marching forward-toward New Y ork. Toward Olympus.”

| let that Snk in. "How long until he gets here?!

"Unless the gods can stop him? Perhapsfive days. Most of the Olympians arethere. . . except your
father, who hasawar of hisown to fight."

"But then who's guarding Olympus?
Connor Stoll shook hishead. "If Typhon getsto New Y ork, it won't matter who's guarding Olympus.”

| thought about Kronosswords on the ship: | would love to see the terror in your eyes when you
realize how | will destroy Olympus.

Was thiswhat he was talking about: an attack by Typhon? It was sure terrifying enough. But Kronoswas
awaysfooling us, misdirecting our attention. This seemed too obviousfor him. And in my dream, the
golden Titan had talked about savera more challengesto come, asif Typhon were only thefirg.

"Itsatrick,” | said. "We haveto warn the gods. Something elseis going to happen.”
Chiron looked a me gravely. " Something worse than Typhon? | hope not.”

"We haveto defend Olympus,” | ingsted. "Kronos has another attack planned.”
"Hedid," Travis Stoll reminded me. "But you sunk hisship.”

Everyone was|ooking at me. They wanted some good news. They wanted to believethat at least I'd
giventhem alittle bit of hope.

| glanced at Annabeth. | could tell we werethinking the same thing: What if the Princess Andromeda



was aploy? What if Kronos let us blow up that ship so we'd lower our guard?
But | wasn't going to say that in front of Silena. Her boyfriend had sacrificed himsdlf for that mission.
"Maybeyou'reright,” | said, though | didn't believeit.

| tried to imagine how things could get much worse. The gods were m the Midwest fighting ahuge
mongter that had amost defeated them once before. Posaidon was under siege and losing awar againgt
the sea Titan Oceanus. Kronos was till out there somewhere. Olympus was virtu-ally undefended. The
demigods of Camp Half-Blood were on our own with aspy in our mids.

Oh, and according to the ancient prophecy, | was going to die when | turned sixteen-which happened to
beinfive days, the exact same time Typhon was supposed to hit New Y ork. Almost forgot that.

"Well," Chiron sad, "I think that's enough for one night.”
He waved his hand and the steam dissipated. The stormy battle of Typhon and the gods disappeared.
"That's an understatement,” | muttered.
And thewar council adjourned.

FOUR

WEBURN A METAL
SHROUD

| dreamed Rachel Elizabeth Dare was throwing darts a my picture.

Shewas standing in her room . . . Okay, back up. | have to explain that Rachel doesn't have aroom. She
hasthe top floor of her family's mansion, which isarenovated brownstone in Brooklyn. Her "room” isa
huge loft with indudirid lighting and floor-to-ceiling windows. It's about twice as big as my mom's

apartment.

Some alt rock was blaring from her paint-covered Bose docking system. Asfar as| could tell, Rachel's
only rule about music was that no two songs on her iPod couldsound the same, and they al had to be
grange.

She wore akimono, and her hair wasfrizzy, like she'd been deeping. Her bed was messed up. Sheets
hung over abunch of artist's easdls. Dirty clothes and old energy bar wrappers were strewn around the
floor, but when you've got aroom that big, the mess doesn't look so bad. Out the windows you could
see the entire nighttime skyline of Manhattan.

The picture she was atacking was a painting of me standing over the giant Antaeus. Rachd had painted it
acouple of months ago. My expression in the picture was fierce-disturbing, even-so it was hard to tell if |
was the good guy or the bad guy, but Rachel said I'd looked just like that after the battle.

"Demigods," Rache muttered as she threw another dart at the canvas. "And their stupid quedts.”
Mogt of the darts bounced off, but afew stuck. One hung off my chin like agoatee.
Someone pounded on her bedroom door.

"Rachd!" aman shouted. "What in the world are you doing? Turn off that-"



Rachel scooped up her remote control and shut off the music. "Comein!”

Her dad walked in, scowling and blinking from the light. He had rust-colored hair alittle darker than
Rachd's. It was smushed on one sdelike heéd lost afight with hispillow. His blue sk pgamas had
"WD" monogrammed on the pocket. Serioudly, who has monogrammed pagjamas?

"What isgoing on?' he demanded. "It'sthreein the morning."
"Couldn't deep,” Rachd said.
On the painting, adart fell off my face. Rachel hid the rest behind her back, but Mr. Dare noticed.

"So... | takeit your friend isn't coming to St. Thomas?' That'swhat Mr. Dare caled me. Never Percy.
Just your friend. Or young man if he wastaking to me, which herardly did.

Rachel knit her eyebrows. "1 don't know."
"Weleaveinthemorning,” her dad said. "If he hasn't made up hismind yet-"
"He's probably not coming,” Rache said miserably. "Happy?"

Mr. Dare put his hands behind his back. He paced the room with a stern expression. | imagined he did
that in the boardroom of his land development company and made his employees nervous.

"Areyou still having bad dreams?' he asked. "Headaches?'

Rachd threw her darts on thefloor. "'l should never have told you about that.”

"I'm your father,” he said. "I'm worried about you.”

"Worried about the family's reputation,” Rachel muttered.

Her father didn't react-maybe because held heard that comment before, or maybe because it wastrue.
"We could cal Dr. Arkwright," he suggested. ""He helped you get through the deeth of your hamster.”

"l was Six then," shesaid. "And no, Dad, | don't need atherapist. | just . . ." She shook her head
helpledy.

Her father stopped in front of the windows. He gazed at the New Y ork skyline asif he owned it-which
wasnt true. He only owned part of it.

"It will be good for you to get away," he decided. "Y ou've had some unhedthy influences.”
"I'm not going to Clarion Ladies Academy," Rachd said. "And my friends are none of your busness.”

Mr. Dare smiled, but it wasn't awarm smile. It was more like, Someday you'll realize how silly you
sound.

"Try to get some deep,” he urged. "WEell be at the beach by tomorrow night. It will be fun.”
"Fun," Rachel repeated. "L ots of fun.”
Her father exited the room. He left the door open behind him.

Rachel stared at the portrait of me. Then she walked to the easel next to it, which was covered in a shest.



"l hopethey're dreams,” she said.

She uncovered the easel. On it was a hastily sketched charcoal, but Rachel wasagood artist. The
picture was def-initely L uke as ayoung boy. He was about nine years old, with awide grin and no scar
on hisface. | had no ideahow Rachel could've known what he looked like back then, but the portrait
was so good | had afeding she wasn't guessing. From what | knew about Lukeslife (which wasn't
much), the picture showed him just before held found out he was a half-blood and had run away from
home.

Rachel stared at the portrait. Then she uncovered the next easdl. This picture was even more disturbing.
It showed the Empire State Building with lightning al around it. In the distance adark storm was brewing,
with ahuge hand coming out of the clouds. At the base of the building a crowd had gathered . . . but it
wasn't anormal crowd of tourists and pedestrians. | saw spears, javelins, and ban-ners-the trappings of
anamy.

"Percy," Rache muttered, asif sheknew | waslistening, "what isgoing on?"
The dream faded, and the last thing | remember was wishing | could answer her question.

The next morning, | wanted to call her, but there were no phones at camp. Dionysus and Chiron didn't
need alandline. They just called Olympus with an Iris-message when-ever they needed something. And
when demigods use cdll phones, the sgnds agitate every monster within ahundred miles. It'slike sending
up aflare Herel am! Please rearrange my face! Even within the safe borders of camp, that's not the
kind of advertising we wanted to do.

Most demigods (except for Annabeth and afew others) don't even own cell phones. And | definitely
couldn't tell Annabeth, "Hey, let me borrow your phone so | can cal Rachel!” To makethecdl, |
would've had to leave camp and walk several milesto the nearest convenience store. Even if Chiron let
me go, by thetime | got there, Rachel would've been on the planeto St. Thomas.

| ate adepressing breakfast by mysdlf at the Poseidon table. | kept staring at the fissure in the marble
floor where two years ago Nico had banished a bunch of bloodthirsty skeletonsto the Underworld. The
memory didn't exactly improve my appetite.

After breakfast, Annabeth and | walked down to inspect the cabins. Actudly, it was Annabeth's turn for
ingpection. My morning chore was to sort through reports for Chiron. But since we both hated our jobs,
we decided to do them together so it wouldn't be so heinous.

We started at the Poseidon cabin, which was basically just me. I'd made my bunk bed that morning
(well, sort of) and straightened the Minotaur horn onthewall, so | gave mysdlf afour out of five.

Annabeth made aface. "Y ou're being generous.” She used the end of her pencil to pick up an old pair of
run-ning shorts.

| snatched them away. "Hey, give me abreak. | don't have Tyson cleaning up after me this summer.”
"Three out of five," Annabeth said. | knew better than to argue, so we moved aong.

| tried to skim through Chiron's stack of reports as we walked. There were messages from demigods,
nature spirits, and satyrsal around the country, writing about the latest monster activity. They were pretty
depressing, and my ADHD brain did not like concentrating on depressing stuff.

Little battles were raging everywhere. Camp recruitment was down to zero. Satyrs were having trouble
finding new demigods and bringing them to Half-Blood Hill because so many mongters were roaming the



country. Our friend Thalia, who led the Hunters of Artemis, hadn't been heard from in months, and if
Artemis knew what had happened to them, she wasn't sharing information.

We visited the Aphrodite cabin, which of course got afive out of five. The beds were perfectly made.
The clothesin everyone's footlockers were color coordinated. Fresh flowers bloomed on the
windowslls. | wanted to dock apoint because the whole place reeked of designer perfume, but
Annabeth ignored me.

"Gregt job asusud, Sllena," Annabeth said.

Silenanodded listlesdy. The wall behind her bed was decorated with pictures of Beckendorf. She sat on
her bunk with abox of chocolates on her lap, and | remembered that her dad owned a chocolate storein
the Village, which was how he'd caught the attention of Aphrodite.

"Y ou want abonbon?' Slenaasked. "My dad sent them. He thought-he thought they might cheer me
up.”

"Arethey any good?' | asked.
She shook her head. "They taste like cardboard.”

| didn't have anything against cardboard, so | tried one. Annabeth passed. We promised to see Silena
later and kept going.

Aswe crossed the commons area, afight broke out between the Ares and Apollo cabins. Some Apollo
campers armed with firebombs flew over the Ares cabin in achariot pulled by two pegas. 1'd never seen
the chariot before, but it looked like a pretty sweet ride. Soon, the roof of the Ares cabin was burning,
and naiads from the canoe lake rushed over to blow water onit.

Then the Ares campers called down a curse, and al the Apollo kids arrows turned to rubber. The
Apollo kids kept shooting at the Areskids, but the arrows bounced off.

Two archersran by, chased by an angry Areskid who wasydlling in poetry: "Curse me, eh?I'll make
you pay! / | don't want to rhyme al day!"

Annabeth sighed. "Not that again. Last time Apollo cursed acabin, it took aweek for the rhyming
coupletsto wear off."

| shuddered. Apollo was god of poetry aswell asarchery, and I'd heard him recite in person. I'd almost
rather yet shot by an arrow.

"What are they fighting about anyway?' | asked.
Annabeth ignored me while she scribbled on her ingpec-tion scrall, giving both cabins aone out of five,

| found mysdlf staring at her, which was supid since I'd seen her abillion times. She and | were about the
same height this summer, which was arelief. Still, she seemed so much more mature. 1t was kind of
intimidating. | mean, sure, sheldd aways been cute, but she was starting to be seri-oudy beautiful.

Findly shesad, "That flying chariot."
"Wha?'
"Y ou asked what they were fighting about.”



"Oh. Oh, right."

"They captured it in araid in Philadel phialast week. Some of Luke's demigods were there with that flying
char-iot. The Apollo cabin seized it during the battle, but the Ares cabin led the raid. So they've been
fighting about who getsit ever snce.”

We ducked as Michadl Y ew's chariot dive-bombed an Ares camper. The Ares camper tried to stab him
and cuss him out in rhyming couplets. He was pretty creative about rhyming those cusswords.

"Werefighting for our lives," | said, "and they're bick-ering about some stupid chariot.”
"They'll get over it," Annabeth said. "Clarissewill cometo her senses™
| wasn't so sure. That didn't sound like the Clarisse | knew.

| scanned more reports and we inspected afew more cabins. Demeter got afour. Hephaestus got athree
and probably should've gotten lower, but with Beckendorf being gone and dl, we cut them some dack.
Hermes got atwo, which was no surprise. All campers who didn't know their godly parentage were
shoved into the Hermes cabin, and since the gods were kind of forgetful, that cabin was aways
overcrowded.

Findly we got to Athenas cabin, which was orderly and clean as usud. Books were straightened on the
shelves. The armor was polished. Battle maps and blueprints decorated the walls. Only Annabeth's bunk
was messy. It was covered in papers, and her silver laptop was il running.

"Vlacas," Annabeth muttered, which wasbasicaly caling hersdf anidiot in Greek.

Her second-in-command, Macolm, suppressed asmile. "Yeah, um. . . we cleaned everything el se.
Didn't know if it was safe to move your notes.”

That was probably smart. Annabeth had a bronze knife that she reserved just for monsters and people
who messed with her stuff.

Macolm grinned at me. "WEell wait outsde while you finish inspection." The Athena campersfiled out the
door while Annabeth cleaned up her bunk.

| shuffled uneasily and pretended to go through some more reports. Technically, even on inspection, it
was againgt camp rules for two campersto be. . . like, alone inacabin.

That rule had come up alot when Silenaand Beckendorf tarted dating. And | know some of you might
be thinking, Aren't dl demigods related on the godly side, and doesn't that make dating gross? But the
thing is, the godly side of your family doesn't count, genetically speak-ing, snce gods don't have DNA. A
demigod would never think about dating someone who had the same godly par-ent. Like two kidsfrom
Athenacabin? No way. But adaughter of Aphrodite and ason of Hephaestus? They're not related. So
it'sno problem.

Anyway, for some strange reason | was thinking about this as | watched Annabeth straighten up. She
closed her Iaptop, which had been given to her asagift from the inven-tor Daedaus last summer.

| cleared my throat. "So . . . get any good info from that thing?'

"Too much,” she said. "Daedaus had so many idess, | could spend fifty yearsjust trying to figure them all



"Yeah," | muttered. "That would be fun.”

She shuffled her papers-mostly drawings of buildings and abunch of handwritten notes. | knew she
wanted to be an architect someday, but |'d learned the hard way not to ask what she was working on.
Sheld gart talking about angles and load-bearing joints until my eyes glazed over.

"You know . .." She brushed her hair behind her ear, like she does when she's nervous. "Thiswhole
thing with Beckendorf and Silena. It kind of makesyou think. About . . . what'simportant. About losing
people who are impor-tant.”

| nodded. My brain started seizing on little random details, like the fact that she was still wearing those
slver owl earrings from her dad, who was this brainiac military history professor in San Francisco.

"Urn, yeah," | sammered. "Like. . . iseverything cool with your family?"

Okay, redlly stupid question, but hey, | was nervous.

Annabeth |ooked disappointed, but she nodded.

"My dad wanted to take me to Greece this summer,” she said wistfully. "I've dways wanted to see-"
"The Parthenon,” | remembered.

She managed agmile. "Yeah."

"That's okay. Therell be other summers, right?”

Assoonas| sadit, | redized it was aboneheaded com-ment. | was facing the end of my days. Withina
week, Olympus might fal. If the Age of the Godsredlly did end, the world aswe knew it would dissolve
into chaos. Demigods would be hunted to extinction. There would be no more summersfor us.

Annabeth stared at her ingpection scroll. "Three out five," she muttered, "for asoppy head counsdlor.
Come on. Let'sfinish your reports and get back to Chiron.”

On the way to the Big House, we read the last report, which was handwritten on amapleleaf froma
satyr in Canada. If possible, the note made me fed even worse.

" 'Dear Grover," | read aoud. " "Woods outside Toronto attacked by giant evil badger. Tried to do as
you suggested and summon power of Pan. No effect. Many naiads trees destroyed. Retreating to
Ottawa. Please advise. Where are you? -Gleeson Hedge, protector.™

Annabeth grimaced. "Y ou haven't heard anything from him? Even with your empathy link?"
| shook my head dejectedly.

Ever snce last summer when the god Pan had died, our friend Grover had been drifting farther and
farther away. The Council of Cloven Elderstreated him like an outcast, but Grover il traveled all over
the East Coadt, trying to spread the word about Pan and convince nature spirits to protect their own little
bits of thewild. HEd only come back to camp afew timesto see his girlfriend, Juniper.

Last I'd heard hewasin Central Park organizing the dryads, but nobody had seen or heard from himin
two months. We'd tried to send Iris-messages. They never got through. | had an empathy link with
Grover, so | hoped | would know if anything bad happened to him. Grover had told me onetime that if
he died, the empathy link might kill metoo. But | wasn't sureif that was till true or not.



| wondered if hewas gill in Manhattan. Then | thought about my dream of Rachdl's sketch-dark clouds
closing on the city, an army gathered around the Empire State Building.

"Annabeth." | stopped her by the tetherball court. | knew | was asking for trouble, but | didn't know who
elsetotrust. Plus, I'd dways depended on Annabeth for advice. "Listen, | had this dream about, um,
Rachd .. ."

| told her the whole thing, even the weird picture of Luke asachild.

For awhile she didn't say anything. Then sherolled up her ingpection scroll so tight sheripped it. "What
do you want meto say?'

"I'm not sure. You'rethe best strategist | know. If you were Kronos planning this war, what would you
do next?'

"I'd use Typhon asadistraction. Then I'd hit Olympus directly, while the gods werein the West."
"Jud likein Rache's picture.”
"Percy," shesad, her voicetight, "Rachel isjust amortd.”

"But what if her dream istrue? Those other Titans-they said Olympus would be destroyed in amatter of
days. They said they had plenty of other challenges. And what'swith that picture of Luke asakid-"

"WEell just haveto beready."

"How?' | said. "L ook at our camp. We can't even stop fighting each other. And I'm supposed to get my
Stupid soul regped.”

She threw down her scroll. "I knew we shouldn't have shown you the prophecy.” Her voice was angry
and hurt. "All it did was scare you. Y ou run away from things when you're scared.”

| stared at her, completely stunned. "Me? Run away?'
Shegot right in my face. "Yes, you. You're acoward, Percy Jackson!"

We were nose to nose. Her eyeswerered, and | sud-denly realized that when she called me a coward,
maybe she wasn't talking about the prophecy.

"If you don't like our chances," she said, "maybe you should go on that vacation with Rachdl.”
"Annabeth-"

"If you don't like our company.”

"That'snot fair!"

She pushed past me and stormed toward the strawberry fields. She hit the tetherbal | as she passed and
sent it pin-ning angrily around the pole.

I'd like to say my day got better from there. Of courseit didnt.

That afternoon we had an assembly at the campfire to burn Beckendorf's buria shroud and say our
good-byes. Even the Ares and Apollo cabins called atemporary truce to attend.

Beckendorf's shroud was made out of metd links, like chain mail. | didn't see how it would burn, but the



Fates must've been hel ping out. The metal melted in the fire and turned to golden smoke, which roseinto
the sky. The campfire flames always reflected the campers moods, and today they burned black.

| hoped Beckendorf's spirit would end up in Elysium. Maybe held even choose to be reborn and try for
Elysum in three different lifetimes so he could reach the Ides of the Blest, which waslike the
Underworld's ultimate party head-quarters. If anyone deserved it, Beckendorf did.

Annabeth |eft without aword to me. Mogt of the other campers drifted off to their afternoon activities. |
just stood there staring at the dying fire. Silena sat nearby crying, while Clarisse and her boyfriend, Chris
Rodriguez, tried to com-fort her.

Findly I got up the nerveto wak over. "Hey, Silena, I'm redly sorry.”

She sniffled. Clarisse glared a me, but she dways glares at everyone. Chriswould barely look at me.
He'd been one of Luke's men until Clarisse rescued him from the Labyrinth last summer, and | guesshe
gl felt guilty about it.

| cleared my throat. " Silena, you know Beckendorf car-ried your picture. Helooked at it right before we
went into battle. Y ou meant alot to him. Y ou made the last year the best of hislife”

Silena sobbed.

"Good work, Percy," Clarisse muttered.

"No, it'sdl right,” Slenasaid. "Thank . . . thank you, Percy. | should go."

"Y ou want company?' Clarisse asked.

Silena shook her head and ran off.

"She's sronger than shelooks," Clarisse muttered, dmost to hersdlf. " Shell survive.”

"Y ou could help with that," | suggested. ™Y ou could honor Beckendorf's memory by fighting with us.”

Clarisse went for her knife, but it wasn't there anymore. Sheld thrown it on the Ping-Pong table in the Big
House.

"Not my problem,” she growled. "My cabin doesn't get honor, | don't fight.”

| noticed she wasn't speaking in rhymes. Maybe she hadn't been around when her cabinmates got
cursed, or maybe she had away of breaking the spell. With achill, | wondered if Clarisse could be
Kronoss spy at camp. Wasthat why she was keeping her cabin out of the fight? But asmuch as|
didiked Clarisse, spying for the Titans didn't seem like her style.

"All right,” | told her. "I didn't want to bring this up, but you owe me one. Y ou'd berotting in a Cyclopss
caveinthe Seaof Mongersif it wasn't for me."

She clenched her jaw. "Any other favor, Percy. Not this. The Ares cabin has been dissed too many
times. And don't think | don't know what people say about me behind my back.”

| wanted to say, Well, it'strue. But | bit my tongue.
"So, what-you're just going to let Kronos crush us?' | asked.

"If you want my help so bad, tell Apoallo to give usthe chariot.”



"Y ou're such abig baby."

She charged me, but Chris got between us. "Whoa, guys,” he said. "Clarisse, you know, maybe he's got
apoint."

She sneered at him. "Not you too!" She trudged off with Chrisat her hedls,
"Hey, wait! | just meant-Clarisse, wait!"

| watched the last sparks from Beckendorf'sfire curl into the afternoon sky. Then | headed toward the
sword-fighting arena. | needed a break, and | wanted to see an old friend.

HVE
| DRIVEMY DOG INTO
ATREE

Mrs. O'Leary saw me before | saw her, which was a pretty good trick consdering she'sthe size of a
garbage truck. | walked into the arena, and awall of darkness dammed into me.

"WOOH"

The next thing | knew | wasflat on the ground with ahuge paw on my chest and an oversize Brillo-pad
tongue licking my face.

"Ow!" | said. "Hey, girl. Good to see you too. Ow!"

It took afew minutes for Mrs. O'Leary to cam down and get off me. By then | was pretty much
drenched in dog drool. She wanted to play fetch, so | picked up abronze shield and tossed it across the
arena.

By theway, Mrs. O'Leary istheworld's only friendly hellhound. | kind of inherited her when her previous
owner died. Shelived at camp, but Beckendorf . . . well, Beckendorf used to take care of her whenever
| was gone. He had smelted Mrs. O'Leary's favorite bronze chewing bone. He'd forged her collar with
the little smiley face and a crossbones name tag. Next to me, Beckendorf had been her best friend.

Thinking about that made me sad al over again, but | threw the shield afew more times because Mrs.
OlLeary indsted.

Soon she started barking-a sound dightly louder than an artillery gun-like she needed to go for awalk.
The other campers didn't think it was funny when she went to the bathroom in the arena. It had caused
more than one unfortunate dip-and-dide accident. So | opened the gates of the arena, and she bounded
straight toward the woods.

| jogged after her, not too concerned that she was get-ting ahead. Nothing in the woods could thresten
Mrs. O'Leary. Even the dragons and giant scorpions ran away when she came close.

When | finaly tracked her down, she wasn't using the facilities. Shewasin afamiliar clearing where the
Council of Cloven Elders had once put Grover ontrial. The place didn't look so good. The grass had
turned yellow. The three topiary throneshad lost al their leaves. But that's not what surprised me. In the
middle of the glade stood the weirdest trio I'd ever seen: Juniper the tree nymph, Nico di Angelo, and a

very old, very fat satyr.
Nico was the only one who didn't seem freaked out by Mrs. O'Leary's appearance. He looked pretty



much like I'd seen him in my dream-an aviator'sjacket, black jeans, and a T-shirt with dancing skeletons
onit, like one of those Day of the Dead pictures. His Stygian iron sword hung at hisside. Hewas only
twelve, but he looked much older and sadder.

He nodded when he saw me, then went back to scratch-ing Mrs. O'Leary's ears. She sniffed hislegslike
he was the most interesting thing since rib-eye steaks. Being the son of Hades, held probably been
traveling in dl sorts of hellhound-friendly places.

The old satyr didn't ook nearly so happy. "Will someone-what isthis underworld cregture doing in my
forest!" He waved hisarms and trotted on his hooves asif the grasswere hot. "Y ou there, Percy
Jackson! Isthisyour beast?"

"Sorry, Leneus,”" | sad. "That'syour name, right?"

The satyr rolled his eyes. His fur was dust-bunny gray, and a spiderweb grew between hishorns. His
belly would've made him an invincible bumper car. "Wéll, of courseI'm Leneus. Don't tel me you've
forgotten amember of the Council so quickly. Now, cdl off your beast!"

"WOOF!" Mrs. O'Leary said happily.
Theold satyr gulped. "Makeit go away! Juniper, | will not help you under these circumstances!”

Juniper turned toward me. She was pretty in adryad-y way, with her purple gossamer dress and her
efish face, but her eyes were green-tinted with chlorophyll from crying.

"Percy," she sniffled. "l wasjust asking about Grover. | know something's happened. He wouldn't stay
gonethislong if hewasn'tin trouble. | was hoping that Leneus-"

"| told you!" the satyr protested. "Y ou are better off without that traitor.”

Juniper stamped her foot. "Heisnot atraitor! He's the bravest satyr ever, and | want to know where he
igll

"WOOF!"

Leneussknees sarted knocking. "l . . . | won't answer questions with this hellhound sniffing my tail!”
Nico looked like he was trying to not crack up. "I'll walk the dog," he volunteered.

Hewhistled, and Mrs. O'Leary bounded after him to the far end of the grove.

Leneus huffed indignantly and brushed the twigs off hisshirt. "Now, as| wastrying to explain, young
lady, your boyfriend has not sent any reports since we voted him into exile."”

"You tried to votehiminto exile," | corrected. "' Chiron and Dionysus stopped you."
"Bah! They are honorary Council members. It wasn't a proper vote."

"I'll tell Dionysusyou said that.”

Leneuspaled. "l only meant . . . Now see here, Jackson. Thisisnone of your business.”

"Grover'smy friend," | said. "Hewasn't lying to you about Pan's death. | saw it mysdlf. Y ou were just too
scared to accept the truth.”



Leneusslips quivered. "No! Grover'saliar and good riddance. We're better off without him.”

| pointed at the withered thrones. "I things are going so well, where are your friends? Looks like your
Council hasn't been meeting lately.”

"Maronand Silenus. . . | ... I'msurethey'll be back," he said, but | could hear the panic in hisvoice.
"They'rejust taking some time of f to think. It's been avery unsattling yesar.

"It'sgoing to get alot more unsettling,” | promised. "L eneus, we need Grover. There's got to be away
you can find him with your magic.”

The old satyr's eye twitched. "I'm telling you, I've heard nothing. Perhaps he's dead.”

Juniper choked back a sob.

"He'snot deed,” | said. "'l can fed that much.”

"Empathy links" Leneus said disdainfully. "Very unre-ligble”

"So ask around,” | ingsted. "Find him. Therésawar coming. Grover was preparing the nature spirits.”
"Without my permisson! Andit'snot our war."

| grabbed him by the shirt, which serioudy wasn't like me, but the stupid old goat was making me mad.
"Listen, Leneus. When Kronos attacks, he's going to have packs of hellhounds. He's going to destroy
everything in his path-mortals, gods, demigods. Do you think helll |et the satyrs go free? Y ou're supposed
tobealeader. So LEAD. Get out there and see what's happening. Find Grover and bring Juniper some
news. Now, GO!"

| didn't push him very hard, but hewas kind of top-heavy. Hefell on hisfurry rump, then scrambled to
his hooves and ran away with hisbelly jiggling. "Grover will never be accepted! He will die an outcast!"

When held disappeared into the bushes, Juniper wiped her eyes. "I'm sorry, Percy. | didn't mean to get
you involved. Leneusis il alord of the Wild. Y ou don't want to make an enemy of him.”

"No problem,” | said. "I've got worse enemies than over-weight satyrs.”

Nico walked back to us. "Good job, Percy. Judging from thetrail of goat pellets, I'd say you shook him
up pretty well."

| was afraid | knew why Nico was here, but | tried for asmile. "Welcome back. Did you come by just to
Ssee uniper?'

He blushed. "Um, no. That was an accident. | kind of . . . dropped into the middle of their conversation.”

"He scared usto death!" Juniper said. "Right out of the shadows. But, Nico, you are the son of Hades
and dl. Areyou sure you haven't heard anything about Grover?"

Nico shifted hisweight. "Juniper, likel tried to tell you . . . even if Grover died, hewould reincarnate into
something sein nature. | can't sensethingslikethat, only morta souls.”

"But if you do hear anything?' she pleaded, putting her hand on hisarm. "Anything at al?"
Nico's cheeks got even brighter red. "Uh, you bet. I'll keep my ears open.”



"WEell find him, Juniper,” | promised. "Grover'saive, I'm sure. There must be asimple reason why he
hasn't con-tacted us."

She nodded glumly. "I hate not being able to leave the forest. He could be anywhere, and I'm stuck here
waiting. Oh, if that Slly goat has gotten himsdlf hurt-"

Mrs. O'Leary bounded back over and took an interest in Juniper's dress.
Juniper yelped. "Oh, no you don't! | know about dogs and trees. I'm gone! "

She went poof into green mist. Mrs. O'Leary looked dis-appointed, but she lumbered off to find another
target, leaving Nico and me aone.

Nico tapped his sword on the ground. A tiny mound of anima bones erupted from the dirt. They knit
themselves together into a skeletdl field mouse and scampered off. "I was sorry to hear about
Beckendorf."

A lump formed in my throat. "How did you-"
"| talked to hisghogt.”

"Oh...right." I'd never get used to the fact that thistwelve-year-old kid spent more time talking with the
deed than theliving. "Did he say anything?*

"He doesn't blame you. He figured you'd be beating yoursdlf up, and he said you shouldn't."
"Ishegoingto try for rebirth?’

Nico shook his head. "He's staying in Elysum. Said he's waiting for someone. Not sure what he meart,
but he seems okay with death.”

It wasn't much comfort, but it was something.

"l had avision you were on Mount Tarn," | told Nico. "Was that-"

"Red," hesaid. "l didn't mean to be spying on the Titans, but | wasin the neighborhood.”
"Doing what?'

Nico tugged at hissword belt. "Following alead on . . . you know, my family."

| nodded. | knew his past was apainful subject. Until two years ago, he and his sster Bianca had been
frozen intime at aplace cdled the Lotus Hotel and Casino. They'd been there for like seventy years.
Eventudly a mysterious lawyer rescued them and checked them into aboarding school, but Nico had no
memories of hislife before the casino. He didn't know anything about his mother. He didn't know who
the lawyer was, or why they'd been frozen in time or allowed to go free. After Biancadied and left Nico
aone, he'd been obsessed with finding answers.

"So how did it go?" | asked. "Any luck?'
"No," he murmured. "But | may have anew lead soon."
"What'sthe lead?"

Nico chewed hislip. "That's not important right now. Y ou know why I'm here.”



A feding of dread started to build in my chest. Ever since Nico first proposed his plan for besting
Kronoslast summer, I'd had nightmares about it. He would show up occasionally and press me for an
answer, but | kept putting him off.

"Nico, | don't know," | said. "It seems pretty extreme.”

"Y ou've got Typhon coming in, what . . . aweek? Mogt of the other Titans are unleashed now and on
Kronossside. Maybeit'stimeto think extreme.”

| looked back toward the camp. Even from this distance | could hear the Ares and Apollo campers
fighting again, yeling curses and spouting bad poetry.

"They're no match for the Titan army,” Nico said. "Y ou know that. This comes down to you and Luke.
And there's only oneway you can beat L uke."

| remembered the fight on the Princess Andromeda. 1'd been hopelessly outmatched. Kronos had
amog killed mewith asingle cut to my arm, and | couldn't even wound him. Riptide had glanced right off
hisskin.

"We can give you the same power," Nico urged. "Y ou heard the Great Prophecy. Unless you want to
have your soul regped by acursed blade. . ."

| wondered how Nico had heard the prophecy- probably from some ghost.

"Y ou can't prevent aprophecy,” | said.

"But you can fight it." Nico had astrange, hungry light m hiseyes. ™Y ou can becomeinvincible."
"Maybe we should wait. Try to fight without-"

"No!" Nico snarled. "It hasto be now!"

| stared at him. | hadn't seen histemper flare like that in along time. "Urn, you sure you're okay?'

Hetook adeep bregth. "Percy, all | mean . . . when the fighting starts, we won't be able to make the
journey. Thisisour last chance. I'm sorry if I'm being too pushy, but two years ago my sster gave her life
to protect you. | want you to honor that. Do whatever it takesto stay dive and defeat Kronos."

| didn't liketheidea. Then | thought about Annabeth calling me acoward, and | got angry.

Nico had a point. If Kronos attacked New Y ork, the campers would be no match for hisforces. | had to
do something. Nico's way was dangerous-maybe even deadly. But it might give me afighting edge.

"All right," | decided. "What do we do first?"

His cold creepy smile made me sorry I'd agreed. "First well need to retrace Luke's steps. We need to
know more about his past, his childhood.”

| shuddered, thinking about Rachel's picture from my dream-a smiling nine-year-old Luke. "Why do we
need to know about that?"

"I'll explain when we get there," Nico said. "I've dready tracked down his mother. Shelivesin
Connecticut.”

| stared at him. 1'd never thought much about Luke's mortal parent. 1'd met his dad, Hermes, but his mom



"Luke ran awvay when hewasredly young,” | said. "I didn't think hismom wasdive."

"Oh, shesdive." Theway he said it made me wonder what was wrong with her. What kind of horrible
person could she be?

"Okay ..." | said. "So how do we get to Connecticut? | can cal Blackjack-"

"No." Nico scowled. "Pegas don't like me, and the fed-ing ismutud. But there's no need for flying." He
whistled, and Mrs. O'Leary came loping out of the woods.

"Y our friend here can help.” Nico patted her head. ™Y ou haventt tried shadow travel yet?"
"Shedow travel?'

Nico whigpered in Mrs. O'Leary's ear. Shetilted her head, suddenly dert.

"Hop on board," Nico told me.

I'd never considered riding adog before, bur Mrs. O'Leary was certainly big enough. | climbed onto her
back and held her collar.

"Thiswill make her very tired,” Nico warned, "so you can't do it often. And it works bet at night. But dl
shadows are part of the same substance. Thereis only one darkness, and creatures of the Underworld
can useit asaroad, or adoor.”

"] don't understand,” | said.

"No," Nico said. "It took me along timeto learn. But Mrs. O'Leary knows. Tell her whereto go. Tdll
her Westport, the home of May Castdllan.”

"You'renot coming?'
"Dontworry," hesad. "I'll meet you there."

| was alittle nervous, but | leaned down to Mrs. O'Leary's ear. "Okay, girl. Uh, can you take meto
Westport, Connecticut? May Castellan's place?’

Mrs. O'Leary sniffed the air. She looked into the gloom of the forest. Then she bounded forward, straight
into an oak tree.

Just before we hit, we passed into shadows as cold as the dark side of the moon.
SX
MY COOKIES GET
SCORCHED
| don't recommend shadow travel if you're scared of:
a) Thedark

b) Cold shiversup your spine



) Strange noises
d) Going so fast you fed like your faceis peding off

In other words, | thought it was awesome. One minute | couldn't see anything. | could only fed Mrs.
O'Leary'sfur and my fingers wrapped around the bronze links of her dog collar.

The next minute the shadows melted into a new scene. We were on acliff in the woods of Connecticut.
At lead, it looked like Connecticut from the few times 1'd been there: lots of trees, low stonewalls, big
houses. Down one side of the cliff, ahighway cut through aravine. Down the other Sde was someone's
backyard. The property was huge-more wilderness than lawn. The house was atwo-story white
Colonid. Despite thefact that it was right on the other side of the hill from ahighway, it fdt likeit wasin
the middle of nowhere. | could see alight glowing m the kitchen win-dow. A rusty old swing set stood
under an appletree.

| couldn't imagine living in ahouse like this, with an actud yard and everything. I'd lived in atiny
gpartment or aschool dorm my wholelife. If thiswas Luke'shome, | wondered why held ever wanted to
leave.

Mrs. O'Leary staggered. | remembered what Nico had said about shadow travel draining her, so |
dipped off her back. Shelet out ahuge toothy yawn that would've scared aT. rex, then turned in acircle
and flopped down so hard the ground shook.

Nico appeared right next to me, asif the shadows had darkened and created him. He stumbled, but |
caught hisarm.

"I'm okay," he managed, rubbing his eyes.
"How did you do that?'
"Practice. A few timesrunning into wals. A few acci-dentd tripsto China."

Mrs. O'Leary started snoring. If it hadn't been for the roar of traffic behind us, I'm sure she would've
woken up the whole neighborhood.

"Areyou going to take anap too?" | asked Nico.

He shook his head. "Thefirst time | shadow traveled, | passed out for aweek. Now it just makesme a
little drowsy, but | can't do it more than once or twice anight. Mrs. O'Leary won't be going anywhere for
awhile”

"So welve got some quaity timein Connecticut.” | gazed a the white Colonid house. "What now?"
"Wering the doorbdll," Nico said.

If I were Luke's mom, | would not have opened my door at night for two strange kids. But | wasn't
anything like Luke's mom.

| knew that even before we reached the front door. The sidewalk was lined with those little stuffed
beanbag animalsyou seein gift shops. There were miniature lions, pigs, dragons, hydras, even ateeny
Minotaur in alittle Minotaur digper. Judging from their sad shape, the beanbag creatures had been Sitting
out here along time-since the snow melted last pring at least. One of the hydras had atree sapling
sprouting between its necks.



The front porch wasinfested with wind chimes. Shiny bits of glassand meta clinked in the breeze. Brass
ribbons tinkled like water and made meredize | needed to use the bathroom. | didn't know how Ms.
Cagtelan could stand dll the noise.

The front door was painted turquoise. The name CASTELLAN waswritten in English, and below in

Nico looked at me. "Ready?"
Hed barely tapped the door when it swung open.
"Luke!" the old lady cried happily.

Shelooked like someone who enjoyed sticking her fin-gersin eectrical sockets. Her white hair stuck out
intuftsal over her head. Her pink housedress was covered in scorch marks and smears of ash. When
she amiled, her face looked unnaturaly stretched, and the high-voltage light in her eves made me wonder
if shewasblind.

"Oh, my dear boy!" She hugged Nico. | wastrying to figure out why she thought Nico was L uke (they
looked absolutely nothing aike), when she smiled at me and said, "L uke!™

Sheforgot dl about Nico and gave me ahug. She smelled like burned cookies. Shewasasthinasa
scarecrow, but that didn't stop her from almost crushing me.

"Comein!" sheinggted. "I have your lunch ready!"

She ushered usinside. Theliving room was even weirder than the front lawn. Mirrors and candlesfilled
every available space. | couldn't look anywhere without seeing my own reflection. Above the mantel, a
little bronze Hermes flew around the second hand of aticking clock. | tried to imagine the god of
messengers ever faling in love with this old woman, but the ideawastoo bizarre.

Then | noticed the framed picture on the mantel, and | froze. It was exactly like Rachd's sketch-L uke
around nine yearsold, with blond hair and abig smile and two missing teeth. Thelack of ascar on his
face made him look like adifferent person-carefree and happy. How could Rachel have known about
that picture?

"Thisway, my dear!" Ms. Castellan steered me toward the back of the house. "Oh, | told them you
would come back. | knew it!"

She sat usdown at the kitchen table. Stacked on the counter were hundreds-1 mean hundreds-of
Tupperware boxes with peanut butter and jelly sandwichesinsde. The ones on the bottom were green
and fuzzy, likethey'd been there for along time. The smdll reminded me of my sixth grade locker-and
that's not agood thing.

On top of the oven was a stack of cookie sheets. Each one had a dozen burned cookies on it. In the sink
was amountain of empty plastic Kool-Aid pitchers. A beanbag Medusa sat by the faucet like she was
guarding the mess.

Ms. Cagtellan started humming as she got out peanut butter and jelly and started making a new sandwich.
Something was burning in the oven. | got the fedling more cookies were on the way.

Abovethe sink, taped al around the window, were dozens of little pictures cut from magazines and
newspaper ads-pictures of Hermes from the FTD Flowerslogo and Quickie Cleaners, pictures of the
caduceus from medica ads.



My heart sank. | wanted to get out of that room, but Ms. Castellan kept smiling at me as she made the
sandwich, like she was making sure| didn't bolt.

Nico coughed. "Urn, Ms. Castdlan?’
"Mm?'
"We need to ask you about your son."

"Oh, yes! They told me he would never come back. But | knew better." She patted my cheek
affectionatdy, giving me peanut butter racing stripes.

"When did you last see him?" Nico asked.
Her eyeslost focus.

"He was 0 young when heleft," she said wistfully. "Third grade. That's too young to run away! He sad
he'd be back for lunch. And | waited. He likes peanut butter sandwiches and cookies and Kool-Aid.
Hell be back for lunch very soon. . . ." Then shelooked a me and smiled. "Why, Luke, there you are!
Y ou look so handsome. Y ou have your father's eyes.”

She turned toward the pictures of Hermes above the sink. "Now, there'sa good man. Y es, indeed. He
comesto vist me, you know."

The clock kept ticking in the other room. | wiped the peanut butter off my face and looked a Nico
pleadingly, like Can we get out of here now?

"Maam," Nico said. "What, uh . . . what happened to your eyes?’

Her gaze seemed fractured-like she was trying to focus on him through a kae doscope. "Why, Luke, you
know the story. It wasright before you were born, wasn't it? I'd alway's been specid, able to see through
the . . . whatever-they-call-it."

"TheMig?' | sad.

"Yes, dear." She nodded encouragingly. "And they offered me an important job. That's how specid |
wad"

| glanced at Nico, but he looked as confused as | was.
"What sort of job?" | asked. "What happened?’

Ms. Castellan frowned. Her knife hovered over the sandwich bread. "Dear me, it didn't work out, did it?
Y our father warned me not to try. He said it was too dangerous. But | had to. It was my destiny! And
now ... | ill can't get theimages out of my head. They make everything seem so fuzzy. Would you like
some cookies?'

She pulled atray out of the oven and dumped a dozen lumps of chocolate chip charcoal on the table.

"Lukewas so kind," Ms. Castellan murmured. "He | eft to protect me, you know. He said if he went
away, the mon-sters wouldn't threaten me. But | told him the monsters are no threet! They St outsde on
the sdewalk al day, and they never comein." She picked up the little stuffed Medusa from the
windowslll. "Do they, Mrs. Medusa? No, no threat at al." She beamed at me. "I'm so glad you came
home. | knew you weren't ashamed of me!™



| shifted in my sest. | imagined being Luke sitting at thistable, eight or nine years old, and just beginning
to red-ize that my mother wasn't dl there.

"Ms. Cagtellan,” | said.

"Mom," she corrected.

"Um, yeah. Have you seen Luke since he left home?'
"Whll, of coursal"

| didn't know if shewasimagining that or not. For al | knew, every time the mailman came to the door he
was Luke. But Nico sat forward expectantly.

"When?' he asked. "When did Luke vigt you last?"

"Wdll,itwas. .. Ohgoodness. .." A shadow passed across her face. "The last time, he looked so
different. A scar. A terrible scar, and hisvoice so full of pain. . ."

"Hiseyes" | sad. "Werethey gold?
"Gold?" Sheblinked. "No. How slly. Luke has blue eyes. Beautiful blue eyed™

So Luke really had been here, and this had happened before last summer-before he'd turned into
Kronos.

"Ms. Castdlan?' Nico put his hand on the old woman'sarm. "Thisis very important. Did he ask you for
anything?'

She frowned asif trying to remember. "My-my bless-ing. Isn't that sweet?' Shelooked at us uncertainly.
"Hewas going to ariver, and he said he needed my blessing. | gaveit to him. Of course| did."

Nico looked a me triumphantly. “Thank you, maam. That'sal the information we-"

Ms. Castellan gasped. She doubled over, and her cookie tray clattered to the floor. Nico and | jumped
to our feet.

"Ms. Cagtdlan?' | said.

"AHHHH," She straightened. | scrambled away and almost fell over the kitchen table, because her
eyes-her eyeswere glowing green.

"My child," sherasped in amuch deeper voice. "Must pro-tect him! Hermes, help! Not my child!
Not his fate-no!"

She grabbed Nico by the shoulders and began to shake him asif to make him understand. "Not his
fate!"

Nico made a strangled scream and pushed her away. He gripped the hilt of his sword. "Percy, we need
to get out-"

Suddenly Ms. Castellan collapsed. | lurched forward and caught her before she could hit the edge of the
table. | managed to get her into achair.

"Ms. C?' | asked.



She muttered something incomprehensible and shook her head. "Goodness. | . . . | dropped the cookies.
How slly of me"

She blinked, and her eyes were back to normal-or at least, what they had been before. The green glow
was gone.

"Areyou okay?' | asked.

"Well, of course, dear. I'm fine. Why do you ask?

| glanced at Nico, who mouthed the word Leave.

"Ms. C, you weretdling us something,” | said. " Something about your son.”

"Was|?' shesad dreamily. "Y es, hisblue eyes. We were talking about his blue eyes. Such ahandsome
boy!"

"Wehaveto go," Nico said urgently. "WEell tell Luke. . . uh, well tell him you said hello.”

"But you can't leavel" Ms. Castellan got shakily to her feet, and | backed away. | felt Silly being scared of
afrail old woman, but the way her voice had changed, the way she'd grabbed Nico . . .

"Hermeswill be here soon,” she promised. "Hell want to see hisboy!"

"Maybe next time," | said. "Thank you for-" | looked down at the burned cookies scattered on the floor.
"Thanksfor everything."

Shetried to stop us, to offer us Kool-Aid, but | had to get out of that house. On the front porch, she
grabbed my wrist and | amost jumped out of my skin. "Luke, at least be safe. Promise meyou'll be
sie”

"l'will ... Mom."

That made her smile. She released my wrist, and as she closed the front door | could hear her talking to
the candles. "Y ou hear that? He will be safe. | told you he would be!™

Asthe door shut, Nico and | ran. Thelittle beanbag animals on the sdewalk seemed to grin at usaswe
passed.

Back at the cliff, Mrs. O'Leary had found afriend.

A cozy campfire crackled in aring of stones. A girl about eight years old was Sitting cross-legged next to
Mrs. O'Leary, scratching the hellhound's ears.

The girl had mousy brown hair and asimple brown dress. She wore a scarf over her head so she looked
like apioneer kid-like the ghost of Little House on the Prairie or something. She poked thefirewith a
gtick, and it seemed to glow morerichly red than anormal fire.

"Hdlo," shesad.

My first thought was: monster. When you're ademigod and you find aswest little girl donein the
woods-that's typically agood time to draw your sword and attack. Plus, the encounter with Ms.
Cagtellan had rattled me pretty bad.

But Nico bowed to thelittle girl. "Hello again, Lady."



She studied me with eyes asred asthefirelight. | decided it was safest to bow.
"Sit, Percy Jackson," she said. "Would you like some dinner?

After staring at moldy peanut butter sandwiches and burned cookies, | didn't have much of an appetite,
but the girl waved her hand and a picnic appeared at the edge of the fire. There were plates of roast beef,
baked potatoes, buttered carrots, fresh bread, and awhole bunch of other foods | hadn't had in along
time. My stomach started to rumble. It was the kind of home-cooked meal people are supposed to have
but never do. The girl made a five-foot-long dog biscuit appear for Mrs. O'Leary, who happily began
tearing it to shreds.

| sat next to Nico. We picked up our food, and | was about to dig in when | thought better of it.
| scraped part of my med into the flames, the way we do at camp. "For the gods,” | said.
Thelittle girl smiled. "Thank you. Astender of theflame, | get ashare of every sacrifice, you know."

"| recognizeyou now," | said. "Thefirst time | cameto camp, you were sitting by thefire, in the middle of
the com-monsarea.”

"You did not stop to talk,” the girl recalled sadly. "Alas, most never do. Nico talked to me. Hewasthe
firstin many years. Everyone rushes about. No timefor vigting family."

"YoureHedia," | sad. "Goddess of the Hearth."
She nodded.

Okay . .. so shelooked eight yearsold. | didn't ask. I'd learned that gods could |ook any way they
pleased.

"My lady," Nico asked, "why aren't you with the other Olympians, fighting Typhon?"

"I'm not much for fighting." Her red eyesflickered. | redized they weren't just reflecting the flames. They
were filled with flames-but not like Aress eyes. Hestia's eyes were warm and cozy.

"Besides," she said, "someone has to keep the home fires burning while the other gods are away.”
"So you're guarding Mount Olympus?* | asked.

"'Guard' may betoo strong aword. But if you ever need awarm place to sit and a home-cooked medl,
you are wel-cometo visit. Now eat.”

My plate was empty before| knew it. Nico scarfed his down just asfast.
"That was greet,” | said. "Thank you, Hestia."
She nodded. "Did you have agood visit with May Castellan?”

For amoment I'd amost forgotten the old lady with her bright eyes and her maniacal smile, theway shed
suddenly seemed possessed.

"What'swrong with her, exactly?' | asked.
"She was born with agift," Hestiasaid. "' She could see through the Mist.”

"Likemy mother,” | said. And | was aso thinking, Like Rachel "But the glowing eyesthing-"



"Some bear the curse of sight better than others,” the goddess said sadly. "For awhile, May Castellan
had many talents. She attracted the attention of Hermes himsdlf. They had a beautiful baby boy. For a
brief time, she was happy. And then she went too far.”

| remembered what Ms. Castellan had said: They offered me an important job . . . It didn't work out.
| wondered what kind of job |eft you like that.

"One minute shewas dl happy,” | said. "And then she was freaking out about her son'sfate, like she
knew he'd turned into Kronos. What happened to . . . to divide her like that?"

The goddesssface darkened. "That isastory | do not liketo tell. But May Castellan saw too much. If
you are to understand your enemy Luke, you must understand his family.”

| thought about the sad little pictures of Hermestaped above May Castdlan'ssink. | wondered if Ms.
Castellan had been so crazy when Luke waslittle. That green-eyed fit could've serioudly scared a
nine-year-old kid. And if Hermes never visted, if held left Luke donewith hismom al thoseyears. . .

"No wonder Lukeran away,” | said. "l mean, it wasn't right to leave hismom like that, but till-he was
just akid. Hermes shouldn't have abandoned them.”

Hestia scratched behind Mrs. O'Leary's ears. The hell-hound wagged her tail and accidentally knocked
over atree.

"It's easy to judge others," Hestiawarned. "But will you follow Luke's path? Seek the same powers?”
Nico set down his plate. "We have no choice, my lady. It'sthe only way Percy stands a chance.”

"Mmm." Hestiaopened her hand and the fire roared. Flames shot thirty feet into the air. Heat dapped me
in the face. Then thefire died back down to normal.

"Not al powers are spectacular." Hestialooked at me. " Sometimes the hardest power to master isthe
power of yielding. Do you beieve me?!

"Uh-huh,” I said. Anything to keep her from messing with her flame powers again.

The goddess smiled. "Y ou are agood hero, Percy Jackson. Not too proud. | like that. But you have
much to learn. When Dionysus was made agod, | gave up my throne for him. It wasthe only way to
avoid acivil war among the gods."

"It unbaanced the Council,” | remembered. " Suddenly there were seven guys and five girls.”

Hestiashrugged. "It was the best solution, not a perfect one. Now | tend thefire. | fade dowly into the
background. No one will ever write epic poems about the deeds of Hestia. Most demigods don't even
stop to talk to me. But that is no matter. | keep the peace. | yield when necessary. Can you do this?"

"I don't know what you mean."
She studied me. "Perhaps not yet. But soon. Will you continue your quest?’
"Isthat why you're here-to warn me against going?”'

Hestiashook her head. "'l am here because when al dsefails, when dl the other mighty gods have gone
off towar, | am dl that'sleft. Home. Hearth. | am the last Olympian. Y ou must remember me when you
faceyour find decision.



| didn't likethe way she said final.

| looked at Nico, then back at Hestia's warm glowing eyes. "I have to continue, my lady. | haveto stop
Luke. . .| mean Kronos."

Hestianodded. "Very well. | cannot be of much assis-tance, beyond what | have dready told you. But
since you sacrificed to me, | can return you to your own hearth. 1 will see you again, Percy, on Olympus.”

Her tone was ominous, as though our next meeting would not be happy.
The goddess waved her hand, and everything faded.

Suddenly | was home. Nico and | were sitting on the couch in my mom's gpartment on the Upper East
Side. That was the good news. The bad news was that the rest of the living room was occupied by Mrs.

OlLeary.
| heard amuffled yel from the bedroom. Paul's voice said, "Who put thiswall of fur in the doorway?*
"Percy?' my mom caled out. "Areyou here? Areyou al right?"

"I'm herel" | shouted back.

"WOOF!" Mrs. O'Leary tried to turn in acircle to find my mom, knocking al the pictures off the walls.
She's only met my mom once before (long story), but she loves her.

It took afew minutes, but we findly got things worked out. After destroying most of the furniturein the
living room and probably making our neighbors redly mad, we got my parents out of the bedroom and
into the kitchen, where we sat around the kitchen table. Mrs. O'Leary till took up the entire living room,
but she'd settled her head in the kitchen doorway so she could see us, which made her happy. My mom
tossed her aten-pound family-s ze tube of ground beef, which disappeared down her gullet. Paul poured
lemonadefor the rest of uswhile | explained about our visit to Connecticut.

"Soit'strue” Paul stared at me like held never seen me before. He was wearing his white bathrobe, now
covered in hellhound fur, and his sdt-and-pepper hair was sticking up in every direction. "All the talk
about mongters, and being ademigod . . . it'sredly true.”

| nodded. Last fal I'd explained to Paul who | was. My mom had backed me up. But until this moment, |
don't think heredlly believed us.

"Sorry about Mrs. OLeary," | sad, "destroying the liv-ing room and dl."

Paul laughed like he was delighted. "Are you kidding? Thisis awesome! | mean, when | saw the
hoofprints on the Prius, | thought maybe. But this!™

He patted Mrs. O'Leary's snout. The living room shook-BOOM, BOOM, BOOM-which either meant a
SWAT team was breaking down the door or Mrs. O'Leary was wagging her tail.

| couldn't help but smile. Paul was a pretty cool guy, even if hewas my English teacher aswell asmy
stepdad.

"Thanksfor not fresking out,” | said.
"Oh, I'mfresking out," he promised, hiseyeswide. "l just think it's awesome!”

"Yeah, wdl," | said, "you may not be so excited when you hear what's happening.”



| told Paul and my mom about Typhon, and the gods, and the battle that was sure to come. Then | told
them Nico's plan.

My mom laced her fingers around her lemonade glass. She was wearing her old blue flannel bathrobe,
and her hair wastied back. Recently she'd started writing anovel, like shed wanted to do for years, and
| could tell she'd been working on it late into the night, because the circles under her eyes were darker
than usud.

Behind her at the kitchen window, silvery moon lace glowed in the flower box. I'd brought the magical
plant back from Calypso'sidand last summer, and it bloomed like crazy under my mother's care. The
scent aways calmed me down, but it also made me sad because it reminded me of lost friends.

My mom took a deep bresath, like she was thinking how to tell meno.
"Percy, it'sdangerous,” she said. "Evenfor you."
"Mom, | know. | could die. Nico explained that. But if we don't try-"

"Well al die" Nico said. He hadn't touched hislemon-ade. "Ms. Jackson, we don't stand a chance
againg an invasion. And there will beaninvason.”

"Aninvason of New York?' Paul said. "Isthat even possible? How could we not seethe. . . the
mongters?'

He said theword like he sill couldn't believe thiswasred.

"I don't know," | admitted. "I don't see how Kronos could just march into Manhattan, but the Mist is
strong. Typhon istrampling across the country right now, and mor-tasthink hesa storm system.”

"Ms. Jackson," Nico said, "Percy needs your blessing. The process has to start that way. | wasn't sure
until we met Luke's mom, but now I'm positive. This has only been done successfully twice before. Both
times, the mother had to give her blessing. She had to be willing to let her son taketherisk.”

"Y ou want meto blessthis?' She shook her head. "It's crazy. Percy, please-"
"Mom, | can't do it without you."

"Andif you survivethis. . . this process?"

"Then| gotowar," | said. "Meagaingt Kronos. And only one of uswill survive."

| didn't tell her the whole prophecy-about the soul regping and the end of my days. She didn't need to
know that | was probably doomed. | could only hope I'd stop Kronos and save the rest of the world
beforel died.

"Youremy son,” shesaid miserably. "l cantjust. . ."

| could tell I'd have to push her harder if | wanted her to agree, but | didn't want to. | remembered poor
Ms. Cagtellan in her kitchen, waiting for her son to come home. And | redlized how lucky | was. My
mom had always been there for me, lways tried to make things norma for me, even with the gods and
monsters and stuff. She put up with me going off on adventures, but now | was asking her bless-ing to do
something that would probably get mekilled.

| locked eyes with Paul, and some kind of understand-ing passed between us.



"Sdly." He put hishand over my mother's hands. "I can't claim to know what you and Percy have been
going through al these years. But it soundsto me. . . it soundslike Percy is doing something noble. |
wish | had that much courage.”

| got alump inmy throat. | didn't get complimentslike that too much.

My mom stared at her lemonade. She looked like she was trying not to cry. | thought about what Hestia
had said, about how hard it wasto yield, and | figured maybe my mom was finding that out.

"Percy," shesad, "l giveyou my blessng.”

| didn't fed any different. No magic glow lit the kitchen or anything.
| glanced at Nico.

He looked more anxious than ever, but he nodded. "It'stime."

"Percy,” my momsaid. "Onelast thing. If you.. . . if you survive thisfight with Kronos, send measgn.”
She rum-maged through her purse and handed me her cell phone.

"Mom," | said, "you know demigods and phones-"

"l know," shesaid. "But just in case. If you'renot ableto call . . . maybeasignthat | could seefrom
anywherein Manhattan. To let me know you're okay."

"Like Theseus," Paul suggested. "He was supposed to raise white sails when he came hometo Athens.”

"Except heforgot,” Nico muttered. "And hisfather jumped off the palace roof in despair. But other than
that, it wasagresat idea."

"What about aflag or aflare?' my mom said. "From Olympus-the Empire State Building."
"Something blue" | said.

Wed had arunning joke for years about blue food. It was my favorite color, and my mom went out of
her way to humor me. Every year my birthday cake, my Easter basket, my Christmas candy canes
aways had to be blue.

"Yes," my mom agreed. "I'll watch for abluesigna. And I'll try to avoid jumping off paace roofs.”

She gave me onelast hug. | tried not to fed like | was saying good-bye. | shook hands with Paul. Then
Nico and | walked to the kitchen doorway and looked at Mrs. O'Leary.

"Sorry, girl," | said. "Shadow travd time again.”
She whimpered and crossed her paws over her snout.
"Where now?' | asked Nico. "Los Angeles?'
"No need," he said. "There'sacloser entrance to the Underworld.”
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We emerged in Central Park just north of the Pond. Mrs. O'Leary looked pretty tired as she limped over
to acluster of boulders. She started sniffing around, and | was afraid she might mark her territory, but
Nico sad, "It'sokay. Shejust smellsthe way home."

| frowned. "Through the rocks?"

"The Underworld has two mgjor entrances,” Nico said. "Y ou know theoneinL.A."

"Charon'sferry.”

Nico nodded. "Most souls go that way, but theres asmaller path, harder to find. The Door of Orpheus.”
"The dude with the harp.”

"Dudewith thelyre," Nico corrected. "But yeah, him. He used his music to charm the earth and open a
new path into the Underworld. He sang hisway right into Hades's palace and almost got away with his
wifdssoul.”

| remembered the story. Orpheus wasn't supposed to look behind him when he was leading hiswife
back to theworld, but of course he did. It was one of those typical "and-so-they-died/the-end” stories
that dways made us fed warm and fuzzy.

"So thisisthe Door of Orpheus.” | tried to be impressed, but it till looked like apile of rocksto me.
"How doesit open?’

"We need music,” Nico said. "How'syour Singing?"

"Um, no. Can't you jugt, like, tell it to open? Y ou're the son of Hadesand dl.”
"It'snot so easy. We need music.”

| was pretty sureif | tried to sing, al | would cause was an avdanche.

"l have abetter idea." | turned and called, "GROVER!"

Wewaited for along time. Mrs. O'Leary curled up and took anap. | could hear the cricketsin the
woods and an owl hooting. Traffic hummed along Central Park West. Horse hooves clopped down a
nearby path, maybe amounted police patrol. | was sure they'd love to find two kids hanging out in the
park a onein the morning.

"It'sno good," Nico said at last.

But | had afeding. My empathy link wasredly tingling for thefirst timein months, which either meant a
wholelot of people had suddenly switched on the Nature Channel, or Grover was close.

| shut my eyes and concentrated. Grover.

| knew he was somewhere in the park. Why couldn't | sense hisemotions? All | got wasafaint humin
the base of my skull.

Grover, | thought moreinggently.
Hmm-hmmmm, something said.

Animage cameinto my head. | saw agiant e m tree deep in the woods, well off the main paths. Gnarled



roots laced the ground, making akind of bed. Lying in it with hisarms crossed and his eyes closed was a
satyr. At first | couldn't be sureit was Grover. He was covered in twigs and leaves, like hed been
deeping therealong time. The roots seemed to be shaping themsalves around him, dowly pulling him into
the earth.

Grover, | said. Wake up.

unnnh-zzzzz.

Dude, you're covered in dirt. Wake up!
Seepy, hismind murmured.

FOOD, | suggested. PANCAKES

His eyes shot open. A blur of thoughtsfilled my head like he was suddenly on fast-forward. Theimage
shattered, and | dmost fell over.

"What happened?' Nico asked.

"I got through. He's. . . yeah. HE'son hisway."

A minute later, the tree next to us shivered. Grover fdll out of the branches, right on his head.
"Grover!" | yelled.

"Woof!" Mrs. O'Leary looked up, probably wondering if we were going to play fetch with the satyr.
"Blah-haa-haal" Grover bleated.

"Y ou okay, man?'

"Oh, I'mfine." He rubbed his head. His horns had grown so much they poked an inch above his curly
hair. "l was at the other end of the park. The dryads had this great idea of passing me through the treesto
get me here. They don't understand height very well.”

He grinned and got to hisfeet-well, his hooves, actudly. Since last summer, Grover had stopped trying
to disguise himself as human. He never wore acap or fake feet anymore. He didn't even wear jeans,
snce he had furry goat legs from the waist down. His T-shirt had a picture from that book Where the
Wild Things Are. It was covered with dirt and tree sap. His goatee looked fuller, dmost manly (or
goatly?), and hewas astdl as me now.

"Good to seeyou, G-man,” | said. "Y ou remember Nico."
Grover nodded at Nico, then he gave me abig hug. He smdlled like fresh-mown lawns.

"Perrrrey!” he bleated. "I missed you! | miss camp. They don't serve very good enchiladasin the
wilderness."

"I wasworried,” | sad. "Whereve you been the last two months?
"Thelast two-" Grover'ssmilefaded. "Thelast two months? What are you talking about?"
"We haven't heard from you," | said. "Juniper's worried. We sent Iris-messages, but-"

"Hold on." He looked up at the stars like he was trying to calculate his position. "What month isthis?’



"Augud.”

The color drained from hisface. "That'simpossible. It'sJune. | just lay downtotakeangpand..." He
grabbed my arms. "I remember now! He knocked me out. Percy, we have to stop him!"

"Whoa," | said. "Slow down. Tell me what happened.”

Hetook adeep breath. "l was. . . | waswalking in thewoods up by Harlem Meer. And | felt this
tremblein the ground, like something powerful was near.”

"Y ou can sense stuff likethat?' Nico asked.

Grover nodded. "Since Pan's deeth, | can fed when something iswrong in nature. It'slike my earsand
eyesare sharper when I'minthe Wild. Anyway, | started following the scent. Thisman in along black
coat was walking through the park, and | noticed he didn't cast a shadow. Middle of asunny day, and he
cast no shadow. He kind of shimmered as he moved.”

"Likeamirage?' Nico asked.

"Yes" Grover said. "And whenever he passed humans-"

"The humanswould pass out,” Nico said. "Curl up and go to deep.”

"That'sright! Then after he was gone, they'd get up and go about their businesslike nothing happened.”
| stared at Nico. "Y ou know thisguy in black?"

"Afraid s0," Nico said. "Grover, what happened?

"| followed the guy. He kept looking up at the buildings around the park like he was making estimates or
something. Thislady jogger ran by, and she curled up on the sdewak and started snoring. Theguy in
black put his hand on her forehead like he was checking her temperature. Then he kept walking. By this
time, | knew he was amongter or something even worse. | followed him into this grove, to the base of a
big em tree. | was about to summon some dryads to hel p me capture him when heturned and . . ."

Grover swallowed. "Percy, hisface. | couldn't make out hisface because it kept shifting. Just looking at
him made me deepy. | said, 'What are you doing? He said, 'Just hav-ing alook around. Y ou should
aways scout abattlefield before the battle.' | said something really smart like, "Thisforest isunder my
protection. Y ou won't sart any battles here!' And he laughed. He said, "Y ou're lucky I'm saving my
energy for themain event, little satyr. I'll just grant you a short nap. Pleasant dreams. And that's the last
thing | remember.”

Nico exhaled. "Grover, you met Morpheus, the God of Dreams. Y ou're lucky you ever woke up.”
"Two months," Grover moaned. "He put me to deep for two monthg!™

| tried to wrap my mind around what this meant. Now it made sense why we hadn't been able to contact
Grover dl thistime.

"Why didn't the nymphstry to wakeyou?' | asked.

Grover shrugged. "Most nymphs aren't good with time. Two months for atree-that's nothing. They
probably didn't think anything waswrong.”

"Weve got to figure out what Morpheuswas doing in the park,” | said. "'l don' like this'main event' thing



he men-tioned.”

"He'sworking for Kronos," Nico said. "We know that aready. A lot of the minor gods are. Thisjust
proves there's going to be an invasion. Percy, we have to get on with our plan.”

"Wait," Grover said. "What plan?'
Wetold him, and Grover started tugging at hisleg fur.
"You'renot serious,” he said. "Not the Underworld again.”

"I'm not asking you to come, man,” | promised. "1 know you just woke up. But we need some music to
open the door. Canyou do it?

Grover took out hisreed pipes. "I guess| could try. | know afew Nirvanatunes that can split rocks. But,
Percy, are you sure you want to do this?'

"Please, man,” | said. "It would mean alot. For old times sake?"
Hewhimpered. "Asl| recdl, in the old timeswe dmost died alot. But okay, here goes nothing.”

He put his pipesto hislipsand played ashrill, lively tune. The boulderstrembled. A few more stanzas,
and they cracked open, reveding atriangular crevice.

| peered insde. Steps led down into the darkness. The air smelled of mildew and death. 1t brought back
bad mem-ories of my trip through the Labyrinth last year, but thistunnel felt even more dangerous. It led
graight to the land of Hades, and that was dmost always a one-way trip.

| turned to Grover. "Thanks. . . | think."
"Perrrrcy, isKronosredly going to invade?'
"l wish | could tell you better, but yesh. He will."

| thought Grover might chew up hisreed pipesin anxi-ety, but he straightened up and brushed off his
T-shirt. | couldn't help thinking how different he looked from fat old Leneus. "I've got to rally the nature
gpirits, then. Maybe we can help. I'll seeif we can find this Morpheus.”

"Better tell Juniper you're okay, too."
Hiseyeswidened. "Juniper! Oh, she'sgoing to kill me!”

He started to run off, then scrambled back and gave me another hug. "Be careful down there! Come
back divel"

Once he was gone, Nico and | roused Mrs. O'Leary from her nap.

When she smelled the tunnel, she got excited and led the way down the steps. It was a pretty tight fit. |
hoped she wouldn't get stuck. | couldn't imagine how much Drano we'd need to un-stick ahellhound
wedged hafway down atunnel to the Underworld.

"Ready?' Nico asked me. "It'll befine. Don't worry."
He sounded like he was trying to convince himself.

| glanced up at the stars, wondering if | would ever see them again. Then we plunged into darkness.



The stairs went on forever-narrow, steep, and dippery. It was completely dark except for the light of my
sword. | tried to go dow, but Mrs. O'Leary had other ideas. She bounded ahead, barking happily. The
sound echoed through the tunnel like cannon shots, and | figured we would not be catching anybody by
surprise once we reached the bottom.

Nico lagged behind, which | thought was strange.
"You okay?' | asked him.
"Fine." What wasthat expresson on hisface. . . doubt?"Just kegp moving," he sad.

| didn't have much choice. | followed Mrs. O'Leary into the depths. After another hour, | started to hear
theroar of ariver.

We emerged at the base of acliff, on aplain of black volcanic sand. To our right, the River Styx gushed
from the rocks and roared off in a cascade of rapids. To our l€eft, far away in the gloom, fires burned on
the ramparts of Erebos, the great black walls of Hades's kingdom.

| shuddered. I'd first been here when | wastwelve, and only Annabeth and Grover's company had given
me the courage to keep going. Nico wasn't going to be quite as helpful with the "courage” thing. He
looked pale and wor-ried himsdlf.

Only Mrs. O'Leary acted happy. Sheran aong the beach, picked up arandom human leg bone, and
romped back toward me. She dropped the bone at my feet and waited for me to throw it.

"Um, maybe later, girl." | stared at the dark waters, try-ing to get up my nerve. "So, Nico . . . how do we
dothis?'

"We haveto go inddethe gatesfirgt,” he said.

"But theriver'sright here”

"l haveto get something,” he said. "It'sthe only way."
He marched off without waiting.

| frowned. Nico hadn't mentioned anything about going inside the gates. But now that we were here, |
didn't know what elseto do. Reluctantly, | followed him down the beach toward the big black gates.

Lines of the dead stood outside waiting to get in. It must've been aheavy day for funerals, because even
the EZ-DEATH line was backed up.

"Woof!" Mrs. O'Leary said. Before | could stop her she bounded toward the security checkpoint.
Cerberus, the guard dog of Hades, appeared out of the gloom-a three-headed rottweiler so big he made
Mrs. O'Leary look like atoy poodlie. Cerberuswas haf transparent, so he'sredly hard to see until he's
close enough to kill you, but he acted like he didn't care about us. He was too busy saying hello to Mrs.

OlLeary.
"Mrs. O'Leary, nol" | shouted at her. "Don't sniff . . . Oh, man."

Nico smiled. Then helooked a me and his expression turned al serious again, like hed remembered
something unpleasant. " Come on. They won't give usany troublein theline. Y ourewith me."

| didn't likeit, but we dipped through the security ghouls and into the Fields of Asphoddl. | had to whistle
for Mrs. O'Leary three times before she left Cerberus done and ran after us.



We hiked over black fields of grass dotted with black poplar trees. If | redlly died in afew dayslike the
prophecy said, | might end up hereforever, but | tried not to think about that.

Nico trudged ahead, bringing us closer and closer to the palace of Hades.
"Hey," | sad, "wereinddethe gates dready. Where are we-"

Mrs. O'Leary growled. A shadow appeared overhead-something dark, cold, and stinking of deeth. It
swooped down and landed in the top of apoplar tree.

Unfortunately, | recognized her. She had ashriveled face, ahorrible blue knit hat, and a crumpled velvet
dress. Leathery bat wings sprang from her back. Her feet had sharp talons, and in her brass-clawed
hands she held aflam-ing whip and a paidey handbag.

"Mrs. Dodds," | said.

She bared her fangs. "Welcome back, honey."

Her two sisters-the other Furies-swooped down and settled next to her in the branches of the poplar.
"Y ou know Alecto?' Nico asked me.

"If you mean the hag in the middle, yeah," | said. " She was my math teacher.”

Nico nodded, like this didn't surprise him. He looked up at the Furies and took adeep breath. "I've done
what my father asked. Take usto the paace.”

| tensed. "Wait a second, Nico. What do you-"

"I'm afraid thisismy new lead, Percy. My father prom-ised me information about my family, but he wants
to see you before wetry theriver. I'm sorry.”

"Youtricked me?' | wasso mad | couldn't think. | lunged at him, but the Furieswere fast. Two of them
swooped down and plucked me up by the arms. My sword fell out of my hand, and before | knew it, |
was dangling Sixty feet inthear.

"Oh, don't struggle, honey," my old math teacher cack-led in my ear. "'I'd hate to drop you."
Mrs. O'Leary barked angrily and jumped, trying to reach me, but we were too high.

"Tel Mrs. OLeary to behave," Nico warned. He was hovering near me in the clutches of the third Fury.
"I don't want her to get hurt, Percy. My father iswaiting. He just wantsto talk."

| wanted to tell Mrs. O'Leary to attack Nico, but it wouldn't have done any good, and Nico was right
about one thing: my dog could get hurt if shetried to pick afight with the Furies.

| gritted my teeth. "Mrs. O'Leary, down! It'sokay, girl."

She whimpered and turned in circles, looking up a me. "All right, traitor,” | growled at Nico. "Y ou've got
your prize. Take meto the supid paace.

Alecto dropped melike asack of turnipsin the middle of the palace garden.

It was beautiful in acreepy way. Skeletal white trees grew from marble basins. Flower beds overflowed
with golden plants and gemstones. A pair of thrones, one bone and one silver, sat on the balcony with a



view of the Fields of Asphodel. It would've been anice place to spend a Saturday morning except for the
sulfurous smell and the cries of tortured soulsin the distance.

Skeletal warriors guarded the only exit. They wore tattered U.S. Army desert combat fatigues and
carried M 16s.

Thethird Fury deposited Nico next to me. Then al three of them settled on the top of the skeletal throne.
| resisted the urge to strangle Nico. They'd only stop me. I'd have to wait for my revenge.

| stared at the empty thrones, waiting for something to happen. Then the air shimmered. Threefigures
appeared-Hades and Persephone on their thrones, and an older woman standing between them. They
seemed to bein the middle of an argument.

"-told you he was abum!" the older woman said.
"Mother!" Persephone replied.
"We have vistors!" Hades barked. "Pleasal”

Hades, one of my least favorite gods, smoothed his black robes, which were covered with the terrified
faces of the damned. He had pale skin and the intense eyes of amadman.

"Percy Jackson," he said with satisfaction. "At lagt.”

Queen Persephone studied me curioudly. I'd seen her once before in the winter, but now in the summer
shelooked like atotaly different goddess. She had lustrous black hair and warm brown eyes. Her dress
shimmered with colors. Flower patternsin the fabric changed and bloomed-roses, tulips, honeysuckle.

The woman standing between them was obvioudy Persephone's mother. She had the same hair and

eyes, but looked older and sterner. Her dress was golden, the color of awhest field. Her hair was woven
with dried grasses so it reminded me of awicker basket. | figured if somebody lit amatch next to her,
sheld bein serioustrouble.

"Hmmph," the older woman said. "Demigods. Just what we need.”

Next to me, Nico kndlt. | wished | had my sword so | could cut his stupid head off. Unfortunately,
Riptide was il out in the fields somewhere.

"Father,” Nico said. "I have done asyou asked.”

"Took you long enough,” Hades grumbled. "Y our sster would've done a better job."

Nico lowered hishead. If | hadn't been so mad at the little creep, | might've fdt sorry for him.
| glared up at the god of the dead. "What do you want, Hades?"

"Totak, of course." The god twisted hismouth in acrud smile. "Didn't Nico tell you?'

"So thiswhole quest was alie. Nico brought me down hereto get mekilled.”

"Oh, no," Hades said. "I'm afraid Nico was quite sin-cere about wanting to help you. The boy isas
honest asheisdense. | Smply convinced him to take asmall detour and bring you herefirgt."

"Father," Nico said, "you promised that Percy would not be harmed. You said if | brought him, you
would tell me about my past-about my mother."



Queen Persephone sighed dramatically. "Can we please not talk about that woman in my presence?’
"I'm sorry, my dove," Hades said. "1 had to promise the boy something.”

The older lady harrumphed. "I warned you, daughter. This scoundrel Hadesis no good. Y ou couldve
married the god of doctors or the god of lawyers, but noooo. Y ou had to eat the pomegranate.”

"Mother-"
"And get stuck in the Underworld!"
"Mother, please-"

"And hereit is August, and do you come home like you're supposed to? Do you ever think about your
poor lonely mother?"

"DEMETER!" Hades shouted. "That isenough. Y ou are aguest in my house.”
"Oh, ahouseisit?' shesaid. "You cdl thisdump ahouse? Make my daughter livein thisdark, damp-"

"l told you," Hades said, grinding histeeth, "therésawar in the world above. Y ou and Persephone are
better off herewithme.”

"Excuseme," | brokein. "But if you're going to kill me, could you just get on with it?"
All three gods|ooked at me.

"W, thisone has an attitude," Demeter observed.

"Indeed," Hades agreed. "I'd love to kill him."

"Father!" Nico said. ™Y ou promised!”

"Husband, we talked about this," Persephone chided. ™Y ou can't go around incinerating every hero.
Besides, he'sbrave. | likethat."

Hadesrolled hiseyes. "Y ou liked that Orpheus fdlow too. Look how well that turned out. Let mekill
him, just alittle bit."

"Father, you promised!” Nico said. "Y ou said you only wanted to talk to him. You said if | brought him,
youd explain."

Hades glowered, smoothing the folds of hisrobes. "And so | shdl. Y our mother-what can | tell you? She
was awonderful woman.” He glanced uncomfortably at Persephone. "Forgive me, my dear. | mean for a
mortd, of course. Her name was Mariadi Angelo. She was from Venice, but her father was adiplomat
in Washington, D.C. That'swhere | met her. When you and your Sister were young, it was abad timeto
be children of Hades. World War 11 was brewing. A few of my, ah, other children wereleading the
losing side. | thought it best to put you two out of harm'sway."

"That'swhy you hid usin the Lotus Casno?"'

Hades shrugged. "Y ou didn't age. Y ou didn't redlizetime was passing. | waited for theright timeto bring
you out."

"But what happened to our mother? Why don't | remember her?!



"Not important,” Hades snapped.

"What? Of courseit'simportant. And you had other children-why were we the only oneswho were sent
away? And who was the lawyer who got us out?'

Hades grit histeeth. "Y ou would do well to listen more and talk less, boy. Asfor the lawyer . . ."

Hades snapped hisfingers. On top of histhrone, the Fury Alecto began to change until shewasa
middle-aged man in a pingtriped suit with a briefcase. She-he-looked strange crouching at Hades's
shoulder.

"You!" Nico sad.
The Fury cackled. "1 do lawyers and teachers very wd|!"
Nico wastrembling. "But why did you free usfrom the casno?'

"Y ou know why," Hades said. "Thisidiot son of Poseidon cannot be alowed to be the child of the
prophecy."

| plucked aruby off the nearest plant and threw it at Hades. It sank harmlesdly into hisrobe. ™Y ou should
be helping Olympud” | said. "All the other gods are fighting Typhon, and you're just Sitting here-"

"Waiting things out,” Hadesfinished. "Y es, that's correct. When's the last time Olympus ever helped me,
half-blood? When'sthe last time a child of mine was ever welcomed as a hero? Bah! Why should | rush
out and help them?I'll stay here with my forcesintact.”

"And when Kronos comes after you?'

"Let himtry. Hell be weskened. And my son here, Nico-" Hades looked at him with distaste. "Well, he's
not much now, I'll grant you. It would've been better if Bianca had lived. But give him four more years of
training. We can hold out that long, surely. Nico will turn sixteen, as the prophecy says, and then he will
make the decision that will save theworld. And I will be king of the gods.”

"Yourecrazy," | sad. "Kronoswill crush you, right after he finishes pulverizing Olympus.”

Hades spread his hands. "Well, you'll get achanceto find out, half-blood. Because you'll be waiting out
thiswar in my dungeons.”

"No!" Nico said. "Father, that wasn't our agreement. And you haven't told me everything!”

"I'vetold you al you need to know," Hades said. "Asfor our agreement, | spoke with Jackson. | did not
harm him. Y ou got your information. If you had wanted a better dedl, you should've made me swear on
the Styx. Now, go to your room!" He waved his hand, and Nico vanished.

"That boy needsto eat more," Demeter grumbled. "He's too skinny. He needs more cered .

Persephone rolled her eyes. "Mother, enough with the cereal. My lord Hades, are you sure we can't let
thislittle hero go? Hes awfully brave.”

"No, my dear. I've spared hislife. That's enough.”

| was sure she was going to stand up for me. The brave, beautiful Persephone was going to get me out of
this



She shrugged indifferently. "Fine. What's for breakfast? I'm starving.”
"Cered," Demeter said.
"Mother!" The two women disappeared in aswirl of flowers and whest.

"Don't fed too bad, Percy Jackson," Hades said. "My ghosts keep me well informed of Kronoss plans. |
can assure you that you had no chance to stop himin time. By tonight, it will be too late for your precious
Mount Olympus. Thetrap will be sorung.”

"What trgp?’ | demanded. "If you know about it, do something! At least let metell the other gods!™

Hades amiled. "Y ou are spirited. I'll give you credit for that. Have fun in my dungeon. Well check onyou
aganin-oh, fifty or Sxty years."

EIGHT
| TAKE THE WORST
BATHEVER
My sword reappeared in my pocket.

Y eah, great timing. Now | could attack thewallsdl | wanted. My cell had no bars, no windows, not
even adoor. The skeletal guards shoved me straight through awall, and it became solid behind me. |
wasn't sureif the room was airtight. Probably. Hades's dungeon was meant for dead people, and they
don't breathe. So forget fifty or Sixty years. I'd be dead in fifty or Sxty minutes. Meanwhile, if Hades
wasn't lying, some big trap was going to be sprung in New Y ork by the end of the day, and there was
absolutely noth-ing | could do about it.

| sat on the cold stone floor, feding miserable.

| don't remember dozing off. Then again, it must've been about seven in the morning, morta time, and I'd
been through alot.

| dreamed | was on the porch of Rachel's beach housein &t. Thomas. The sun wasrising over the
Caribbean. Dozens of wooded idands dotted the sea, and white sails cut across the water. The smell of
st air made me wonder if | would ever see the ocean again.

Rachel's parents sat at the patio table while apersona chef fixed them omelets. Mr. Dare was dressed in
awhite linen suit. He was reading The Wall Street Journal. The lady across the table was probably
Mrs. Dare, though dl | could see of her were hot pink fingernails and the cover of Cond? Nast
Traveler. Why she'd be reading about vacations while she was on vacation, | wasn't sure.

Rachel stood at the porch railing and sighed. She wore Bermuda shorts and her van Gogh T-shirt. (Yeah,
Rachel wastrying to teach me about art, but don't get too impressed. | only remembered the dude's
name because he cut his ear off.)

| wondered if she was thinking about me, and how much it sucked that | wasn't with them on vacation. |
know that'swhat | wasthinking.

Then the scene changed. | wasin St. Louis, standing downtown under the Arch. I'd been there before. In
fact, I'd dmogt fallen to my desth there before.

Over thecity, athunderstorm boiled-awall of absolute black with lightning stresking acrossthe sky. A



few blocks away, sivarms of emergency vehicles gathered with their lights flashing. A column of dust rose
from amound of rubble, which | realized was a collapsed skyscraper.

A nearby reporter was yeling into her microphone: "Officids are describing thisas a structurd failure,
Dan, though no one seemsto know if it isrelated to the storm conditions.”

Wind whipped her hair. The temperature was dropping rapidly, like ten degreesjust since I'd been
gtanding there.

"Thankfully, the building had been abandoned for demoalition,” she said. "But police have evacuated dl
nearby buildingsfor fear the collgpse might trigger-"

Shefatered asamighty groan cut through the sky. A blast of lightning hit the center of the darkness. The
entire city shook. The air glowed, and every hair on my body stood up. The blast was so powerful |
knew it could only be onething: Zeus's master bolt. It should have vaporized its tar-get, but the dark
cloud only staggered backward. A smoky fist appeared out of the clouds. It smashed another tower, and
the whole thing collgpsed like children's blocks.

The reporter screamed. People ran through the streets. Emergency lights flashed. | saw astresk of silver
in the sky-achariot pulled by reindeer, but it wasn't Santa Claus driving. It was Artemis, riding the storm,
shooting shafts of moonlight into the darkness. A fiery golden comet crossed her path . . . maybe her
brother Apollo.

Onething was clear: Typhon had madeit to the Missssppi River. Hewas hdfway acrossthe U.S,
leaving destruction in hiswake, and the gods were barely dowing him down.

The mountain of darkness loomed above me. A foot the size of Y ankee Stadium was about to smash me
when avoice hissed, "Percy!"

| lunged out blindly. Before | wasfully awake, | had Nico pinned to the floor of the cell with the edge of
my sword at histhroat.

"Want .. .to...rescue" he choked.

Anger woke me up fast. "Oh, yeah? And why should | trust you?"
"No. .. choice?' he gagged.

| wished he hadn't said something logicd likethat. I let him go.

Nico curled into aball and made retching sounds while histhroat recovered. Finally he got to hisfeet,
eyeing my sword warily. His own blade was sheathed. | supposeif hed wanted to kill me, he could've
doneit whilel dept. Stll, I didn't trust him.

"We haveto get out of here," he said.

"Why?' | said. "Does your dad want to talk to meagan?"

Hewinced. "Percy, | swear on the River Styx, | didn't know what he was planning.”
"Y ou know what your dad islikel™

"He tricked me. He promised-" Nico held up hishands. "Look . . . right now, we need to leave. | put the
guardsto deep, but it won't last.”



| wanted to strangle him again. Unfortunately, he was right. We didn't have timeto argue, and | couldn't
escape on my own. He pointed at thewall. A whole section vanished, reveding a corridor.

"Comeon." Nico led theway.

| wished | had Annabeth'sinvisbility hat, but asit turned out, | didn't need it. Every timewe cameto a
skele-ton guard, Nico just pointed at it, and its glowing eyes dimmed. Unfortunately, the more Nico did
it, the more tired he seemed. We walked through amaze of corridorsfilled with guards. By thetimewe
reached akitchen staffed by skeletdl cooks and servants, | was practicaly carrying Nico. He managed to
put dl the dead to deep but nearly passed out himsdlf. | dragged him out of the servants entrance and
into the Fields of Asphodd.

| dmogt felt relieved until | heard the sound of bronze gongs high in the castle.
"Alarms" Nico murmured deepily.

"What do we do?'

He yawned then frowned like he was trying to remem-ber. "How about . . . run?'

Running with adrowsy child of Hades was more like doing athree-legged race with alife-sizerag doll. |
lugged him adong, holding my sword in front of me. The spirits of the dead made way like the Cdestid
bronze was ablazing fire.

The sound of gongsrolled across the fields. Ahead |oomed the walls of Erebos, but the longer we
walked, the farther away they seemed. | was about to collgpse from exhaustion when | heard afamiliar
"WOOOOOF!"

Mrs. O'Leary bounded out of nowhere and ran circles around us, ready to play.
"Good girl." 1 said. "Can you give us aride to the Styx?"

Theword Styx got her excited. She probably thought | meant sticks. She jumped afew times, chased
her tail just to teach it who was boss, and then calmed down enough for me to push Nico onto her back.
| climb aboard, and she raced toward the gates. She leaped Straight over the EZ-DEATH line, sending
guards sprawling and causing more darmsto blare. Cerberus barked, but he sounded more excited than
angry, like Can | play too?

Fortunatdly, he didn't follow us, and Mrs. O'Leary kept running. She didn't stop until we werefar upriver
and thefires of Erebos had disappeared in the murk.

Nico did off Mrs. O'Leary's back and crumpled in a heagp on the black sand.

| took out a square of ambrosia-part of the emer-gency god-food | aways kept with me. It was alittle
bashed up, but Nico chewed it.

"Uh," hemumbled. "Beiter."
"Y our powers drain you too much,” | noted.
He nodded deepily. "With great power . . . comes great need to take anap. Wake me up later."

"Whoa, zombie dude." | caught him before he could pass out again. "Were a theriver. Y ou need to tell
me wheat to do."



| fed him thelast of my ambrosia, which was alittle dangerous. The stuff can heal demigods, but it can
also burn usto ashesif we eat too much. Fortunately, it seemed to do thetrick. Nico shook hishead a
few times and strug-gled to hisfedt.

"My father will be coming soon,” he said. "We should hurry."

The River Styx's current swirled with strange objects-broken toys, ripped-up college diplomas, wilted
homecom+-ing corsages-d| the dreams people had thrown away asthey'd passed from life into degth.
Looking at the black water, | could think of about three million places|'d rather swim.

"So...ljustjumpin?’

"Y ou haveto prepare yourself first,” Nico said, "or the river will destroy you. It will burn away your body
and soul.”

"Soundsfun," | muttered.

"Thisisnojoke," Nico warned. "Thereisonly oneway to stay anchored to your mortd life. Y ou haveto

He glanced behind me and his eyeswidened. | turned and found myself face-to-face with a Greek
warrior.

For asecond | thought he was Ares, because this guy looked exactly like the god of war-tall and buff,
with acrud scarred face and closely shaved black hair. He wore awhite tunic and bronze armor. He
held aplumed war helm under hisarm. But his eyes were human-pae green like ashdlow sea-and a
bloody arrow stuck out of hisleft caf, just abovethe ankle.

| stunk at Greek names, but even | knew the greatest warrior of al time, who had died from awounded
hed.

"Achilles" | sad.
The ghost nodded. "I warned the other one not to fol-low my path. Now | will warn you."
"Luke?Y ou spoke with Luke?!

"Do not do this" he said. "It will make you powerful. But it will aso make you weak. Y our prowessin
combat will be beyond any mortd's, but your weaknesses, your failingswill increase aswell."

"You mean I'll have abad hed?' | said. "Couldn't | just, like, wear something besides sandals? No
offense”

He stared down at hisbloody foot. "The hedl isonly my physical weskness, demigod. My mother,
Thetis, held me there when she dipped mein the Styx. What redly killed me was my own arrogance.
Beware! Turn back!"

Hemeant it. | could hear the regret and bitternessin hisvoice. He was honestly trying to save mefrom a
terrible fate.

Then again, Luke had been here, and he hadn't turned back.

That's why Luke had been able to host the spirit of Kronoswithout his body disintegrating. Thisis how
he'd prepared himself, and why he seemed impossible to kill. He had bathed in the River Styx and taken
on the powers of the grestest morta hero, Achilles. Hewasinvincible.



"l haveto," | said. "Otherwise | don't sand a chance."

Achilleslowered hishead. "L et the gods witness | tried. Hero, if you must do this, concentrate on your
morta point. Imagine one spot of your body that will remain vulnerable. Thisisthe point where your soul
will anchor your body to the world. It will be your greatest weakness, but aso your only hope. No man
may be completely invul-nerable. Lose sight of what keeps you morta, and the River Styx will burn you
to ashes. You will ceaseto exist."

"l don't suppose you could tell me Luke's mortal point?’

He scowled. "Prepare yoursdlf, foolish boy. Whether you survive this or not, you have seded your
doom!"

With that happy thought, he vanished.
"Percy," Nico sad, "maybe he'sright.”
"Thiswas your idea"

"1 know, but now that we're here-"

"Just wait on the shore. If anything happensto me. . . Well, maybe Hades will get hiswish, and you'll be
the child of the prophecy after dll."

Hedidn't look pleased about that, but | didn't care.

Before | could change my mind, | concentrated on the smal of my back-atiny point just opposite my
navel. It was well defended when | wore my armor. It would be hard to hit by accident, and few enemies
would aim for it on pur-pose. No place was perfect, but this seemed right to me, and alot more dignified
than, like, my armpit or something.

| pictured a string, a bungee cord connecting me to the world from the smal of my back. And | stepped
into theriver.

Imagine jJumping into apit of boiling acid. Now multiply that pain timesfifty. Y ou sill won't be closeto
understand-ing what it felt like to swimin the Styx. | planned to walk in dow and courageous like ared
hero. As soon as the water touched my legs, my musclesturned to jelly and | fell face-first into the
current.

| submerged completely. For thefirst timein my life, | couldn't breethe underwater. | findly understood
the panic of drowning. Every nervein my body burned. | was dissolving in the water. | saw faces-Rachd,
Grover, Tyson, my mother-but they faded as soon as they appeared.

"Percy,” my momsaid. "l giveyoumy blessng."
"Be safe, brother!" Tyson pleaded.
"Enchiladas!" Grover said. | wasn't sure where that came from, but it didn't seem to help much.

| waslosing the fight. The pain was too much. My hands and feet were melting into the water, my soul
was being ripped from my body. | couldn't remember who | was. The pain of Kronoss scythe had been
nothing com-pared to this.

The cord, afamiliar voice said. Remember your lifeline, dummy!



Suddenly there was atug in my lower back. The current pulled a me, but it wasn't carrying me away
anymore. | imagined the string in my back keeping metied to the shore.

"Hold on, Seaweed Brain." It was Annabeth's voice, much clearer now. "Y ou're not getting away from
methat easly.”

The cord strengthened.

| could see Annabeth now-standing barefoot above me on the canoe lake pier. I'd fallen out of my
canoe. That wasit. She was reaching out her hand to haul me up, and she was trying not to laugh. She
wore her orange camp T-shirt and jeans. Her hair was tucked up in her Y ankees cap, which was strange
because that should have made her invisible.

"You are such anidiot sometimes." She smiled. "Come on. Take my hand.”

Memories came flooding back to me-sharper and more colorful. | stopped dissolving. My name was
Percy Jackson. | reached up and took Annabeth's hand.

Suddenly | burst out of theriver. | collapsed on the sand, and Nico scrambled back in surprise.
"Areyou okay?' he sammered. "Y our skin. Oh, gods. Y ou're hurt!™

My armswere bright red. | felt like every inch of my body had been broiled over adow flame.
| looked around for Annabeth, though | knew she wasn't here. It had seemed so redl.

"I'mfine. .. | think." The color of my skin turned back to norma. The pain subsided. Mrs. O'Leary
came up and sniffed mewith concern. Apparently | smdlled redlly interesting.

"Do you fed stronger?' Nico asked.
Before | could decide what | fdt, avoice boomed, "THERE!"

An army of the dead marched toward us. A hundred skeletal Roman legionnaires led the way with
shields and spears. Behind them came an equa number of British redcoats with bayonets fixed. Inthe
middle of the host, Hades himsdlf rode a black-and-gold chariot pulled by nightmare horses, their eyes
and manes smoldering with fire.

"Y ou will not escape methistime, Percy Jackson!" Hades bellowed. "Destroy him!™"

"Father, no!" Nico shouted, but it wastoo late. The front line of Roman zombies lowered their spears
and advanced.

Mrs. O'Leary growled and got ready to pounce. Maybe that'swhat set me off. | didn't want them hurting
my dog. Plus, | wastired of Hades being abig bully. If | wasgoing to die, | might aswell go down

fighting.

| yelled, and the River Styx exploded. A black tidal wave smashed into the legionnaires. Spears and
shields flew everywhere. Roman zombies began to dissolve, smoke com-ing off their bronze hemets.
The redcoats lowered their bayonets, but | didn't wait for them. | charged.

It was the stupidest thing I've ever done. A hundred musketsfired at me, point blank. All of them missed.
| crashed into their line and started hacking with Riptide. Bayonets jabbed. Swords dashed. Guns
reloaded and fired. Nothing touched me.



| whirled through the ranks, dashing redcoats to dust, one after the other. My mind went on autopilot:
stab, dodge, cut, deflect, roll. Riptide was no longer asword. It was an arc of pure destruction.

| broke through the enemy line and legped into the black chariot. Hades raised his staff. A bolt of dark
energy shot toward me, but | deflected it off my blade and dammed into him. Thegod and | both
tumbled out of the chariot.

The next thing | knew, my knee was planted on Hades's chest. | was holding the collar of hisroyd robes
inonefigt, and the tip of my sword was poised right over hisface.

Silence. Thearmy did nothing to defend their master. | glanced back and realized why. There was
nothing left of them but weaponsin the sand and piles of smoking, empty uniforms. | had destroyed them
dl.

Hades swallowed. "Now, Jackson, listen here. . . ."

Hewasimmorta. Therewasno way | could kill him, but gods can be wounded. | knew that firsthand,
and | fig-ured asword in the face wouldn't fedl too good.

"Just because I'm anice person,” | snarled, "I'll let you go. But firgt, tell me about that trap!”
Hades mdted into nothing, leaving me holding empty black robes.

| cursed and got to my feet, breathing heavily. Now that the danger was over, | redlized how tired | was.
Every mus-clein my body ached. | looked down at my clothes. They were dashed to pieces and full of
bullet holes, but | was fine. Not amark on me.

Nico's mouth hung open. "Youjust . . . withasword . . . you just-"
"| think theriver thing worked," | said.
"Oh gee" hesaid sarcadticdly. " You think?"

Mrs. O'Leary barked happily and wagged her tail. She bounded around, sniffing empty uniforms and
hunting for bones. | lifted Hadessrobe. | could till see the tormented faces shimmering in the fabric.

| walked to the edge of theriver. "Befree."
| dropped the robe in the water and watched asit swirled away, dissolving in the current.

"Go back to your father,” | told Nico. "Tdl him he owes mefor letting him go. Find out what's going to
happen to Mount Olympus and convince himto help.”

Nico stared a me. "I .. . | can't. Hell hate me now. | mean . . . even more.”

"You haveto,” | said. "Y ou owe metoo."

Hisearsturned red. "Percy, | told you | was sorry. Please. . . let me come with you. | want to fight."
"You'll be more help down here"

"Y ou mean you don't trust me anymore," he said miser-ably.

| didn't answer. | didn't know what | meant. | was too stunned by what 1'd just done in battle to think
Clearly.



"Just go back to your father,” | said, trying not to sound too harsh. "Work on him. Y ou're the only person
who might be ableto get himto ligten.”

"That's adepressing thought." Nico sighed. "All right. I'll do my best. Besides, he's il hiding something
from me about my mom. Maybe | can find out what."

"Good luck. Now Mrs. O'Leary and | haveto go."
"Where?' Nico said.

| looked at the cave entrance and thought about the long climb back to the world of theliving. "To get
thiswar started. It'stime | found Luke."

NINE
TWO SNAKES SAVE
MY LIFE

| love New Y ork. Y ou can pop out of the Underworld in Central Park, hail ataxi, head down Fifth
Avenuewith agiant hellhound loping adong behind you, and nobody even looks a you funny.

Of course, the Mist helped. People probably couldn't see Mrs. O'Leary, or maybe they thought she was
alarge, loud, very friendly truck.

| took the risk of using my mom's cell phoneto call Annabeth for the second time. 1'd called her once
from the runnd but only reached her voice mail. I'd gotten surpris-ingly good reception, seeing as| was
at the mythological center of theworld and dl, but | didn't want to see what my mom's roaming charges
were going to be.

Thistime, Annabeth picked up.

"Hey," | said. "Y ou get my message?'

"Percy, where have you been? Y our message said dmost nothing! We've been worried sick!™
"I'll fill youin later," | said, though how | wasgoing to do that | had no idea. "Where are you?”'

"We're on our way like you asked, dmost to the Queens-Midtown Tunnd. But, Percy, what are you
planning? Weve | ft the camp virtualy undefended, and there's no way the gods-"

"Trust me" | said. "I'll seeyou there."

| hung up. My handswere trembling. | wasn't sureif it was aleftover reaction from my dip in the Styx, or
anticipa-tion of what | was about to do. If thisdidn't work, being invulnerable wasn't going to save me
from getting blasted to bits.

It was |ate afternoon when the taxi dropped me at the Empire State Building. Mrs. O'Leary bounded up
and down Fifth Avenue, licking cabs and sniffing hot dog carts. Nobody seemed to notice her, athough
people did swerve away and look confused when she came close.

| whistled for her to hedl asthree white vans pulled up to the curb. They said Delphi Srawberry
Service, which wasthe cover name for Camp Half-Blood. 1'd never seen dl three vansin the same place
at once, though | knew they shuttled our fresh produce into the city.



Thefirst van was driven by Argus, our many-eyed secu-rity chief. The other two were driven by harpies,
who are basicdly demonic human/chicken hybrids with bad atti-tudes. We used the harpies mostly for
cleaning the camp, but they did pretty well in midtown traffic too.

The doors did open. A bunch of campers climbed out, some of them looking alittle green from thelong
drive. | was glad so many had come: Pollux, Silena Beauregard, the Stoll brothers, Michael Y ew, Jake
Mason, Katie Gardner, and Annabeth, dong with most of their siblings. Chiron came out of the van last.
His horse half was compacted into his magic wheelchair, so he used the handicap lift. The Arescabin
wasn't here, but | tried not to get too angry about that. Clarisse was a stubborn idiot. End of story.

| did ahead count: forty campersinal.

Not many to fight awar, but it was still the largest group of haf-bloods I'd ever seen gathered in one
place outside camp. Everyone looked nervous, and | understood why. We were probably sending out so
much demigod aura that every mongter in the northeastern United States knew we were here,

As| looked at their faces-all these campers I'd known for so many summers-a nagging voice whispered
inmy mind: One of themis a spy.

But | couldn't dwell on that. They were my friends. | needed them.
Then | remembered Kronossevil smile. You can't count on friends. They will always et you down.

Annabeth came up to me. She was dressed in black cam-ouflage with her Celestid bronze knife
strapped to her arm and her laptop bag dung over her shoulder-ready for stab-bing or surfing the
Internet, whichever camefirdt.

Shefrowned. "What isit?'
"What'swhat?' | asked.
"Y ou'relooking a mefunny.”

| realized | was thinking about my strange vision of Annabeth pulling me out of the Styx River. "It's, uh,
nothing." | turned to the rest of the group. " Thanks for coming, everybody. Chiron, after you."

My old mentor shook his head. "I cameto wish you luck, my boy. But | make it apoint never to vist
Olympus unless| am summoned.”

"But you're our |leader."

Hesmiled. "I am your trainer, your teacher. That is not the same as being your leeder. | will go gather
what alies| can. It may not betoo late to convince my brother centaurs to help. Meanwhile, you cdled
the campers here, Percy. You are the leader.”

| wanted to protest, but everybody was |ooking at me expectantly, even Annabeth.

| took adeep breath. "Okay, like | told Annabeth on the phone, something bad is going to happen by
tonight. Some kind of trap. We've got to get an audience with Zeus and convince him to defend the city.
Remember, we can't take no for an answer.”

| asked Argusto watch Mrs. O'Leary, which neither of them looked happy about.

Chiron shook my hand. "Y ou'll do well, Percy. Just remember your strengths and beware your
weaknesses."



It sounded eerily closeto what Achilles had told me. Then | remembered Chiron had taught Achilles
That didn't exactly reassure me, but | nodded and tried to give him a confident smile.

"Let'sgo," | told the campers.

A security guard was Sitting behind the desk in the lobby, reading abig black book with aflower on the
cover. He glanced up when we dl filed in with our weagpons and armor clanking. " School group? Were
about to close up.”

"No," | sad. "Sx-hundredth floor."

He checked us out. His eyes were pae blue and his head was completely bad. | couldn't tell if he was
human or not, but he seemed to notice our weapons, so | guess he wasn't fooled by the Mist.

"Thereisno sx-hundredth floor, kid." Hesaid it like it was arequired line he didn't believe. "Move
dong.”

| leaned across the desk. " Forty demigods attract an awful lot of mongters. Y ou redly want us hanging
out in your lobby?*

He thought about that. Then he hit abuzzer and the security gate swung open. "Makeit quick.”
"Y ou don't want us going through the metal detectors,” | added.

"Um, no," he agreed. "Elevator on theright. | guess you know the way."

| tossed him a golden drachmaand we marched ill rough.

We decided it would take two tripsto get everybody up in the elevator. | went with the first group.
Different devator music was playing since my last vist-that old disco song " Stayin' Alive” A terrifying
image flashed through my mind of Apollo in bell-bottom pants and adinky silk shirt.

| was glad when the eevator doorsfindly dinged open. In front of us, a path of floating stonesled
through the clouds up to Mount Olympus, hovering six thousand feet over Manhattan.

I'd seen Olympus severd times, but it fill took my breath away. The mansions glittered gold and white
againgt the sides of the mountain. Gardens bloomed on a hundred terraces. Scented smoke rose from
braziersthat lined the winding streets. And right at the top of the snow-capped crest rose the main palace
of the gods. It looked as mgjestic as ever, but something seemed wrong. Then | redlized the mountain
was dlent-no music, no voices, no laughter.

Annabeth sudied me. "Youlook . . . different,” she decided. "Where exactly did you go?'
The elevator doors opened again, and the second group of half-bloods joined us.
"Tdl youlater,” | sad. "Comeon."

We made our way across the sky bridge into the streets of Olympus. The shopswere closed. The parks
were empty. A couple of Muses sat on abench strumming flaming lyres, but their hearts didn't seemto
beinit. A lone Cyclops swept the street with an uprooted oak tree. A minor godling spotted usfrom a
bal cony and ducked indgde, closing his shutters.

We passed under abig marble archway with statues of Zeus and Heraon either sde. Annabeth made a
face at the queen of the gods.



"Hate her," she muttered.

"Has she been cursing you or something?' | asked. Last year Annabeth had gotten on Hera's bad side,
but Annabeth hadn't really talked about it Snce.

"Judt little stuff so far," she said. "Her sacred animd isthe cow, right?'
"Right."

" S0 she sends cows after me."

| tried not to smile. "Cows? In San Francisco?”'

"Oh, yeah. Usudly | don't see them, but the cows leave melittle presents dl over the place-in our
backyard, on the sdewalk, in the school hallways. | have to be careful where | step.”

"Look!" Pollux cried, pointing toward the horizon. "What is that?"

Weall froze. Blue lights were streaking across the evening sky toward Olympus like tiny comets. They
seemed to be coming from all over the city, heading straight toward the mountain. Asthey got close, they
fizzled out. We watched them for several minutes and they didn't ssem to do any damage, but still it was
drange.

"Likeinfrared scopes,” Michad Y ew muttered. "Were being targeted.”
"Let'sget tothepaace” | sad.

No onewas guarding the hall of the gods. The gold-and-silver doors stood wide open. Our footsteps
echoed as we waked into the throne room.

Of course, "room" doesn't redlly cover it. The place was the Size of Madison Square Garden. High
above, the blue ceiling glittered with congtellations. Twelve giant empty thrones stood inaU around a
hearth. In one corner, a house-sze globe of water hovered in the air, and insde swam my old friend the
Ophiotaurus, haf-cow, half-serpent.

"Moooo!" he said happily, turninginacircle,

Despite dl the serious stuff going on, | had to smile. Two years ago we'd spent alot of timetrying to save
the Ophiotaurus from the Titans, and I'd gotten kind of fond of him. He seemed to like metoo, even
though I'd origin-aly thought hewas agirl and named him Besse.

"Hey, man," | sad. "They tregting you okay?"
"Mo00," Bessie answered.

We walked toward the thrones, and awoman's voice said, "Hello again, Percy Jackson. Y ou and your
friends are welcome."

Hestia stood by the hearth, poking the flames with a stick. She wore the same kind of smple brown
dress as she had before, but she was a grown woman now.

| bowed. "L ady Hestia."

My friendsfollowed my example.



Hestiaregarded me with her red glowing eyes. "1 see you went through with your plan. Y ou bear the
curseof Achilles”™

The other campers started muttering among them-saves. What did she say? What about Achilles?

"Y ou must be careful," Hestiawarned me. "Y ou gained much on your journey. But you are till blind to
the most important truth. Perhapsaglimpseisin order.”

Annabeth nudged me. "Um . . . what is she talking about?'

| stared into Hegtia's eyes, and an image rushed into my mind: | saw adark aley between red brick
warehouses. A sign above one of the doors read RICHMOND IRONWORKS.

Two haf-bloods crouched in the shadows-a boy about fourteen and agirl about twelve. | realized with a
gtart that the boy was Luke. The girl was Thdia, daughter of Zeus. | was seeing a scene from back in the
days when they were on the run, before Grover found them.

Luke carried abronze knife. Thaliahad her spear and shield of terror, Aegis. Luke and Thalia both
looked hun-gry and lean, with wild animal eyes, like they were used to being attacked.

"Areyou sure?' Thaliaasked.
Luke nodded. " Something down here. | senseit.”

A rumble echoed from the dley, like someone had banged on a sheet of metal. The half-bloods crept
forward.

Old crates were stacked on aloading dock. Thaliaand Luke approached with their weapons ready. A
curtain of corrugated tin quivered as if something were behind it.

Thaiaglanced at Luke. He counted silently: One, two, three! Heripped away thetin, and alittle girl flew
a himwith ahammer.

"Whoa!" Luke said.

Thegirl had tangled blond hair and was wearing flannel pgjamas. She couldn't have been more than
seven, but she would've brained Luke if he hadn't been so fast.

He grabbed her wrist, and the hammer skittered across the cement.
Thelittle girl fought and kicked. "No more monsters! Go away!"
"It'sokay!" Luke struggled to hold her. "Thalia, put your shield up. Y ou're scaring her."

Thaiatapped Aegis, and it shrank into asilver bracelet. "Hey, it'sdl right," she said. "Were not going to
hurt you. I'm Thdia. ThisisLuke."

"Mongers!"

"No," Luke promised. "But we know al about mon-gters. Wefight them too."

Sowly, the girl stopped kicking. She studied Luke and Thaliawith largeintelligent gray eyes.
"Yourelikeme?' shesad suspicioudy.

"Yeah," Lukesad. "Were. .. wdl, it's hard to explain, but were monster fighters. Where's your family?



"My family hatesme," the girl said. "They don't want me. | ran away."
Thaliaand Luke locked eyes. | knew they both related to what she was saying.
"What's your name, kiddo?" Thalia asked.

"Annabeth.”

Luke smiled. "Nice name. | tell you what, Annabeth-you're pretty fierce. We could use afighter like
you."

Annabeth's eyes widened. "Y ou could?'

"Oh, yeah." Luke turned hisknife and offered her the handle. "How'd you like areal monster-daying
wegpon? Thisis Celestid bronze. Worksalot better than ahammer.”

Maybe under most circumstances, offering a seven-year-old kid a knife would not be agood idea, but
when you're a haf-blood, regular rules kind of go out the window.

Annabeth gripped the hilt.

"Knivesare only for the bravest and quickest fighters," Luke explained. "They don't have the reach or
power of asword, but they're easy to concea and they can find weak spotsin your enemy'sarmor. It
takes aclever warrior to use aknife. | have afeding you're pretty clever.”

Annabeth sared at him with adoration. "l am!"

Thaiagrinned. "Wed better get going, Annabeth. We have a safe house on the James River. Well get
you some clothes and food."

"You're. . . youre not going to take me back to my fam-ily?' shesaid. "Promise?’

Luke put hishand on her shoulder. ™Y ou're part of our family now. And | promise| won' let anything
hurt you. I'm not going to fail you like our families did us. Ded?

"Ded!" Annabeth said happily.
"Now, comeon,” Thdiasad. "We can't stay put for long!"

The scene shifted. The three demigods were running through the woods. It must've been severd days
later, maybe even weeks. All of them looked beat up, like they'd seen some battles. Annabeth was
wearing new clothes-jeans and an oversize army jacket.

"Just alittle farther! Luke promised. Annabeth ssum-bled, and he took her hand. Thaiabrought up the
rear, brandishing her shield like she was driving back whatever pursued them. She was limping on her left

leg.

They scrambled to aridge and |ooked down the other Side a awhite Colonia house-May Cagtellan's
place.

"All right," Luke said, breathing hard. "I'll just sneak in and grab some food and medicine. Wait here."
"Luke, areyou sure?’ Thaliaasked. "Y ou swore you'd never come back here. If she catches you-"

"Wedon't have achoicel" he growled. "They burned our nearest safe house. And you've got to treat that



legwound."

"Thisisyour house?" Annabeth said with amazement.

"It was my house," Luke muttered. "Believe me, if it wasn't an emergency-"
"Isyour mom redly horrible?' Annabeth asked. "Can we see her?'

"No!" Luke snapped.

Annabeth shrank away from him as though his anger surprised her.

"l ...I'msorry," hesaid. "Just wait here. | promise everything will be okay. Nothing's going to hurt you.
I'll be back-"

A brilliant golden flash illuminated the woods. The demigods winced, and a man's voiceboomed: ™Y ou
should not have come home."

Thevison shut off.

My knees buckled, but Annabeth grabbed me. "Percy! What happened?'
"Did. .. didyou seethat?"' | asked.

"Seewhat?'

| glanced at Hestia, but the goddess's face was expressionless. | remembered something shed told mein
thewoods: If you are to understand your enemy Luke, you must understand his family. But why had
she shown me those scenes?

"How long was | out?" | muttered.

Annabeth knit her eyebrows. "Percy, you weren't out at al. You just looked at Hestiafor like one
second and collgpsed.”

| could fedl everyone's eyeson me. | couldn't afford to look weak. Whatever those visions meant, | had
to stay focused on our mission.

"Um, Lady Hestia," | said, "weve come on urgent busi-ness. We need to see-”

"We know what you need," aman'svoice said. | shud-dered, because it was the same voice I'd heard in
thevison.

A god shimmered into existence next to Hestia. He looked about twenty-five, with curly salt-and-pepper
hair and dfish features. He wore amilitary pilot'sflight suit, with tiny bird'swingsfluttering on hishemet
and his black leather boots. In the crook of hisarm was along staff entwined with two living serpents.

"I will leave you now," Hestiasaid. She bowed to the aviator and disappeared into smoke. | understood
why she was so anxious to go. Hermes, the God of Messengers, did not look happy.

"Hello, Percy." His brow furrowed as though he was annoyed with me, and | wondered if he somehow
knew about the vision I'd just had. | wanted to ask why he'd been in May Castellan's house that night,
and what had happened after he caught Luke. | remembered the first time I'd met Luke at Camp
Half-Blood. I'd asked him if hed ever met hisfather, and held looked a me bitterly and said, Once. But |
could tell from Hermes's expression that this was not the time to ask.



| bowed awkwardly. "Lord Hermes."

Oh, sure, one of the snakes said in my mind. Don't say hi to us. We're just reptiles.
George, the other snake scolded. Be polite.

"Hello, George," | said. "Hey, Martha."

Did you bring us a rat? George asked.

George, stop it, Marthasaid. He's busy!

Too busy for rats? George said. That's just sad.

| decided it was better not to get into it with George. "Um, Hermes," | said. "We need to talk to Zeus.
It'simpor-tant.”

Hermess eyes were stedly cold. "I am his messenger. May | take a message?"

Behind me, the other demigods shifted restlesdy. Thiswasn't going as planned. Maybeiif | tried to spesk
with Hermesin private. . .

"You guys," | said. "Why don't you do asweep of the city? Check the defenses. Seewho'sleft in
Olympus. Meet Annabeth and me back herein thirty minutes."

Slenafrowned. "But-"
"That'sagood idea," Annabeth said. "Connor and Travis, you two lead.”

The Stolls seemed to like that-getting handed an important responsibility right in front of their dad. They
usually never led anything except toilet paper raids. "Wereoniit!" Travissaid. They herded the others out
of the throne room, leaving Annabeth and mewith Hermes.

"My lord," Annabeth said. "Kronosis going to attack New Y ork. Y ou must suspect that. My mother
must have fore-seeniit.”

"Y our mother,” Hermes grumbled. He scratched his back with his caduceus, and George and Martha
muttered Ow, ow, ow. "Don't get me started on your mother, young lady. She'sthe reason I'm here at
al. Zeusdidn't want any of usto leave the front line. But your mother kept pester-ing him nonstop, 'It'sa
trap, it'sadiversion, blah, blah, blah." She wanted to come back hersdlf, but Zeuswas not going to let his
number one strategist leave his sde while we're bat-tling Typhon. And so naturdly he sent me to talk to
you."

"Butitisatrgp!" Annabeth inssted. "Is Zeus blind?"
Thunder rolled through the sky.

"I'd watch the comments, girl," Hermeswarned. "Zeusisnot blind or deaf. He has not left Olympus
completely undefended.”

"But there are these blue lights-"

"Yes, yes. | saw them. Some mischief by that insuffer-able goddess of magic, Hecate, 1'd wager, but you
may have noticed they aren't doing any damage. Olympus has strong magica wards. Besides, Aeolus,
the King of the Winds, has sent his most powerful minionsto guard the citaddl. No one save the gods can



approach Olympus from the air. They would be knocked out of the sky."
| raised my hand. "Um. . . . what about that materidizing/tel eporting thing you guys do?'

"That'saform of air travel too, Jackson. Very fast, but the wind gods are faster. No, if Kronos wants
Olympus, hell have to march through the entire city with hisarmy and take the elevators! Can you see
him doing this?'

Hermes made it sound pretty ridiculous-hordes of monsters going up in the elevator twenty at atime,
ligening to"Stayin' Alive" Still, | didn't likeit.

"Maybe just afew of you could come back,” | suggested.

Hermes shook his head impatiently. "Percy Jackson, you don't understand. Typhon is our greatest

"| thought that was Kronos."

The god's eyes glowed. "No, Percy. In the old days, Olympus was almost overthrown by Typhon. Heis
husband of Echidna"

"Met her a the Arch," | muttered. "Not nice."

"-and the father of al monsters. We can never forget how close he came to destroying us al; how he
humiliated usl We were more powerful back in the old days. Now we can expect no help from Poseidon
because he'sfighting his own war. Hades Sitsin his redlm and does nothing, and Demeter and
Persephonefollow hislead. It will take al our remaining power to oppose the sorm giant. We cantt
divide our forces, nor wait until he getsto New Y ork. We have to battle him now. And were making

progress.”

"Progress?’ | said. "He nearly destroyed S. Louis."

"Yes," Hermes admitted. "But he destroyed only half of Kentucky. He's dowing down. Losing power."
| didn't want to argue, but it sounded like Hermes was trying to convince himsdlf.

In the corner, the Ophiotaurus mooed sadly.

"Pease, Hermes," Annabeth said. Y ou said my mother wanted to come. Did she give you any messages
for us?'

"Messages,” he muttered. "'It'll be agresat job,’ they told me. 'Not much work. L ots ofworshippers.’
Hmph. Nobody careswhat | have to say. It's always about other people's messages.”

Rodents, George mused. I'min it for the rodents.

Shhh, Martha scolded. We care what Hermes has to say. Don't we, George?

Oh, absolutely. Can we go back to the battle now? | want to do laser mode again. That's fun.
"Quiet, both of you," Hermes grumbled.

The god looked at Annabeth, who was doing her big-pleading-gray-eyesthing.

"Bah," Hermes said. "Y our mother said to warn you that you are on your own. Y ou must hold Manhattan



with-out the help of the gods. Asif | didn't know that. Why they pay her to be the wisdom goddess, I'm
not sure."

"Anything dse?" Annabeth asked.
"She said you should try plan twenty-three. She said you would know what that meant.”
Annabeth'sface paled. Obvioudy she knew what it meant, and she didn't likeit. "Go on."

"Last thing." Hermeslooked at me. "She said to tell Percy: 'Remember therivers.” And, um, something
about staying away from her daughter.”

I'm not sure whose face was redder: Annabeth's or mine.

"Thank you, Hermes," Annabeth said. "And | ... | wantedto say . . . I'm sorry about Luke."

The god's expression hardened like held turned to mar-ble. "Y ou should've | eft that subject alone.”
Annabeth stepped back nervoudy. " Sorry?"!

"SORRY doesn't cut it!"

George and Martha curled around the caduceus, which shimmered and changed into something that
looked suspi-cioudy like ahigh-voltage cattle prod.

"Y ou should've saved him when you had the chance," Hermes growled at Annabeth. "Y ou're the only
onewho could have."

| tried to step between them. "What are you talking about? Annabeth didn't-"

"Don't defend her, Jackson!" Hermes turned the cattle prod toward me. " She knows exactly what I'm
talking about.”

"Maybe you should blame yoursdlf!" | should've kept my mouth shut, but al | could think about was
turning his attention away from Annabeth. Thiswholetime, he hadn't been angry with me. Hed been
angry with her. "Maybe if you hadn't abandoned L uke and his mom!™

Hermesraised his cattle prod. He began to grow until hewasten feet tdl. | thought, Well, that'sit.
But as he prepared to strike, George and Marthaleaned in close and whispered something in his ear.
Hermes clenched histeeth. He lowered the cattle prod, and it turned back to a staff.

"Percy Jackson," he said, "because you have taken on the curse of Achilles, | must spareyou. You arein
the hands of the Fates now. But you will never speak to me like that again. Y ou have no ideahow much
| have sacrificed, how much-"

His voice broke, and he shrank back to human size. "My son, my grestest pride. . . my poor May . . ."

He sounded so devastated | didn't know what to say. One minute he was ready to vaporize us. Now he
looked like he needed a hug.

"Look, Lord Hermes," | said. "I'm sorry, but | need to know. What happened to May? She said
something about Luke'sfate, and her eyes"

Hermes glared at me, and my voice fatered. The look on hisface wasn't really anger, though. It was



pain. Deep, incredible pain.
"l will leaveyou now," he said tightly. "I have awaer to fight."

He began to shine. | turned away and made sure Annabeth did the same, because she was il frozenin
shock.

Good luck, Percy, Martha the snake whispered.
Hermes glowed with thelight of asupernova. Then he was gone.

Annabeth sat at the foot of her mother's throne and cried. | wanted to comfort her, but | wasn't sure
how.

"Annabeth," | said, "it's not your fault. I've never seen Hermes act that way. | guess. . . | don't know . . .
he probably feds guilty about Luke. He'sIooking for somebody to blame. | don't know why he lashed
out at you. You didn't do anything to deserve that."

Annabeth wiped her eyes. She stared at the hearth like it was her own funerd pyre.
| shifted uneaglly. "Um, you didnt, right?"

Shedidn't answer. Her Celestia bronze knife was strapped to her arm-the same knife I'd seen in Hestia's
vison. All theseyears, | hadn't redlized it was a gift from Luke. I'd asked her many timeswhy she
preferred to fight with aknife instead of asword, and she'd never answered me. Now | knew.

"Percy," shesad. "What did you mean about L uke's mother? Did you meet her?"

| nodded reluctantly. "Nico and | visited her. Shewasalittle. . . different.” | described May Castellan,
and the weird moment when her eyes had started to glow and she talked about her son'sfate.

Annabeth frowned. "That doesn't make sense. But why were you visiting-" Her eyeswidened. "Hermes
said you bear the curse of Achilles. Hestia said the samething. Did you.. . . did you bathe in the River

Syx?"

"Don't change the subject.”
"Percy! Did you or not?!
"Um. .. maybealittle”

| told her the story about Hades and Nico, and how 1'd defeated an army of the dead. | 1eft out the vision
of her pulling me out of theriver. | ill didn't quite understand that part, and just thinking about it made
me embarrassed.

She shook her head in disbelief. "Do you have any idea how dangerous that was?"
"l had no choice," | said. "It'sthe only way | can stand up to Luke."

"Youmean . .. di immortales, of course! That'swhy Lukedidn't die. Hewenttothe Styx and . .. Oh
no, Luke. What were you thinking?"

"So now you're worried about Luke again,” | grumbled.
She stared at melike I'd just dropped from space. "What?"'



"Forget it," | muttered. | wondered what Hermes had meant about Annabeth not saving Luke when sheld
had the chance. Clearly, she wasn't telling me something. But at the moment | wasn't in the mood to ask.
Thelast thing | wanted to hear about was more of her history with Luke,

"Thepointishedidnt dieinthe Styx," | said. "Neither did I. Now | have to face him. We have to defend
Olympus™

Annabeth was ill sudying my face, like she wastrying to see differences since my swiminthe Styx. "I
guessyoureright. My mom mentioned-"

"Plan twenty-three.”

She rummaged in her pack and pulled out Daedalus's laptop. The blue Delta symbol glowed on thetop
when she booted it up. She opened afew files and started to read.

"Hereitis," shesad. "Gods, we have alot of work to do."
"One of Daeddussinventions?"

"A lot of inventions. . . dangerous ones. If my mother wants me to use this plan, she must think things are
very bad." Shelooked at me. "What about her message to you: 'Remember the rivers? What does that
mean?'

| shook my head. Asusud, | had no clue what the gods were telling me. Which riverswas | supposed to
remember? The Styx? The Missssippi?

Just then the Stall brothers ran in to the throne room.
"Y ou need to seethis," Connor said. "Now."
The bluelightsin the sky had stopped, so at first | didn't understand what the problem was.

The other campers had gathered in asmall park at the edge of the mountain. They were clustered a the
guardrail, looking down a Manhattan. The railing was lined with those tourist binoculars, where you
could deposit one golden drachma and see the city. Campers were using every single one.

| looked down at the city. | could see dmost everything from here-the East River and the Hudson River
carving the shape of Manhattan, the grid of streets, the lights of skyscrapers, the dark stretch of Central
Park in the north. Everything looked normd, but something waswrong. | felt it in my bones before |
redized what it was.

"l don't.. . . hear anything," Annabeth said.
That was the problem.

Even from thisheight, | should've heard the noise of the city-millions of people bustling around, thousands
of cars and machines-the hum of ahuge metropalis. Y ou don't think about it when you livein New Y ork,
but it'sadwaysthere. Evenin the dead of night, New Y ork is never slent.

But it was now.
| felt like my best friend had suddenly dropped dead.
"What did they do?" My voice sounded tight and angry. "What did they do to my city?"



| pushed Michad Y ew away from the binoculars and took alook.

In the streets bel ow, traffic had stopped. Pedestrians were lying on the sidewalks, or curled up in
doorways. There was no sign of violence, no wrecks, nothing like that. It was asif al the peoplein New
Y ork had smply decidedto stop whatever they were doing and pass out.

"Arethey dead?' Sllenaasked in astonishment.

Ice coated my stomach. A line from the prophecy rang in my ears. And see the world in endless sleep. |
remembered Grover's story about meeting the god Morpheusin Centra Park. You're lucky I'm saving
my energy for the main event.

"Not dead,” | said. "Morpheus has put the entireidand of Manhattan to deep. The invasion has started.”
TEN
| BUY SOME NEW
FRIENDS
Mrs. O'Leary was the only one happy about the deeping city.

Wefound her pigging out a an overturned hot dog stand while the owner was curled up on the sdewalk,
suck-ing histhumb.

Arguswaswaiting for uswith his hundred eyes wide open. He didn't say anything. He never does. |
guess that's because he supposedly has an eyeball on histongue. But hisface madeit clear hewas
fresking out.

| told him what we'd learned in Olympus, and how the gods would not be riding to the rescue. Argus
rolled hiseyesin disgust, which looked pretty psycheddic snceit made hiswhole body swirl.

"Y ou'd better get back to camp,” | told him. "Guard it asbest you can."

He pointed at me and raised his eyebrow quizzicaly.

"I'mdaying,” | sad.

Argus nodded, like this answer satisfied him. He looked at Annabeth and drew acirclein theair with his
finger.

"Yes," Annabeth agreed. "l think it'stime.”

"For what?' | asked.

Argus rummaged around in the back of hisvan. He brought out abronze shield and passed it to
Annabeth. It looked pretty much standard issue-the same kind of round shield we always used in capture
the flag. But when Annabeth set it on the ground, the reflection on the pol-ished metal changed from sky
and buildingsto the Statue of Liberty-which wasn't anywhere closeto us.

"Whoa," | said. "A video shield.”

"One of Daedalussidess," Annabeth said. "I had Beckendorf make this before-" She glanced at Silena
"Um, anyway, the shield bends sunlight or moonlight from anywhere in the world to create areflection.
Y ou can literdly see any target under the sun or moon, aslong as natural light istouching it. Look."



We crowded around as Annabeth concentrated. The image zoomed and spun at first, so | got motion
sicknessjust watching it. We were in the Central Park Zoo, then zooming down East 60th, past
Bloomingdal€'s, then turn-ing on Third Avenue.

"Whoa," Connor Stoll said. "Back up. Zoom in right there."
"What?' Annabeth said nervoudy. "Y ou see inva-ders?’

"No, right there-Dylan's Candy Bar." Connor grinned at his brother. "Dude, it's open. And everyone is
adeep. Areyou thinking what I'm thinking?"

"Connor!" Katie Gardner scolded. She sounded like her mother, Demeter. "Thisis serious. Y ou are not
going to loot a candy storein the middle of awar!”

"Sorry," Connor muttered, but he didn't sound very ashamed.

Annabeth passed her hand in front of the shield, and another scene popped up: FDR Drive, looking
acrosstheriver at Lighthouse Park.

"Thiswill let us see what's going on acrossthe city," she said. "Thank you, Argus. Hopefully well seeyou
back at camp . . . someday.”

Argus grunted. He gave me alook that clearly meant Good luck; you'll need it, then climbed into his
van. He and the two harpy drivers swerved away, weaving around clusters of idle carsthat littered the
road.

| whistled for Mrs. O'Leary, and she came bounding over.

"Hey, girl," | said. "Y ou remember Grover? The satyr we met in the park?’
"WOOF!"

| hoped that meant Sure | do! And not, Do you have more hot dogs?

"I need youtofind him," | said. "Make sure he's still awake. We're going to need hishelp. Y ou got that?
Find Grover!"

Mrs. O'Leary gave me adoppy wet kiss, which seemed kind of unnecessary. Then sheraced off north.

Pollux crouched next to adeeping policeman. "1 don't get it. Why didn't wefal adeep too? Why just the
mortals?'

"Thisisahuge spell," SllenaBeauregard said. "The bigger the spdll, the eesier it isto ress. If you want to
deep millions of mortals, you've got to cast avery thin layer of magic. Sleeping demigodsis much
harder."

| stared at her. "When did you learn so much about magic?'
Slenablushed. "I don't spend all my time on my wardrobe."
"Percy," Annabeth called. Shewas gtill looking at the shield. ™Y ou'd better seethis.”

The bronze image showed Long Idand Sound near LaGuardia. A fleet of adozen speedboats raced
through the dark water toward Manhattan. Each boat was packed with demigodsin full Greek armor. At
the back of the lead boat, a purple banner emblazoned with ablack scythe flapped m the night wind. I'd



never seen that design before, but it wasn't hard to figure out: the battle flag of Kronos.
"Scan the perimeter of theidand,” | said. "Quick."

Annabeth shifted the scene south to the harbor. A Staten Idand Ferry was plowing through the waves
near Ellisldand. The deck was crowded with dracaenae and awhole pack of hellhounds. Svimmingin
front of the ship wasapod of marine mammals. At first | thought they were dolphins. Then | saw their
doglike faces and the swords strapped to their waists, and | realized they were telkhines-sea demons.

The scene shifted again: the Jersey shore, right at the entrance to the Lincoln Tunnel. A hundred assorted
mon-sters were marching past the lanes of stopped traffic: giants with clubs, rogue Cyclopes, afew
fire-spitting dragons, and just to rub it in, aWorld War [1-era Sherman tank, pushing cars out of itsway
asit rumbled into the tunnd.

"What's happening with the mortals outside Manhat-tan?' | said. "Isthe whole state adeep?’

Annabeth frowned. "1 don't think so, but it'sstrange. Asfar as| can tell from these pictures, Manhattan is
totaly adeep. Then thereslike afifty-mile radius around the idand wheretimeisrunning redly, redly
dow. The closer you get to Manhattan, the dower it is."

She showed me another scene-aNew Jersey highway. It was Saturday evening, so the traffic wasn't as
bad asit might've been on aweekday. The driverslooked awake, but the cars were moving at about one
mile per hour. Birds flew overhead in dow motion.

"Kronos" | sad. "Hesdowing time.”

"Hecate might be helping,” Katie Gardner said. "Look how the cars are dll veering away from the
Manhattan exits, like they're getting a subconscious message to turn back.”

"I don't know." Annabeth sounded redlly frustrated. She hated not knowing. "But somehow they've
surrounded Manhattan in layers of magic. The outside world might not even redize something iswrong.
Any mortals coming toward Manhattan will dow down so much they won't know what's happening.”

"Likefliesin amber," Jeke Mason murmured.
Annabeth nodded. "We shouldn't expect any help com-ingin.”

| turned to my friends. They looked stunned and scared, and | couldn't blame them. The shield had
shown us at least three hundred enemies on the way. There wereforty of us. And wewere aone.

"All right,” | said. "We're going to hold Manhaitan.”
Silenatugged at her armor. "Um, Percy, Manhattan is huge.”
"Weare goingto hold it,” | said. "We haveto."

"He'sright,” Annabeth said. " The gods of the wind should keep Kronos's forces away from Olympus by
air, so hell try aground assault. We haveto cut off the entrancesto theidand.”

"They have boats," Michadl Y ew pointed out.
An dectric tingle went down my back. Suddenly | understood Athena's advice: Remember the rivers.

"I'll take care of the boats," | said.



Michad frowned. "How?"

"Just leaveitto me” | said. "We need to guard the bridges and tunnels. Let's assume they'll try amidtown
or downtown assaullt, at least on their first try. That would be the most direct way to the Empire State
Building. Michad, take Apollo's cabin to the Williamsburg Bridge. Katie, Demeter's cabin takesthe
Brooklyn-Battery Tunnel. Grow thorn bushes and poison ivy in the tunnel. Do whatever you have to do,
but keep them out of there! Conner, take half of Hermes cabin and cover the Manhattan Bridge. Travis,
you take the other half and cover the Brooklyn Bridge. And no stopping for looting or pillaging!”

"Awwww!" the whole Hermes cabin complained.
"Silena, take the Aphrodite crew to the Queens-Midtown Tunnel.”

"Ohmy gods,”" oneof her sgterssaid. "Fifth Avenueis so on our way! We could accessorize, and
mongters, like, totally hatethe smdl of Givenchy."

"Noddays," | sad. "Wdll . . . the pafumething, if you think it'l work."
Six Aphrodite girls kissed me on the cheek in excite-ment.

"All right, enough!” | closed my eyes, trying to think of what I'd forgotten. " The Holland Tunnel. Jeke,
take the Hephaestus cabin there. Use Greek fire, set traps. Whatever you've got.”

He grinned. "Gladly. We've got ascore to settle. For Beckendorf!™

Thewhole cabin roared in approval.

"The 59th Street Bridge," | said. "Clarisse-"

| faltered. Clarisse wasn't here. The whole Ares cabin, curse them, was sitting back at camp.

"Well take that,” Annabeth stepped in, saving me from an embarrassing silence. She turned to her
sblings. "Macolm, take the Athena cabin, activate plan twenty-three dong the way, just like | showed
you. Hold that pogition.”

"Yougotit."

"I'll go with Percy," she said. "Then well join you, or well go wherever were needed.”
Somebody in the back of the group said, "No detours, you two."

There were some giggles, but | decided to let it pass.

"All right," | said. "Keep in touch with cell phones.™

"We don't have cdll phones," Silenaprotested.

| reached down, picked up some snoring lady's BlackBerry, and tossed it to Silena. ™Y ou do now. Y ou
al know Annabeth's number, right? If you need us, pick up arandom phone and cal us. Useit once,
drop it, then borrow another oneif you haveto. That should make it harder for the monstersto zero in on
you."

Everyone grinned as though they liked thisidea

Travis cleared histhroat. "Uh, if wefind aredly nice phone-"



"No, you can't keep it," | said.
"Aw, man."
"Holdit, Percy," Jake Mason said. "Y ou forgot the Lincoln Tunnd.”

| bit back acurse. Hewasright. A Sherman tank and a hundred monsters were marching through that
tunnd right now, and I'd positioned our forces everywhere else.

Then agirl's voice caled from across the street: "How about you leave that to us?'

I'd never been happier to hear anyonein my life. Aband of thirty adolescent girls crossed Fifth Avenue,
They wore white shirts, slvery camouflage pants, and combat boots. They al had swords at their sides,
quiverson their backs, and bows at theready. A pack of white timber wolves milled around their feet,
and many of the girls had hunting falcons on their ams.

Thegirl in the lead had spiky black hair and ablack leather jacket. She wore asilver circlet on her head
like aprincessstiara, which didn't match her skull earrings or her Death to Barbie T-shirt showing alittle
Barbie doll with an arrow through its head.

"Thdia" Annabeth cried.
The daughter of Zeus grinned. "The Hunters of Artemis, reporting for duty.”

There were hugsand greetings al around . . . or at least Thaiawas friendly. The other Hunters didn't like
being around campers, especialy boys, but they didn't shoot any of us, which for them was a pretty
warm welcome,

"Where have you been the last year?' | asked Thdia ™Y ou've got like twice as many Hunters now!"
Shelaughed. "Long, long story. | bet my adventures were more dangerous than yours, Jackson."
"Completelie | sad.

"Well see" she promised. "After thisis over, you, Annabeth, and me: cheeseburgers and fries at that
hotel on West 57th.”

"LeParker Meridien," | said. "You'reon. And Thdia, thanks."
She shrugged. "Those monsters won't know what hit them. Hunters, move out!”

She dapped her silver bracelet, and the shidd Aegis spirded into full form. The golden head of Medusa
molded in the center was so horrible, the campers all backed away. The Hunterstook off down the
avenue, followed by their wolves and falcons, and | had afeding the Lincoln Tunne would be safe for
Now.

"Thank the gods," Annabeth said. "Buit if we don't blockade the rivers from those boats, guarding the
bridges and tunnelswill be pointless.”

"Youreright," | said.

| looked at the campers, dl of them grim and deter-mined. | tried not to fed like thiswasthelast timel'd
ever seethem dl together.

"Y ou're the grestest heroes of thismillennium,” | told them. "It doesn't matter how many monsters come



at you. Fight bravely, and we will win." | raised Riptide and shouted, "FOR OLY MPUS!"

They shouted in response, and our forty voices echoed off the buildings of Midtown. For amoment it
sounded brave, but it died quickly in the silence of ten million degp-ing New Y orkers.

Annabeth and | would've had our pick of cars, but they were al wedged in bumper-to-bumper traffic.
None of the engineswere running, which wasweird. It seemed the driv-ers had had time to turn off the
ignition before they got too deepy. Or maybe Morpheus had the power to put enginesto deep aswell.
Most of the drivers had apparently tried to pull to the curb when they felt themsalves passing out, but till
the streets were too clogged to navigate.

Finaly we found an unconscious courier leaning againgt abrick wall, still straddling hisred Vespa. We
dragged him off the scooter and laid him on the sdewalk.

"Sorry, dude," | said. With any luck, I'd be able to bring his scooter back. If | didn't, it would hardly
meatter, because the city would be destroyed.

| drove with Annabeth behind me holding on to my waist. We zigzagged down Broadway with our
engine buzzing through the eerie cam. The only sounds were occasiona cell phonesringing-like they
were caling out to each other, asif New Y ork had turned into agiant elec-tronic aviary.

Our progress was dow. Every so often we'd come across pedestrians who'd fallen adeep right in front of
acar, and we'd move them just to be safe. Once we stopped to extin-guish a pretzel vendor's cart that
had caught onfire. A few minutes|ater we had to rescue ababy carriage that wasrolling amlessy down
the street. It turned out there was no baby in it-just somebody's deeping poodle. Go figure. We parked it
safely in adoorway and kept riding.

We were passing Madison Square Park when Annabeth said, "Pull over.”

| stopped in the middle of East 23rd. Annabeth jumped off and ran toward the park. By thetime | caught
up with her, she was staring at abronze statue on ared marble pedestal. 1'd probably passed it amillion
times but never redly looked at it.

The dude was Sitting in achair with hislegs crossed. He wore an old-fashioned suit-Abraham Lincoln
style-with abow tie and long coattails and stuff. A bunch of bronze books were piled under his chair. He
held awriting quill in one hand and abig meta sheet of parchment in the other.

"Why dowe careabout . . ." | squinted at the name on the pedestd. "William H. Steward?'

"Seward,” Annabeth corrected. "Hewas aNew Y ork governor. Minor demigod-son of Hebe, | think.
But that's not important. It'sthe statue | care about.”

She climbed on a park bench and examined the base of the statue.
"Don't tell me he's an automaton,” | said.

Annabeth smiled. "Turns out mogt of the statuesin the city are automatons. Daedd us planted them here
justin case he needed an army.”

"To attack Olympus or defend it?*

Annabeth shrugged. "Either one. That was plan twenty-three. He could activate one statue and it would
dart acti-vating its brethren al over the city, until there was an army. It's dangerous, though. Y ou know
how unpredictable automatons are.”



"Uh-huh,” | said. Wed had our share of bad experiences with them. "Y ou're serioudy thinking about
activaing it?'

"I have Daedaluss notes," shesaid. "l think | can.. . . Ah, herewe go."

She pressed the tip of Seward's boot, and the statue stood up, its quill and paper ready.

"What's he going to do?' | muttered. "Take amemo?’

"Shh," Annabeth. "Hello, William."

"Bill," | suggested.

"Bill ... Oh, shut up,” Annabeth told me. The Satuetilted its head, looking at uswith blank meta eyes.

Annabeth cleared her throat. "Hello, er, Governor Seward. Command sequence: Daedalus
Twenty-three. Defend Manhattan. Begin Activation.”

Seward jumped off his pedestal. He hit the ground so hard his shoes cracked the sdewalk. Then he went
clanking off toward the east.

"He's probably going to wake up Confucius," Annabeth guessed.

"What?' | said.

"Another statue, on Divison. The point is, they'll keep waking each other up until they're dl activated.”
"And then?'

"Hopefully, they defend Manhattan.”

"Do they know that were not the enemy?”

"l think s0."

"That's reassuring.” | thought about dl the bronze stat-uesin the parks, plazas, and buildings of New
Y ork. There had to be hundreds, maybe thousands.

Then abal of green light exploded in the evening sky. Greek fire, somewhere over the East River.
"We haveto hurry,” | said. And weran for the Vespa.

We parked outside Battery Park, at the lower tip of Man-hattan where the Hudson and East Rivers
came together and emptied into the bay.

"Wait here," | told Annabeth.

"Percy, you shouldn't go alone."

"Wadl, unless you can breathe underwater . . ."

She sghed. "Y ou are so annoying sometimes.”

"Likewhen I'mright? Trust me, I'll befine. I've got the curse of Achillesnow. I'll dl invincible and stuff.”

Annabeth didn't look convinced. "Just be careful. | don't want anything to happen to you. | mean,



because we need you for the battle.”
| grinned. "Back in aflash.”
| clambered down the shordline and waded into the water.

Just for you non-sea-god types out there, don't go swim-ming m New Y ork Harbor. It may not be as
filthy asit wasin my mom's day, but that water will till probably make you grow athird eye or have
mutant children when you grow up.

| dove into the murk and sank to the bottom. | tried to find the spot where the two rivers currents
seemed equal-where they met to form the bay. | figured that was the best place to get their attention.

"HEY!" | shouted in my best underwater voice. The sound echoed in the darkness. "'l heard you guys are
s0 pol-luted you're embarrassed to show your faces. Isthat true?’

A cold current rippled through the bay, churning up plumes of garbage and silt.

"I heard the East River ismoretoxic,” | continued, "but the Hudson smdlsworse. Or isit the other way
around?'

The water shimmered. Something powerful and angry was watching me now. | could senseits presence.
.. Or maybe two presences.

| was afraid I'd miscaculated with the insults. What if they just blasted me without showing themselves?
But these were New Y ork river gods. | figured their ingtinct would beto get in my face.

Sure enough, two giant forms appeared in front of me. At first they were just dark brown columns of silt,
denser than the water around them. Then they grew legs, arms, and scowling faces.

The creature on the | eft looked disturbingly like atelkhine. His face was wolfish. His body was vaguely
like asedl's-deek black with flipper hands and feet. His eyes glowed radiation green.

The dude on the right was more humanoid. He was dressed in rags and seaweed, with achain-mail coat
made of bottle caps and old plastic six-pack holders. Hisface was blotchy with algae, and his beard was
overgrown. His deep blue eyes burned with anger.

The seal, who had to be the god of the East River, said, "Areyou trying to get yoursdlf killed, kid? Or
areyou just extrastupid?’

The bearded spirit of the Hudson scoffed. "Y ou're the expert on stupid, East.”

"Watch it, Hudson," East growled. "Stay on your side of the idand and mind your business.”
"Or what? Y ou'll throw another garbage barge a me?"

They floated toward each other, ready to fight.

"Holdit!" | yelled. "Weve got abigger problem.”

"Thekid'sright,” East snarled. "Let'sboth kill him, then well fight eech other.”

"Sounds good,” Hudson said.

Before| could protest, athousand scraps of garbage surged off the bottom and flew straight at me from



both directions: broken glass, rocks, cans, tires.

| was expecting it, though. Thewater in front of me thickened into a shield. The debris bounced off
harmlessly. Only one piece got through-abig chunk of glassthat hit my chest and probably should've
killed me, but it shattered against my skin.

Thetwo river gods stared at me.

"Son of Poseidon?" East asked.

| nodded.

"Took adip inthe Styx?' Hudson asked.

"Yep.

They both made disgusted sounds.

"Well, that's perfect,” East said. " Now how do wekill him?"

"We could éectrocute him," Hudson mused. "If | could just find some jumper cables-"
"Ligentome!" | said. "Kronossarmy isinvading Manhattan.”

"Don't you think we know that?' East asked. "I can fed his boats right now. They're dmost across.”
"Yep," Hudson agreed. "' got some filthy mongters crossing my waterstoo.”

"So gop them,” | said. "Drown them. Sink their boats."

"Why should we?' Hudson grumbled. " So they invade Olympus. What do we care?’
"Because | can pay you." | took out the sand dollar my father had given me for my birthday.
Theriver gods eyeswidened.

"Itsmine!” East said. "Giveit here, kid, and | promise none of Kronoss scum are getting across the East
River."

"Forget that," Hudson said. "That sand dollar's mine, unless you want meto let dl those ships crossthe
Hudson."

"Well compromise.” | broke the sand dollar in haf. A ripple of clean fresh water spread out from the
break, asif dl the pollution in the bay were being dissolved.

"You each get haf," | said. "In exchange, you keep al of Kronoss forces awvay from Manhattan.”
"Oh, man," Hudson whimpered, reaching out for the sand dollar. "It's been so long since | was clean.”

"The power of Posaidon,”" East River murmured. "He's ajerk, but he sure knows how to sweep pollution
away."

They looked at each other, then spoke asone: "It'saded.”
| gave them each asand-dollar haf, which they held reverently.



"Um, theinvaders?' | prompted.

Eadt flicked hishand. "They just got sunk.”

Hudson snapped hisfingers. "Bunch of hellhoundsjust took adive."
"Thank you," | said. "Stay clean.”

As| rosetoward the surface, East called out, "Hey, kid, any time you got a sand dollar to spend, come
on back. Assuming you live"

"Curse of Achilles," Hudson snorted. "They dwaysthink thet'll save them, don't they?"
"If only he knew," East agreed. They both laughed, dis-solving into the water.

Back on the shore, Annabeth was talking on her cell phone, but she hung up as soon as she saw me. She
looked pretty shaken.

"It worked," | told her. "Theriversare safe”

"Good," she sad. "Because weve got other problems. Michadl Yew just called. Another army is
marching over the Williamsburg Bridge. The Apollo cabin needs help. And Percy, the monster leading
theenemy . . . it'sthe Minotaur.”

ELEVEN
WE BREAK A BRIDGE
Fortunately, Blackjack was on duty.

| did my best taxicab whistle, and within afew minutes two dark shapes circled out of the sky. They
looked like hawks at firdt, but asthey descended | could make out the long galloping legs of pegas.

Yo, boss. Blackjack landed at atrot, hisfriend Porkpie right behind him. Man, | thought those wind
gods were gonna knock us to Pennsylvania until we said we were with you!

"Thanksfor coming,” | told him. "Hey, why do pegas gdlop asthey fly, anyway?'

Blackjack whinnied. Why do humans swing their arms as they walk? | dunno, boss. It just feels
right. Where to?

"We need to get to the Williamsburg Bridge," | said.

Blackjack lowered hisneck. You're darn right, boss. We flew over it on the way here, and it don't
look good. Hop on!

On the way to the bridge, aknot formed in the pit of my stomach. The Minotaur was one of the first
mongters I'd ever defeated. Four years ago held nearly killed my mother on Half-Blood Hill. | still had
nightmares about that.

I'd been hoping he would stay dead for afew centuries, but | should've known my luck wouldn't hold.

We saw the battle before we were close enough to make out individud fighters. It waswell after midnight
now, but the bridge blazed with light. Cars were burning. Arcs of fire streamed in both directions as
flaming arrows and spears sailed through the air.



We cameinfor alow pass, and | saw the Apollo campers retreating. They would hide behind cars and
snipe at the gpproaching army, setting off explosive arrows and dropping catropsin the road, building
fiery barricades wherever they could, dragging deeping drivers out of their carsto get them out of harm's
way. But the enemy kept advancing. An entire phaanx of dracaenae marched in the lead, their shields
locked together, spear tips bristling over the top. An occasional arrow would connect with their snaky
trunks, or aneck, or achink in their armor, and the unlucky snake woman would disintegrate, but most
of the Apallo arrows glanced harmlesdy off their shield wall. About a hundred more monsters marched
behind them.

Hellhounds |egped ahead of the line from time to time. Most were destroyed with arrows, but one got
hold of an Apollo camper and dragged him away. | didn't see what hap-pened to him next. | didn't want
to know.

"Therel" Annabeth cdled from the back of her pegasus.
Sure enough, inthe middle of the invading legion was Old Besfhead himsdif.

Thelast time I'd seen the Minotaur, held been wearing nothing but histighty whities. | don't know why.
Maybe he'd been shaken out of bed to chase me. Thistime, he was prepared for battle.

From the waist down, he wore standard Greek battle gear-a kiltlike apron of leather and metal flaps,
bronze greaves covering hislegs, and tightly wrapped lesther sandals. Histop was dl bull-hair and hide
and muscle leading to ahead so large he should've toppled over just from the weight of hishorns. He
seemed largerthan the last time I'd seen him-ten feet tall at least. A double-bladed axe was strapped to
his back, but he was too impatient to useit. As soon as he saw me circling overhead (or sniffed me, more
likely, snce his eyesight was bad), he bellowed and picked up awhite limousine.

"Blackjack, divel" | yelled.
What? The pegasus asked. No way could he. . . Holy horse feed!

Wewere at least a hundred feet up, but the limo came sailing toward us, flipping fender over fender likea
two-ton boomerang. Annabeth and Porkpie swerved madly to the left, while Blackjack tucked in his
wings and plunged. Thelimo sailed over my head, missing by maybe two inches. It cleared the
suspension lines of the bridge and fell toward the East River.

Monsters jeered and shouted, and the Minotaur picked up another car.

"Drop us behind the lineswith the Apollo cabin,” | told Blackjack. "Stay in earshot but get out of
danger!"

| ain't gonna argue, boss!

Blackjack swooped down behind an overturned school bus, where a couple of campers were hiding.
Annabeth and | legped off as soon as our pegasi's hooves touched the pave-ment. Then Blackjack and
Porkpie soared into the night sky.

Michael Y ew ran up to us. He was definitely the short-est commando 1'd ever seen. He had a bandaged
cut on hisarm. Hisferrety face was smeared with soot and his quiver was amost empty, but he was
amiling like he was having agreet time.

"Glad you could join us" he said. "Where are the other reinforcements?

"For now, wereit," | said.



"Then were dead,” he said.
"Y ou gtill have your flying chariot?" Annabeth asked.

"Nah," Michadl said. "Left it at camp. | told Clarisse she could have it. Whatever, you know? Not worth
fighting about anymore. But she said it wastoo late. We'd insulted her honor for the last time or some
Supid thing."

"Least youtried,” | said.

Michael shrugged. "Y eah, well, | caled her some names when she said she ill wouldn't fight. 1 doubt
that helped. Here come the uglies!”

He drew an arrow and launched it toward the enemy. The arrow made a screaming sound asit flew.
When it landed, it unleashed ablast like a power chord on an eectric guitar magnified through the world's
largest speak-ers. The nearest cars exploded. Monsters dropped their weapons and clasped their earsin
pain. Some ran. Others disintegrated on the spot.

"That was my last sonic arrow,” Michadl said.

"A gift from your dad?’ | asked. "God of music?"

Michad grinned wickedly. "Loud music can be bad for you. Unfortunately, it doesn't dwayskill."

Sure enough, most monsters were regrouping, shaking off their confusion.

"Wehaveto fdl back," Michael sad. "I've got Kaylaand Austin setting traps farther down the bridge.”

"No," | said. "Bring your campers forward to this pos-tion and wait for my signd. Were going to drive
the enemy back to Brooklyn."

Michael laughed. "How do you plan to do that?'
| drew my sword.
"Percy,” Annabeth said, "'let me comewith you."

"Too dangerous,” | said. "Beddes, | need you to help Michael coordinate the defensiveline. I'll distract
the mon-sters. Y ou group up here. Move the deeping mortas out of the way. Then you can start picking
off mongterswhile | keep them focused on me. If anybody can do dl that, you can.”

Michadl snorted. "Thanksalot."

| kept my eyes on Annabeth.

She nodded rdluctantly. "All right. Get moving."

Before| could lose my courage, | said, "Don't | get akissfor luck? It'skind of atradition, right?"

| figured shewould punch me. Instead, she drew her knife and stared at the army marching toward us.
"Come back dive, Seaweed Brain. Then welll see”

| figured it was the best offer | would get, so | stepped out from behind the school bus. | walked up the
bridgein plain sght, sraight toward the enemy.

When the Minotaur saw me, his eyes burned with hate. He bellowed-a sound that was somewhere



between ayell, amoo, and aredly loud belch.
"Hey, Beef Boy," | shouted back. "Didn't | kill you aready?’
He pounded hisfist into the hood of aLexus, and it crumpled like duminum foil.

A few dracaenae threw flaming javelinsat me. | knocked them aside. A hellhound lunged, and |
sidestepped. | could have stabbed it, but | hesitated.

Thisisnot Mrs. O'Leary, | reminded mysdlf. Thisis an untamed monster. It will kill me and all my
friends.

It pounced again. Thistime | brought Riptide up in adeadly arc. The hdlhound disintegrated into dust
andfur.

More mongters surged forward-snakes and giants and telkhines-but the Minotaur roared at them, and
they backed off

"Oneonone?' | caled. "Jus like old times?"

The Minotaur's nostrils quivered. He serioudy needed to keep apack of AloeVeraKleenex in hisarmor
pocket, because that nose was wet and red and pretty gross. He unstrapped his axe and swung it
around.

It was beautiful in aharsh I'n~goi ng~to-gut~you~like~a~fish kind of way. Each of itstwin blades was
shaped like an omega: ?-the last |etter of the Greek a phabet. Maybe that was because the axe would
bethe last thing hisvictims ever saw. The shaft was about the same height as the Minotaur, bronze
wrapped in leather. Tied around the base of each blade were lots of bead necklaces. | redlized they were
Camp Half-Blood beads-necklaces taken from defeated demigods.

| was so mad, | imagined my eyes glowing just like the Minotaur's. | raised my sword. The mongter army
cheered for the Minotaur, but the sound died when | dodged hisfirst swing and diced hisaxein hdf, right
between the hand-holds.

"Moo?" he grunted.

"HAAA!" | spun and kicked him in the snout. He stag-gered backward, trying to regain hisfooting, then
lowered his head to charge.

He never got the chance. My sword flashed-dicing off one horn, then the other. Hetried to grab me. |
rolled away, picking up haf of his broken axe. The other monsters backed up in stunned silence, making
acirclearound us. The Minotaur bellowed in rage. He was never very smart to begin with, but now his
anger made him reckless. He charged me, and | ran for the edge of the bridge, breaking through aline of
dracaenae.

The Minotaur must've smelled victory. He thought | wastrying to get away. His minions cheered. At the
edge of the bridge, | turned and braced the axe against therailing to receive his charge. The Minotaur
didn't even dow down.

CRUNCH.
Helooked down in surprise at the axe handle sprouting from his breastplate.
"Thanksfor playing,” | told him.



I lifted him by hislegs and tossed him over the Sde of the bridge. Even ashefell, he was disintegrating,
turning back into dust, his essence returning to Tartarus.

| turned toward hisarmy. It was now roughly one hundred and ninety-nineto one. | did the naturd thing.
| charged them.

Y ou're going to ask how the "invincible" thing worked: if | magically dodged every wesgpon, or if the
weapons hit me and just didn't harm me. Honestly, | don't remember. All | knew wasthat | wasn't going
to let these mongtersinvade my hometown.

| diced through armor like it was made of paper. Snake women exploded. Hellhounds melted to
shadow. | dashed and stabbed and whirled, and | might have even laughed once or twice-a crazy laugh
that scared me asmuch asit did my enemies. | was aware of the Apollo campers behind me shooting
arrows, disrupting every atempt by the enemy to rdly. Finaly, the monsters turned and fled-about
twenty left dive out of two hundred.

| followed with the Apollo campersa my hedls.
"Yed" yelled Michad Yew. "That'swhat I'm talking about! "

We drove them back toward the Brooklyn side of the bridge. The sky was growing pale m the esst. |
could seethetoll stations ahead.

"Percy!" Annabeth yelled. "Y ou've dready routed them. Pull back! We're overextended!”
Some part of me knew shewas right, but | was doing so well, | wanted to destroy every last monster.

Then | saw the crowd at the base of the bridge. The retreating monsters were running straight toward
their reinforcements. It was asmal group, maybe thirty or forty demigodsin battle armor, mounted on
skeletal horses. One of them held a purple banner with the black scythe design.

The lead horseman trotted forward. He took off hishelm, and | recognized Kronos himself, hiseyeslike
molten gold.

Annabeth and the Apollo campersfaltered. The mon-sterswe'd been pursuing reached the Titan'sline
and were absorbed into the new force. Kronos gazed in our direction. He was aquarter mile away, but |
swvear | could seehim amile.

"Now," | said, "we pull back."

The Titan lord's men drew their swords and charged. The hooves of their skeletal horses thundered
againg the pavement. Our archers shot avolley, bringing down severa of the enemy, but they just kept

riding.
"Retreat!" | told my friends. "I'll hold them."

In amatter of secondsthey were on me.

Michael and hisarcherstried to retreat, but Annabeth stayed right beside me, fighting with her knife and
mirrored shield as we dowly backed up the bridge.

Kronoss cavadry swirled around us, dashing and yeling insults. The Titan himsdf advanced leisurdly, like
he had dl thetimein theworld. Being thelord of time, | guesshedid.

| tried to wound his men, not kill. That dowed me down, but these weren't monsters. They were



demigods who'd fallen under Kronoss spell. | couldn't see faces under | heir battle helmets, but some of
them had probably been my friends. | dashed the legs off their horses and made the skeletal mounts
disntegrate. After thefirst few demigodstook aspill, the rest figured out they'd better dismount and fight
me on foot.

Annabeth and | stayed shoulder to shoulder, facing opposite directions. A dark shape passed over me,
and | dared to glance up. Blackjack and Porkpie were swooping in, kicking our enemiesin the helmets
and flying away like very large kamikaze pigeons.

Wed amogt made it to the middle of the bridge when something strange happened. | felt achill down my
spine-like that old saying about someone waking on your grave. Behind me, Annabeth cried out in pain.

"Annabeth!" | turned in timeto see her fdl, clutching her am. A demigod with abloody knife stood over
her.

Inaflash | understood what had happened. HEd been trying to stab me. Judging from the position of his
blade, he would've taken me-maybe by sheer luck-in the smal of my back, my only wesk point.

Annabeth had intercepted the knife with her own body.
But why? She didn't know about my weak spot. No one did.

| locked eyeswith the enemy demigod. He wore an eye patch under hiswar helm: Ethan Nakamura, the
son of Nemesis. Somehow he'd survived the explosion on the Princess Andromeda. | dammed himin
the face with my sword hilt so hard | dented hishelm.

"Get back!" | dashed theair in awide arc, driving the rest of the demigods away from Annabeth. "No
onetouches her!"

"Interesting,” Kronos said.

He towered above me on his skeletd horse, his scythe in one hand. He studied the scene with narrowed
eyesasif he could sensethat I'd just come close to desth, the way awolf can smell fear.

"Bravely fought, Percy Jackson,” he said. "But it'stimeto surrender . . . or the girl dies.”
"Percy, don't,” Annabeth groaned. Her shirt was soaked with blood. | had to get her out of here.
"Blackjack!" | ydled.

Asfagt aslight, the pegasus swooped down and clamped his teeth on the straps of Annabeth's armor.
They soared away over theriver before the enemy could even react.

Kronos snarled. "Some day soon, | am going to make pegasus soup. But in the meantime.. . ." He
dismounted, his scythe glistening in the dawn light. "I'll settle for another dead demigod.”

| met hisfirg strike with Riptide. Theimpact shook the entire bridge, but | held my ground. Kronoss
smilewavered.

With ayel, I kicked hislegs out from under him. His scythe skittered across the pavement. | stabbed
downward, but he rolled aside and regained hisfooting. His scythe flew back to his hands.

"So..." He studied me, looking mildly annoyed. ™Y ou had the courageto visit the Styx. | had to
pressure Luke in many waysto convince him. If only you had supplied my host body instead . . . But no
matter. | am still more power-ful. | ana TITAN."



He struck the bridge with the butt of his scythe, and awave of pure force blasted me backward. Cars
went careening. Demigods-even L uke's own men-were blown off the edge of the bridge. Suspension
cords whipped around, and | skidded halfway back to Manhattan.

| got unsteadily to my feet. The remaining Apollo campers had dmaost madeit to the end of the bridge,
except for Michad Y ew, who was perched on one of the suspension cables afew yards away from me,
Hislast arrow was notched in hisbow.

"Michadl, go!" | screamed.
"Percy, the bridge!" hecalled. "It's aready weak!"

At firg | didn't understand. Then | looked down and saw fissuresin the pavement. Patches of the road
were half melted from Greek fire. The bridge had taken a beating from Kronos's blast and the exploding
arrows.

"Bregk it!" Miched yelled. "Use your powerd"

It was a desperate thought-no way it would work- but | stabbed Riptide into the bridge. The magic blade
sank toits hilt m asphalt. Salt water shot from the crack like I'd hit ageyser. | pulled out my blade and
the fissure grew. The bridge shook and began to crumble. Chunks the size of housesfell into the East
River. Kronoss demigods cried out in darm and scrambled backward. Some were knocked off their
feet. Within afew seconds, afifty-foot chasm opened in the Williamsburg Bridge between Kronosand
me

The vibrations died. Kronos's men crept to the edge and looked at the hundred-and-thirty-foot drop into
theriver.

| didn't fedl safe, though. The suspension cables were il attached. The men could get acrossthat way if
they were brave enough. Or maybe Kronos had amagic way to span the gap.

The Titan lord studied the problem. He looked behind him at the rising sun, then smiled across the chasm.
Heraised his scythein amock saute. "Until this evening, Jackson."”

He mounted his horse, whirled around, and galloped back to Brooklyn, followed by hiswarriors.

| turned to thank Michael Y ew, but the words died in my throat. Twenty feet away, abow lay inthe
Street. I1ts owner was nowhere to be seen.

"No!" | searched the wreckage on my side of the bridge. | stared down at the river. Nothing.

| yelled in anger and frustration. The sound carried for-ever in the morning stillness. | was about to
whigtle for Blackjack to help me search, when my mom's phonerang. The LCD display said | had acdll
from Finklestein & Associates-probably ademigod calling on aborrowed phone.

| picked up, hoping for good news. Of course | was wrong.

"Percy?' SilenaBeauregard sounded like sheld been cry-ing. "Plaza Hotdl. Y ou'd better come quickly
and bring ahedler from Apallo'scabin. It's. . . it's Annabeth.”

TWELVE
RACHEL MAKESA
BAD DEAL



| grabbed Will Solace from the Apollo cabin and told the rest of his siblingsto keep searching for
Michad Yew. We borrowed a'Y amaha FZI from adeeping biker and drove to the Plaza Hotel at
Speeds that would've given my mom a heart attack. I'd never driven amotorcycle before, but it wasn't
any harder than riding a pegasus.

Along theway, | noticed alot of empty pedestalsthat usually held statues. Plan twenty-three seemed to
be work-ing. | didn't know if that was good or bad.

It only took us five minutes to reach the Plaza-an ol d-fashioned white stone hotel with a gabled blue roof,
sitting at the southeast corner of Central Park.

Tacticaly speaking, the Plazawasn't the best place for a headquarters. 1t wasn't thetallest building in
town, or the most centrally located. But it had old-school style and had attracted alot of famous
demigods over the years, like the Bestles and Alfred Hitchcock, so | figured we werein good company.

| gunned the Y amaha over the curb and swerved to astop at the fountain outside the hotel.

Will and | hopped off. The statue at the top of the fountain called down, "Oh, fine. | suppose you want
me to watch your bike too!"

Shewas alife-size bronze standing in the middle of a granite bowl. She wore only abronze sheet around
her legs, and she was holding a basket of meta fruit. I'd never paid her too much attention before. Then
again, shed never taked to me before.

"Are you supposed to be Demeter?’ | asked.
A bronze gpple sailed over my head.

"Everyonethinks I'm Demeter." she complained. "I'm Pompona, the Roman Goddess of Plenty, but why
should you care? Nobody cares about the minor gods. If you cared about the minor gods, you wouldn't
belosing thiswar! Three cheersfor Morpheus and Hecate, | say!"

"Watch the bike," | told her.
Pompona cursed in Latin and threw more fruit asWill and | ran toward the hotel.

I'd never actudly been insde the Plaza. The lobby wasimpressive, with the crystal chanddiersand the
passed-out rich people, but | didn't pay much attention. A couple of Hunters gave us directionsto the
elevators, and we rode up to the penthouse suites.

Demigods had completely taken over the top floors. Campers and Hunters were crashed out on sofas,
washing up in the bathrooms, ripping silk draperies to bandage their wounds, and helping themsalvesto
snacks and sodas from the minibars. A couple of timber wolves were drinking out of thetoilets. | was
relieved to see that so many of my friends had made it through the night aive, but everybody |ooked best

up.
"Percy!" Jake Mason clapped me on the shoulder. "We're getting reports-"
"Later," | said. "Where's Annabeth?'

"Theterrace. She'sdive, man, but . . ."

| pushed past him.

Under different circumstances | would've loved the view from the terrace. It looked straight down onto



Central Park. The morning was clear and bright-perfect for apicnic or ahike, or pretty much anything
except fighting mongers.

Annabeth lay on alounge chair. Her face was pae and beaded with sweet. Even though shewas
covered in blan-kets, she shivered. Silena Beauregard was wiping her fore-head with a cool cloth.

Will and | pushed through a crowd of Athenakids. Will unwrapped Annabeth's bandages to examine the
wound, and | wanted to faint. The bleeding had stopped but the gash looked deep. The skin around the
cut was a horri-ble shade of green.

"Annabeth . . ." | choked up. She'd taken that knife for me. How could | have let that happen?
"Poison on the dagger,” she mumbled. "Pretty stupid of me, huh?”

Will Solace exhded with rdlief. "It's not so bad, Annabeth. A few more minutes and we would've beenin
trouble, but the venom hasn't gotten past the shoulder yet. Just lie still. Somebody hand me some nectar.”

| grabbed a canteen. Will cleaned out the wound with the godly drink while | held Annabeth's hand.

"Ow,"shesaid. "Ow, ow!" She gripped my fingers so tight they turned purple, but she stayed ill, like
Will asked. Silenamuttered words of encouragement. Will put some silver paste over the wound and
hummed wordsin Ancient Greek-ahymn to Apollo. Then he applied fresh bandages and stood up
ghekily.

The hedling must've taken alot of hisenergy. Helooked amost as pae as Annabeth.
"That should doit," he said. "But were going to need some mortal supplies.”

He grabbed a piece of hotel stationery, jotted down some notes, and handed it to one of the Athena
guys. "There'sa Duane Reade on Fifth. Normaly | would never stedl-"

"l would," Travisvolunteered.

Will glared a him. "Leave cash or drachmasto pay, whatever you've got, but thisis an emergency. I've
got afed-ing were going to have alot more peopleto treat."

Nobody disagreed. There was hardly a single demigod who hadn't already been wounded . . . except
me

"Comeon, guys,” Travis Stoll said. "Let's give Annabeth some space. Weve got adrugstoretoraid. . . |
mean, vigt."

The demigods shuffled back insde. Jake Mason grabbed my shoulder as he was leaving. "Well talk
later, but it's under contral. I'm using Annabeth's shield to keep an eye on things. The enemy withdrew at
sunrise; not sure why. We've got alookout at each bridge and tunnel.”

"Thanks, man,” | said.

He nodded. "Just take your time."

He closed the terrace doors behind him, leaving Silena, Annabeth, and me alone.
Silenapressed acool cloth to Annabeth'sforehead. "Thisisdl my fault.”

"No," Annabeth said weskly. "Silena, how isit your fault?'



"I've never been any good at camp,” she murmured. "Not like you or Percy. If | was abetter fighter . . ."

Her mouth trembled. Ever since Beckendorf died she'd been getting worse, and every time | looked at
her, it made me angry about hisdeath al over again. Her expression reminded me of glass-like she might
break any minute. | sworeto mysdlf that if | ever found the spy who'd cost her boyfriend hislife, | would
give himto Mrs. O'Leary asachew toy.

"Youreagreat camper,” | told Silena. "Y ou're the best pegasus rider we have. And you get dong with
people. Believe me, anyone who can make friends with Clarisse has talent.”

She stared at melikel'd just given her anidea. "That'sit! We need the Ares cabin. | can talk to Clarisse.
| know | can convince her to help us."

"Whoa, Silena. Even if you could get off theidand, Clarisseis pretty stubborn. Once she gets angry-"
"Mease," Slenasaid. "l cantake apegasus. | know | can make it back to camp. Let metry.”
| exchanged looks with Annabeth. She nodded dightly.

| didn't liketheidea. | didn't think Silena stood a chance of convincing Clarisse to fight. On the other
hand, Silenawas so distracted right now that she would just get hersdf hurt in battle. Maybe sending her
back to camp would give her something elseto focuson.

"All right," | told her. "I can't think of anybody better to try."

Slenathrew her amsaround me. Then she pushed back awkwardly, glancing at Annabeth. "Um, sorry.
Thank you, Percy! | won't et you down!™

Once shewas gone, | knelt next to Annabeth and felt her forehead. She was till burning up.
"Y ou're cute when you're worried," she muttered. "Y our eyebrows get al scrunched together.”
"You are not going to diewhile | oweyou afavor," | said. "Why did you take that knife?"

"Y ou would've done the same for me."

It wastrue. | guess we both knew it. Still, | felt like somebody was poking my heart with acold metal
rod. "How did you know?"

"Know what?"'

| looked around to make sure we were alone. Then | leaned in close and whispered: "My Achilles spot.
If you hadn't taken that knife, | would'vedied.”

She got afaraway look in her eyes. Her breath smelled of grapes, maybe from the nectar. "I don't know,
Percy. | just had thisfeding you were in danger. Where. . . where isthe spot?!

| wasn't supposed to tell anyone. But thiswas Annabeth. If | couldn't trust her, | couldn't trust anyone.
"Thesmdl of my back."
Shelifted her hand. "Where? Here?"

She put her hand on my spine, and my skin tingled. | moved her fingers to the one spot that grounded me
to my mortd life. A thousand volts of eectricity seemed to arc through my body.



"Yousaved me" | said. "Thanks."
She removed her hand, but | kept holdingit.
"Soyou oweme," she said weekly. "What elseis new?

We watched the sun come up over the city. Thetraffic should've been heavy by now, but there were no
cars honk-ing, no crowds bustling aong the sdewalks.

Far away, | could hear acar darm echo through the streets. A plume of black smoke curled into the sky
some-where over Harlem. | wondered how many ovens had been left on when the Morpheus spell hit;
how many people had falen adeep in the middle of cooking dinner. Pretty soon there would be more
fires. Everyonein New Y ork wasin danger-and dl those lives depended on us.

"Y ou asked me why Hermeswas mad at me," Annabeth said.
"Hey, you need to rest-"

"No, | want to tell you. It's been bothering me for along time." She moved her shoulder and winced.
"Last year, Luke cameto see mein San Francisco.”

"Inperson?’ | fet like shed just hit me with ahammer. "He came to your house?'

"Thiswas before we went into the Labyrinth, before. . ." Shefatered, but | knew what she meant:
before be turned into Kronos. "He came under aflag of truce. He said he only wanted five minutesto
talk. He looked scared, Percy. He told me Kronos was going to use him to take over theworld. He said
he wanted to run away, like the old days. He wanted me to come with him."

"But you didnt trust him."

"Ofcourse not. | thought it was atrick. Plus. . . well, alot of things had changed since the old days. | told
Luke there was no way. He got mad. Hesaid . . . hesaid | might aswell fight him right there, because it
wasthelast chancel'd get.”

Her forehead broke out in sweat again. The story was taking too much of her energy.
"It'sokay," | said. "Try to get somerest.”

"Y ou don't understand, Percy. Hermeswasright. Maybeif 1'd gone with him, | could've changed his
mind. Or-or | had aknife. Luke was unarmed. | could've-"

"Killed him?" | said. "Y ou know that wouldn't have been right.”

She squeezed her eyes shut. "L uke said Kronos would use him like a stepping stone. Those were his
exact words. Kronoswould use Luke, and become even more powerful.”

"Hedid that," | said. "He possessed L uke's body."

"But what if Luké's body isonly atrangtion? What if Kronos has a plan to become even more powerful ?
| could've stopped him. Thewar ismy fault.”

Her story made mefed like | was back in the Styx, dowly dissolving. | remembered last summer, when
the two-headed god, Janus, had warned Annabeth she would have to make a mgjor choice-and that had
happened after she saw Luke. Pan had aso said something to her: You will play a great role, though it
may not be the role you imagined.



| wanted to ask her about the vision Hestia had shown me, about her early dayswith Luke and Thalia. |
knew it had something to do with my prophecy, but | didn't under-stand what.

Before | could get up my nerve, the terrace door opened. Connor Stoll stepped through.

"Percy." He glanced at Annabeth like he didn't want to say anything bad in front of her, but | could tell he
wasn't bringing good news. "Mrs. O'Leary just came back with Grover. | think you should talk to him."

Grover was having a snack in the living room. He was dressed for battle in an armored shirt made from
tree bark and twist ties, with hiswooden cudgel and his reed pipes hanging from his belt.

The Demeter cabin had whipped up awhole buffet in the hotdl kitchens-everything from pizzato
pinegppleice cream. Unfortunately, Grover was eating the furniture. Hed adready chewed the Stuffing of f
afancy chair and was now gnawing the armrest.

"Dude" | sad, "we're only borrowing this place.”

"Blah-ha-hal" He had stuffing al over hisface. "Sorry, Percy. It'sjust . . . Louisthe Sixteenth furniture.
Ddicious. Plus| dwaysegt furniturewhen | get-"

"When you get nervous,” | said. "Yeah, | know. So what'sup?"
He clopped on his hooves. "I heard about Annabeth. Isshe. . .7
"Shel'sgoing to befine. She'sreting.”

Grover took adeep breath. "That's good. I've mobilized most of the nature spiritsin the city-well, the
onesthat will listen to me, anyway." He rubbed hisforehead. "I had no ideaacorns could hurt so much.
Anyway, were helping out as much aswe can.”

He told me about the skirmishesthey'd seen. Mostly they'd been covering uptown, where we didn't have
enough demigods. Hellhounds had appeared in dl sorts of places, shadow-traveling insde our lines, and
the dryads and satyrs had been fighting them off. A young dragon had appeared in Harlem, and adozen
wood nymphs died before the mon-ster wasfinally defeated.

As Grover taked, Thalia entered the room with two of her lieutenants. She nodded to me grimly, went
outside to check on Annabeth, and came back in. She listened while Grover completed his report-the
details getting worse and worse.

"Welost twenty satyrs againgt some giants at Fort Washington,”" he said, hisvoice trembling. "Almost half
my kinsmen. River spirits drowned the giantsintheend, but . . ."

Thaiashouldered her bow. "Percy, Kronossforces are il gathering at every bridge and tunnel. And
Kronosisn't the only Titan. One of my Hunters spotted a huge man in golden armor mustering an army
on the Jersey shore. I'm not surewho heis, but he radiates power like only a Titan or god.”

| remembered the golden Titan from my dream-the one on Mount Othrys who erupted into flames.
"Grest," | said. "Any good news?

Thaliashrugged. "Weve seded off the subway tunnelsinto Manhattan. My best trapperstook care of it.
Also, it seemslike the enemy iswaiting for tonight to attack. | think Luke'-she caught hersdf-"I mean
Kronos needs time to regenerate after each fight. He's still not comfortable with hisnew form. It'staking
alot of his power to dow time around the city."



Grover nodded. "Most of hisforces are more powerful at night, too. But they'll be back after sundown.”
| tried to think clearly. "Okay. Any word from the gods?"

Thaliashook her head. "1 know Lady Artemiswould be hereif she could. Athena, too. But Zeus has
ordered them to stay a hissde. Thelast | heard, Typhon was destroying the Ohio River valey. He
should reach the Appaachian Mountains by midday.”

"So at best," | said, "we've got another two days before he arrives.”

Jake Mason cleared histhroat. Hed been standing there so silently I'd almost forgotten he wasin the
room.

"Percy, something se," he said. "The way Kronos showed up & the Williamsburg Bridge, like he knew
you were going there. And he shifted hisforces to our weakest points. As soon as we deployed, he
changed tactics. He barely touched the Lincoln Tunnel, where the Hunters were strong. He went for our
weakest spots, like he knew.”

"Like he had ingdeinformation,” | said. "The spy."

"What spy?' Thaiademanded.

| told her about the silver charm Kronos had shown me, the communication device.
"That'sbad," she said. "Very bad."

"It could be anyone," Jake said. "We were dl standing there when Percy gavethe orders.”
"But what can we do?' Grover asked. "Frisk every demigod until we find ascythe charm?'

They dl looked at me, waiting for adecison. | couldn't afford to show how panicked | felt, eveniif things
seemed hopeless.

"We keep fighting,” | said. "We can't obsess about this spy. If we're suspicious of each other, well just
tear ourselves apart. Y ou guys were awesome last night. | couldn't ask for abraver army. Let'sset up a
rotation for the watches. Rest up while you can. Weve got along night ahead of us.”

The demigods mumbled agreement. They went their separate waysto deep or eet or repair their
Weapons.

"Percy, you too," Thaiasad. "Well keep an eye on things. Go lie down. We need you in good shape for
tonight.”

| didn't argue too hard. | found the nearest bedroom and crashed on the canopied bed. | thought | was
too wired to deep, but my eyes closed dmost immediately.

In my dream, | saw Nico di Angelo donein the gardens of Hades. Hed just dug a hole in one of
Persephone's flower beds, which | didn't figure would make the queen very happy.

He poured a goblet of wine into the hole and began to chant. "L et the dead taste again. Let them rise and
takethis offering. Mariadi Angelo, show yoursdf!"

White smoke gathered. A human figure formed, but it wasn't Nico's mother. It was agirl with dark hair,
olive skin, and the Silvery clothes of aHunter.



"Bianca," Nico sad. "But-"

Don't summon our mother, Nico, shewarned. She isthe one spirit you are forbidden to see.
"Why?" he demanded. "What's our father hiding?"

Pain, Biancasaid. Hatred. A curse that stretches back to the Great Prophecy.

"What do you mean?' Nico sad. "I have to know!"

The knowledge will only hurt you. Remember what | said: holding grudgesis a fatal flaw for
children of Hades.

"Iknow that," Nico said. "But I'm not the same as | used to be, Bianca. Stop trying to protect me!™
Brother, you don't understand-

Nico swiped his hand through the mist, and Bianca simage dissipated.

"Mariadi Angelo,” hesaid again. " Speak to me!™

A different image formed. It was a scenerather than asingle ghost. Inthe mist, | saw Nico and Biancaas
little children, playing in the lobby of an éegant hotdl, chasing each other around marble columns.

A woman sat on anearby sofa. She wore ablack dress, gloves, and ablack veiled hat like astar from an
old 1940s movie. She had Bianca's smile and Nico's eyes.

Onachair next to her sat alarge oily man in ablack pinstripe suit. With ashock, | realized it was Hades.
He was leaning toward the woman, using his hands as he talked, like he was agitated.

"Please, my dear,” hesaid. "Y ou must come to the Underworld. | don't care what Persephone thinks! |
can keep you safe there™

"No, my love." She spoke with an Italian accent. "Raise our children in the land of the dead? | will not do
this"

"Marig, listen to me. The war in Europe has turned the other gods against me. A prophecy has been
made. My children are no longer safe. Poseidon and Zeus have forced me into an agreement. None of us
areto have demigod children ever again.”

"But you dready have Nico and Bianca. Surely-"

"No! The prophecy warns of achild who turns sixteen. Zeus has decreed that the children | currently
have must be turned over to Camp Half-Blood for proper training, but | know what he means. At best
they'll be watched, imprisoned, turned against their father. Even morelikely, he will not take achance. He
won't allow my demigod children to reach sixteen. Hell find away to destroy them, and | won't risk

thet!"

"Certamente,"Mariasad. "Wewill stay together. Zeusis un imbecile.”

| couldn't help admiring her courage, but Hades glanced nervoudly at the celling. "Maria, please. | told
you, Zeus gave me adeadline of last week to turn over the children. Hiswrath will be horrible, and |
cannot hide you forever. Aslong as you are with the children, you arein danger too."

Mariasmiled, and again it was cregpy how much shelooked like her daughter. "Y ou are agod, my love.



Y ou will protect us. But | will not take Nico and Biancato the Underworld.”

Hades wrung his hands. "Then, there isanother option. | know a place in the desert where time stands
gtill. I could send the children there, just for awhile, for their own safety, and we could be together. | will
build you a golden palace by the Styx."

Mariadi Angdolaughed gently. "Y ou are akind man, my love. A generous man. The other gods should
seeyou as | do, and they would not fear you so. But Nico and Bianca need their mother. Besides, they
are only children. The godswouldn't redly hurt them.”

"Y ou don't know my family," Hades said darkly. "Please, Maria, | can't loseyou.”

Shetouched hislipswith her fingers. ™Y ou will not lose me. Wait for mewhilel get my purse. Waich the
children.”

She kissed the lord of the dead and rose from the sofa. Hades watched her walk upstairs asif her every
step away caused him pain.

A moment later, he tensed. The children stopped play-ing asif they sensed something too.

"No!" Hades said. But even hisgodly powers were too dow. He only had timeto erect awall of black
energy around the children before the hotel exploded.

The force was so violent, the entire mist image dissolved.

When it cameinto focus again, | saw Hades knedling in the ruins, holding the broken form of Mariadi
Angelo. Fires dill burned al around him. Lightning flashed across the sky, and thunder rumbled.

Little Nico and Bianca stared at their mother uncomprehendingly. The Fury Alecto appeared behind
them, hiss-ing and flapping her leathery wings. The children didn't seem to notice her.

"Zeud" Hades shook hisfist at the sky. "I will crush you for thisl 1 willbring her back!"
"My lord, you cannot,” Alecto warned. "Y ou of al immortals must respect the laws of death.”

Hades glowed with rage. | thought he would show his true form and vaporize his own children, but & the
last moment he seemed to regain control.

"Takethem," hetold Alecto, choking back asob. "Wash their memories clean m the Lethe and bring
them to the Lotus Hotel. Zeuswill not harm them there.”

"Asyou wish, my lord," Alecto said. "And the woman's body?

"Take her aswdl," hesad bitterly. "Give her the ancient rites.”

Alecto, the children, and Marias body dissolved into shadows, leaving Hades donein theruins.
"I warned you," anew voice said.

Hadesturned. A girl inamulticolored dress stood by the smoldering remains of the sofa. She had short
black hair and sad eyes. She was no more than twelve. | didn't know her, but she looked strangely
familiar.

"Y ou dare come here?' Hades growled. "I should blast you to dust!"



"Y ou cannot,” the girl said. "The power of Delphi pro-tects me.”

With achill, | redized | waslooking at the Oracle of Delphi, back when she was dive and young.
Somehow, seeing her like thiswas even spookier than seeing her asamummy.

"You'vekilled thewoman | loved!" Hades roared. "Y our prophecy brought usto this™
Heloomed over thegirl, but she didn't flinch.

"Zeus ordained the explosion to destroy the children,” she said, "because you defied hiswill. | had
nothing to do with it. And I did warn you to hide them sooner.”

"I couldn't! Mariawould not let me! Besides, they were innocent.”

"Nevertheess, they are your children, which makes them dangerous. Even if you put them away inthe
LotusHotel, you only delay the problem. Nico and Biancawill never be able to rgoin the world lest they
turn Sixteen.”

"Because of your so-called Great Prophecy. And you have forced meinto an oath to have no other
children. Y ou haveleft mewith nothing!"

"| foresee the future,” the girl said. "I cannot changeit.”

Black firelit the god's eyes, and | knew something bad was coming. | wanted to yell at thegirl to hide or
run.

"Then, Oracle, hear the words of Hades," he growled. "Perhaps | cannot bring back Maria. Nor can |
bring yon an early death. But your soul istill mortal, and | can curseyou.”

Thegirl'seyeswidened. "Y ou would not-"

"l swear," Hades said, "aslong as my children remain outcasts, aslong as | labor under the curse of your
Great Prophecy, the Oracle of Delphi will never have another mortal host. Y ou will never rest in peace.
No other will take your place. Y our body will wither and die, and still the Oracle's spirit will belocked
ingdeyou. You will speak your bitter prophecies until you crumbleto nothing. The Oracle will diewith
you!"

The girl screamed, and the misty image was blasted to shreds. Nico fdll to hiskneesin Persephone's
garden, hisface white with shock. Standing in front of him was the real Hades, towering in his black
robes and scowling down at his son.

"And just what," he asked Nico, "do you think you're doing?'
A black explosion filled my dreams. Then the scene changed.

Rachd Elizabeth Dare was walking aong awhite sand beach. She wore aswimsuit with a T-shirt
wrapped around her waist. Her shoulders and face were sunburned.

She knelt and began writing in the surf with her finger. | tried to make out the letters. | thought my
dydexiawas acting up until | redlized shewaswriting in Ancient Greek.

That wasimpossible. The dream had to befalse.

Rachd finished writing afew words and muttered, "What in the world?”



| can read Greek, but | only recognized one word before the seawashed it away: 77?7?22, My name:
Perseus.

Rachel stood abruptly and backed away from the surf.

"Oh, gods," shesaid. "That's whet it means."

She turned and ran, kicking up sand as she raced back to her family'svilla

She pounded up the porch steps, breathing hard. Her father looked up from his Wall Street Journal
"Dad." Rachel marched up to him. "We haveto go back.”

Her dad's mouth twitched, like he was trying to remem-ber how to smile. "Back? Wejust got here.”
"Therestroublein New Y ork. Percy'sin danger."

"Did hecdl you?'

"No. .. not exactly. But | know. It'safeding."

Mr. Dare folded his newspaper. "Y our mother and | have been looking forward to this vacation for a
longtime"

"No you haven't! Y ou both hate the beach! Y ou're just too stubborn to admit it.”
"Now, Rachd-"

"I'm telling you something iswrong in New York! Thewholecity . . . | don't know what exactly, but it's
under attack.”

Her father sghed. "I think we would've heard some thing like that on the news."

"No," Rachel inssted. "Not thiskind of attack. Have you had any cals since we got here?

Her father frowned. "No.. . . but it isthe weekend, in the middle of the summer.”

"You always get cdls" Rachd said. "Y ou've got to admit that's Srange.”

Her father hesitated. "We can't just leave. Weve spent alot of money.”

"Look," Rachel said. "Daddy . . . Percy needsme. | haveto deliver amessage. It'slife or death.”
"What message? What are you talking about?"

"l cant tell you.

"Then you can't go."

Rachel closed her eyeslike she was getting up her courage. "Dad . . . let me go, and I'll make a deal with
you."

Mr. Dare sat forward. Deds were something he under-stood. "1'm listening.”

"Clarion Ladies Academy. I'll-I'll go therein thefdl. | won't even complain. But you have to get me back
to New York right now."



Hewas silent for along time. Then he opened his phone and made acall.

"Douglas? Prep the plane. Wereleaving for New York. Yes. . . immediady.”

Rache flung her arms around him, and her father seemed surprised, like shed never hugged him before.
"I'll makeit up to you, Dad!"

He amiled, but his expression was chilly. He studied her like he wasn't seeing his daughter-just the young
lady he wanted her to be, once Clarion Academy got through with her.

"Yes, Rachd," he agreed. ™Y ou most certainly will."
The scenefaded. | mumbled in my deep: "Rachel, no!"
| was dtill tossing and turning when Thaliashook me awake.
"Percy," shesad. "Come on. It'slate afternoon. Weve got vidtors.”
| sat up, disoriented. The bed was too comfortable, and | hated deeping in the middle of the day.
"Vigtors?' | sad.
Thaianodded grimly. "A Titan wants to see you, under aflag of truce. He has amessage from Kronos."
THIRTEEN
A TITAN BRINGSME
A PRESENT

We could see the white flag from half amile away. It was as big as a soccer fidld, carried by a
thirty-foot-tall giant with bright blue skinand icy gray hair.

"A Hyperborean," Thdiasad. "Thegiants of the north. It'sabad sign that they sided with Kronos.
They're usudly peaceful.”

"Youvemet them?' | said.
"Mmm. Therésabig colony in Alberta. Y ou do not want to get into asnowbdl fight with those guys.”

Asthe giant got closer, | could see three human-size envoyswith him: ahaf-blood in armor, an empousa
demon with ablack dress and flaming hair, and atall man in atuxedo. The empousa held the tux dude's
arm, so they looked like a couple on their way to a Broadway show or something-

except for her flaming hair and fangs.

The group waked leisurely toward the Heckscher Playground. The swings and ball courts were empty.
The only sound was the fountain on Umpire Rock.

| looked at Grover. "Thetux dudeisthe Titan?'
He nodded nervoudly. "He lookslike amagician. | hate magicians. They usudly have rabhits.”

| stared at him. "Y ou're scared of bunnies?'



"Blah-hah-hah! They're big bullies. Always stedling cd-ery from defensel ess satyrdl”
Thdiacoughed.

"What?" Grover demanded.

"WEelIl have to work on your bunny phobialater,” | said. "Here they come."

The man in the tux stepped forward. He wastaller than an average human-about seven feet. His black
hair wastied in aponytail. Dark round glasses covered his eyes, but what redlly caught my attention was
the skin on hisface. It was covered in scratches, like held been attacked by asmall animal-aredly,
really mad hamster, maybe.

"Percy Jackson," he said in asilky voice. "It'sagreat honor."

Hislady friend the empousa hissed at me. Sheld probably heard how I'd destroyed two of her ssterslast
summer.

"My dear," Tux Dude said to her. "Why don't you make yoursdf comfortable over there, en?"
Shereleased hisarm and drifted over to apark bench.

| glanced at the armed demigod behind Tux Dude. 1 hadn't recognized him in his new helmet, but it was
my old backstabbing buddy Ethan Nakamura. His nose looked like a squashed tomato from our fight on
the Williamsburg Bridge. That made me fed better.

"Hey, Ethan," | said. "Y ou'relooking good.”

Ethan glared & me.

"To business.” Tux Dude extended hishand. "I am Prometheus.”

| wastoo surprised to shake. "The fire-sted er guy? The chained-to-the-rock-with-the-vultures guy?"

Prometheus winced. He touched the scratches on hisface. "Please, don't mention the vultures. But yes, |
gtole fire from the gods and gave it to your ancestors. In return, the ever merciful Zeus had me chained to
arock and tortured for al eternity.”

llBut_ll

"How did | get free? Hercules did that, eons ago. So you see, | have a soft spot for heroes. Some of you
can bequitecivilized."

"Unlike the company you keep," | noticed.
| waslooking at Ethan, but Prometheus apparently thought | meant the empousa.

"Oh, demons aren't so bad," he said. "Y ou just have to keep them well fed. Now, Percy Jackson, let us
parley.”

He waved me toward a picnic table and we sat down. Thaliaand Grover stood behind me.

The blue giant propped hiswhite flag againgt atree and began absently playing on the playground. He
stepped on the monkey bars and crushed them, but he didn't seem angry. He just frowned and said,
"Uh-oh." Then he stepped in the fountain and broke the concrete bowl in hdf. "Uh-oh." The water froze



where hisfoot touched it. A bunch of stuffed animas hung from his belt-the huge kind you get for grand
prizes at an arcade. He reminded me of Tyson, and the idea of fighting him made me sad.

Prometheus sat forward and laced hisfingers. He looked earnest, kindly, and wise. "Percy, your position
iswesk. Y ou know you can't op another assault.”

"WEell see”

Prometheus looked pained, like he redlly cared what happened to me. "Percy, I'm the Titan of
forethought. | know what's going to happen.”

"Also the Titan of crafty counsd,” Grover put in. "Emphasison crafty.”

Prometheus shrugged. "True enough, satyr. But | sup-ported the godsin thelast war. | told Kronos: 'Y ou
don't have the strength. Youl'l lose” And | wasright. So you see, | know how to pick the winning side.
Thistime, I'm backing Kronos."

"Because Zeus chained you to arock," | guessed.

"Partly, yes. | won't deny | want revenge. But that's not the only reason I'm supporting Kronos. It'sthe
wisest choice. I'm here because | thought you might listen to reason.”

He drew amap on the table with hisfinger. Wherever he touched, golden lines appeared, glowing on the
concrete. "Thisis Manhattan. We have armies here, here, here, and here. We know your numbers. We
outnumber you twenty to one."

"Y our spy has been keeping you posted,” | guessed.

Prometheus smiled apologeticaly. "At any rate, our forces are growing daily. Tonight, Kronoswill attack.
Y ou will be overwhelmed. Y ou've fought bravely, but there'sjust no way you can hold al of Manhattan.
You'll beforced to retreet to the Empire State Building. There you'll be destroyed. | have seen this. It

will happen.”

| thought about the picture Rachel had drawn in my dreams-an army at the base of the Empire State
Building. | remembered the words of the young girl Oraclein my dream: | foresee the future. | cannot
change it. Prometheus spoke with such certainty it was hard not to believe him.

"I won't let it happen,” | said.

Prometheus brushed a speck off histux lapd. "Understand, Percy. Y ou are refighting the Trojan War
here. Patterns repeat themsalvesin history. They regppear just as monstersdo. A great sege. Two
amies. Theonly differenceis, thistime you are defending. You are Troy. And you know what happened
to the Trojans, don't you?"

"So you're going to cram awooden horseinto the eevator at the Empire State Building?' | asked. "Good
luck."

Prometheus smiled. "Troy was completely destroyed, Percy. Y ou don't want that to happen here. Stand
down, and New Y ork will be spared. Y our forceswill be granted amnesty. | will personally assure your
safety. Let Kronos take Olympus. Who cares? Typhon will destroy the gods .my way."

"Right," | said. "And I'm supposed to believe Kronos would spare the city.”

"All hewantsis Olympus,” Prometheus promised. "The might of the godsistied to their seats of power.



Y ou saw what happened to Poseidon once his undersea pal ace was attacked.”
| winced, remembering how old and decrepit my father looked.

"Yes," Prometheus said sadly. "I know that was hard for you. When Kronos destroys Olympus, the gods
will fade. They will become so week they will be easily defeated. Kronoswould rather do thiswhile
Typhon hasthe Olympians disiracted in thewest. Much easier. Fewer lives|ost. But make no mistake,
the best you can do is dow us down. The day after tomorrow, Typhon arrivesin New Y ork, and you
will have no chance at dl. The gods and Mount Olympuswill still be destroyed, but it will be much
messer. Much, much worse for you and your city. Either way, the Titanswill rule.”

Thaiapounded her fist on thetable. "1 serve Artemis. The Hunterswill fight to our last breath. Percy,
you're not serioudy going to listen to thisdimebdl, are you?”'

| figured Prometheus was going to blast her, but he just smiled. "Y our courage does you credit, Thdia
Grace."

Thaiadiffened. "That's my mother'ssurname. | don't useit.”

"Asyou wish," Prometheus said casudly, but | could tell held gotten under her skin. I'd never even heard
Thaliaslast name before. Somehow it made her seem dmost normal. Less mysterious and powerful.

"Atany rate," the Titan said, "you need not be my enemy. | have dways been ahelper of mankind.”

"That'saload of Minotaur dung,” Thaiasaid. "When mankind first sacrificed to the gods, you tricked
them into giving you the best portion. Y ou gave usfire to annoy the gods, not because you cared about
lB"

Prometheus shook his head. ™Y ou don't understand. | helped shape your nature.”

A wiggling lump of clay appeared in hishands. He fash-ioned it into alittle doll with legsand arms. The
lump man didn't have any eyes, but it groped around the table, sum-bling over Prometheussfingers. "l
have been whispering in man's ear since the beginning of your existence. | represent your curiosity, your
sense of exploration, your inventiveness. Help me save you, Percy. Do this, and | will give mankind a
new gift-anew revelation that will move you asfar for-ward asfire did. Y ou can't make that kind of
advance under the gods. They would never alow it. But this could be anew golden agefor you. Or . . ."
He made afist and smashed the clay man into a pancake.

The blue giant rumbled, "Uh-oh." Over at the park bench, the empousa bared her fangsin asmile.
"Percy, you know the Titans and their offspring are not dl bad,” Prometheus said. "Y ou've met Caypso.”
My facefet hot. "That's different.”

"How? Much like me, she did nothing wrong, and yet she was exiledforever smply because she was
Atlass daugh-ter. We are not your enemies. Don't let the worst happen,” he pleaded. "We offer you

peace.

| looked at Ethan Nakamura. "'Y ou must hate this."

"I don't know what you mean."

"If we took this ded, you wouldn't get revenge. Y ou wouldn't get to kill usdl. 1sn't that what you want?'

Hisgood eyeflared. "All | want is respect, Jackson. The gods never gave me that. Y ou wanted meto go



to your stu-pid camp, spend my time crammed into the Hermes cabin because I'm not important? Not
even recognized?'

He sounded just like Luke when held tried to kill me in the woods at camp four years ago. The memory
made my hand ache where the pit scorpion had stung me.

"Y our mom's the goddess of revenge,” | told Ethan. "We should respect that?"
"Nemesis stlands for balance! When people have too much good luck, she tears them down.”
"Which iswhy she took your eye?"

"It was payment,” he growled. "In exchange, she swore to methat one day | would tip the balance of
power. | would bring the minor gods respect. An eyewasasmall priceto pay.”

"Grest mom."

"At least she keeps her word, unlike the Olympians. She dways pays her debts-good or evil."
"Yeah," | said. "So | saved your life, and you repaid me by raising Kronos. That'sfair."

Ethan grabbed the hilt of his sword, but Prometheus stopped him.

"Now, now," the Titan said. "We're on adiplomatic misson."

Prometheus studied me asif trying to understand my anger. Then he nodded like heéld just picked a
thought from my brain.

"It bothers you what happened to Luke," he decided. "Hestiadidn't show you the full story. Perhapsiif
you understood . . ."

The Titan reached out.
Thaliacried awarning, but before | could react, Prometheuss index finger touched my forehead.

* * %

Suddenly | was back in May Casgtdllan's living room. Candles flickered on the fireplace mantel, reflected
inthe mirrors dong the walls. Through the kitchen doorway | could see Thaiastting at the table while
Ms. Cagtellan bandaged her wounded leg. Seven-year-old Annabeth sat next to her, playing with a
Medusa beanbag toy.

Hermes and L uke stood apart in the living room.

The god's face looked liquid in the candldlight, like he couldn't decide what shape to adopt. He was
dressed in anavy blue jogging outfit with winged Reeboks.

"Why show yoursdalf now?" Luke demanded. His shoul-ders were tense, asif he expected afight. "All
these yearsI've been cdling to you, praying you'd show up, and nothing. Y ou left me with her."He
pointed toward the kitchen like he couldn't bear to look at his mother, much less say her name.

"Luke, do not dishonor her," Hermeswarned. "Y our mother did the best she could. Asfor me, | could
not inter-ferewith your path. The children of the gods must find their own way."

"So it wasfor my own good. Growing up on the streets, fending for myself, fighting mongters.”



"Youremy son,” Hermes said. "'l knew you had the ability. When | was only ababy, | crawled from my
cradle and set out for-"

"I'm not agod! Just once, you could've said something. Y ou could've helped when'-he took an unsteady
bresth, lowering his voice so no onein the kitchen could over-hear-"when she was having one of her fits,
shaking me and saying crazy things about my fate. When | used to hide in the closet so she wouldn't find
me with those. . . those glowing eyes. Did you even care that | was scared? Did you even know when |
findly ran away?"

In the kitchen, Ms. Castellan chattered aimlesdy, pouring Kool-Aid for Thadiaand Annabeth as shetold
them stories about L uke as ababy. Thaia rubbed her bandaged |eg nerv-oudy. Annabeth glanced into
the living room and held up aburned cookie for Luke to see. She mouthed, Can we go now?

"Luke, | care very much,” Hermes said dowly, "but gods must not interfere directly in morta affairs. Itis
one of our Ancient Laws. Especialy when your destiny . . ." Hisvoicetrailed off. He stared at the
candles asif remembering something unplessant.

"What?" Luke asked. "What about my destiny?"

"Y ou should not have come back,” Hermes muttered. "It only upsets you both. However, | see now that
you are getting too old to be on the run without help. I'll speak with Chiron at Camp Half-Blood and ask
him to send a satyr to collect you."

"We're doing fine without your help,” Luke growled. "Now, what were you saying about my destiny?"

Thewings on Hermes's Reeboks fluttered restlessly. He studied his son like he was trying to memorize
hisface, and suddenly a cold feding washed through me. | redlized Hermes knew what May Castellan's
mutterings meant. | wasn't sure how, but looking at hisface | was absolutely certain. Hermes understood
what would happen to L uke someday, how he would turn evil.

"My son," hesaid, "I'm the god of travelers, the god of loads. If | know anything, | know that you must
walk your own path, even though it tears my heart.”

"You don't loveme."

"I promisel ... | doloveyou. Goto camp. | will seethat you get a quest soon. Perhaps you can defeat
the Hydra, or steal the apples of Hesperides. Y ou will get a chanceto be agreat hero before. . "

"Beforewhat?' Luke's voice was trembling now. "What did my mom see that made her like this? What's
going to happen to me? If you love me, tell me"

Hermess expression tightened. "'l cannot.”

"Then you don't care!™ Luke yelled.

In the kitchen, the talking died abruptly.

"Luke?' May Castdlan cdled. "Isthat you? Ismy boy dl right?"

Luketurned to hide hisface, but | could seethetearsin hiseyes. "I'm fine. | have anew family. | don't
need either of you."

"I'myour father," Hermesingsted.

"A father is supposed to be around. I've never even met you. Thalia, Annabeth, come on! We're



leaving!"
"My boy, don't go!" May Castellan called after him. "' have your lunch ready!"

Luke stormed out the door, Thaliaand Annabeth scrambling after him. May Castellan tried to follow, but
Hermes held her back.

Asthe screen door dammed, May collgpsed in Hermes's arms and began to shake. Her eyes
opened-glowing green-and she clutched desperately at Hermess shoulders.

"My son," she hissed inadry voice. "Danger. Terrible fate!"

"I know, my love," Hermes said sadly. "Bdieve me, | know."
Theimage faded. Prometheus pulled his hand away from my forehead.
"Percy?' Thdiaasked. "What . . . what wasthat?"

| redlized | was clammy with swest.

Prometheus nodded sympatheticaly. "Appalling, isn't it? The gods know what isto come, and yet they
do noth-ing, even for their children. How long did it take for them to tell you your prophecy, Percy
Jackson? Don't you think your father knows what will happen to you?"

| was too stunned to answer.
"Perrrcy,” Grover warned, "he's playing with your mind. Trying to make you angry.”
Grover could read emotions, so he probably knew Prometheus was succeeding.

"Do you redly blame your friend Luke?' the Titan asked me. "And what about you, Percy? Will you be
con-trolled by your fate? Kronos offers you amuch better dedl .

| clenched my fisgts. Asmuch as | hated what Prometheus had shown me, | hated Kronosalot more. "Il
giveyou aded. Tell Kronosto cdl off his attack, leave Luke Castellan's body, and return to the pits of
Tartarus. Then maybe | won't have to destroy him,"

The empousa snarled. Her hair erupted in fresh flames, but Prometheus just sighed.
"If you change your mind,” hesaid, "'l have agift for you."

A Greek vase appeared on the table. It was about three feet high and afoot wide, glazed with
black-and-white geo-metric designs. The ceramic lid was fastened with aleather harness.

Grover whimpered when he saw it.

Thaiagasped. "That's not-"

"Yes" Prometheussad. "You recognizeit.”

Looking at thejar, | felt astrange sense of fear, but | had no ideawhy.
"Thisbelonged to my sster-in-law,” Prometheus explained. "Pandora.”

A lump formed in my throat. "Asin Pandoras box?"



Prometheus shook his head. "'l don't know how this box business got started. It was never abox. It was
apithos, astorage jar. | suppose Pandora's pithos doesn't have the samering to it, but never mind that.
Y es, she did open thisjar, which contained most of the demons that now haunt mankind-fear, desth,
hunger, sickness.™

"Dont forget me," the empousa purred.

"Indeed,” Prometheus conceded. "Thefirst empousa was aso trapped in thisjar, released by Pandora.
But what | find curious about the story-Pandora always gets the blame. Sheis punished for being curious.
The godswould have you believe that thisis the lesson: mankind should not explore. They should not ask
questions. They should do what they aretold. In truth, Percy, thisjar was atrap designed by Zeusand
the other gods. It was revenge on me and my entire family-my poor smple brother Epimetheus and his
wife Pandora. The gods knew she would open thejar. They were willing to punish the entire race of
humeanity dong with us."

| thought about my dream of Hades and Mariadi Angelo. Zeus had destroyed an entire hotel to diminate
two demigod children-just to save his own skin, because he was scared of a prophecy. Hed killed an
innocent woman and probably hadn't ost any deep over it. Hades was no better. He wasn't powerful
enough to take his revenge on Zeus, so he cursed the Oracle, dooming ayoung girl to ahorrible fate.
And Hermes.. . . why had he abandoned L uke? Why hadn't he at least warned Luke, or tried to raise
him better so hewouldn't turn evil?

Maybe Prometheus was toying with my mind.

But what if he'sright? part of me wondered. How are the gods any better than the Titans?
Prometheus tapped the lid of Pandorasjar. "Only one spirit remained inside when Pandora opened it."
"Hope" | sad.

Prometheus looked pleased. "Very good, Percy. Elpis, the Spirit of Hope, would not abandon humanity.
Hope does not leave without being given permission. She can only be released by achild of man.”

The Titan did the jar acrossthe table.

"l giveyou thisasareminder of what the gods arelike," he said. "Keep Elpis, if youwish. But if you
decide that you have seen enough destruction, enough futile suffering, then open the jar. Let Elpisgo.
Give up Hope, and | will know that you are surrendering. | promise Kronoswill belenient. Hewill spare
the survivors™

| stared at the jar and got avery bad feding. | figured Pandora had been completely ADHD, like me. |
could never leavethingsdone. | didn't like temptation. What if this was my choice? Maybe the prophecy
al came down to my keeping thisjar closed or opening it.

"l don't want thething,” | growled.

"Too late," Prometheus said. "The gift isgiven. It can-not be taken back.”

He stood. The empousa came forward and dipped her arm through his.
"Morran!" Prometheus called to the blue giant. "We are leaving. Get your flag."

"Uh-oh," thegiant said.



"Wewill see you soon, Percy Jackson,” Prometheus promised. "One way or another.”

Ethan Nakamura gave me one last hateful look. Then the truce party turned and strolled up the lane
through Centrd Park, likeit wasjust aregular sunny Sunday after-noon.

FOURTEEN
PIGSFLY
Back at the Plaza, Thdia pulled me asde. "What did Prometheus show you?"

Reuctantly, | told her about the vision of May Castellan's house. Thaiarubbed her thigh like shewas
remembering the old wound.

"That wasabad night," she admitted. "Annabeth was so little, | don't think she redly understood what
she saw. Shejust knew Luke was upset.”

| looked out the hotel windows at Central Park. Smdll fireswere still burning in the north, but otherwise
the city seemed unnaturally peaceful. "Do you know what happened to May Castellan? | mean-"

"I know what you mean,” Thaiasaid. "l never saw her have an, um, episode, but L uke told me about the
glowing eyes, the strange things she would say. He made me prom-ise never to tell. What caused it, |
have noidea. If Luke knew, he never told me."

"Hermesknew," | said. "Something caused May to see parts of Luke's future, and Hermes understood
what would happen-how Luke would turn into Kronos."

Thaiafrowned. "Y ou can't be sure of that. Remember Prometheus was manipulating what you saw,
Percy, showing you what happened in the worst possiblelight. Hermes did love Luke. | could tell just by
looking at hisface. And Hermes was there that night because he was checking up on May, taking care of
her. Hewasn't dl bad.”

"It's4ill notright,” | ingsted. "Lukewasjust alittle kid. Hermes never helped him, never stopped him
from running away."

Thalia shouldered her bow. Again it struck me how much stronger she looked now that she'd stopped
aging. You could dmost seeasivery glow around her-the blessing of Artemis.

"Percy,"she sad, "you can't dart feding sorry for Luke. We all have tough thingsto ded with. All
demigodsdo. Our parents are hardly ever around. But L uke made bad choices. Nobody forced him to
do that. In fact-"

She glanced down the hall to make sure we were alone. "'I'm worried about Annabeth. If she hasto face
Lukein battle, | don't know if she can do it. She's dways had a soft spot for him."

Blood roseto my face. "Shéll dofine"

"l don't know. After that night, after we left his mom's house? Luke was never the same. He got reckless
and moody, like he had something to prove. By the time Grover found us and tried to get usto camp. . .
well, part of the reason we had so much trouble was because L uke wouldn't be careful. He wanted to
pick afight with every monster we crossed. Annabeth didn't see that as a problem. Luke was her hero.
She only understood that his parents had made him sad, and she got very defensive of him. She dtill is
defendve. All I'msaying . . . don't you fal into the same trap. L uke has given himself to Kronos now. We
can't afford to be soft on him."



| looked out at the firesin Harlem, wondering how many deeping mortals were in danger right now
because of Luke's bad choices.

"Youreright," | said.

Thalia patted my shoulder. "'I'm going to check on the Hunters, then get some more deep before nightfall.
Y ou should crash too."

"Thelast thing | need is more dreams.”

"I know, believe me." Her dark expression made me wonder what she'd been dreaming about. It wasa
common demigod problem: the more dangerous our Stuation became, the worse and more frequent our
dreams got. "But Percy, there's no telling when you'll get another chancefor rest. I1t's going to be along
night-maybe our last night."

| didn't likeit, but | knew she wasright. | nodded wearily and gave her Pandorasjar. "Do me afavor.
Lock thisin the hotdl vault, will you?1 think I'm alergic to pithos.”

Thdiagmiled. "Yougotit."
| found the nearest bed and passed out. But of course degp only brought more nightmares.

| saw the undersea palace of my father. The enemy army was closer now, entrenched only afew hundred
yards outside the palace. The fortress walls were completely destroyed. The temple my dad had used as
his headquarters was burning with Greek fire,

| zoomed in on the armory, where my brother and some other Cyclopes were on lunch break, eating
from hugejars of Skippy extra-chunky peanut butter (and don't ask me how it tasted underwater,
because | don't want to know). As | watched, the outer wall of the armory exploded. A Cyclopswarrior
stumbled inside, collgpsing on the lunch table. Tyson knelt down to help, but it wastoo late. The Cyclops
dissolved into seasilt.

Enemy giants moved toward the breach, and Tyson picked up the falen warrior's club. Heydled
something to hisfellow blacksmiths-probably " For Poseidon!™-but with his mouth full of peanut butter it
sounded like"PUH PTEH BUN!" His brethren dl grabbed hammers and chis-ds, yelled, "PEANUT
BUTTER!" and charged behind Tyson into battle.

Then the scene shifted. | was with Ethan Nakamura at the enemy camp. What | saw made me shiver,
partly because the army was so huge, partly because | recognized the place.

We werein the backwoods of New Jersey, on acrumbling road lined with run-down businesses and
tattered billboard signs. A trampled fence ringed abig yard full of cement statuary. The sgn above the
warehouse was hard to read because it wasin red cursive, but | knew what it said: AUNTY EM'S
GARDEN GNOME EMPORIUM.

| hadn't thought about the placein years. It was clearly abandoned. The statues were broken and
spray-painted with graffiti. A cement satyr-Grover's Uncle Ferdinand-had lost hisarm. Part of the
warehouse roof had caved in. A big ydlow sign pasted on the door read: CONDEMNED.

Hundreds of tents and fires surrounded the property. Mostly | saw monsters, but there were some human
merce-nariesin combat fatigues and demigodsin armor, too. A purple-and-black banner hung outside
the emporium, guarded by two huge blue Hyperboreans.

Ethan was crouched at the nearest campfire. A couple of other demigods sat with him, sharpening their



swords. The doors of the warehouse opened, and Prometheus stepped out.
"Nakamura," he called. "The master would like to spesk to you.”

Ethan stood up warily. " Something wrong?*

Prometheus smiled. "Y ou'll haveto ask him."

One of the other demigods snickered. "Nice knowing you."

Ethan readjusted his sword belt and headed into the warehouse.

Except for the hole in the roof, the place was just as 1 remembered. Statues of terrified people stood
frozen in midscream. In the snack bar area, the picnic tables had been moved aside. Right between the
soda dispenser and pretzel warmer stood a golden throne. Kronos lounged onit, his scythe across his
lap. Hewore jeans and a T-shirt, and with his brooding expression he looked amost human-like the
younger version of Luke I'd seenin the vison, pleading with Hermesto tell him hisfate. Then Luke saw
Ethan, and hisface contorted into avery inhuman smile. His golden eyes glowed.

"Well, Nakamura. What did you think of the diplo-matic misson?'
Ethan hegitated. "I'm sure Lord Prometheusis better suited to speak-"
"But | asked you."

Ethan's good eye darted back and forth, noting the guards that stood around Kronos. "1 . . . I don't think
Jackson will surrender. Ever."

Kronos nodded. "Anything ese you wanted to tell me?"
"N-no, Sir.

"Y ou look nervous, Ethan."

"No, gr. It'sjust . . . | heard thiswasthelair of -"

"Medusa? Y es, quitetrue. Lovely place, eh? Unfortunately, Medusa hasn't re-formed since Jackson
killed her, so you needn't worry about joining her collection. Besides, there are much more dangerous
forcesinthisroom.”

Kronoslooked over at a L astrygonian giant who was munching noisily on some french fries. Kronos
waved his hand and the giant froze. A french fry hung suspended in midair halfway between his hand and
hismouth.

"Why turn them to stone," Kronos asked, "when you can freeze time itself?"

His golden eyes bored into Ethan'sface. "Now, tell me one more thing. What happened last night on the
Williamsburg Bridge?"

Ethan trembled. Beads of perspiration were popping up on hisforehead. "l . . . | don't know, sir."

"Yes, you do." Kronos rose from his seat. "When you attacked Jackson, something happened.
Something was not quite right. The girl, Annabeth, jumped in your way."

"Shewanted to save him."



"But heisinvulnerable," Kronossaid quietly. ™Y ou saw that yoursdlf.”
"l can't explainit. Maybe sheforgot.”

"Sheforgot,” Kronossaid. "Y es, that must've been it. Oh dear, | forgot my friend isinvulnerable and
took a knife for him. Oops. Tell me, Ethan, where were you aiming when you stabbed at Jackson?"

Ethan frowned. He clagped hishand asif he were hold-ing ablade, and mimed athrugt. "I'm not sure, Sr.
It al happened so fadt. | wasn't aiming for any spot in particular.’

Kronoss fingers tapped the blade of hisscythe. "I see,” he said in achilly tone. "If your memory
improves, | will expect-"

Suddenly the Titan lord winced. The giant in the corner unfroze and the french fry fdll into his mouth.
Kronos stumbled backward and sank into his throne.

"My lord?" Ethan started forward.

"I-" Thevoice was weak, but just for amoment it was Luke's. Then Kronos's expression hardened. He
raised hishand and flexed hisfingersdowly asif forcing them to obey.

"Itisnothing,” he said, hisvoice stedy and cold again. A minor discomfort.”
Ethan moistened hislips. "Hées il fighting you, isn't he? Luke-"

"Nonsense," Kronos spat. " Repest that lie, and | will cut out your tongue. The boy's soul has been
crushed. | an amply adjusting to the limits of thisform. It requiresrest. It isannoying, but no morethan a
temporary inconvenience.”

"As...asyousay, my lord."

"You!" Kronos pointed his scythe a a dracaena with green armor and agreen crown. "Queen Sess, is
it?'

"Yesssss, my lord.”

"Isour little surprise ready to be unleashed?"

The dracaena queen bared her fangs. "Oh, yessss, my lord. Quite alovely sssssurprissse.”

"Excdlent,” Kronossaid. "Tel my brother Hyperion to move our main force south into Central Park. The
half-bloodswill be in such disarray they will not be able to defend themsalves. Go now, Ethan. Work on
improving your memory. Wewill talk again when we have taken Manhattan.”

Ethan bowed, and my dreams shifted onelast time. | saw the Big House a camp, but it was a different
era. The house was painted red instead of blue. The campers down at the volleyball pit had early '90s
hairstyles, which were probably good for keeping monsters away.

Chiron stood by the porch, talking to Hermes and awoman holding ababy. Chiron's hair was shorter
and darker. Hermes wore his usua jogging suit with hiswinged high-tops. The woman wastal and
pretty. She had blond hair, shining eyes and afriendly smile. The baby in her arms squirmed in hisblue
blanket like Camp Half-Blood was the last place he wanted to be.

"It'san honor to have you here," Chiron told the woman, though he sounded nervous. "It's been along
time sinceamorta was dlowed at camp.”



"Don't encourage her," Hermes grumbled. "May, you can't dothis."

With ashock, | realized | was seeing May Castellan. She looked nothing like the old woman I'd met. She
seemed full of life-the kind of person who could smile and make everyone around her fed good.

"Oh, don't worry so much," May said, rocking the baby. "Y ou need an Oracle, don't you? The old one's
been dead for, what, twenty years?"

"Longer," Chiron sad gravely.

Hermesraised hisarmsin exasperation. "I didn't tell you that story so you could apply. It's dangerous.
Chiron, tell her."

"Itis" Chiron warned. "For many years, | have forbidden anyone from trying. We don't know exactly
what's happened. Humanity seemsto have lost the ability to host the Oracle.”

"Weve been through that,” May said. "And | know | can do it. Hermes, thisis my chanceto do
something good. I've been given the gift of sight for areason.”

| wanted to yell at May Castellan to stop. | knew what was about to happen. | finally understood how
her life had been destroyed. But | couldn't move or speak.

Hermes looked more hurt than worried. ™Y ou couldn't marry if you became the Oracle," he complained.
"Y ou couldn't see me anymore.”

May put her hand on hisarm. "I can't have you forever, can 1? 'Y oull move on soon. Y ou'reimmortd.”

He started to protest, but she put her hand on his chest. ™Y ou know it'strue! Don't try to spare my
fedings. Besdes, we have awonderful child. | can dill raise Lukeif I'm the Oracle, right?”

Chiron coughed. "Yes, but in al fairness, | don't know how that will affect the spirit of the Oracle. A
woman who has already borne a child-asfar as| know, this has never been done before. If the spirit
does not take-"

"ltwill," May inasted.

No, | wanted to shout. It won't.

May Cagtellan kissed her baby and handed the bundle to Hermes. "I'll be right back."
She gave them onelast confident smile and climbed the Steps.

Chiron and Hermes paced in silence. The baby squirmed.

A green glow lit the windows of the house. The campers stopped playing volleyball and stared up &t the
attic. A cold wind rushed through the strawberry fields.

Hermes must've fdt it too. He cried, "No! NO!"

He shoved the baby into Chiron's arms and ran for the porch. Before he reached the door, the sunny
afternoon was shattered by May Castellan'sterrified scream.

| got up so fast | banged my head on somebody's shield.
"Q’V!"



"Sorry, Percy." Annabeth was standing over me. "'l was just about to wake you."

| rubbed my head, trying to clear the disturbing visons. Suddenly alot of things made senseto me: May
Castellan had tried to become the Oracle. She hadn't known about Hades's curse preventing the spirit of
Delphi from taking another host. Neither had Chiron or Hermes. They hadn't redlized that by trying to
take the job, May would be driven mad, plagued with fitsin which her eyeswould glow green and she
would have shattered glimpses of her child'sfuture.

"Percy?' Annabeth asked. "What'swrong?'
"Nothing," | lied. "What . . . what are you doing in armor?Y ou should beresting.”

"Oh, I'mfine" she said, though she till looked pae. She was barely moving her right arm. "That nectar
and ambrosiafixed me up.”

"Uh-huh. Y ou can't serioudy go out and fight."

She offered me her good hand and helped me up. My head was pounding. Outside, the sky was purple
and red.

"Y ou're going to need every person you have," shesaid. "l just looked in my shidd. Therésan army-"
"Heading south into Central Park,” | said. "Yeah, | know."

| told her part of my dreams. | left out the vision of May Castellan, because it was too disturbing to talk
about. | dso left out Ethan's speculation about L uke fighting Kronosinside hisbody. | didn't want to get
Annabeth's hopes up.

"Do you think Ethan suspects about your weak spot?' she asked.
"I don't know," | admitted. "He didn't tell Kronos anything, but if hefiguresit out-"
"Wecan'tlet him."

"I'll bonk him on the head harder next time," | suggested. "Any ideawhat surprise Kronoswas talking
about?"

She shook her head. "I didn't see anything in the shield, but | don't like surprises.”

"Agreed.”

"S0," she said, "are you going to argue about me com-ing aong?”'

"Nah. You'd just beat me up."

She managed alaugh, which was good to hear. | grabbed my sword, and we went to raly the troops.

Thdiaand the head counsdorswere waiting for us a the Reservoir. The lights of the city were blinking
on at twilight. I guessalot of them were on automatic timers. Streetlamps glowed around the shore of the
lake, making the water and trees look even spookier.

"They're coming,” Thaliaconfirmed, pointing north with aslver arrow. "One of my scoutsjust reported
they've crossed the Harlem River. There was no way to hold them back. Thearmy . . ." She shrugged.

"It'shuge."



"WEelIl hold them at the park,” | said. "Grover, you ready?'
He nodded. "Asready aswell ever be. If my nature spirits can stop them anywhere, thisisthe place.”

"Yes, wewill!" said another voice. A very old, fat satyr pushed through the crowd, ssumbling over his
own spear. He was dressed in wood-bark armor that only covered haf of hisbelly.

"Leneus?' | sad.

"Don't act so surprised,” he huffed. "I am aleader of the Council, and you did tdl meto find Grover.
Weéll, | found him, and I'm not going to let amere outcast lead the satyrs without my help!™

Behind Leneuss back, Grover made gagging motions, but the old satyr grinned like he was the savior of
the day. "Never fear! Well show those Titand"

| didn't know whether to laugh or be angry, but | man-aged to keep astraight face. "Um . . . yeah. Wdll,
Grover, you won't be aone. Annabeth and the Athena cabin will make their sand here. And me, and . . .
Thdig?'

She patted me on the shoulder. " Say no more. The Hunters are ready.”

| looked at the other counsdlors. "That leaves the rest of you with ajob just asimportant. Y ou haveto
guard the other entrances to Manhattan. Y ou know how tricky Kronosis. HEll hopeto distract uswith
thisbig army and sneak another force in somewhere else. It's up to you to make sure that doesn't
happen. Has each cabin chosen a bridge or tunnel ?*

The counsdlors nodded grimly.
"Thenlet'sdoit,” | said. "Good hunting, everybody!"
We heard the army before we saw it.

The noise was like a cannon barrage combined with afootbal stadium crowd-like every Patriotsfanin
New England was charging us with bazookas.

At the north end of the reservoir, the enemy vanguard broke through the woods-awarrior in golden
armor lead-ing a battaion of Laistrygonian giants with huge bronze axes. Hundreds of other mongters
poured out behind them.

"Pogtiond" Annabeth ydled.

Her cabinmates scrambled. The ideawas to make the enemy army break around the reservoir. To get to
us, they'd haveto follow the trails, which meant they'd be marching in narrow columns on ether side of
the water.

At firgt, the plan seemed to work. The enemy divided and streamed toward us aong the shore. When
they were hdfway across, our defenseskicked in. Thejogging trail erupted in Greek fire, incinerating
many of the mongersingantly. Othersflalled around, engulfed in green flames. Athena campersthrew
grappling hooks around the largest giants and pulled them to the ground.

In the woods on the right, the Hunters sent avolley of slver arrowsinto the enemy line, destroying twenty
or thirty dracaenae, but more marched behind them. A balt of lightning crackled out of the sky and fried
alLagtrygonian giant to ashes, and | knew Thaiamust be doing her daughter of Zeus thing.

Grover raised his pipes and played aquick tune. A roar went up from the woods on both sides as every



tree, rock, and bush seemed to sprout a spirit. Dryads and satyrs raised their clubs and charged. The
trees wrapped around the mongters, strangling them. Grass grew around the feet of the enemy archers.
Stonesflew up and hit dracaenae in the faces.

The enemy dogged forward. Giants smashed through the trees, and naiads faded astheir life sources
were destroyed. Hellhounds lunged at the timber wolves, knock-ing them aside. Enemy archers returned
fire, and aHunter fel from ahigh branch.

"Percy!" Annabeth grabbed my arm and pointed at the reservoir. The Titan in the gold armor wasn't
waiting for hisforcesto advance around the sides. He was charging toward us, walking straight over the
top of thelake.

A Greek firebomb exploded right on top of him, but he raised his pam and sucked the flames out of the
ar.

"Hyperion," Annabeth said in awe. "Thelord of light. Titan of the east.”
"Bad?' | guessed.

"Next to Atlas, he'sthe greatest Titan warrior. In the old days, four Titans controlled the four corners of
the world. Hyperion was the east-the most powerful. He was the father of Helios, the first sun god.”

"I'll kegp him busy," | promised.
"Percy, even you can't-"
"Just keep our forces together.”

Wed st up at the reservoir for good reason. | concen-trated on the water and felt its power surging
through me.

| advanced toward Hyperion, running over the top of the water. Yeah, buddy. Two can play that game.

Twenty feet away, Hyperion raised hissword. Hiseyeswerejust like I'd seen in my dream-as gold as
Kronoss but brighter, like miniature suns.

"The seagod's brat,” he mused. "Y ou're the one who trapped Atlas beneath the sky again?”
"It wasn't hard,” | said. "Y ou Titans are about as bright as my gym socks."

Hyperion snarled. "Y ou want bright?'

His body ignited in acolumn of light and hest. | looked away, but | was ill blinded.

Ingtinctively | raised Riptide-just in time. Hyperion's blade dammed against mine. The shock wave sent a
ten-foot ring of water across the surface of the lake.

My eyes ill burned. | had to shut off hislight.

| concentrated on the tidal wave and forced it to reverse. Just before impact, | jumped upward on ajet
of water.

"AHHHHH!" The waves smashed into Hyperion and he went under, hislight extinguished.

| landed on the lake's surface just as Hyperion struggled to hisfeet. His golden armor was dripping wet.



Hiseyesno longer blazed, but they still looked murderous.
"Y ou will burn, Jackson!" he roared.
Our swords met again and the air charged with ozone.

The battle still raged around us. On the right flank, Annabeth was leading an assault with her sblings. On
the left flank, Grover and his nature spirits were regrouping, entangling the enemies with bushesand
weeds.

"Enough games" Hyperion told me. "Wefight on land.”

| was about to make some clever comment, like "No," when the Titan yelled. A wall of force dammed
me through the air-just like the trick Kronos had pulled on the bridge. | sailed backward about three
hundred yards and smashed into the ground. If it hadn't been for my new invulnerabil-ity, | would've
broken every bonein my body.

| got to my feet, groaning. "l redly hate it when you Titansdo that."
Hyperion closed on me with blinding speed.
| concentrated on the water, drawing strength from it.

Hyperion attacked. He was powerful and fast, but he couldn't seem to land a blow. The ground around
hisfeet kept erupting in flames, but | kept dousing it just as quickly.

"Stop it!" the Titan roared. " Stop that wind!"
| wasn't sure what he meant. | was too busy fighting.

Hyperion stumbled like he was being pushed away. Water sprayed hisface, stinging hiseyes. Thewind
picked up, and Hyperion staggered backward.

"Percy!" Grover cdled in amazement. "How are you doing that?"
Doing what?| thought.

Then | looked down, and | redlized | was standing in the middle of my own persona hurricane. Clouds of
water vapor swirled around me, winds so powerful they buffeted Hyperion and flattened the grassin a
twenty-yard radius. Enemy warriorsthrew javelins at me, but the storm knocked them aside.

"Sweet," | muttered. "But alittle morel"

Lightning flickered around me. The clouds darkened and the rain swirled faster. | closed in on Hyperion
and blew him off hisfest.

"Percy!" Grover cdled again. "Bring him over herel”

| dashed and jabbed, letting my reflexes take over, Hyperion could barely defend himself. His eyes kept
trying to ignite, but the hurricane quenched hisflames.

| couldn't keep up astorm like thisforever, though. | could fed my powers weakening. With one last
effort, | pro-pelled Hyperion acrossthe field, straight to where Grover waswaiting.

"I will not be toyed with!" Hyperion bellowed.



He managed to get to hisfeet again, but Grover put hisreed pipesto hislips and began to play. Leneus
joined him. Around the grove, every satyr took up the song-an eerie melody, like a creek flowing over
stones. The ground erupted at Hyperion's feet. Gnarled roots wrapped around hislegs.

"What'sthis?' he protested. He tried to shake off the roots, but he was still wesk. The roots thickened
until he looked like he was wearing wooden boots.

"Stop thid" he shouted. ™Y our woodland magic is no match for a Titan!"

But the more he struggled, the faster the roots grew. They curled about his body, thickening and
hardening into bark. His golden armor melted into the wood, becoming part of alarge trunk.

The music continued. Hyperion's forces backed up in astonishment as their leader was absorbed. He
sretched out his arms and they became branches, from which smaller branches shot out and grew leaves.
Thetree grew taler and thicker, until only the Titan'sface was visiblein the middie of the trunk.

"Y ou cannot imprison me!™ he bellowed. "I am Hyperion! | am-"
The bark closed over hisface.
Grover took his pipes from hismouth. ™Y ou are avery nice mapletree.”

Severd of the other satyrs passed out from exhaustion, but they'd done their job well. The Titan lord was
completely encased in an enormous maple. The trunk was at |east twenty feet in diameter, with branches
astal asany in the park. The tree might've stood there for centuries.

The Titan'sarmy Started to retreat. A cheer went up from the Athena cabin, but our victory was
short-lived.

Because just then Kronos unleashed his surprise.

"REEEEET!"

The squedl echoed through upper Manhattan. Demigods and monsters dike froze in terror.
Grover shot me a panicked look. "Why doesthat sound like. . . It can't be!l"

| knew what he was thinking. Two years ago we'd gotten a"gift" from Pan-a huge boar that carried us
across the Southwest (after it tried to kill us). The boar had asmilar squedl, but what we were hearing
now seemed higher pitched, shriller, amost like. . . likeif the boar had an angry girlfriend.

"REEEEEET!" A huge pink creature soared over the reservoir-aMacy's Thanksgiving Day Parade
nightmare blimp with wings.

"A sow!" Annabeth cried. "Take cover!”

The demigods scattered as the winged lady pig siwvooped down. Her wings were pink like aflamingo's,
which matched her skin beautifully, but it was hard to think of her as cute when her hooves dammed into
the ground, barely missing one of Annabeth's sihlings. The pig somped around and tore down half an
acre of trees, belching acloud of noxious gas. Theniit took off again, circling around for another strike.

"Don't tell methat thing isfrom Greek mythology,” | complained.
"Afraid s0," Annabeth said. "The Clazmonian Sow. It terrorized Greek towns back in the day.”



"Let meguess” | said. "Hercules best it."

"Nope," Annabeth said. "Asfar as| know, no hero has ever beaten it.”

"Perfect,” | muttered.

The Titan'sarmy was recovering from its shock. | guessthey redlized the pig wasn't after them.

We only had seconds before they were ready to fight, and our forces were dtill in apanic. Every timethe
sow belched, Grover's nature spirits yelped and faded back into their trees.

"That pig hasto go." | grabbed a grappling hook from one of Annabeth's siblings. "I'll take care of it. You
guys hold the rest of the enemy. Push them back!"

"But, Percy,” Grover said, "what if we can't?'

| saw how tired he was. The magic had redlly drained him. Annabeth didn't look much better from
fighting with a bad shoulder wound. | didn't know how the Hunters were doing, but the right flank of the
enemy army was now between them and us.

| didn't want to leave my friends in such bad shape, but that sow was the biggest threet. It would destroy
everything: buildings, trees, deeping mortals. It had to be stopped.

"Retreet if you need to,” | said. "Just dow them down. I'll be back as soon as |1 can.”

Before | could change my mind, | swung the grappling hook like alasso. When the sow came down for
itsnext pass, | threw with al my strength. The hook wrapped around the base of the pig'swing. It
squeded in rage and veered off, yanking the rope and meinto the sky.

If you're heading downtown from Centra Park, my adviceisto take the subway. Flying pigs are fagter,
but way more dangerous.

The sow soared past the Plaza Hotel, straight into the canyon of Fifth Avenue. My brilliant plan wasto
climb the rope and get on the pig's back. Unfortunately | was too busy swinging around dodging
sreetlamps and the sides of buildings.

Another thing | learned: it's one thing to climb aropein gym class. It'sacompletdy different thing to
climb arope attached to amoving pig'swing while you're flying a a hundred miles an hour.

We zigzagged aong severa blocks and continued south on Park Avenue.

Boss! Hey, boss! Out of the corner of my eye, | saw Blackjack speeding along next to us, darting back
and forth to avoid the pig'swings.

"Watch out!" | told him.
Hop on! Blackjack whinnied. | can catch you . . . probably.

That wasn't very reassuring. Grand Central lay dead ahead. Above the main entrance stood the giant
statue of Hermes, which | guess hadn't been activated because it was so high up. | wasflying right
toward him at the speed of demigod-smashing.

"Stay dert!” | told Blackjack. "I've got anidea.”

Oh, | hate your ideas.



| swung outward with al my might. Instead of smash-ing into the Hermes statue, | whipped around it,
circling the rope under itsarms. | thought thiswould tether the pig, but I'd underestimated the momentum
of athirty-ton sow in flight. Just asthe pig wrenched the statue loose from its pedestdl, | let go. Hermes
went for aride, taking my place asthe pig's passenger, and | free-fell toward the Street.

In that split second | thought about the days when my mom used to work at the Grand Central candy
shop. | thought how bad it would beif | ended up as a grease spot on the pavement.

Then a shadow swooped under me, and thump-I was on Blackjack's back. It wasn't the most
comfortable landing. Infact, when | ydled "OW!" my voice was an octave higher than usud.

Sorry, boss, Blackjack murmured.
"No problem," | squeaked. "Follow that pig!"

The porker had taken aright at East 42nd and was flying back toward Fifth Avenue. When it flew above
the rooftops, | could seefires here and there around the city. It lookedlike my friends were having a
rough time. Kronos was attacking on severa fronts. But at the moment, | had my own problems.

The Hermes statue was till on itsleash. 1t kept bonk-ing into buildings and spinning around. The pig
swooped over an office building, and Hermes plowed into awater tower on the roof, blasting water and
wood everywhere.

Then something occurred to me.

"Get closer," | told Blackjack.

Hewhinnied in protest.

"Just within shouting distance," | said. "'l need to talk to the satue.”

Now I'm sure you've lost it, boss, Blackjack said, but he did what | asked. When | was close enough
to see the statue's face clearly, | yelled, "Hello, Hermes! Command sequence: Daeda us Twenty-three.
Kill Hying Figd Begin Activation!”

Immediately the statue moved itslegs. It seemed confused to find that it was no longer on top of Grand
Central Termindl. It was, instead, being given a sky-ride on the end of arope by alarge winged sow. It
smashed through the side of abrick building, which | think made it alittle mad. It shook its head and
began to climb the rope.

| glanced down at the street. We were coming up on the main public library, with the big marble lions
flanking the steps. Suddenly | had aweird thought: Could stone statues be automatons too? It seemed
likealong shot, but . . .

"Fagter!" | told Blackjack. "Get in front of the pig, Taunt him!"
Um, boss-

"Trus me" | said. "l candothis. . . probably."

Oh, sure. Mock the horse.

Blackjack burst through the air. He could fly pretty darned fast when he wanted to. He got in front of the
pig, which now had ametal Hermes on its back.



Blackjack whinnied, You smell like ham! He kicked the pig in the snout with his back hooves and went
into asteep dive. The pig screamed in rage and followed.

We barrdled straight for the front steps of the library. Blackjack dowed down just enough for meto hop
off, then he kept flying toward the main doors.

| yelled out, "Lionsl Command sequence: Daedd us Twenty-three. Kill FHlying Pigs! Begin Activation!”

The lions stood up and |ooked a me. They probably thought | was teasing them. But just then:
"REEEEEET!"

The massive pink pork monster landed with athud, cracking the sdewak. The lions stared at it, not
believing their luck, and pounced. At the sametime, avery beet-up Hermes statue legped onto the pig's
head and started bang-ing it mercilesdy with a caduceus. Those lions had some nasty claws.

| drew Riptide, but there wasn't much for me to do. The pig disintegrated before my eyes. | dmost felt
sorry for it. | hoped it got to meet the boar of its dreams down in Tartarus.

When the monster had completely turned to dust, the lions and the Hermes statue looked around in
confusion.

"Y ou can defend Manhattan now," | told them, but they didn't seem to hear. They went charging down
Park Avenue, and | imagined they would keep looking for flying pigs until someone deactivated them.

Hey, boss, said Blackjack. Can we take a donut break?
| wiped the sweat off my brow. "I wish, big guy, but thefight'still going on.”

Infact, | could heer it getting closer. My friends needed help. | jJumped on Blackjack, and we flew north
toward the sound of explosions.

FIFTEEN
CHIRON THROWS A
PARTY

Midtown was awar zone. We flew over little skirmishes everywhere. A giant wasripping up treesin
Bryant Park while dryads pelted him with nuts. Outside the Wadorf Agtoria, a bronze statue of Benjamin
Franklin was whack-ing a hellhound with arolled-up newspaper. A trio of Hephaestus campers fought a
squad of dracaenae inthe middle of Rockefeller Center.

| was tempted to stop and help, but | could tell from the smoke and noise that the real action had moved
farther south. Our defenses were collgpsing. The enemy was closing in on the Empire State Building.

Wedid aquick sweep of the surrounding area. The Hunters had set up adefensive line on 37th, just
three blocks north of Olympus. To the east on Park Avenue, Jake Mason and some other Hephaestus
camperswere leading an army of statues againgt the enemy. To the west, the Demeter cabin and
Grover's nature spirits had turned Sixth Avenue into ajungle that was hampering a squadron of Kronos's
demigods. The south was clear for now, but the flanks of the enemy army were swinging around. A few
more minutes and we'd be totally surrounded.

"We haveto land where they need usmost,” | muttered.

That's everywhere, boss.



| spotted afamiliar Silver owl banner in the southeast corner of the fight, 33rd at the Park Avenuetunnel.
Annabeth and two of her siblings were holding back a Hyperborean giant.

"There!" | told Blackjack. He plunged toward the battle.

| leaped off hisback and landed on the giant's head. When the giant looked up, | did off hisface,
shield-bashing his nose on the way down.

"RAVWWW\R!" The giant staggered backward, blue blood trickling from his nogtrils.

| hit the pavement running. The Hyperborean breathed a cloud of white mist, and the temperature
dropped. The spot where I'd landed was now coated with ice, and | was covered in frost like asugar
donut.

"Hey, ugly!" Annabeth yelled. | hoped she wastaking to the giant, not me.

Blue Boy bellowed and turned toward her, exposing the unprotected back of hislegs. | charged and
stabbed him behind the knee.

"WAAAAH!" The Hyperborean buckled. | waited for him to turn, but hefroze. | mean he literally
turned to solid ice. From the point where I'd stabbed him, cracks appeared in his body. They got larger
and wider until the giant crumbled in amountain of blue shards.

"Thanks." Annabeth winced, trying to catch her breath. "The pig?'
"Pork chops,” | said.

"Good." Sheflexed her shoulder. Obvioudy, the wound was still bothering her, but she saw my
expression and rolled her eyes. "I'm fine, Percy. Come on! We've got plenty of enemies|eft.”

Shewasright. The next hour wasablur. | fought like I'd never fought before-wading into legions of
dracaenae, taking out dozens of telkhineswith every strike, destroying empousai and knocking out
enemy demigods. No matter how many | defeated, more took their place.

Annabeth and | raced from block to block, trying to shore up our defenses. Too many of our friends lay
wounded in the streets. Too many were missing.

Asthe night wore on and the moon got higher, we were backed up foot by foot until we were only a
block from the Empire State Building in any direction. At one point Grover was next to me, bonking
snake women over the head with his cudgd. Then he disappeared in the crowd, and it was Thaliaat my
Sde, driving the monsters back with the power of her magic shield. Mrs. O'Leary bounded out of
nowhere, picked up aLaistrygonian giant in her mouth, and flung him into the air like aFrisbee. Annabeth
used her invisihility cap to sneak behind the enemy lines. Whenever amonster disintegrated for no
apparent reason with asurprised look on hisface, | knew Annabeth had been there.

But it till wasn't enough.
"Hold your lines" Katie Gardner shouted, somewhere off to my |eft.

The problem was there were too few of usto hold anything. The entrance to Olympus was twenty feet
behind me. A ring of brave demigods, Hunters, and nature spirits guarded the doors. | dashed and
hacked, destroying everything m my path, but even | was getting tired, and | couldn't be everywhere at
once.



Behind the enemy troops, afew blocksto the east, abright light began to shine. | thought it wasthe
sunrise. Then | redlized Kronos wasriding toward us on agolden chariot. A dozen Laistrygonian giants
bore torches before him. Two Hyperboreans carried his black-and-purple ban-ners. The Titan lord
looked fresh and rested, his powers at full strength. He wastaking histime advancing, letting me wear
myself down.

Annabeth appeared next to me. "We haveto fall back to the doorway. Hold it at al costsl"
Shewasright. | was about to order aretreat when | heard the hunting horn.

It cut through the noise of the battle like afiredarm. A chorus of horns answered from all around us,
echoing off the buildings of Manhattan.

| glanced a Thdlia, but shejust frowned.
"Not the Hunters," she assured me. "Were dl here
"Thenwho?'

The horns got louder. | couldn't tell where they were coming from because of the echo, but it sounded
like an entire army was gpproaching.

| was afraid it might be more enemies, but Kronos's forces looked as confused as we were. Giants
lowered their clubs. Dracaenae hissed. Even Kronos's honor guard |ooked uneasy.

Then, to our left, a hundred monsters cried out at once. Kronos's entire northern flank surged forward. |
thought we were doomed, but they didn't attack. They ran straight past us and crashed into their southern
dlies

A new blast of horns shattered the night. The air shim-mered. In ablur of movement, an entire cavary
appeared asif dropping out of light speed.

"Yegh, baby!" avoicewalled. "PARTY!"

A shower of arrows arced over our heads and dammed into the enemy, vaporizing hundreds of demons.

But these weren't regular arrows. They made whizzy sounds asthey flew, like WHEEEEEE! Some had
pinwhedls attached to them. Others had boxing gloves rather than points.

"Centaurd" Annabeth ydled.

The Party Pony army exploded into our midst in ariot of colors:. tie-dyed shirts, rainbow Afro wigs,
oversize sunglasses, and war-painted faces. Some had dogans scrawled acrossther flankslike HORSEZ
PWN or KRONOS SUX.

Hundreds of them filled the entire block. My brain couldn't process everything | saw, but | knew if | were
the enemy, I'd be running.

"Percy!" Chiron shouted across the sea of wild centaurs. He was dressed in armor from thewaist up, his
bow in hishand, and he was grinning in satisfaction. " Sorry we're latel”

"DUDE!" Another centaur yelled. "Tak later. WASTE MONSTERS NOW!"

He locked and loaded a double-barrel paint gun and blasted an enemy hellhound bright pink. The paint
must've been mixed with Celestia bronze dust or something, because as soon asit splattered the
hellhound, the monster yelped and dissolved into a pink-and-black puddle.



"PARTY PONIES." acentaur ydled. "SOUTH FLORIDA!"
Somewhere across the battlefield, atwangy voice yeled back, "HEART OF TEXAS CHAPTER!"
"HAWAII OWNS YOUR FACES!" athird one shouted.

It was the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen. The entire Titan army turned and fled, pushed back by a
flood of paintbals, arrows, swords, and NERF basebal bats. The centaurs trampled everything in their

path.
"Stop running, you fools!" Kronosyelled. " Stand and ACKK!"

That last part was because a panicked Hyperborean giant ssumbled backward and sat on top of him. The
lord of time disappeared under a giant blue butt.

We pushed them for severd blocks until Chironyelled, "HOLD! On your promise, HOLD!"

It wasn't easy, but eventually the order got relayed up and down the ranks of centaurs, and they started
to pull back, letting the enemy flee.

"Chiron'ssmart," Annabeth said, wiping the swest off her face. "'If we pursue, well get too spread out.
We need to regroup.”

"But the enemy-"
"They're not defeated,” she agreed. "But the dawn is coming. At least weve bought sometime.”

| didn't like pulling back, but | knew she wasright. | watched asthe last of the telkhines scuttled toward
the East River. Then reluctantly | turned and headed back toward the Empire State Building.

We set up atwo-block perimeter, with acommand tent at the Empire State Building. Chiron informed us
that the Party Ponies had sent chapters from dmost every state in the Union: forty from California, two
from Rhode Idand, thirty from Illinois. . . Roughly five hundred total had answered hiscal, but even with
that many, we couldn't defend more than afew blocks.

"Dude," said acentaur named Larry. His T-shirt identified him as BIG CHIEF UBER GUY, NEW
MEXICO CHAPTER. "That was more fun than our last conventionin Vegad"

"Yeah," said Owen from South Dakota. He wore a black leather jacket and an old WWII army helmet.
"Wetotaly wasted them!"

Chiron patted Owen on the back. "Y ou did well, my friends, but don't get careless. Kronos should never
be underestimated. Now why don't you visit the diner on West 33rd and get some breakfast? | hear the
Deaware chapter found a stash of root beer."

"Root beer!" They amost trampled each other asthey galloped off.

Chiron smiled. Annabeth gave him abig hug, and Mrs. O'Leary licked hisface.
"Ack," he grumbled. "Enough of that, dog. Yes, I'm glad to see you too."
"Chiron, thanks," | said. "Tak about saving the day."

He shrugged. "I'm sorry it took so long. Centaurstravel fast, as you know. We can bend distance aswe
ride. Even so, getting al the centaurs together was no easy task. The Party Ponies are not exactly



organized."
"How'd you get through the magic defenses around the city?* Annabeth asked.

"They dowed usdown abit,” Chiron admitted, "but | think they're intended mostly to keep mortas out.
Kronos doesn't want puny humans getting in the way of hisgreet victory."

"So maybe other reinforcements can get through,” | said hopefully.

Chiron stroked his beard. " Perhaps, though timeis short. As soon as Kronos regroups, he will attack
again. Without the eement of surpriseon our sde. . ."

| understood what he meant. Kronos wasn't beaten. Not by along shot. | haf hoped Kronos had been
sguashed under that Hyperborean giant's butt, but | knew better. He'd be back, tonight at the latest.

"And Typhon?' | asked.

Chiron's face darkened. "The gods are tiring. Dionysus was incapacitated yesterday. Typhon smashed his
chariot, and the wine god went down somewhere m the Appaachians. No one has seen him since.
Hephaestusis out of action aswell. He was thrown from the battle so hard he created anew lakein

West Virginia. Hewill heal, but not soon enough to help. The others il fight. They've managed to dow
Typhon's approach. But the monster can not be stopped. He will arrivein New Y ork by thistime
tomorrow. Once he and Kronos combine forces-"

"Then what chance do we have?" | said. "We can't hold out another day."
"WEIl haveto,” Thaiasaid. "I'll see about setting some new traps around the perimeter.”

She looked exhausted. Her jacket was smeared in grime and monster dust, but she managed to get to
her feet and stagger off.

"I will help her," Chiron decided. "I should make sure my brethren don't go too overboard with the root

| thought "too overboard" pretty much summed up the Party Ponies, but Chiron cantered off, leaving
Annabeth and me done.

She cleaned the monster dime off her knife. 1'd seen her do that hundreds of times, but I'd never thought
about why she cared so much about the blade.

"At least your momisokay," | offered.

"If you cdl fighting Typhon okay." She locked eyeswith me. "Percy, even with the centaurs help, I'm
garting to think-"

"l know." | had a bad feding this might be our last chanceto talk, and | felt like there were amillion
things | hadn't told her. "Listen, there were some. . . some visons Hestia showed me."

"Y ou mean about L uke?"

Maybeit wasjust a safe guess, but | got the feeling Annabeth knew what 1'd been holding back. Maybe
she'd been having dreams of her own.

"Yeah," | said. "You and Thaliaand Luke. Thefirg time you met. And the time you met Hermes.”



Annabeth dipped her knife back into its sheeth. "L uke promised held never let me get hurt. Hesaid . . .
he said we'd be a new family, and it would turn out better than his."

Her eyesreminded me of that seven-year-old girl'sin the dley-angry, scared, desperate for afriend.
"Thdiataked to meearlier," | sad. "Shesafraid-"
"That | can't face Luke," she said miserably.

| nodded. "But there's something else you should know. Ethan Nakamura seemed to think Luke was still
diveingde hisbody, maybe even fighting Kronos for control."

Annabeth tried to hideiit, but | could amost see her mind working on the possibilities, maybe starting to
hope.

"l didnt want to tell you," | admitted.

Shelooked up at the Empire State Building. "Percy, for so much of my life, | felt like everything was
changing, dl thetime. | didn't have anyone| could rely on."

| nodded. That was something most demigods could understand.

"I ran away when | was seven," she said. "Then with Luke and Thalia, | thought I'd found afamily, but it
fdl gpart dmost immediately. What I'm saying . . . | hate it when people let me down, when things are
temporary. | think that'swhy | want to be an architect.”

"To build something permanent,” | said. "A monument to last athousand years."
She held my eyes. "I guessthat soundslike my fatd flaw again.”

Y ears ago in the Sea of Monsters, Annabeth had told me her biggest flaw was pride-thinking she could
fix anything. I'd even seen aglimpse of her degpest desire, shown to her by the Sirens magic. Annabeth
had imagined her mother and father together, standing in front of anewly rebuilt Manhattan, designed by
Annabeth. And Luke had been there too-good again, welcoming her home,

"l guess| understand how you fed,” | said. "But Thaliasright. Luke has aready betrayed you so many
times. He was evil even before Kronos. | don't want him to hurt you anymore.”

Annabeth pursed her lips. | could tell she wastrying not to get mad. "And you'll understand if | keep
hoping there's a chance you're wrong."

| looked away. | felt like I'd done my best, but that didn't make mefed any better.

Acrossthe street, the Apollo campers had set up afield hospitd to tend the wounded-dozens of campers
and dmogt as many Hunters. | was watching the medics work, and thinking about our dim chancesfor
holding Mount Olympus. . . .

And suddenly: | wasn't there anymore,

| was standing in along dingy bar with black walls, neon signs, and abunch of partying adults. A banner
acrossthe bar reead HAPPY BIRTHDAY, BOBBY EARL. Country music played on the speakers. Big
guysin jeans and work shirts crowded the bar. Waitresses carried trays of drinks and shouted at each
other. It was pretty much exactly the kind of place my mom would never let me go.

| was stuck in the very back of the room, next to the bathrooms (which didn't smell so great) and a



couple of antique arcade games.
"Oh good, you're here," said the man at the Pac-Man machine. "I'll have a Diet Coke."

Hewas apudgy guy in aleopard-skin Hawaiian shirt, purple shorts, red running shoes, and black socks,
which didn't exactly make him blend in with the crowd. His nose was bright red. A bandage was
wrapped around his curly black hair like he was recovering from a concusson.

| blinked. "Mr. D?'

He sighed, not taking his eyes from the game. "Redlly, Peter Johnson, how long will it take for you to
recognize me on Sght?"

"About aslong asit'l take for you to figure out my name," | muttered. "Where are we?”'
"Why, Bobby Earl's birthday party,” Dionysus said. "Somewherein lovely rurd America”
"| thought Typhon swatted you out of the sky. They said you crash-landed.”

"Y our concernistouching. | did crash-land. Very painfully. Infact, part of meistill buried under a
hundred feet of rubblein an aandoned coa mine. It will be severa more hours before | have enough
strength to mend. But in the meantime, part of my consciousnessis here.”

"At abar, playing Pac-Man."

"Party time," Dionysus said. "Surely you've heard of it. Wherever thereisaparty, my presenceis
invoked. Because of this, | can exist in many different places at once. The only problem wasfinding a
party. | don't know if you're aware how serious things are outside your safe little bubble of New Y ork-"

" Safe little bubble?"

" -but believe me, the mortas out herein the heartland are panicking. Typhon hasterrified them. Very
few arethrowing parties. Apparently Bobby Earl and hisfriends, blessthem, arealittle dow. They
havent yet figured out that the world isending.”

"S0...I'mnot redly here?'

"No. Inamoment I'll send you back to your norma inggnificant life, and it will be asif nothing had
happened.”

"And why did you bring me here?'

Dionysus snorted. "Oh, | didn't want you particularly. Any of you silly heroeswould do. That Anniegirl-"
"Annabeth.”

"Thepointis,” hesad, "I pulled you into party timeto deliver awarning. We arein danger.”

"Geeg" | said. "Never wouldvefigured that out. Thanks."

Heglared a me and momentarily forgot his game. Pac-Man got eaten by the red ghost dude.

"Erre es korakas, Blinky!" Dionysuscursed. "'l will have your soul!"

"Um, he'savideo game character,” | said.



"That'sno excuse! And you're ruining my game, Jorgenson!”
"Jackson."

"Whichever! Now ligten, the Situation is graver than you imagine. If Olympusfdls, not only will the gods
fade, but everything that is connected to our legacy will aso begin to unrave. The very fabric of your
puny littlecivilization-"

The game played asong and Mr. D progressed to level 254.
"Hal" he shouted. "Take that, you pixelated fiendd"
"Um, fabric of civilization," | prompted.

"Yes, yes. Your entire society will dissolve. Perhaps not right away, but mark my words, the chaos of the
Titanswill mean the end of Western civilization. Art, law, wine tastings, music, video games, slk shirts,
black velvet paintings-al the thingsthat make life worth living will disappear!”

"So why aren't the gods rushing back to help us?' | said. "We should combine forces at Olympus. Forget
Typhon."

He snapped hisfingersimpatiently. "Y ou forgot my Diet Coke."

"Gods, you're annoying.” | got the attention of awaitress and ordered the stupid soda. | put it on Bobby
Earl'stab.

Mr. D took agood long drink. His eyes never left the video game. "Thetruthis, Fierre-"
"Percy.”

"-the other gods would never admit this, but we actu-ally need you mortalsto rescue Olympus. Y ou see,
we are manifestations of your culture. If you don't care enough to save Olympus yourselves"

"LikePan," | said, "depending on the satyrsto save the Wild."

"Yes, quite. | will deny | ever said this, of course, but the gods need heroes. They always have.
Otherwise we would not keep you annoying little brats around.”

"| fed so wanted. Thanks."
"Usethetraining | have given you at camp.”
"What traning?'

"Y ou know. All those hero techniquesand . . . No!" Mr. D dapped the game console. "Na pari i eychi!
Theladt levd!"

Helooked a me, and purplefireflickered in hiseyes. "As 1 recdl, | once predicted you would turn out
to be as sdfish as dl the other human heroes. Well, hereisyour chance to prove mewrong.”

"Y eah, making you proud isred highonmy lig."

"Y ou must save Olympus, Pedro! Leave Typhon to the Olympians and save our own seats of power. It
must be done!”

"Grest. Nicelittle chat. Now, if you don't mind, my friendswill be wondering-"



"Thereismore,” Mr. D warned. "Kronos has not yet attained full power. The body of the mortal was
only atem-porary measure.”

"Wekind of guessed that."

"And did you a so guess that within aday at most, Kronoswill burn away that mortal body and take on
the true form of a Titan king?'

"And that would mean . . ."
Dionysusinserted another quarter. Y ou know about the true forms of the gods.”
"Yeah. You can't look at them without burning up.”

"Kronoswould be ten times more powerful. His very presence would incinerate you. And once he
achievesthis, hewill empower the other Titans. They are weak now, com-pared to what they will soon
become, unless you can stop them. Theworld will fal, the godswill die, and | will never achievea
perfect score on this stupid machine.”

Maybe | should've been terrified, but honestly, | was already about as scared as| could get.

"Can| gonow?' | asked.

"Oneladt thing. My son Pollux. Ishe dive?"

| blinked. "Yesh, last | saw him."

"I would very much appreciateit if you could keep him that way. | lost his brother Castor last year-"

"l remember." | stared at him, trying to wrap my mind around the idea that Dionysus could be acaring
father. | wondered how many other Olympians were thinking about their demigod children right now. "I'll
do my best."

"Your best," Dionysus muttered. "Well, isn't that reassuring. Go now. Y ou have some nasty surprisesto
ded with, and | must defeat Blinky!"

"Nasty surprises?’
Hewaved his hand, and the bar disappeared.

| was back on Fifth Avenue. Annabeth hadn't moved. She didn't give any sign that I'd been gone or
anything.

She caught me staring and frowned. "What?'
"Um. .. nothing, | guess."

| gazed down the avenue, wondering what Mr. D had meant by nasty surprises. How much worse could
it get?

My eyes rested on a beat-up blue car. The hood was badly dented, like somebody had tried to hammer
out some huge craters. My skin tingled. Why did that car look so familiar? Then | realized it wasaPrius.

Paul's Prius.

| bolted down the street.



"Percy!" Annabeth caled. "Where are you going?'

Paul was passed out in the driver's seat. My mom was snoring beside him. My mind fdlt like mush. How
had | not seen them before? They'd been stting here in traffic for over aday, the battle raging around
them, and | hadn't even noticed.

"They . . . they must've seen those blue lightsin the sky.” | rattled the doors but they were locked. "I need
to get them out."

"Percy," Annabeth said gently.

"l can't leavethem here!" | sounded alittle crazy. | pounded on the windshield. "I have to movethem. |
haveto-"

"Percy, just . . . just hold on." Annabeth waved to Chiron, who was talking to some centaurs down the
block. "We can push the car to aside street, dl right? They're going to befine."

My handstrembled. After al I'd been through over the last few days, | felt so stupid and wesk, but the
sght of my parents made me want to break down.

Chiron galoped over. "What's. . . Oh dear. | see.”
"They were coming to find me" | said. "My mom must've sensed something was wrong.”

"Mogt likely," Chiron said. "But, Percy, they will be fine. The best thing we can do for them is Stay
focused on our job."

Then | noticed something in the backseeat of the Prius, and my heart skipped a beat. Seat-belted behind
my mother was a black-and-white Greek jar about three feet tall. Itslid was wrapped in aleather
harness.

"Noway," | muttered.

Annabeth pressed her hand to the window. "That'simpossible! | thought you left that at the Plaza.”
"Lockedinavault," | agreed.

Chiron saw thejar and hiseyeswidened. "That isn't- "

"Pandorasjar.” | told him about my meeting with Prometheus.

"Thenthejar isyours" Chiron said grimly. "It will follow you and tempt you to open it, no matter where
you leaveit. It will gppear when you are weakest."

Like now, | thought. Looking a my helpless parents.

| imagined Prometheus smiling, so anxiousto help out us poor mortals. Give up Hope, and | will know
that you are surrendering. | promise Kronoswill be lenient.

Anger surged through me. | drew Riptide and cut through the driver's side window like it was made of
plastic wrap.

"WEelIl put the car in neutrd,” | said. "Push them out of theway. And take that stupid jar to Olympus.”
Chiron nodded. "A good plan. But, Percy . . ."



Whatever he was going to say, he faltered. A mechanica drumbest grew loud in the distance-the
chop-chop-chop of ahelicopter.

On anorma Monday morning in New Y ork, this would've been no big dedl, but after two days of
slence, amortal helicopter was the oddest thing I'd ever heard. A few blocks east, the monster army
shouted and jeered asthe helicopter came into view. It wasacivilian model painted dark red, with a
bright green "DE" logo on the side. The words under the logo were too small to read, but | knew what
they said: DARE ENTERPRISES.

My throat closed up. | looked at Annabeth and could tell she recognized the logo too. Her facewas as
red as the helicopter.

"What is she doing here?" Annabeth demanded. "How did she get through the barrier?’
"Who?" Chiron looked confused. "What morta would be insane enough-"

Suddenly the helicopter pitched forward.

"The Morpheus enchantment!" Chiron said. "The foolish morta pilot isadeep.”

| watched in horror asthe hdlicopter careened sideways, faling toward arow of office buildings. Even if
it didn't crash, the gods of the air would probably swat it out of the sky for coming near the Empire State
Building.

| was too paralyzed to move, but Annabeth whistled and Guido the pegasus swooped out of nowhere.
You rang for a handsome horse? he asked.
"Come on, Percy," Annabeth growled. "We have to save your friend."
SIXTEEN
WE GET HELP FROM
A THIEF

Herésmy definition of not fun. Fly a pegasus toward an out-of-control helicopter. If Guido had been
any lessof afancy flier, we would've been chopped to confetti.

| could hear Rachel screaming inside. For some reason, she hadn't fallen adeep, but | could see the pilot
dumped over the controls, pitching back and forth as the helicopter wobbled toward the side of an office
building.

"ldeas?" | asked Annabeth.

"Y ou're going to have to take Guido and get out,” she said.
"Whet are you going to do?"

In response, she said, "Hyah!" and Guido went into anosedive.
"Duck!" Annabeth yelled.

We passed so close to therotors | felt the force of the bladesripping at my hair. We zipped along the
side of the helicopter, and Annabeth grabbed the door.



That'swhen things went wrong.

Guido'swing dammed againg the helicopter. He plummeted straight down with me on his back, leaving
Annabeth dangling from the side of the aircraft. | was so terrified | could barely think, but as Guido
spirded | caught aglimpse of Rachel pulling Annabeth insde the copter.

"Hanginthere" | yelled a Guido.
My wing, he moaned. It's busted.

"Youcandoit!" | desperately tried to remember what Silenaused to tell usin pegasus-riding lessons.
"Jugt relax thewing. Extend it and glide.”

Wefdl like arock-straight toward the pavement three hundred feet below. At the last moment Guido
extended hiswings. | saw the faces of centaurs gaping up at us. Then we pulled out of our dive, sailed
fifty feet, and tumbled onto the pavement-pegasus over demigod.

Owl Guido moaned. My legs. My head. My wings.
Chiron galloped over with hismedica pouch and began working on the pegasus.

| got to my feet. When | looked up, my heart crawled into my throat. The helicopter was only afew
seconds away from damming into the sde of the building.

Then miraculoudly the helicopter righted itsdlf. It spunin acircle and hovered. Very dowly, it beganto
descend.

It seemed to take forever, but finally the helicopter thudded to alanding in the middle of Fifth Avenue. |
looked through the windshield and couldn't believe what | was seeing. Annabeth was at the controls.

| ran forward as the rotors spun to astop. Rachel opened the side door and dragged out the pilot.

Rachedl was still dressed like she was on vacation, in beach shorts, a T-shirt, and sandals. Her hair was
tangled and her face was green from the helicopter ride.

Annabeth climbed out lagt.
| stared at her inawe. "1 didn't know you could fly a helicopter.”

"Nether did |," she said. "My dad's crazy into aviation. Plus, Daeda us had some notes on flying
machines. | just took my best guess on the controls.”

"You saved my life"" Rachd said.

Annabeth flexed her bad shoulder. "Yeah, wdll . . . let's not make ahabit of it. What are you doing here,
Dare? Don't you know better than to fly into awar zone?'

"|-" Rachel glanced & me. "1 had to be here. | knew Percy wasin trouble.”

"Got that right," Annabeth grumbled. "Well, if you'll excuse me, | have someinjured friends I've got to
tend to. Glad you could stop by, Rachdl.”

'‘Annabeth-" | caled.
She stormed off.



Rachel plopped down on the curb and put her head in her hands. "I'm sorry, Percy. | didnt meanto. .. |
aways messthingsup.”

It was kind of hard to argue with her, though | was glad she was safe. | looked in the direction Annabeth
had gone, but she'd disappeared into the crowd. | couldn't believe what she'd just done-saved Rachel's
life, landed a helicopter, and walked away like it was no big dedl.

"It'sokay," | told Rachel, though my words sounded hollow. " So what's the message you wanted to
odiver?'

She frowned. "How did you know about that?"
"A dream.”

Rachel didn't look surprised. Shetugged at her beach shorts. They were covered in drawings, which
wasn't unusud for her, but these symbols| recognized: Greek |etters, pictures from camp beads,
sketches of monsters and faces of gods. | didn't understand how Rachel could have known about some
of that. She'd never been to Olympus or Camp Haf-Blood.

"I've been seeing thingstoo," she muttered. "I mean, not just through the Migt. Thisisdifferent. I've been
drawing pictures, writing lines"

"In Ancient Greek," | said. "Do you know whét they say?'

"That'swhat | wanted to talk to you about. | washoping . . . well, if you had gone with us on vacation, |
was hoping you could have hel ped mefigure out what's happening to me."

Shelooked a me pleadingly. Her face was sunburned from the beach. Her nose was pedling. | couldn't
get over the shock that she was here in person. Sheld forced her family to cut short their vacation, agreed
to go to ahorrible school, and flown ahelicopter into amonster battle just to see me. In her own way,
she was as brave as Annabeth.

But what was happening to her with these visonsredly fresked me out. Maybe it was something that
happened to al mortals who could see through the Mist. But my mom had never talked about anything
like that. And Hestia's words about L uke's mom kept coming back to me: May Castellan went too far.
Shetried to see too much.

"Rachd," | said, "I wish | knew. Maybe we should ask Chiron-"

She flinched like sheld gotten an electric shock. "Percy, something is about to happen. A trick that ends
in desth."

"What do you mean? Whose death?'
"l don't know." She looked around nervoudy. "Don't you fed it?"
"Isthat the message you wanted to tell me?’

"No." She hesitated. "I'm sorry. I'm not making sense, but that thought just came to me. The message |
wrote on the beach was different. It had your nameinit."

"Perseus," | remembered. "In Ancient Greek."

Rachel nodded. "I don't know its meaning. But | know it'simportant. Y ou have to hear it. It said,
Perseus, you are not the hero.”



| stared at her like sheéld just dapped me. "Y ou came thousands of milesto tell me I'm not the hero?"
"It'simportant,” sheingsted. "It will affect what you do.”

"Not the hero of the prophecy?' | asked. "Not the hero who defeats Kronos? What do you mean?'
“I'm...I'msorry, Percy. That'sal | know. | had to tell you because-"

"Wel!" Chiron cantered over. "This must be Miss Dare."

| wanted to yell at him to go away, but of course | couldn't. | tried to get my emotions under contral. |
fdtlike | had another persond hurricane swirling around me. "Chiron, Rachel Dare," | said. "Rachd, this
ismy teacher Chiron."

"Hello," Rachel said glumly. Shedidn't look at al sur-prised that Chiron was a centaur.
"You are not adeep, MissDare," he noticed. "And yet you are mortal ?'

"I'm mortd," she agreed, like it was a depressing thought. "The pilot fell adeep as soon as we passed the
river. | don't know why | didn't. | just knew | had to be here, to warn Percy.”

"Warn Percy?'

"She'sbeen seeing things" | said. "Writing lines and making drawings."
Chiron raised an eyebrow. "Indeed? Tell me."

Shetold him the same things sheld told me.

Chiron stroked hisbeard. "MissDare. . . perhapswe should talk."

"Chiron," | blurted. | had asudden terrible image of Camp Half-Blood in the 1990s, and May Castellan's
scream coming fromthat attic. "You.. . . you'll help Rachd, right? | mean, you'll warn her that shesgot to
be careful with this stuff. Not go too far."

Histall flicked likeit doeswhen helsanxious. "Yes, Percy. | will do my best to understand what is
happening and advise Miss Dare, but this may take some time. Meanwhile, you should rest. Weve
moved your parents car to safety. The enemy seemsto be staying put for now. We've set up bunksin
the Empire State Building. Get some deep.”

"Everybody keepstelling meto deep,” | grumbled. "I don't need deep.”
Chiron managed asmile. "Have you looked at yoursdlf recently, Percy?"

| glanced down at my clothes, which were scorched, burned, diced, and tattered from my night of
congtant battles. "1 ook like death,” | admitted. "But you think | can deep after what just happened?”

"Y ou may beinvulnerablein combat,” Chiron chided, "but that only makes your body tire faster. |
remember Achilles. Whenever that |ad wasn't fighting, he was deeping. He must've taken twenty napsa
day. You, Percy, need your rest. Y ou may be our only hope."

| wanted to complain that | wasn't their only hope, According to Rachdl, | wasn't even the hero. But the
look in Chiron's eyes made it clear he wasn't going to take no for an answer.

"Sure" | grumbled. "Tak."



| trudged toward the Empire State Building. When | glanced back, Rachel and Chiron were waking
together in earnest conversation, like they were discussing funera arrangements.

Inside the lobby, | found an empty bunk and collapsed, sure that | would never be ableto deep. A
second later, my eyes closed.

In my dreams, | was back in Hades's garden. The lord of the dead paced up and down, holding hisears
while Nico followed him, waving hisarms.

"You have to!" Nicoindgsted.

Demeter and Persephone sat behind them at the breakfast table. Both of the goddesses |ooked bored.
Demeter poured shredded whest into four huge bowls. Persephone was magically changing the flower
arrangement on the table, turning the blossoms from red to yellow to polka-dotted.

"I don't have to do anything!" Hades seyesblazed. "I'm agod!"

"Father," Nico sad, "if Olympusfals, your own paace's safety doesn't matter. Y ou'll fade too.”
"l am not an Olympian!" he growled. "My family has made that quite clear.”

"You are," Nico sad. "Whether you likeit or not."

"Y ou saw what they did to your mother," Hades said. "Zeuskilled her. And you would have me help
them? They deserve what they get!"

Persephone sghed. She waked her fingers across the table, absently turning the slverware into roses.
"Could we please not talk about that woman?"

"Y ou know what would help thisboy?' Demeter mused. "Farming.”
Persephonerolled her eyes. "Mother-"
"Six months behind aplow. Excellent character building.”

Nico stepped in front of hisfather, forcing Hades to face him. "My mother understood about family.
That'swhy shedidn't want to leave us. Y ou can't just abandon your family because they did something
horrible. Y ou've done horrible things to them too."

"Mariadied!" Hadesreminded him.
"You can't just cut yoursdlf off from the other gods!™
"I've done very well at it for thousands of years."

"And has that made you fed any better?' Nico demanded. "Hasthat curse on the Oracle helped you at
al?Holding grudgesisafata flaw. Biancawarned me about that, and she wasright.”

"For demigodd | amimmortd, dl-powerful! | would not help the other godsiif they begged me, if Percy
Jackson himsdlf pleaded-"

"You'rejust asmuch of an outcast as| am!™ Nico yeled. "Stop being angry about it and do something
helpful for once. That's the only way they'll respect you!"

Hades's pam filled with black fire,



"Go ahead,” Nico said. "Blast me. That's just what the other gods would expect from you. Prove them
right.”

"Yes, please," Demeter complained. " Shut him up.”

Persephone sighed. "Oh, | don't know. | would rather fight in the war than eat another bowl of ceredl.
Thisisboring."

Hadesroared in anger. Hisfirebal hit aslver tree right next to Nico, mdting it into apool of liquid meta.
And my dream changed.

| was standing outside the United Nations, about amile northeast of the Empire State Building. The Titan
army had set up camp al around the UN complex. The flagpoleswere hung with horrible
trophies-helmets and armor pieces from defeated campers. All dong First Avenue, giants sharpened their
axes. Telkhines repaired armor at makeshift forges.

Kronos himsdlf paced at the top of the plaza, swinging his scythe so his dracaenae bodyguards stayed
way back. Ethan Nakamura and Prometheus stood nearby, out of dicing range. Ethan wasfidgeting with
his shield straps, but Prometheus looked as calm and collected as ever in his tuxedo.

"I hatethis place,” Kronos growled. " United Nations. Asif mankind could ever unite. Remind meto tear
down this building after we destroy Olympus.”

"Yes, lord." Prometheus smiled asif his master's anger amused him. " Shall we tear down the stablesin
Central Park too? | know how much horses can annoy you."

"Don't mock me, Prometheus! Those cursed centaurswill be sorry they interfered. | will feed them to the
hell-hounds, starting with that son of mine-that weskling Chiron.”

Prometheus shrugged. " That weekling destroyed an entire legion of telkhineswith hisarrows."

Kronos siwung his scythe and cut aflagpolein haf. The national colors of Brazil toppled into the army,
sguashing a dracaena.

"Wewill destroy them!" Kronosroared. "It istime to unleash the drakon. Nakamura, you will do this"
"Y-yes, lord. At sunset?'

"No," Kronos said. "Immediately. The defenders of Olympus are badly wounded. They will not expect a
quick attack. Besides, we know this drakon they cannot beat.”

Ethan looked confused. "My lord?"

"Never you mind, Nekamura. Just do my bidding. | want Olympusin ruins by the time Typhon reaches
New York. We will break the gods utterly!"

"But, my lord," Ethan said. "Y our regeneration.”
Kronos pointed at Ethan, and the demigod froze.
"Doesit seem,” Kronos hissed, "that | need to regener-ate?"

Ethan didn't respond. Kind of hard to do when you'reimmobilized intime.



Kronos snapped hisfingers and Ethan collapsed.

"Soon," the Titan growled, "thisform will be unneces-sary. | will not rest with victory so close. Now, go!™
Ethan scrambled away.

"Thisisdangerous, my lord," Prometheus warned. "Do not be hasty."

"Hasty? After festering for three thousand yearsin the depths of Tartarus, you cal me hasty? | will dice
Percy Jackson into athousand pieces.”

"Thrice you've fought him,” Prometheus pointed out. "And yet you've aways said it is beneath the dignity
of aTitan to fight amere mortal. | wonder if your morta hogt isinfluencing you, weakening your

judgment.”
Kronosturned his golden eyes on the other Titan. "Y ou call me weak?'
"No, my lord. | only meant-"

"Areyour loydties divided?' Kronos asked. "Perhaps you miss your old friends, the gods. Would you
liketojoin them?'

Prometheus paled. "I misspoke, my lord. Y our orderswill be carried out.” He turned to the armies and
shouted, "PREPARE FOR BATTLE!"

The troops began to tir.

From somewhere behind the UN compound, an angry roar shook the city-the sound of adrakon
waking. The noise was o horribleit woke me, and | realized | could till hear it from amile away.

Grover stiood next to me, looking nervous. "What was that?'
"They'recoming,” | told him. "And werein trouble.”

The Hephaestus cabin was out of Greek fire. The Apollo cabin and the Hunters were scrounging for
arrows. Most of us had aready ingested so much ambrosiaand nectar we didn't dare take any more.

We had sixteen campers, fifteen Hunters, and half a dozen satyrs|eft in fighting shape. The rest had taken
refuge on Olympus. The Party Poniestried to form ranks, but they staggered and giggled and they all
smdled like root beer. The Texans were head-butting the Coloradoans. The Missouri branch was
arguing with Illinois. The chances were pretty good the whole army would end up fighting each other
rather than the enemy.

Chiron trotted up with Rachel on hisback. | felt atwinge of annoyance because Chiron rardly gave
anyone aride, and never amortd.

"Y our friend here has some useful insights, Percy,” hesaid.

Rachd blushed. "Just somethings| saw inmy heed.”

"A drakon,” Chiron said. "A Lydian drakon, to be exact. The oldest and most dangerous kind.”
| stared at her. "How did you know that?"

"I'm not sure," Rachel admitted. "But this drakon has a particular fate. It will bekilled by achild of Ares.”



Annabeth crossed her arms. "How can you possibly know that?"
"l just sawit. | cant explain.”

"Well, let'shope yourewrong," | said. "Because were alittle short on children of Ares. .. ." A horrible
thought occurred to me, and | cursed in Ancient Greek.

"What?' Annabeth asked.

"Thespy," | told her. "Kronos said, We know they cannot beat this drakon. The spy has been keeping
him updated. Kronos knowsthe Ares cabin isn't with us. Heintentionally picked a monster we can't kill."

Thaliascowled. "If | ever catch your spy, he's going to be very sorry. Maybe we could send another
messenger to camp-"

"I'vedready doneit," Chiron said. "Blackjack ison hisway. But if Slenawasn't ableto convince
Clarisse, | doubt Blackjack will be able-"

A roar shook the ground. It sounded very close.
"Rachd," | said, "get ingdethe building.”
"l want to stay."

A shadow blotted out the sun. Across the street, the drakon dithered down the side of a skyscraper. It
roared, and a thousand windows shattered.

"On second thought,” Rachel saidinasmall voice, "I'll beingde.”

* % %

Let me explain: there are dragons, and then there are drakons.

Drakons are several millenniaolder than dragons, and much larger. They look like giant serpents. Most
don't have wings. Most don't bresthe fire (though some do). All are poisonous. All areimmensely strong,
with scaes harder than titanium. Their eyes can pardyze you; not the tur n-you~to-stone Medusa-type
parayss, but the oh~my~gods-that~big~snake~is~going~to~eat~me type of pardyss, whichisjust
as bad.

We have drakon-fighting classes at camp, but there is no way to prepare yoursdf for a
two-hundred-foot-long ser-pent asthick asa school bus dithering down the side of abuilding, itsyellow
eyeslike searchlights and its mouth full of razor-sharp teeth big enough to chew eephants.

It dmost made me long for theflying pig.

Meanwhile, the enemy army advanced down Fifth Avenue. We'd done our best to push cars out of the
way to keep the mortals safe, but that just made it eesier for our enemies to gpproach. The Party Ponies
swished their tails nervoudy. Chiron galloped up and down their ranks, shout-ing encouragement to stand
tough and think about victory and root beer, but | figured any second they would panic and run.

"I'll take the drakon." My voice came out asatimid squeak. Then | yelled louder: "I'LL TAKE THE
DRAKON! Everyone ese, hold the line against the army!"

Annabeth stood next to me. She had pulled her owl helmet low over her face, but | could tell her eyes
were red.



"Will you hdp me?' | asked.
"That'swhat | do," she said miserably. "I hep my friends."

| felt like acomplete jerk. | wanted to pull her aside and explain that | didn't mean for Rachd to be here,
that it wasn't my idea, but we had no time.

"Goinvisble" I said. "Look for wesk linksinitsarmor while | keep it busy. Just be careful.”
| whigtled. "Mrs. O'Leary, hed!"

"ROOOF!" My hedlhound legped over aline of centaurs and gave me akissthat smelled suspicioudy of
pepperoni pizza.

| drew my sword and we charged the monster.

The drakon was three stories above us, dithering sideways dong the building asit Szed up our forces.
Wherever it looked, centaursfrozein fear.

From the north, the enemy army crashed into the Party Ponies, and our lines broke. The drakon lashed
out, swal-lowing three Cdlifornian centaursin one gulp before | could even get close.

Mrs. O'Leary launched hersdf through the air-a deadly black shadow with teeth and claws. Normally, a
pouncing hellhound is aterrifying sight, but next to the drakon, Mrs. O'Leary looked like achild's
night-night doll.

Her clawsraked harmlesdy off the drakon's scales. She bit the monster's throat but couldn't make a
dent. Her weight, however, was enough to knock the drakon off the side of the building. It flailed
awkwardly and crashed to the sdewak, hellhound and serpent twisting and thrashing. The drakon tried
to bite Mrs. O'Leary, but she was too close to the serpent's mouth. Poison spewed everywhere, melting
centaursinto dust along with quite afew monsters, but Mrs. O'Leary weaved around the serpent’'s head,
scratching and biting.

"YAAAH!" | plunged Riptide deep into the monster'sleft eye. The spotlight went dark. The drakon
hissed and reared back to strike, but | rolled aside.

It bit a swimming-pool-size chunk out of the pavement. It turned toward me with its good eye, and |
focused on itsteeth so | wouldn't get paralyzed. Mrs. O'Leary did her best to cause adistraction. She
leaped onto the serpent’s head and scratched and growled like areally angry black wig.

The rest of the battle wasn't going well. The centaurs had panicked under the ondaught of giantsand
demons. An occasional orange camp T-shirt appeared in the sea of fighting, but quickly disappeared.
Arrows screamed. Fire exploded in waves across both armies, but the action was moving acrossthe
dreet to the entrance of the Empire State Building. We were losing ground.

Suddenly Annabeth materialized on the drakon's back. Her invisibility cap rolled off her head as she
drove her bronze knife between a chink in the serpent's scales.

The drakon roared. It coiled around, knocking Annabeth off its back.

| reached her just as she hit the ground. | dragged her out of the way as the serpent rolled, crushing a
lamppost right where sheldd been.

"Thanks," shesaid.



"| told you to be careful!™
"Yegh, wdl, DUCK!"

It was her turn to save me. She tackled me as the monster's teeth snapped above my head. Mrs.
O'Leary body-dammed the drakon's face to get its attention, and we rolled out of the way.

Meanwhile our dlies had retrested to the doors of the Empire State Building. The entire enemy army was
sur-rounding them.

We were out of options. No more hel p was coming. Annabeth and | would have to retreat before we
were cut off from Mount Olympus.

Then | heard arumbling in the south. It wasn't asound you hear much in New Y ork, but | recognized it
immediatdly: chariot wheds.

A girl'svoiceydled, "ARES"

And adozen war chariots charged into battle. Each flew ared banner with the symbol of the wild boar's
head. Each was pulled by ateam of skeletal horseswith manes of fire. A total of thirty fresh warriors,
armor gleaming and eyesfull of hate, lowered their lances as one-making a bristling wall of degth.

"The children of Aredl” Annabeth said in amazement. "How did Rachd know?"

| didn't have an answer. But leading the chargewas agirl in familiar red armor, her face covered by a
boar's-head helm. She held aloft a spear that crackled with electricity. Clarisse herslf had cometo the
rescue. While hdf her chariots charged the monster army, Clarisse led the other six straight for the
drakon.

The serpent reared back and managed to throw off Mrs. O'Leary. My poor pet hit the side of the
building with ayelp. | ran to help her, but the serpent had already zeroed in on the new threst. Even with
only one eye, its glare was enough to parayze two chariot drivers. They veered into aline of cars. The
other four chariots kept charging. The monster bared its fangsto strike and got amouthful of Celestia
bronzejavdins.

"EEESSSSI!!!!" it screamed, which is probably drakon for OWMAM

"Ares, tome!" Clarisse screamed. Her voice sounded shriller than usud, but | guess that wasn't surprising
given what shewasfighting.

Acrossthe street, the arrival of six chariots gave the Party Ponies new hope. They rallied at the doors of
the Empire State Building, and the enemy army was momentar-ily thrown into confusion.

Meanwhile, Clarisse's chariots circled the drakon. Lances broke against the monster's skin. Skeleta
horses breathed fire and whinnied. Two more chariots overturned, but the warriors Smply leaped to their
feet, drew their swords, and went to work. They hacked at chinksin the creature's scales. They dodged
poison spray like they'd been training for thisal ther lives, which of course they had.

No one could say the Ares campers weren't brave. Clarisse was right there in front, stabbing her spear at
the drakon'sface, trying to put out its other eye. But as | watched, things started to go wrong. The
drakon snapped up one Ares camper in agulp. It knocked aside another and sprayed poison on athird,
who retrested in apanic, hisarmor meting.

"We haveto help,” Annabeth said.



Shewasright. I'd just been standing there frozen in amazement. Mrs. O'Leary tried to get up but yelped
again. One of her paws was bleeding.

"Stay back, girl," | told her. ™Y ou've done enough aready."

Annabeth and | jJumped onto the monster's back and ran toward its head, trying to draw its attention
away from Clarisse,

Her cabinmatesthrew javelins, most of which broke, but some lodged in the monster's teeth. It snapped
its jaws together until its mouth was amess of green blood, yelow foamy poison, and splintered

Wegpons.
"Youcandoit!" | screamed at Clarisse. "A child of Aresisdegtined to kill it!"

Through her war helmet, | could only see her eyes-but | could tell something waswrong. Her blue eyes
shone with fear. Clarisse never looked like that. And she didn't have blue eyes.

"ARES!" she shouted, in that strangely shrill voice. She leveled her spear and charged the drakon.
"No," I muttered. "WAIT!"

But the mongter looked down at her-almost in contempt-and spit poison directly in her face.

She screamed and fell.

"Clarisse!" Annabeth jumped off the monster's back and ran to help, while the other Ares camperstried
to defend their fallen counsdlor. | drove Riptide between two of the creature's scales and managed to
turn its atention on me.

| got thrown but | landed on my feet. "C'MON, you stupid worm! Look at me!"

For the next severd minutes, al | saw were teeth. | retreated and dodged poison, but | couldn't hurt the
thing.

At the edge of my vision, | saw aflying chariot land on Fifth Avenue.

Then someone ran toward us. A girl's voice, shaken with grief, cried, "NO! Curse you, WHY 7'

| dared to glance over, but what | saw made no sense. Clarisse was lying on the ground where she'd
falen. Her armor smoked with poison. Annabeth and the Ares campers were trying to unfasten her
helmet. And knedling next to them, her face blotchy with tears, wasagirl in camp clothes. It was. . .
Clarise.

My head spun. Why hadn't | noticed before? The girl in Clarisse's armor was much thinner, not astall.
But why would someone pretend to be Clarisse?

| was s0 stunned, the drakon almost snapped mein haf. | dodged and the beast buried itshead in a
brick wall.

"WHY ?' Thered Clarisse demanded, holding the other girl in her armswhile the campers struggled to
remove the poison-corroded helmet.

ChrisRodriguez ran over from the flying chariot. He and Clarisse must've ridden it here from camp,
chasing the Ares campers, who'd mistakenly been following the other girl, thinking she was Clarisse. But
it il made no sense.



The drakon tugged its head from the brick wall and screamed in rage.
"Look out!" Chriswarned.

Instead of turning toward me, the drakon whirled toward the sound of Chrissvoice. It bared itsfangs at
the group of demigods.

Theredl Clarisse looked up at the drakon, her face filled with absolute hate. 1'd seen alook that intense
only once before. Her father, Ares, had worn the same expression when I'd fought him in single combat.

"YOU WANT DEATH?' Clarisse screamed at the drakon. "WELL, COME ON!"
She grabbed her spear from the fallen girl. With no armor or shield, she charged the drakon.

| tried to close the distance to help, but Clarisse was faster. She legped aside as the mongter struck,
pulverizing the ground in front of her. Then she jumped onto the cregturé's head. Asit reared up, she
drove her dectric spear into its good eye with so much force it shattered the shaft, releasing al of the

MagiCc Weapon's powe.

Electricity arced across the creature's head, causing its whole body to shudder. Clarisse jumped free,
rolling safely to the sdewalk as smoke boiled from the drakon's mouth. The drakon's flesh dissolved, and
it collgpsed into ahollow scay tunnel of armor.

Therest of usstared at Clarissein awe. | had never seen anyone take down such ahuge monster
sngle-handedly. But Clarisse didn't seem to care. She ran back to the wounded girl who'd stolen her
armor.

Findly Annabeth managed to remove the girl'shelmet. We dl gathered around: the Ares campers, Chris,
Clarisse, Annabeth, and me. The battle till raged along Fifth Avenue, but for that moment nothing existed
except our smdll circleand thefdlen girl.

Her features, once beautiful, were badly burned from poison. | could tell that no amount of nectar or
ambrosawould save her.

Something is about to happen. Rachd'swordsrang in my ears. A trick that ends in death.
Now | knew what she meant, and | knew who had led the Ares cabin into battle.
| looked down &t the dying face of Silena Beauregard.
SEVENTEEN
| SIT ON THE
HOT SEAT
"What were you thinking?' Clarisse cradied Silenas head in her |ap.

Silenatried to swallow, but her lipswere dry and cracked. "Wouldn't . . . listen. Cabinwould. . . only
follow you."

"So you stole my armor,” Clarisse said in disbelief. ™Y ou waited until Chrisand | went out on patrol; you
stole my armor and pretended to be me." She glared at her sblings. "And NONE of you noticed?'

The Ares campers developed a sudden interest in their combat boots.



"Don't blamethem,” Silenasaid. "They wanted to . . . to believe | wasyou."
"You stupid Aphrodite girl,” Clarisse sobbed. "Y ou charged a drakon? Why?"

"All my fault,” Silenasaid, atear streaking the sde of her face. "The drakon, Charliesdeath . . . camp
endangered-"

"Stop it!" Clarisse sad. "That's not true.”
Silena opened her hand. In her pam was asilver bracelet with a scythe charm, the mark of Kronos.
A cold fist closed around my heart. "Y ou were the spy.”

Silenatried to nod. "Before. . . beforel liked Charlie, Luke was niceto me. Hewas 0. . . charming.
Handsome. Later, | wanted to stop helping him, but he threatened to tell. He promised . . . he promised |
was saving lives. Fewer people would get hurt. He told me he wouldn't hurt . . . Charlie. He lied to me.”

| met Annabeth's eyes. Her face was chalky. She looked like somebody had just yanked the world out
from under her fedt.

Behind us, the battle raged.

Clarisse scowled at her cabinmates. " Go, help the centaurs. Protect the doors. GO!"
They scrambled off to join the fight.

Silenatook aheavy, painful breeth. "Forgive me."

"Yourenot dying,” Clariseinssted.

"Charlie..." Slendseyeswereamillion milesaway. "See Chalie. . ."

She didn't spesak again.

Clarisse held her and wept. Chris put a hand on her shoulder.

Findly Annabeth closed Silenas eyes.

"We haveto fight." Annabeth's voice was brittle. " She gave her lifeto help us. We have to honor her."
Clarisse sniffled and wiped her nose. " She was a hero, understand? A hero."

| nodded. "Come on, Clarisse."

She picked up asword from one of her falen siblings. "Kronosis going to pay.”

* * %

I'd liketo say | drove the enemy away from the Empire State Building. The truth was Clarisse did al the
work. Even without her armor or spear, she was ademon. Sherode her chariot straight into the Titan's
army and crushed everything in her path.

She was 0 inspiring, even the panicked centaurs started to raly. The Hunters scrounged arrows from the
fdlen and launched volley after volley into the enemy. The Ares cabin dashed and hacked, which was
their favorite thing. The monsters retreated toward 35th Street.



Clarisse drove to the drakon's carcass and looped a grappling line through its eye sockets. She lashed
her horses and took off, dragging the drakon behind the chariot like a Chinese New Y ear dragon. She
charged after the enemy, ydling insults and daring them to cross her. Assherode, | redlized shewas
literdly glowing. An auraof red fire flick-ered around her.

"Theblessng of Ares,” Thdiasad. "I've never seeniit in person before.”

For the moment, Clarissewas asinvincible as| was. The enemy threw spears and arrows, but nothing hit
her.

"I AM CLARISSE, DRAKON-SLAYER!" sheydled. "I will kill you ALL! WhereisKronos? Bring
him out! Ishe acoward?'

"Clarisse!" | yelled. "Stop it. Withdraw!"
"What's the matter, Titan lord?' sheyeled. "BRING IT ON!"

There was no answer from the enemy. Sowly, they began to fal back behind a dracaenae shidd wall,
while Clarisse drovein circles around Fifth Avenue, daring anyoneto cross her path. The
two-hundred-foot-long drakon carcass made a hollow scraping noise against the pavement, likea
thousand knives.

Meanwhile, we tended our wounded, bringing them inside the lobby. Long after the enemy had retreated
from sight, Clarisse kept riding up and down the avenue with her horrible trophy, demanding that Kronos
meet her battle.

Chrissad, "I'll watch her. Shelll get tired eventudly. I'll make sure she comesingde.”

"What about the camp?' | asked. "Is anybody |eft there?!

Chris shook hishead. "Only Argus and the nature spirits. Peleusthe dragon is il guarding the tree.”
"They won't last long,” | said. "But I'm glad you came.”

Chrisnodded sadly. "I'm sorry it took so long. | tried to reason with Clarisse. | said theré's no point in
defending camp if you guysdie. All our friendsare here. I'm sorry it took Silena. . ."

"My Hunterswill help you stand guard,” Thdiasaid. " Annabeth and Percy, you should go to Olympus. |
have afeding they'll need you up there-to set up the final defense.”

The doorman had disappeared from the lobby. His book was facedown on the desk and his chair was
empty. Therest of thelobby, however, was jam-packed with wounded campers, Hunters, and satyrs.

Connor and Travis Stoll met us by the elevators.
"Isit true?' Connor asked. "About Silena?'

| nodded. "She died ahero.”

Travis shifted uncomfortably. "Um, | dso heard-"
"That'sit," | ingsted. "End of sory."

"Right," Travismumbled. "Ligten, wefigurethe Titan'sarmy will have trouble getting up the evetor.
They'll haveto go up afew a atime. And the giantswon't be abletofit at al.”



"That's our biggest advantage,” | said. "Any way to dis-able the elevator?”

"Itsmagic,” Travissaid. "Usudly you need akey card, but the doorman vanished. That meansthe
defenses are crumbling. Anyone can walk into the elevator now and head straight up.”

"Then we have to keep them away from the doors," | said. "Well bottle them up in the lobby."
"We need reinforcements,” Travissaid. "They'll just keep coming. Eventudly they'll overwhemus.”
"There are no reinforcements,” Connor complained.

| looked outside at Mrs. O'Leary, who was bresthing against the glass doors and smearing them with
hellhound drool.

"Maybethat'snot true," | said.

| went outside and put ahand on Mrs. O'Leary s muzzle. Chiron had bandaged her paw, but she was il
limping. Her fur was matted with mud, leaves, pizzadices, and dried monster blood.

"Hey, girl." | tried to sound upbest. "I know you'retired, but I've got one more big favor to ask you." |
leaned next to her and whispered in her ear.

After Mrs. O'Leary shadow-traveled away, | rgjoined Annabeth in the lobby. On the way to the
elevator, we spotted Grover kneeling over afat wounded satyr.

"Leneus” | said.

The old satyr looked terrible. Hislips were blue. There was a broken spear in hisbelly, and hisfurry goat
legsweretwisted at apainful angle.

Hetried to focus on us, but | don't think he saw us.
"Grover?' he murmured.

"I'm here, Leneus." Grover was blinking back tears, despite al the horrible things Leneus had said about
him.

"Did...didwewin?'

"Um...yes" Grover lied. "Thanksto you, Leneus. We drove the enemy away."
"Told you," the old satyr mumbled. "Trueleader. True. . ."

He closed hiseyesfor thelast time.

Grover gulped. He put his hand on Leneuss forehead and spoke an ancient blessing. The old satyr's
body melted, until dl that was|eft was atiny sgpling m apile of fresh soil.

"A laurd," Grover said in awe. "Oh, that lucky old goat.”
He gathered up the sapling in hishands. "I . . . | should plant him. In Olympus, in the gardens.”
"Were going that way," | said. "Come on.”

Easy-listening music played asthe devator rose. | thought about thefirst time I'd visited Mount Olympus,
back when | was twelve. Annabeth and Grover hadn't been with me then. | was glad they were with me



now. | had afedling it might be our last adventure together.

"Percy," Annabeth said quietly. "Y ou wereright about Luke." 1t wasthe first time she'd spoken since
Silena Beauregard's death. She kept her eyes fixed on the elevator floors as they blinked into the magica
numbers: 400, 450, 500.

Grover and | exchanged glances.
"Annabeth,” | said. "I'm sorry-"

"Youtried to tel me." Her voice was shaky. "Lukeisno good. | didn't believe you until . . . until | heard
how he'd used Silena. Now | know. | hope you're happy.”

"That doesn't make me happy.”
She put her head against the elevator wall and wouldn't look at me.

Grover cradled hislaurd sapling in hishands. "Well . . . sure good to be together again. Arguing. Almost
dying. Abject terror. Oh, look. It's our floor."

The doors dinged and we stepped onto the aeria wakway.

Depressing isnot aword that usualy describes Mount Olympus, but it looked that way now. No fireslit
the braziers. The windows were dark. The streets were deserted and the doors were barred. The only
movement wasin the parks, which had been set up asfield hospitals. Will Solace and the other Apollo
campers scrambled around, caring for the wounded. Naiads and dryads tried to help, using nature magic
songsto hed burnsand poison.

As Grover planted the laurel sapling, Annabeth and | went around trying to cheer up the wounded. |
passed a satyr with abroken leg, a demigod who was bandaged from head to toe, and a body covered
in the golden buria shroud of Apollo's cabin. | didn't know who was underneath. | didn't want to find
out.

My heart fdt like lead, but we tried to find positive thingsto say.
"You'l be up and fighting Titansin no time!" | told one camper.
"You look gresat,” Annabeth told another camper.
"Leneusturned into ashrub!” Grover told agroaning satyr.

| found Dionysus's son Pollux propped up againgt atree. He had a broken arm, but otherwise hewas
okay.

"I can dill fight with the other hand," he said, gritting histeeth.

"No," | said. "Y ou've done enough. | want you to stay here and hel p with the wounded.”
"BUt"

"Promise meto stay safe,” | said. "Okay? Persond favor.”

He frowned uncertainly. It wasn't like we were good friends or anything, but | wasn't going to tell him it
was arequest from hisdad. That would just embarrass him. Finaly he promised, and when he sat back
down, | could tell hewaskind of relieved.



Annabeth, Grover, and | kept walking toward the palace. That's where Kronos would head. As soon as
he made it up the elevator-and | had no doubt he would, one way or another-he would destroy the
throne room, the center of the gods power.

The bronze doors creaked open. Our footsteps echoed on the marble floor. The congtellations twinkled
coldly on the celling of the great hdl. The hearth was down to adull red glow. Hestig, in the form of a
little girl in brown robes, hunched at its edge, shivering. The Ophiotaurus svam sadly in his sphere of
water. Helet out a haf-hearted moo when he saw me.

In the firdight, the thrones cast evil-looking shadows, like grasping hands.

Standing at the foot of Zeussthrone, looking up at the stars, was Rachel Elizabeth Dare. She was
holding a Greek ceramic vase.

"Rachd?' | sad. "Um, what are you doing with that?'

She focused on me asif shewere coming out of adream. "'l found it. It's Pandorasjar, isn't it?'

Her eyeswere brighter than usua, and | had abad flashback of moldy sandwiches and burned cookies.
"Please put down thejar,” | said.

"l can see Hopeinddeit." Rachd ran her fingers over the ceramic designs. " So fragile.”

"Rachel."

My voice seemed to bring her back to redity. She held out the jar, and | took it. The clay felt ascold as
ice

"Grover," Annabeth mumbled. "Let's scout around the palace. Maybe we can find some extra Greek fire
or Hephaestus traps.”

"BUL"
Annabeth ebowed him.

"Right!" heyelped. "I lovetrgpd"

She dragged him out of the throne room.

Over by thefire, Hestiawas huddled in her robes, rock-ing back and forth.

"Comeon," | told Rachel. "I want you to meet someone.”

We sat next to the goddess.

"Lady Hegtia" | said.

"Hello, Percy Jackson," the goddess murmured. " Getting colder. Harder to keep thefire going.”
"l know," | said. "The Titansare near.”

Hestiafocused on Rachdl. "Hello, my dear. Y ou've cometo our hearth at last.”

Rachd blinked. "Y ou've been expecting me?"



Hestiaheld out her hands, and the coals glowed. | saw imagesin thefire: My mother, Paul, and | eating
Thanksgiving dinner at the kitchen table; my friends and me around the campfire at Camp Haf-Blood,
snging songs and roasting marshmallows,; Rachel and me driving dong the beach in Paul's Prius.

| didn't know if Rachel saw the same images, but the tension went out of her shoulders. The warmth of
the fire seemed to spread across her.

"To clam your place a the hearth," Hegtiatold her, "you must |et go of your digtractions. It isthe only
way you will survive"

Rachel nodded. "I . . . | understand.”
"Wait," | said. "What is she talking about?'

Rachel took a shaky breath. "Percy, when | camehere. . . | thought | was coming for you. But | wasn't.
Youand me. . ." She shook her head.

"Wait. Now I'm a distraction? |s this because I'm 'not the hero' or whatever?"

"I'm not sure | can put it into words," she said. "'l was drawn to you because . . . because you opened the
door to al of this." She gestured at the throne room. "I needed to understand my true sight. But you and
me, that wasn't part of it. Our fates aren't intertwined. | think you've dways known that, deep down."

| stared at her. Maybe | wasn't the brightest guy in the world when it cameto girls, but | was pretty sure
Rachd had just dumped me, which waslame consdering we'd never even been together.

"So...what," | sad. "Thanksfor bringing meto Olympus. Seeya.' Isthat what you're saying?'
Rachd stared at thefire.

"Percy Jackson," Hestiasaid. "Rachel hastold you dl she can. Her moment is coming, but your decision
approaches even more rapidly. Are you prepared?”

| wanted to complain that no, | wasn't even close to prepared.

| looked at Pandorasjar, and for thefirst time | had an urge to open it. Hope seemed pretty usdlessto
me right now. So many of my friends were dead. Rachel was cutting me off. Annabeth was angry with
me. My parents were adeep down in the streets somewhere while amonster army surrounded the
building. Olympuswas on the verge of failing, and 1'd seen so many crud things the gods had done: Zeus
destroying MariadiAngelo, Hades cursing the last Oracle, Hermes turning his back on Luke even when
he knew his son would become evil.

Surrender, Prometheus's voice whispered in my ear. Otherwise your home will be destroyed. Your
precious camp will burn.

Then | looked at Hestia. Her red eyes glowed warmly. | remembered theimages 1'd seenin her
hearth-friends and family, everyone | cared aboui.

| remembered something Chris Rodriguez had said: There's no point in defending camp if you guys
die. All our friends are here. And Nico, standing up to hisfather, Hades. If Olympusfalls, he said,
your own palace's safety doesn't matter.

| heard footsteps. Annabeth and Grover came back into the throne room and stopped when they saw us.
| probably had a pretty strange look on my face.



"Percy?" Annabeth didn't sound angry anymore-just concerned. " Should we, um, leave again?'
Suddenly | felt like someone had injected mewith stedl. | understood wheat to do.

Ilooked a Rachdl. ™Y ou're not going to do anything stupid, are you? | mean . . . you talked to Chiron,
right?'

She managed afaint smile. ™Y ou're worried about me doing something supid?’

"But | mean . . . will you be okay?'

"I don't know," she admitted. "That kind of depends on whether you save the world, hero.”

| picked up Pandorasjar. The spirit of Hope fluttered inside, trying to warm the cold container.
"Hedtia," | said, "I givethisto you as an offering.”

The goddesstilted her head. "1 am the least of the gods. Why would you trust me with this?'
"Yourethelast Olympian,” | said. "And the most important.”

"And why isthat, Percy Jackson?'

"Because Hope survives best a the hearth,” | said. "Guard it for me, and | won't be tempted to give up
agan.”

The goddess amiled. Shetook the jar in her hands and it began to glow. The hearth fire burned alittle
brighter.

"Well done, Percy Jackson," she said. "May the gods blessyou.”
"We're about to find out.” | looked at Annabeth and Grover. "Come on, guys.”
| marched toward my father's throne.

The seat of Poseidon stood just to the right of Zeus's, but it wasn't nearly as grand. The molded black
leather seat was attached to aswive pedesta, with acouple of iron rings on the sde for fastening a
fishing pole (or atrident). Basically it looked like achair on a degp-sea boat, that you would st inif you
wanted to hunt shark or marlin or ssamongters.

Godsin ther natura State are about twenty feet tall, so | could just reach the edge of the seet if |
stretched my arms.

"Help me up,” | told Annabeth and Grover.
"'Areyou crazy?" Annabeth asked.
"Probably,” | admitted.

"Percy," Grover said, "the gods really don't gppreciate people sitting in their thrones. | mean like
turn-you-into-a-pile-of-ashes don't appreciate it.”

"l need to get hisattention,” | said. "It'sthe only way."

They exchanged uneasy |ooks.



"Wel," Annabeth sad, "thisl| get his attention.”

They linked their arms to make a step, then boosted me onto the throne. | felt like ababy with my feet so
high off the ground. | looked around at the other gloomy, empty thrones, and | could imaginewhat it
would be like stting on the Olympian Council-so much power but so much arguing, always eleven other
godstrying to get their way. It would be easy to get paranoid, to look out only for my own interest,
especidly if | were Posaidon. Sitting in histhrone, | felt like | had the entire seaat my command-vast
cubic miles of ocean churning with power and mystery. Why should Poseidon listen to anyone? Why
shouldn't he be the greatest of the twelve?

Then | shook my head. Concentrate.
Thethrone rumbled. A wave of gde-force anger dammed into my mind:
WHO DARES

The voice stopped abruptly. The anger retreated, which was a good thing, because just those two words
had amost blasted my mind to shreds.

Percy. My father's voice was il angry but more controlled. What-exactly-are you doing on my
throne?

"I'm sorry, Father," | said. "I needed to get your attention.”

Thiswas a very dangerous thing to do. Even for you. If | hadn't looked before | blasted, you
would now be a puddle of seawater.

"I'msorry,” | said again. "Ligten, things are rough up here."
| told him what was happening. Then | told him my plan.
Hisvoicewasdlent for along time.

Percy, what you ask isimpossible. My palace-

"Dad, Kronos sent an army against you on purpose. He wants to divide you from the other gods because
he knows you could tip the scales.”

Be that as it may, he attacks my home.
"I'mat your home," | sad. "Olympus.”

The floor shook. A wave of anger washed over my mind. | thought 1'd gone too far, but then the
trembling eased. In the background of my menta link, | heard underwater explosions and the sound of
battle cries: Cyclopes belowing, mermen shouting.

"IsTyson okay?' | asked.

The question seemed to take my dad by surprise. He's fine. Doing much better than | expected.
Though "peanut butter” is a strange battle cry.

"Youlet himfight?"

Sop changing the subject! You realize what you are asking me to do? My palace will be
destroyed.



"And Olympus might be saved.”

Do you have any idea how long I've worked on remodeling this palace? The game room alone
took six hundred years.

"Dad"
Very well! It shall be as you say. But my son, pray this works.

"l am praying. I'm talking to you, right?'

Oh . . . yes. Good point. Amphitrite-incoming!

The sound of alarge explosion shattered our connec-tion.

| dipped down from the throne.

Grover sudied me nervoudy. "Areyou okay? You turned paeand . . . you started smoking.”

"I did not!" Then | looked a my arms. Steam was curling off my shirtdeeves. The hair on my amswas
snged.

"If you'd sat there any longer,” Annabeth said, "you would've spontaneously combusted. | hopethe
conversation wasworth it?'

Moo, said the Ophiotaurusin his sphere of water.
"WEeéll find out soon,” | said.

Just then the doors of the throne room swung open. Thaiamarched in. Her bow was snapped in half and
her quiver was empty.

"Y ou've got to get down there," shetold us. "The enemy is advancing. And Kronosisleading them.”
EIGHTEEN
MY PARENTS GO
COMMANDO
By the timewe got to the street, it wastoo late.

Campers and Hunters lay wounded on the ground. Clarisse must've lost afight with a Hyperborean giant,
because she and her chariot were frozen in ablock of ice. The centaurs were nowhere to be seen. Either
they'd pan-icked and ran or they'd been disintegrated.

The Titan army ringed the building, standing maybe twenty feet from the doors. Kronoss vanguard was
inthe lead: Ethan Nakamura, the dracaena queen in her green armor, and two Hyperboreans. | didn't
see Prometheus. The dimy weasd was probably hiding back at their heedquarters. But Kronos himself
good right in front with his scythein hand.

Theonly thing Standing in hisway was. . .
"Chiron,"” Annabeth said, her voice trembling.

If Chiron heard us, he didn't answer. He had an arrow notched, aimed straight at Kronos's face.



As soon as Kronos saw me, hisgold eyesflared. Every muscle in my body froze. Then the Titan lord
turned his attention back to Chiron. " Step aside, little son.”

Hearing Luke cdl Chiron his son was weird enough, but Kronos put contempt in hisvoice, like son was
the worst word he could think of.

"I'm afraid not." Chiron'stone was stedy cam, the way he getswhen he'sredlly angry.

| tried to move, but my feet felt like concrete. Annabeth, Grover, and Thaliawere straining too, like they
were just as stuck.

"Chiron!" Annabeth said. "Look out!"

The dracaena queen became impatient and charged. Chiron's arrow flew straight between her eyes and
she vaporized on the spot, her empty armor clattering to the asphalt.

Chiron reached for another arrow, but his quiver was empty. He dropped the bow and drew his sword. |
knew he hated fighting with a sword. It was never hisfavorite weapon.

Kronos chuckled. He advanced a step, and Chiron's horse-haf skittered nervoudy. Histail flicked back
and forth.

"You're ateacher," Kronos sneered. "Not a hero.”
"Lukewas ahero," Chiron said. "He was agood one, until you corrupted him."

"FOOL!" Kronoss voice shook the city. "Y ou filled his head with empty promises. Y ou said the gods
cared about me!™

"Me" Chiron noticed. "You sad me."

Kronos looked confused, and in that moment, Chiron struck. It was agood maneuver-afeint followed
by adtriketo theface. | couldn't have done better mysdlf, but Kronos was quick. He had dl of Luke's
fighting skill, which was alot. He knocked aside Chiron's blade and yelled, "BACK!"

Ablinding white light exploded between the Titan and the centaur. Chiron flew into the side of the building
with such force the wall crumbled and collapsed on top of him.

"No!" Annabeth wailed. The freezing spell broke. We ran toward our teacher, but there was no sign of
him. Thdiaand | pulled helplesdy &t the brickswhile aripple of ugly laughter ran through the Titan's

amy.

"YOU!" Annabeth turned on Luke. "Tothink that | . . . that | thought-"
Shedrew her knife.

"Annabeth, don't." | tried to take her arm, but she shook me off.

She attacked Kronos, and his smug smile faded. Perhaps some part of Luke remembered that he used to
likethisgirl, used to take care of her when she waslittle. She plunged her knife between the straps of his
armor, right at his collar bone. The blade should've sunk into his chest. Instead it bounced off. Annabeth
doubled over, clutching her arm to her somach. Thejolt might've been enough to didocate her bad
shoulder.

| yanked her back as Kronos swung his scythe, dicing the air where sheldd been standing.



She fought me and screamed, "I HATE you!" | wasn't sure who she was talking to-me or Luke or
Kronos. Tears streaked the dust on her face.

"I haveto fight him," | told her.
"It'smy fight too, Percy!"

Kronos laughed. "So much spirit. | can see why Luke wanted to spare you. Unfortunately, that won't be
posshle”

Heraised his scythe. | got ready to defend, but before Kronos could strike, a dog's howl pierced the air
somewhere behind the Titan'sarmy. " Arroo000000! "

It was too much to hope, but | cdlled, "Mrs. O'Leary?"

The enemy forces stirred uneasily. Then the strangest thing happened. They began to part, clearing apath
through the street like something behind them was forcing them to.

Soon there was a free aide down the center of Fifth Avenue. Standing at the end of the block was my
giant dog, and asmall figurein black armor.

"Nico?" | called.

"ROWWF!" Mrs. O'Leary bounded toward me, ignoring the growling monsters on either side. Nico
strode forward. The enemy army fell back before him like he radiated death, which of course he did.

Through the face guard of his skull-shaped hemet, he smiled. "Got your message. Isit too lateto join the
party?"

"Son of Hades." Kronos spit on the ground. " Do you love death so much you wish to experienceit?’
"Y our death,” Nico said, "would be great for me."

"I'm immortal, you fool! | have escaped Tartarus. Y ou have no business here, and no chanceto live."
Nico drew his sword-three feet of wicked sharp Stygian iron, black asanightmare. "1 don't agree.”

The ground rumbled. Cracks appeared m the road, the sdewalks, the sides of the buildings. Skeletd
hands grasped the air as the dead clawed their way into the world of the living. There were thousands of
them, and asthey emerged, the Titan's monsters got jumpy and started to back up.

"HOLD YOUR GROUND!" Kronos demanded. "The dead are no match for us."

The sky turned dark and cold. Shadows thickened. A harsh war horn sounded, and as the dead soldiers
formed up ranks with their guns and swords and spears, an enor-mous chariot roared down Fifth
Avenue. It cameto astop next to Nico. The horses were living shadows, fashioned from darkness. The
chariot wasinlaid with obsidian and gold, decorated with scenes of painful death. Holding the reinswas
Hades himsdf, Lord of the Dead, with Demeter and Persephone riding behind him.

Hades wore black armor and a cloak the color of fresh blood. On top of his pale head was the helm of
darkness: acrown that radiated pure terror. It changed shape as | watched-from adragon'shead to a
circle of black flamesto awreath of human bones. But that wasn't the scary part. The helm reached into
my mind and ignited my worst nightmares, my most secret fears. | wanted to crawl into ahole and hide,
and | could tell the enemy army felt the same way. Only Kronoss power and authority kept hisranks
fromfleaing.



Hades smiled coldly. "Hdllo, Father. Y ou'relooking . . . young."
"Hades," Kronos growled. "I hope you and the ladies have come to pledge your allegiance.

"I'm afraid not." Hades Sghed. "My son here convinced methat perhaps | should prioritize my list of
enemies” He glanced a me with distaste. "Asmuch as| didike certain upstart demigods, it would not
do for Olympusto fdl. | would missbickering with my sblings. And if thereis one thing we agree on-it is
that you were a TERRIBLE father."

"True," muttered Demeter. "No gppreciation of agriculture.”
"Mother!" Persephone complained.

Hades drew his sword, a double-edged Stygian blade etched with silver. "Now fight me! For today the
House of Hadeswill be caled the saviors of Olympus.”

"| don't havetimefor this," Kronos snarled.

He struck the ground with his scythe. A crack spread in both directions, circling the Empire State
Building. A wall of force shimmered adong thefissure line, separating Kronoss vanguard, my friends, and
me from the bulk of the two armies.

"What'she doing?' | muttered.

"Seding usin,” Thaiasad. "He's collgpsing the magic barriers around Manhattan-cutting off just the
building, and us™"

Sure enough, outside the barrier, car enginesrevved to life. Pedestrians woke up and stared
uncomprehendingly at the mongters and zombies al around them. No telling what they saw through the
Migt, but I'm sure it was plenty scary. Car doors opened. And at the end of the block, Paul Blofisand
my mom got out of their Prius.

"No," | said. "Dont. . ."

My mother could see through the Mist. | could tell from her expression that she understood how serious
things were. | hoped she would have the sense to run. But she locked eyes with me, said something to
Paul, and they ran straight toward us.

| couldn't call out. Thelast thing | wanted to do was bring her to Kronos's attention.

Fortunately, Hades caused adigtraction. He charged at thewall of force, but his chariot crashed againgt it
and over-turned. He got to hisfeet, cursing, and blasted the wall with black energy. The barrier held.

"ATTACK!" heroared.

The armies of the dead clashed with the Titan's mon-gters. Fifth Avenue exploded into absolute chaos.
Mortals screamed and ran for cover. Demeter waved her hand and an entire column of giantsturned into
awhest field. Persephone changed the dracaenae's spearsinto sunflowers. Nico dashed and hacked his
way through the enemy, trying to protect the pedestrians as best he could. My parents ran toward me,
dodging mongters and zombies, but there was nothing | could do to help them.

"Nakamura," Kronos said. "Attend me. Giants-ded with them."

He pointed a my friends and me. Then he ducked into the lobby.



For asecond | was stunned. 1'd been expecting afight, but Kronos completely ignored me like | wasn't
worth the trouble. That made me mad.

Thefirst Hyperborean giant smashed at me with hisclub. | rolled between hislegs and stabbed Riptide
into hisbackside. He shattered into a pile of ice shards. The second giant bresthed frost at Annabeth,
who was barely able to stand, but Grover pulled her out of the way while Thaliawent to work. She
sprinted up the giant's back like agazelle, diced her hunting knives across his monstrous blue neck, and
crested the world'slargest headless ice scul pture.

| glanced outside the magic barrier. Nico wasfighting hisway toward my mom and Paul, but they weren't
waiting for help. Paul grabbed a sword from afalen hero and dida pretty fine job keeping a dracaena
busy. He stabbed her in the gut, and she disintegrated.

"Paul?' | said in amazement.

He turned toward me and grinned. "1 hope that was amonster | just killed. | was a Shakespearian actor
in college! Picked up alittle swordplay!"

| liked him even better for that, but then a Laistrygonian giant charged toward my mom. Shewas
rummaging around in an abandoned police car-maybe looking for the emer-gency radio-and her back
was turned.

"Mom!" | yelled.

She whirled when the monster was amost on top of her. | thought the thing in her hands was an umbrella
until she cranked the pump and the shotgun blast blew the giant twenty feet backward, right into Nico's
sword.

"Niceone," Paul said.

"When did you learn to fire ashotgun?' | demanded.

My mom blew the hair out of her face. " About two sec-onds ago. Percy, well befine. Gol"
"Yes," Nico agreed, "well handle thearmy. Y ou have to get Kronos!"

"Come on, Seaweed Brain!" Annabeth said. | nodded. Then | looked &t the rubble pile on the side of the
build-ing. My heart twisted. I'd forgotten about Chiron. How could | do that?

"Mrs. O'Leary," | said. "Please, Chiron's under there. If anyone can dig him out, you can. Find him! Help
him!"

I'm not sure how much she understood, but she bounded to the pile and started to dig. Annabeth, Thalia,
Grover, and | raced for the levators.

NINETEEN
WE TRASH THE
ETERNAL CITY

The bridge to Olympus was dissolving. We stepped out of the eevator onto the white marble walkway,
and immediately cracks appeared at our feet.

"Jump!™ Grover said, which was easy for him since he's part mountain goat.



He sprang to the next dab of sonewhile ourstilted sickeningly.

"Gods, | hate heights!" Thaiayelled as she and | legped. But Annabeth wasin no shape for jumping. She
sumbled and yelled, "Percy!"

| caught her hand as the pavement fell, crumbling into dust. For asecond | thought she was going to pull
us both over. Her feet dangled in the open air. Her hand started to dip until | was holding her only by her
fingers. Then Grover and Thalia grabbed my legs, and | found extra strength. Annabeth was not going to
fal.

| pulled her up and we lay trembling on the pavement. | didn't realize we had our arms around each other
until she suddenly tensed.

"Um, thanks," she muttered.
| tried to say Don't mention it, but it came out as, "Uh duh.”

"Keep moving!" Grover tugged my shoulder. We untan-gled ourselves and sprinted across the sky bridge
asmore stones disintegrated and fdll into oblivion. We made it to the edge of the mountain just asthe fina
section collapsed.

Annabeth looked back at the eevator, which was now completely out of reach-a polished set of meta
doors hanging in space, attached to nothing, six hundred stories above Manhattan.

"We're marooned,” she said. "On our own."
"Blah-ha-hal" Grover said. "The connection between Olympus and Americaisdissolving. If it fails"

"The gods won't move on to another country thistime,” Thaiasaid. "Thiswill be the end of Olympus.
Thefinal end."

We ran through streets. Mansions were burning. Statues had been hacked down. Treesin the parks
were blasted to splinters. It looked like someone had attacked the city with a giant Weedwacker.

"Kronossscythe” | said.

Wefollowed the winding path toward the palace of the gods. | didn't remember the road being so long.
Maybe Kronos was making time go dower, or maybeit wasjust dread dowing me down. Thewhole
mountaintop wasin ruins-so many beautiful buildings and gardens gone.

A few minor gods and nature spirits had tried to stop Kronos. What remained of them was strewn about
the road: shattered armor, ripped clothing, swords and spears broken in half.

Somewhere ahead of us, Kronossvoice roared: "Brick by brick! That was my promise. Tear it down
BRICK BY BRICK!"

A white marble temple with a gold dome suddenly exploded. The dome shot up like the lid of ategpot
and shattered into abillion pieces, raining rubble over the city.

"That wasadhrineto Artemis" Thaiagrumbled. "Hell pay for that.”

We were running under the marble archway with the huge statues of Zeus and Herawhen the entire
mountain groaned, rocking sdeways like aboat in a storm.

"Look out!" Grover yelped. The archway crumbled. | looked up in time to see a twenty-ton scowling



Heratopple over on us. Annabeth and | would've been flattened, but Thalia shoved us from behind and
we landed just out of danger.

"Thdia" Grover cried.

When the dust cleared and the mountain stopped rock-ing, we found her ill dive, but her legswere
pinned under the statue.

Wetried desperately to moveit, but it would've taken severd Cyclopes. When wetried to pull Thaliaout
from under it, sheyelled in pain.

"I survive dl those battles," she growled, "and | get defeated by astupid chunk of rock!"

"ItsHera" Annabeth said in outrage. "She'shad it in for me dl year. Her statue would've killed meif you
hadn't pushed us away."

Thaiagrimaced. "Wdll, don't just tand there! I'll befine. Go!™

We didn't want to leave her, but | could hear Kronos laughing as he approached the hall of the gods.
More build-ings exploded.

"Well be back,” | promised.

"I'm not going anywhere," Thaliagroaned.

A firebd| erupted on the side of the mountain, right near the gates of the palace.
"Wevegot torun,” | said.

"l don't suppose you mean away," Grover murmured hopefully.

| sprinted toward the paace, Annabeth right behind me.

"I was afraid of that," Grover sighed, and clip-clopped after us.

The doors of the palace were big enough to steer a cruise ship through, but they'd been ripped off their
hinges and smashed like they weighed nothing. We had to climb over a huge pile of broken stone and
twisted meta to get insde.

Kronos stood in the middle of the throne room, hisarmswide, staring at the starry celling asif taking it all
in. Hislaughter echoed even louder than it had from the pit of Tartarus.

"Findly!" he bellowed. "The Olympian Council-so proud and mighty. Which seat of power shall | destroy
firg?"

Ethan Nakamura stood to one Side, trying to stay out of the way of his master's scythe. The hearth was
amost dead, just afew coa's glowing deep in the ashes. Hestia was nowhere to be seen. Neither was
Rachel. | hoped she was okay, but I'd seen so much destruction | was afraid to think about it. The
Ophiotaurus svam in hiswater spherein thefar corner of the room, wisdaly not making asound, but it
wouldn't be long before Kronos noticed him.

Annabeth, Grover, and | stepped forward into the torch-light. Ethan saw usfirst.

"My lord," he warned.



Kronos turned and smiled through Luke's face. Except for the golden eyes, he looked just the same ashe
had four years ago when hed welcomed me into the Hermes cabin. Annabeth made apainful soundin
the back of her throat, like someone had just sucker punched her.

"Shall | destroy you first, Jackson?' Kronos asked. "Isthat the choice you will make-to fight me and die
instead of bowing down? Prophecies never end well, you know."

"Luke would fight with asword,” | said. "But | suppose you don't have his skill."

Kronos sneered. His scythe began to change, until he held Luke's old weapon, Backbiter, with its
half-sted, half-Celedtial bronze blade.

Next to me, Annabeth gasped like she'd suddenly had an idea. "Percy, the blade!” She unsheathed her
knife. "The hero's soul, cursed blade shall reap."

| didn't understand why she was reminding me of that prophecy lineright now. It wasn't exactly amorde
boogter, but before | could say anything, Kronos raised his sword.

"Wait!" Annabeth yelled.
Kronos came a melike awhirlwind.

My ingtincts took over. | dodged and dashed and rolled, but | felt likel wasfighting a hundred
swordsmen. Ethan ducked to one Side, trying to get behind me until Annabeth intercepted him. They
dtarted to fight, but | couldn't focus on how she was doing. | was vaguely aware of Grover playing his
reed pipes. The sound filled me with warmth and courage-thoughts of sunlight and ablue sky and acalm
meadow, somewhere far away from the war.

Kronos backed me up against the throne of Hephaestus-a huge mechanica La-Z-Boy typething
cov-ered with bronze and silver gears. Kronos dashed, and | managed to jump straight up onto the sest.
Thethrone whirred and hummed with secret mechanisms. Defense mode, it warned. Defense mode.

That couldn't be good. | jumped straight over Kronoss head as the throne shot tendrils of eectricity indl
direc-tions. One hit Kronosin the face, arcing down hisbody and up his sword.

"ARG!" He crumpled to his knees and dropped Backbiter.
Annabeth saw her chance. She kicked Ethan out of the way and charged Kronos. "Luke, listen!"

| wanted to shout at her, to tell her shewas crazy for trying to reason with Kronos, but there was no
time. Kronosflicked his hand. Annabeth flew backward, damming into the throne of her mother and
crumpling to thefloor.

"Annabeth!" | screamed.

Ethan Nakamuragot to hisfeet. He now stood between Annabeth and me. | couldn't fight him without
turning my back on Kronos.

Grover's music took on amore urgent tune. He moved toward Annabeth, but he couldn't go any faster
and keep up the song. Grass grew on the floor of the throne room. Tiny roots crept up between the
cracks of the marble stones.

Kronosroseto one knee. His hair smoldered. His face was covered with dectrical burns. He reached
for hissword, but thistimeit didn't fly into his hands.



"Nakamural" he groaned. "Time to prove yoursdf. Y ou know Jackson's secret weekness. Kill him, and
you will have rewards beyond measure.”

Ethan's eyes dropped to my midsection, and | was surethat he knew. Even if he couldn't kill me himsdlf,
al hehad to do wastell Kronos. Therewas no way | could defend mysdif forever.

"Look around you, Ethan,” | said. "The end of the world. Isthisthe reward you want? Do you redly
want everything destroyed-the good with the bad? Everything?"

Grover was dmost to Annabeth now. The grass thick-ened on the floor. The roots were amost afoot
long, like astubble of whiskers.

"Thereisno throneto Nemesis," Ethan muttered. "No throne to my mother.”

"That'sright!" Kronostried to get up, but sumbled. Above hisleft ear, apatch of blond hair il
smoldered. " Strike them down! They deserveto suffer.”

"Y ou said your mom isthe goddess of balance,” | reminded him. "The minor gods deserve better, Ethan,
but total destruction isn't balance. Kronos doesn't build. He only destroys.”

Ethan looked at the Szzling throne of Hephaestus. Grover's music kept playing, and Ethan svayed to it,
asif the song werefilling him with nostalgia-awish to see abeautiful day, to be anywhere but here. His
good eye blinked.

Then he charged . . . but not at me.

While Kronoswas till on his knees, Ethan brought down his sword on the Titan lord's neck. It should
have killed him instantly, but the blade shattered. Ethan fell back, grasping his ssomach. A shard of his
own blade had rico-cheted and pierced hisarmor.

Kronos rose unsteadily, towering over his servant. "Treason,” he snarled.

Grover'smusic kept playing, and grass grew around Ethan's body. Ethan stared at me, hisfacetight with
pan.

"Deserve better," he gasped. "If they just . . . had thrones-"

Kronos stomped his foot, and the floor ruptured around Ethan Nakamura. The son of Nemesisfell
through afissure that went straight through the heart of the mountain-straight into open air.

"So much for him." Kronos picked up his sword. "And now for the rest of you."
My only thought wasto keep him away from Annabeth.
Grover was at her sde now. He'd stopped playing and was feeding her ambrosia.

Everywhere Kronos stepped, the roots wrapped around hisfeet, but Grover had stopped his magic too
early. The roots weren't thick or strong enough to do much more than annoy the Titan.

We fought through the hearth, kicking up coals and sparks. Kronos dashed an armrest off the throne of
Ares, which was okay by me, but then he backed me up to my dad's throne.

"Oh, yes" Kronossaid. "This one will make fine kin-dling for my new hearth!"

Our blades clashed in ashower of sparks. He was stronger than me, but for the moment | felt the power



of the ocean in my arms. | pushed him back and struck again-dashing Riptide across his breastplate so
hard | cut agash inthe Celestid bronze.

He stamped hisfoot again and time dowed. | tried to attack but | was moving at the speed of aglacier.
Kronos backed up leisurdly, catching his bresth. He examined the gash in hisarmor while | struggled
forward, slently curang him. He could take dl the time-outs he wanted. He could freeze mein place at
will. My only hope was that the effort was draining him. If | could wear him down . ..

"It'stoo late, Percy Jackson," he said. "Behold.”

He pointed to the hearth, and the coals glowed. A sheet of white smoke poured from thefire, forming
imageslike an Irismessage. | saw Nico and my parents down on Fifth Avenue, fighting a hopeless battle,
ringed in enemies. In the background Hades fought from hisblack chariot, summon-ing wave after wave
of zombies out of the ground, but the forces of the Titan's army seemed just as endless. Meanwhile,
Manhattan was being destroyed. Mortas, now fully awake, were running in terror. Cars swerved and
crashed.

The scene shifted, and | saw something even more terrifying.

A column of storm was approaching the Hudson River, moving rapidly over the Jersey shore. Chariots
circled it, locked in combat with the creature in the cloud.

The gods attacked. Lightning flashed. Arrows of gold and silver streaked into the cloud like rocket
tracers and exploded. Slowly, the cloud ripped apart, and | saw Typhon clearly for the first time.

| knew aslong as| lived (which might not be that long) | would never be able to get theimage out of my
mind. Typhon's head shifted congtantly. Every moment he was a different monster, each more horrible
than thelast. Looking at hisface would've driven meinsane, so | focused on his body, which wasn't
much better. He was humanoid, but his skin reminded me of amest loaf sandwich that had beeniin
someone's locker dl year. He was mottled green, with blis-ters the size of buildings, and blackened
patches from eons of being stuck under avolcano. His hands were human, but with talonslike an eagle's.
Hislegswere scaly and reptilian.

"The Olympiansare giving their find effort.” Kronoslaughed. "How pethetic.”

Zeusthrew athunderbolt from his chariot. The blast lit up theworld. | could fed the shock even here on
Olympus, but when the dust cleared, Typhon was sill standing. He staggered a bit, with a smoking crater
on top of his misshapen head, but he roared in anger and kept advancing.

My limbs began to loosen up. Kronos didn't seem to notice. His attention was focused on the fight and
hisfina victory. If I could hold out afew more seconds, and if my dad kept hisword. . .

Typhon stepped into the Hudson River and barely sank to midcalf.
Now, | thought, imploring the image in the smoke. Please, it has to happen now.

Likeamiracle, aconch horn sounded from the smoky picture. The cal of the ocean. The call of
Posaidon.

All around Typhon, the Hudson River erupted, churning with forty-foot waves. Out of the water burst a
new chariot-this one pulled by massve hippocampi, who swvamin air aseasily asin water. My father,
glowing with ablue aura of power, rode a defiant circle around the giant's legs. Poseidon was no longer
an old man. He looked like himself again-tan and strong with ablack beard. As he swung histrident, the
river reponded, making afunnel cloud around the monger.



"No!" Kronos belowed after amoment of stunned silence. "NO!"

"NOW, MY BRETHREN!" Poseidon's voice was so loud | wasn't sureif | was hearing it from the
smoke image or from al the way acrosstown. "STRIKE FOR OLYM-PUS"

Warriors burst out of theriver, riding the waves on huge sharks and dragons and sea horses. It wasa
legion of Cyclopes, and leading them into battlewas. . .

"Tyson!" | yelled.

| knew he couldn't hear me, but | stared a him in amazement. HEd magically grown in size. He had to be
thirty feet tdll, asbig asany of hisolder cousins, and for thefirst time he was wearing full battle armor.
Riding behind him was Briares, the Hundred-Handed One,

All the Cyclopes held huge lengths of black iron chains-big enough to anchor a battleship-with grap-pling
hooks at the ends. They swung them like |assos and began to ensnare Typhon, throwing lines around the
cresture'slegs and arms, using the tide to keep circling, dowly tangling him. Typhon shook and roared
and yanked at the chains, pulling some of the Cyclopes off their mounts; but there were too many chains.
The sheer weight of the Cyclops battalion began to weigh Typhon down. Poseidon threw histrident and
impaled the mongter in the throat. Golden blood, immorta ichor, spewed from the wound, making a
waterfal taller than askyscraper. Thetrident flew back to Poseidon’'s hand.

The other gods struck with renewed force. Aresrode in and stabbed Typhon in the nose. Artemis shot
the mongter in the eye with adozen silver arrows. Apollo shot ablazing volley of arrows and set the
mongter's loincloth on fire. And Zeus kept pounding the giant with lightning, until findly, dowly, the water
rose, wrapping Typhon like a cocoon, and he began to sink under the weight of the chains. Typhon
bellowed in agony, thrashing with such force that waves doshed the Jersey shore, soaking five-story
buildings and splashing over the George Washington Bridge-but down he went as my dad opened a
gpecia tunnd for him at the bottom of the river-an endless waterdide that would take him straight to
Tartarus. The giant's head went under in a seething whirlpool, and he was gone.

"BAH!" Kronos screamed. He dashed his sword through the smoke, tearing the image to shreds.
"They'reontheir way," | sad. "Youvelog."
"l haven't even sarted.”

He advanced with blinding speed. Grover-brave, stu-pid satyr that he was-tried to protect me, but
Kronostossed him aside likearag doll.

| sidestepped and jabbed under Kronos's guard. It was agood trick. Unfortunately, Luke knew it. He
countered the strike and disarmed me using one of the first moves held ever taught me. My sword
skittered across the ground and fell straight into the open fissure.

"STOP!" Annabeth came from nowhere,

Kronoswhirled to face her and dashed with Backbiter, but somehow Annabeth caught the strike on her
dagger hilt. It wasamove only the quickest and most skilled knife fighter could've managed. Don't ask
me where she found the strength, but she stepped in closer for leverage, their blades crossed, and for a
moment she stood face-to-face with the Titan lord, holding him at astandstill.

"Luke" shesaid, gritting her teeth, "I understand now. Y ou haveto trust me."

Kronosroared in outrage. "L uke Castellan isdead! His body will burn away as| assume my true form!"



| tried to move, but my body was frozen again. How could Annabeth, battered and half dead with
exhaustion, have the strength to fight a Titan like Kronos?

Kronos pushed againgt her, trying to didodge his blade, but she held him in check, her armstrembling as
he forced his sword down toward her neck.

"Y our mother," Annabeth grunted. " She saw your fate.”
"Serviceto Kronod!" the Titan roared. "Thisismy fate."

"No!" Annabeth insgsted. Her eyeswere tearing up, but | didn't know if it was from sadness or pain.
"That's not the end, Luke. The prophecy: she saw what you would do. It appliesto you!"

"I will crush you, child!" Kronos bellowed.
"Youwon't," Annabeth said. "Y ou promised. Y ou're holding Kronos back even now."

"LIESI" Kronos pushed again, and thistime Annabeth lost her balance. With hisfree hand, Kronos
struck her face, and she did backward.

| summoned al my will. | managed to rise, but it was like holding the weight of the sky again.
Kronosloomed over Annabeth, his sword raised.
Blood trickled from the corner of her mouth. She croaked, "Family, Luke. Y ou promised.”

| took apainful step forward. Grover was back on hisfeet, over by the throne of Hera, but he seemed to
be strug-gling to move as well. Before either of us could get anywhere close to Annabeth, Kronos
staggered.

He stared at the knife in Annabeth's hand, the blood on her face. "Promise.”

Then he gasped like he couldn't get air. "Annabeth . . ." But it wasn't the Titan's voice. It was Luke's. He
stumbled forward like he couldn't control his own body. "Y ou're bleeding. . . ."

"My knife." Annabeth tried to raise her dagger, but it clattered out of her hand. Her arm was bent at a
funny angle. Shelooked a me, imploring, "Percy, plesse. . ."

| could move again.

| surged forward and scooped up her knife. | knocked Backbiter out of Luke's hand, and it spun into the
hearth. Luke hardly paid me any attention. He stepped toward Annabeth, but | put mysalf between him
and her.

"Don't touch her," | said.

Anger rippled across hisface. Kronossvoice growled: "Jackson . . ." Wasit my imagination, or was his
whole body glowing, turning gold?

He gasped again. Lukesvoice: "He's changing. Help. He's. . . he'samost ready. He won't need my
body anymore. Please-"

"NO!" Kronos bellowed. He looked around for his sword, but it wasin the hearth, glowing among the
cods.



He stumbled toward it. | tried to stop him, but he pushed me out of the way with such force | landed next
to Annabeth and cracked my head on the base of Athena'sthrone.

"Theknife, Percy,” Annabeth muttered. Her breath was shalow. "Hero . . . cursed blade. . ."

When my vision came back into focus, | saw Kronos grasping his sword. Then he bellowed in pain and
dropped it. His hands were smoking and seared. The hearth fire had grown red-hot, like the scythe
wasn't compatible with it. | saw an image of Hestiaflickering in the ashes, frowning a Kronoswith
disapproval.

Luke turned and collapsed, clutching hisruined hands. "Please, Percy . . ."
| struggled to my feet. | moved toward him with the knife. | should kill him. That wasthe plan.

L uke seemed to know what | was thinking. He mois-tened hislips. "You can't. . . can't do it yourself.
Hell break my control. Hell defend himsdlf. Only my hand. | know where. | can.. .. cankegp him
controlled.”

He was definitely glowing now, his skin starting to smoke.

| raised the knifeto strike. Then | looked a Annabeth, at Grover cradling her in hisarms, trying to shield
her. And | findly understood what she'd been trying to tell me.

You are not the hero, Rachel had said. It will affect what you do.
"Please," Luke groaned. "No time."

If Kronos evolved into histrue form, there would be no stopping him. He would make Typhon look like
aplay-ground bully.

The linefrom the great prophecy echoed in my head: A hero's soul, cursed blade shall reap. My whole
world tipped upside down, and | gave the knifeto Luke.

Grover yelped. "Percy? Areyou...um. . ."
Crazy. Insane. Off my rocker. Probably.
But | watched as Luke grasped the hilt.

| stood before him-defensaless.

He unlatched the side straps of hisarmor, exposing asmdl bit of hisskin just under hisleft arm, aplace
that would be very hard to hit. With difficulty, he stabbed himsdlf.

It wasn't adeep cut, but Luke howled. His eyes glowed like lava. The throne room shook, throwing me
off my feet. An auraof energy surrounded L uke, growing brighter and brighter. | shut my eyesand felt a
forcelike anuclear explo-sion blister my skin and crack my lips.

It wasslent for along time.

When | opened my eyes, | saw Luke sprawled at the hearth. On the floor around him was a blackened
circle of ash. Kronoss scythe had liquefied into molten metal and wastrickling into the coals of the
hearth, which now glowed like a blacksmith'sfurnace.

Lukes|eft sdewas bloody. His eyes were open-blue eyes, the way they used to be. His bresth was a



deep rattle.

"Good. . . blade," he croaked.

| knelt next to him. Annabeth limped over with Grover's support. They both had tearsin their eyes.
Luke gazed at Annabeth. "Y ou knew. | amogt killed you, but you knew . . ."

"Shhh." Her voice trembled. "Y ou were ahero a the end, Luke. Y ou'll go to Elysum.”

He shook hishead weskly. "Think . . . rebirth. Try for threetimes. Ides of the Blest."

Annabeth sniffled. ™Y ou dways pushed yourself too hard.”

He held up his charred hand. Annabeth touched hisfin-gertips.

"Didyou..." Luke coughed and hislips glistened red. "Did you love me?*

Annabeth wiped her tearsaway. "Therewas atime thought . . . well, | thought . . ." She looked a me,
like shewas drinking in thefact that | was <till here. And | redized | was doing the same thing. Theworld
was collgpsing, and the only thing that really mattered to me wasthat shewas dive.

"Y ou were like abrother to me, Luke," she said softly. "But | didn't love you.”
He nodded, asif he'd expected it. Hewinced in pain.
"We can get ambrosia,” Grover said. "We can-"

"Grover," Luke gulped. "You're the bravest satyr | ever knew. But no. Thereésno heding. . . ." Another
cough.

He gripped my deeve, and | could fed the heet of hisskin likeafire. "Ethan. Me. All the unclaimed.
Don'tletit...Dontlet it happen again.”

His eyes were angry, but pleading too.
"I wont," | said. "l promise.”
L uke nodded, and his hand went dack.

The gods arrived afew minutes later in thelr full war regaia, thundering into the throne room and
expecting abattle.

What they found were Annabeth, Grover, and me standing over the body of abroken half-blood, in the
dimwarm light of the hearth.

"Percy," my father called, avein hisvoice. "What . . . what isthis?’
| turned and faced the Olympians.
"We need ashroud,” | announced, my voice cracking. "A shroud for the son of Hermes."
TWENTY
WE WIN FABULOUS



PRIZES
The Three Fates themselves took Luke's body.

| hadn't seen the old ladiesin years, since I'd witnessed them snip alife thread at aroadside fruit stand
when | wastwelve. They'd scared me then, and they scared me now-three ghoul-ish grandmothers with
bags of knitting needlesand yarn.

One of them looked a me, and even though she didn't say anything, my lifeliterdly flashed before my
eyes. Suddenly | wastwenty. Then | was amiddle-aged man. Then | turned old and withered. All the
strength left my body, and | saw my own tombstone and an open grave, a coffin being lowered into the
ground. All this happened in less than a second.

It isdone, shesaid.

The Fate held up the snippet of blue yarn-and | knew it was the same one |'d seen four years ago, the
lifdline'd watched them snip. | had thought it was my life. Now | redl-ized it was Luke's. They'd been
showing methe life that would have to be sacrificed to set thingsright.

They gathered up Luke's body, now wrapped in awhite-and-green shroud, and began carrying it out of
the throne room.

"Wait," Hermes said.

The messenger god was dressed in his classic outfit of white Greek robes, sandals, and helmet. The
wings of his helm fluttered as he walked. The snakes George and Martha curled around his caduceus,
murmuring, Luke, poor Luke.

| thought about May Castellan, alonein her kitchen, baking cookies and making sandwichesfor ason
who would never come home.

Hermes unwrapped L uke's face and kissed his fore-head. He murmured some wordsin Ancient Greek-a
find blessing.

"Farewdl," he whigpered. Then he nodded and allowed the Fates to carry away his son's body.

Asthey left, | thought about the Great Prophecy. The lines now made senseto me. The hero's soul,
cursed blade shall reap. The hero was Luke. The cursed blade was the knife held given Annabeth long
ago-cursed because L uke had broken his promise and betrayed hisfriends. A single choice shall end
his days. My choice, to give him the knife, and to believe, as Annabeth had, that he was till capable of
Setting thingsright. Olympus to preserve or raze. By sacrificing himsdf, he had saved Olympus. Rachel
wasright. Intheend, | wasn't redlly the hero. Luke was.

And | understood something else: When Luke had descended into the River Styx, he would've had to
focus on something important that would hold him to hismortal life. Otherwise he would've dissolved. |
had seen Annabeth, and | had afeding he had too. He had pictured that scene Hestia showed me-of
himsdlf in the good old days with Thaliaand Annabeth, when he promised they would be afamily.
Hurting Annabeth in battle had shocked him into remembering that promise. It had dlowed hismorta
con-science to take over again, and defeat Kronos. Hisweak spot-his Achilles hedl-had saved us all.

Next to me, Annabeth's knees buckled. | caught her, but she cried out in pain, and | realized I'd grabbed
her broken arm.

"Ohgods" | said. "Annabeth, I'm sorry."



"It'sdl right,” she said as she passed out in my arms.
"Sheneedshdp!” | yeled.

"I've got this." Apollo stepped forward. His fiery armor was so bright it was hard to look at, and his
matching Ray-Bans and perfect smile made him look like amae modd for battle gear. "God of medicine,
at your service"

He passed his hand over Annabeth's face and spoke an incantation. Immediately the bruises faded. Her
cuts and scars disappeared. Her arm straightened, and she sighed in her deep.

Apollo grinned. "Shell befinein afew minutes. Just enough time for me to compose a poem about our
victory: 'Apollo and hisfriends save Olympus.’ Good, en?'

"Thanks, Apollo,” I said. "I'll, um, let you handle the poetry.”

The next few hourswere ablur. | remembered my promise to my mother. Zeus didn't even blink an eye
when | told him my strange request. He snapped his fingers and informed me that the top of the Empire
State Building was now lit up blue. Most mortals would just have to wonder what it meant, but my mom
would know: | had survived, Olympus was saved.

The gods set about repairing the throne room, which went surprisingly fast with twelve superpowerful
beings at work. Grover and | cared for the wounded, and once the sky bridge re-formed, we greeted
our friendswho had survived. The Cyclopes had saved Thaliafrom the falen satue. Shewason
crutches, but otherwise she was okay. Connor and Travis Stoll had made it through with only minor
injuries. They promised me they hadn't even looted the city much. They told me my parentswerefine,
though they weren't dlowed into Mount Olympus. Mrs. O'Leary had dug Chiron out of the rubble and
rushed him off to camp. The Stollslooked kind of worried about the old centaur, but &t least he was
dive. Katie Gardner reported that she'd seen Rachel Elizabeth Dare run out of the Empire State Building
at the end of the battle. Rachel had |ooked unharmed, but nobody knew where sheld gone, which aso
troubled me.

Nico di Angelo cameinto Olympusto ahero'swel-come, hisfather right behind him, despite the fact that
Hades was only supposed to visit Olympus on winter sol-gtice. The god of the dead looked stunned
when hisrelatives clapped him on the back. | doubt he'd ever gotten such an enthusiastic welcome
before.

Clarisse marched in, dill shivering from her timein theice block, and Aresbellowed, “Therédsmy girl!"

The god of war ruffled her hair and pounded her on the back, caling her the best warrior hed ever seen.
"That drakon-daying? THAT'Swhat I'm talking about!"

She looked pretty overwhelmed. All she could do was nod and blink, like she was afraid held start hitting
her, but eventudly she began to amile.

Hera and Hephaestus passed me, and while Hephaestus was allittle grumpy about my jumping on his
throne, he thought I'd done "a pretty bang-up job, mostly.”

Herasniffed in disdain. "1 suppose | won't destroy you and tht little girl now."
"Annabeth saved Olympus,” | told her. " She convinced Luke to stop Kronos.”

"Hmm," Herawhirled away in ahuff, but | figured our liveswould be safe, a least for alittlewhile.



Dionysuss head was still wrapped in abandage. He looked me up and down and said, "Well, Percy
Jackson. | see Pollux madeit through, so | suppose you aren't com-pletely inept. It'sal thanksto my

training, | suppose.”
"urn, yes, gr," | said.

Mr. D nodded. "Asthanksfor my bravery, Zeus has cut my probation at that miserable camp in half. |
now have only fifty yearsleft instead of one hundred.”

"Hifty years, huh?' | tried to imagine putting up with Dionysus until | was an old man, assuming | lived that
long.

"Don't get so excited, Jackson,” he said, and | realized he was saying my name correctly. "1 ill plan on
making your life miserable.”

| couldn't help amiling. "Naturdly."

"Just s0 we understand each other.” He turned and began repairing his grapevine throne, which had been
snged by fire.

Grover gtayed at my side. From time to time he would break down in tears. " So many nature spirits
dead, Percy. So many."

| put my arm around his shoulders and gave him arag to blow hisnose. "Y ou did agreat job, G-man.
We will come back from this. Well plant new trees. Well clean up the parks. Y our friendswill be
reincarnated into a better world."

He sniffled dgectedly. "I . . . | suppose. But it was hard enough to raly them before. I'm till an outcast. |
could barely get anyoneto listen to me about Pan. Now will they ever listen to me again?| led theminto
adaughter.”

"They will listen," | promised. ""Because you care about them. Y ou care about the Wild more than
anyone”

Hetried for asmile, "Thanks, Percy. | hope. . . | hopeyou know I'm redlly proud to be your friend.”
| patted hisarm. "L uke was right about one thing, G-man. Y ou're the bravest satyr | ever met.”

He blushed, but before he could say anything, conch horns blew. The army of Poseidon marched into the
throne room.

"Percy!" Tyson yelled. He charged toward me with his arms open. Fortunately held shrunk back to
normal size, 0 hishug waslike getting hit by atractor, not the entire farm.

"You arenot dead!" he said.

"Yeagh!" | agreed. "Amazing, huh?"

He clapped his hands and laughed happily. "1 am not dead either. Yay! We chained Typhon. It wasfun!"
Behind him, fifty other armored Cyclopes laughed and nodded and gave each other high fives.
"Tysonled us" onerumbled. "Heisbrave!"

"Bravest of the Cyclopes!" another bellowed.



Tyson blushed. "Was nothing.”
"l saw you!" | said. "Y ouwereincrediblel™

| thought poor Grover would pass out. He's deathly afraid of Cyclopes. But he steeled his nerves and
sad, "Yes. Um. . . three cheersfor Tyson!"

"YAAARRRRR!" the Cyclopesroared.
"Please don't eat me," Grover muttered, but | don't think anyone heard him.

The conch horns blasted again. The Cyclopes parted, and my father strode into the throne roomin his
battle armor, histrident glowing in his hands.

"Tyson!" heroared. "Well done, my son. And Percy-" Hisface turned stern. He wagged hisfinger a me,
and for asecond | was afraid he was going to zap me. "1 even for-give you for Stting on my throne. Y ou
have saved Olympud "

He hdd out hisarms and gave me ahug. | redlized, alit-tle embarrassed, that I'd never actualy hugged
my dad before. He was warm-like aregular human-and he smelled of a sty beach and fresh seaair.

When he pulled away, he smiled kindly at me. | felt so good, I'll admit | teared up alittle. | guess until that
moment | hadn't allowed mysdlf to redize just how terrified | had been the last few days.

"Daj‘"

"Shhh," he said. "No hero is above fear, Percy. And you have risen above every hero. Not even
Hercules"

"POSEIDON!" avoice roared.

Zeus had taken histhrone. He glared across the room at my dad while dl the other godsfiled in and took
their seats. Even Hades was present, sitting on asmple stone guest chair at the foot of the hearth. Nico
sat cross-legged on the ground at his dad's feet.

"Well, Posaidon?" Zeus grumped. "Are you too proud to join usin council, my brother?!

| thought Poseidon was going to get mad, but he just looked at me and winked. "I would be honored,
Lord Zeus™"

| guess miracles do happen. Posaidon strode over to hisfishing seat, and the Olympian Council
convened.

While Zeus was talking-some long speech about the brav-ery of the gods, etc.-Annabeth walked in and
stood next to me. She looked good for someone who'd recently passed out.

"Missmuch?' she whispered.

"Nobody's planning to kill us, so far," | whispered back.

"Firg time today."

| cracked up, but Grover nudged me because Herawas giving us adirty look.

"Asfor my brothers" Zeus said, "we are thankful"-he cleared histhroat like the words were hard to get



out-"erm, thankful for theaid of Hades."

Thelord of the dead nodded. He had asmug look on hisface, but | figure he'd earned the right. He
patted his son Nico on the shoulders, and Nico looked happier than I'd ever seen him.

"And, of course," Zeus continued, though helooked like his pants were smoldering, "wemust . . .um. ..
thank Posaidon.”

"I'm sorry, brother," Poseidon said. "What was that?"

"We must thank Poseidon,” Zeus growled. "Without whom . . . it would've been difficult-"
"Difficult?" Posaidon asked innocently.

"Impossible” Zeus said. "Impossible to defeet Typhon."

The gods murmured agreement and pounded their weaponsin approval.

"Which leavesus," Zeus said, "only the matter of thank-ing our young demigod heroes, who defended
Olympus so well-even if there are afew dentsin my throne.”

Hecdled Thaiaforward firgt, since she was his daugh-ter, and promised her help in filling the Hunters
ranks.

Artemissmiled. "Y ou have done well, my lieutenant. Y ou have made me proud, and dl those Hunters
who per-ished in my service will never be forgotten. They willachieve Elysum, | am sure.”

She glared pointedly at Hades.

He shrugged. "Probably."

Artemisglared a him some more.

"Okay," Hades grumbled. "I'll streamline their gpplica-tion process.”

Thalia beamed with pride. "Thank you, my lady." She bowed to the gods, even Hades, and then limped
over to stand by Artemissside.

"Tyson, son of Poseidon!” Zeus called. Tyson looked nervous, but he went to stand in the middle of the
Council, and Zeus grunted.

"Doesn't miss many medls, doeshe?' Zeus muttered. "Tyson, for your bravery in the war, and for leading
the Cyclopes, you are appointed agenerd in the armies of Olympus. Y ou shal henceforth lead your
brethren into war whenever required by the gods. And you shall haveanew . ..um. .. what kind of
weapon would you like? A sword? An axe?"'

"Stick!" Tyson said, showing his broken club.

"Very wel," Zeus said. "Wewill grant you anew, er, stick. The best stick that may be found.”

"Hooray!" Tyson cried, and al the Cyclopes cheered and pounded him on the back as he rejoined them.
"Grover Underwood of the satyrd" Dionysus cdled.

Grover cameforward nervoudy.



"Oh, stop chewing your shirt,” Dionysus chided. "Honestly, I'm not going to blast you. For your bravery
and sacrifice, blah, blah, blah, and since we have an unfortunate vacancy, the gods have seen fit to name
you amember of the Council of Cloven Elders”

Grover collapsed on the spot.

"Oh, wonderful," Dionysus sighed, as severd naiads came forward to help Grover. "Wdll, when he
wakes up, someone tell him that he will no longer be an outcast, and that al satyrs, naiads, and other
spirits of nature will hence-forth treat him asalord of the Wild, with dl rights, privi-leges, and honors,
blah, blah, blah. Now please, drag him off before he wakes up and starts groveling.”

"FOOOOOD," Grover moaned, as the nature spirits carried him away.

| figured he'd be okay. He would wake up as alord of the Wild with a bunch of beautiful naiads taking
careof him. Life could beworse.

Athena cdled, "Annabeth Chase, my own daughter.”
Annabeth squeezed my arm, then walked forward and knelt at her mother's feet.

Athenaamiled. "Y ou, my daughter, have exceeded al expectations. Y ou have used your wits, your
strength, and your courage to defend this city, and our seat of power. It has come to our attention that
Olympusis. . . wdl, trashed. The Titan lord did much damage that will have to be repaired. We could
rebuild it by magic, of course, and makeit just asit was. But the gods fedl that the city could be
improved. Wewill take this as an opportunity. And you, my daughter, will design these improvements.”

Annabeth looked up, stunned. "My ... my lady?"

Athenasmiled wryly. "You are an architect, are you not? Y ou have studied the techniques of Daedalus
himsdlf. Who better to redesign Olympus and make it amonument that will last for another eon?

"Youmean. .. | can design whatever | want?"

"Asyour heart desires," the goddess said. "Make us acity for the ages.”

"Aslong asyou have plenty of statues of me," Apollo added.

"And me" Aphrodite agreed.

"Hey, and me!" Aressaid. "Big statues with huge wicked swords and-"

"All right!" Athenaiinterrupted. " She getsthe point. Rise, my daughter, officia architect of Olympus.”
Annabeth rose in atrance and walked back toward me.

"Way to go,” | told her, grinning.

For once shewas at alossfor words. "I'll .. . I'll haveto start planning . . . Drafting paper, and, um,
pencils"

"PERCY JACKSON!" Poseidon announced. My name echoed around the chamber.

All talking died down. The room was silent except for the crackle of the hearth fire. Everyonée's eyes

were on me-al the gods, the demigods, the Cyclopes, the spirits. | walked into the middie of the throne
room. Hestiasmiled a me reassuringly. She wasin the form of agirl now, and she seemed happy and



content to be Sitting by her fire again. Her smile gave me courage to keep walking.
First | bowed to Zeus. Then | kndlt at my father's feet.

"Rise, my son," Poseidon said.

| stood uneesily.

"A great hero must be rewarded,” Poseidon said. "'Isthere anyone here who would deny that my sonis
deserving?'

| waited for someone to pipe up. The gods never agreed on anything, and many of them till didn't like
me, but not asingle one protested.

"The Council agrees," Zeus said. "Percy Jackson, you will have one gift from the gods.”
| hesitated. "Any gift?"

Zeus nodded grimly. "1 know what you will ask. The greatest gift of dl. Yes, if youwant it, it shall be
yours. The gods have not bestowed this gift on amorta hero in many centuries, but, Perseus Jackson-if
you wish it-you shal be made agod. Immortal. Undying. Y ou shdl serve asyour father's lieutenant for dl
time"

| stared at him, stunned. "Um.. . . agod?’

Zeusrolled hiseyes. "A dimwitted god, apparently. But yes. With the consensus of the entire Council, |
can make you immortd. Then | will haveto put up with you forever."

"Hmm," Aresmused. "That means| can smash him to a pulp as often as| want, and hell just keep
coming back for more. | likethisidea."

"| gpprove aswell," Athena said, though she waslook-ing at Annabeth.

| glanced back. Annabeth was trying not to meet my eyes. Her face was pale. | flashed back to two
years ago, when I'd thought she was going to take the pledge to Artemis and become aHunter. I'd been
on the edge of apanic attack, thinking that 1'd lose her. Now, shelooked pretty much the same way.

| thought about the Three Fates, and the way 1'd seen my life flash by. | could avoid dl that. No aging, no
death, no body in the grave. | could be ateenager forever, in top condition, powerful, and immortd,
serving my father. | could have power and eternd life.

Who could refuse that?

Then | looked at Annabeth again. | thought about my friends from camp: Charles Beckendorf, Michael
Y ew, Silena Beauregard, so many others who were now dead. | thought about Ethan Nakamura and
Luke.

And | knew what to do.
"No," | said.
The Council was silent. The gods frowned at each other like they must have misheard.

"No?' Zeussaid. "Youare. . . turning down our gener-ous gift?'



There was adangerous edge to his voice, like a thunder-storm about to erupt.

"I'm honored and everything,” | said. "Don't get mewrong. It'sjust . . . I'vegot alot of lifeleft tolive. I'd
hate to peak in my sophomore year."

The godswere glaring at me, but Annabeth had her hands over her mouth. Her eyes were shining. And
that kind of made up for it.

"I do want agift, though,” | said. "Do you promise to grant my wish?"

Zeusthought about this. "If it iswithin our power."

"Itis" | sad. "Andit'snot even difficult. But | need your promise on the River Styx."
"What?' Dionysuscried. "Y ou don't trust us?"

"Someone oncetold me" | said, looking a Hades, "you should always get a solemn oath.”
Hades shrugged. "Guilty."

"Very wall" Zeus growled. "In the name of the Council, we swear by the River Styx to grant your
reasonable request aslong asit iswithin our power."

The other gods muttered assent. Thunder boomed, shaking the throne room. The deal was made.

"From now on, | want to you properly recognize the children of thegods," | said. "All thechildren. . . of
all thegods."

The Olympians shifted uncomfortably.
"Percy,” my father said, "what exactly do you mean?'

"Kronos couldn't haveriseniif it hadn't been for alot of demigods who felt abandoned by their parents,” |
sad. "They fdt angry, resentful, and unloved, and they had agood reason.”

Zeussroya nodtrilsflared. "Y ou dare accuse-"

"No more undetermined children,” | said. "'l want you to promise to claim your children-all your demigod
children-by the time they turn thirteen. They won't be left out in the world on their own at the mercy of
mongters. | want them claimed and brought to camp so they can be trained right, and survive.”

"Now, wait just amoment,” Apollo said, but | wason arall.

"And the minor gods,” | said. "Nemesis, Hecate, Morpheus, Janus, Hebe--they al deserve agenerd
amnesty and a place at Camp Half-Blood. Their children shouldn't be ignored. Calypso and the other
peaceful Titan-kind should be pardoned too. And Hades-"

"Areyou cdlingmeaminor god?' Hades bellowed.

"No, my lord," I said quickly. "But your children should not beleft out. They should have acabin a
camp. Nico has proven that. No unclaimed demigods will be crammed into the Hermes cabin anymore,
wondering who their parents are. They'll have their own cabins, for al the gods. And no more pact of the
Big Three. That didn't work anyway. Y ou've got to stop trying to get rid of powerful demigods. We're
going to train them and accept them instead. All children of the gods will be welcome and treated with
respect. That ismy wish."



Zeussnorted. "Isthat al?
"Percy," Posaidon said, "you ask much. Y ou presume much.”
"l hold you to your oath,” | said. "All of you."

| got alot of stedly looks. Strangely, it was Athenawho spoke up: "The boy is correct. We have been
unwiseto ignore our children. It proved a strategic weakness in this war and almost caused our
destruction. Percy Jackson, | have had my doubts about you, but perhaps’-she glanced at Annabeth, and
then spoke asif the words had a sour taste-"perhaps | was mistaken. | move that we accept the boy's
plan.”

"Humph," Zeus said. "Being told what to do by amere child. But | suppose. . ."
"All infavor,” Hermes sad.

All the gods raised their hands.

"Um, thanks," | said.

| turned, but before | could leave, Poseidon caled, "Honor guard!™

Immediately the Cyclopes came forward and made two lines from the thrones to the door-an aide for me
to walk through. They cameto attention.

"All hail, Perseus Jackson," Tyson said. "Hero of Olympus. . . and my big brother!”
TWENTY-ONE
BLACKJACK GETS
JACKED

Annabeth and | were on our way out when | spotted Hermesin aside courtyard of the palace. He was
daring a an Irismessagein the mist of afountain.

| glanced a Annabeth. "I'll meet you at the elevator.”
"Y ou sure?' Then she studied my face. "Y eah, you're sure.”

Hermes didn't seem to notice me gpproach. The Iris-message images were going so fast | could hardly
understand them. Mortal newscasts from al over the country flashed by: scenes of Typhon's destruction,
the wreckage our battle had |eft across Manhattan, the president doing a news con-ference, the mayor of
New Y ork, some army vehiclesriding down the Avenue of the Americas.

"Amazing," Hermes murmured. He turned toward me. "Three thousand years, and | will never get over
the power of theMist . . . and mortal ignorance.”

"Thanks, | guess.”
"Oh, not you. Although, | suppose | should wonder, turning down immortaity.”
"It wastheright choice.

Hermeslooked a me curioudly, then returned his attention to the Iris-message. "L ook at them. They've
aready decided Typhon was afresk series of storms. Don't | wish. They haven't figured out how all the



dtatuesin Lower Manhattan got removed from their pedestals and hacked to pieces. They keep showing
ashot of Susan B. Anthony strangling Frederick Douglass. But | imagine they'll even come up with a
logical explanation for that."

"How bad isthecity?'

Hermes shrugged. " Surprisingly, not too bad. The mortals are shaken, of course. But thisisNew Y ork.
I've never seen such aresilient bunch of humans. | imagine they'll be back to normal in afew weeks; and
of courseI'll be hdping.”

lle?l

"I'm the messenger of the gods. It's my job to monitor what the mortals are saying, and if necessary, help
them make sense of what's happened. I'll reassure them. Trust me, they'll put this down to afresk
earthquake or asolar flare. Anything but the truth.”

He sounded hitter. George and Martha curled around his caduceus, but they were silent, which made me
think that Hermeswas really redly angry. | probably should've kept quiet, but | said, "1 owe you an

Hermes gave me acautiouslook. "And why isthat?'

"| thought you were a bad father,” | admitted. "1 thought you abandoned L uke because you knew his
future and didn't do anything to stop it.”

"l did know hisfuture," Hermes said miserably.

"But you knew more than just the bad stuff-that he'd turn evil. Y ou understood what he would do in the
end. Y ou knew hed make the right choice. But you couldn't tell him, could you?”'

Hermes stared at the fountain. "No one can tamper with fate, Percy, not even agod. If | had warned him
what wasto come, or tried to influence his choices, | would've made things even worse. Staying silent,
staying away from him . . . that was the hardest thing I've ever done.”

"You had to let him find hisown path," | said, "and play his part in saving Olympus.”

Hermes sighed. "1 should not have gotten mad at Annabeth. When Luke visited her in San Francisco . . .
well, | knew she would have apart to play in hisfate. | foresaw that much. | thought perhaps she could
do what I could not and save him. When she refused to go with him, | could barely contain my rage. |
should have known better. | wasreally angry with mysdlf."

"Annabeth did save him,” | said. "L uke died a hero. He sacrificed himsdf to kill Kronos."
"| appreciate your words, Percy. But Kronosisn't dead. Y ou can't kill aTitan."
"Then"

"l don't know," Hermes grumbled. "None of us do. Blown to dust. Scattered to the wind. With luck, he's
spread so thin that helll never be able to form a consciousness again, much less abody. But don't mistake
him for dead, Percy."

My stomach did a queasy somersault. "What about the other Titans?"

"In hiding," Hermes said. ""Prometheus sent Zeus a message with abunch of excusesfor supporting
Kronos. 'l wasjust trying to minimize the damage,’ blah, blah. He'll keep his head low for afew centuries



if hessmart. Krios hasfled, and Mount Othrys has crumbled into ruins. Oceanus dipped back into the
deep ocean when it was clear Kronos had lost. Meanwhile, my son Lukeis dead. He died believ-ing |
didn't care aout him. | will never forgive mysdf."

Hermes dashed his caduceus through the mist. The Iris-picture disappeared.

"A longtimeago,” | said, "you told me the hardest thing about being a god was not being ableto help
your children. Y ou aso told me that you couldn't give up on your family, no matter how tempting they
medeit."

"And now you know I'm a hypocrite?"

"No, you wereright, Luke loved you. At theend, heredlized hisfate. | think he realized why you couldn't
help him. He remembered what was important.”

"Too laefor him and me."
"Y ou have other children. Honor Luke by recognizing them. All the gods can do that.”

Hermes's shoulders sagged. "They'll try, Percy. Oh, well dl try to keep our promise. And maybe for a
while thingswill get better. But we gods have never been good at keeping oaths. Y ou were born because
of abroken promise, eh? Eventudly well become forgetful. We dwaysdo."

"Y ou can change."

Hermeslaughed. " After three thousand years, you think the gods can change their nature?!

"Yeah," | said. "l do."

Hermes seemed surprised by that. "Youthink . . . Luke actualy loved me? After al that happened?’
"I'msureof it."

Hermes stared at the fountain. "I'll give you alist of my children. Therésaboy in Wisconsin. Two girlsin
Los Angees. A few others. Will you see that they get to camp?’

"l promisg” | said. "And | won't forget.”

George and Marthatwirled around the caduceus. | know snakes can't smile, but they seemed to be
trying.

"Percy Jackson," Hermes said, "you might just teach usathing or two."

Another god was waiting for me on the way out of Olympus. Athenastood in the middle of the road with
her arms crossed and alook on her face that made me think Uh-oh. She'd changed out of her armor,
into jeans and awhite blouse, but she didn't ook any lesswarlike. Her gray eyes blazed.

"Wel, Percy," shesaid. ™Y ou will say morta.”

"Um, yes, maam."

"I would know your reasons.”

"I want to be aregular guy. | want to grow up. Have, you know, aregular high school experience.”

"And my daughter?'



"I couldn't leave her," | admitted, my throat dry. "Or Grover," | added quickly. "Or-"

"Spare me." Athena stepped closeto me, and | could fedl her aura of power making my skinitch. "I once
warned you, Percy Jackson, that to save afriend you would destroy the world. Perhaps | was mistaken.
Y ou seem to have saved both your friends and the world. But think very carefully about how you
proceed from here. | have given you the ben-€fit of the doubt. Don't messup.”

Just to prove her point, she erupted in acolumn of flame, charring the front of my shirt.
Annabeth was waiting for me at the devator. "Why do you smell like smoke?

"Long story," | said. Together we made our way down to the street level. Neither of ussaid aword. The
music was awful-Nell Diamond or something. | should've made that part of my gift from the gods: better
elevator tunes.

When we got into the lobby, | found my mother and Paul arguing with the bald security guy, who'd
returned to his post.

"I'mtelling you," my mom yelled, "we haveto go up! My son-" Then she saw me and her eyes widened.
ll%.w!ll

She hugged the breath right out of me.

"We saw the building lit up blue," she said. "But then you didn't come down. Y ou went up hours ago!”
"She was getting abit anxious," Paul said drily.

"I'mall right,” | promised as my mom hugged Annabeth. "Everything's okay now."

"Mr. Blofis," Annabeth said, "that was wicked sword work."

Paul shrugged. "1t seemed like the thing to do. But Percy, isthisredly . . . | mean, this story about the Six
hundredth floor?'

"Olympus" | sad."Yeeh."
Paul looked at the celling with adreamy expression. "I'd like to see that.”
"Paul,” my mom chided. "It'snot for mortas. Anyway, theimportant thing iswere safe. All of us.”

| was about to relax. Everything felt perfect. Annabeth and | were okay. My mom and Paul had survived.
Olympus was saved.

But thelife of ademigod is never so easy. Just then Nico ran in from the street, and hisface told me
something waswrong.

"ItsRachd," hesaid. "l just ran into her down on 32nd Street.”
Annabeth frowned. "What's she done thistime?"

"It'swhere shesgone,” Nico said. "I told her shewould dieif shetried, but sheinssted. She just took
Blackjack and-"

"Shetook my pegasus?' | demanded.
Nico nodded. " She's heading to Half-Blood Hill. She said she had to get to camp.”



TWENTY-TWO
| AM DUMPED
Nobody steals my pegasus. Not even Rachel. | wasn't sureif | was more angry or amazed or worried.

"What was she thinking?' Annabeth said asweran for the river. Unfortunately, | had a pretty good idea,
and it filled me with dread.

Thetraffic was horrible. Everybody was out on the streets gawking at the war zone damage. Police
srenswailed on every block. There was no possibility of catching acab, and the pegas had flown away.
| would've settled for some Party Ponies, but they had disappeared aong with most of the root beer in
Midtown. So we ran, pushing through mobs of dazed mortalsthat clogged the sidewalks.

"Shell never get through the defenses™ Annabeth said. "Peleuswill egt her.”

| hadn't considered that. The Mist wouldn't fool Rachd like it would most people. Sheld be able to find
the camp no problem, but 1'd been hoping the magical boundarieswould just keep her out like aforce
fidd. It hadn't occurred to me that Peleus might attack.

"Weve got to hurry." | glanced at Nico. "I don't sup-pose you could conjure up some skeleton horses.”
Hewheezed asheran. "So tired . . . couldn't summon adog bone."

Finaly we scrambled over the embankment to the shore, and | let out aloud whigtle. | hated doing it.
Even with the sand dollar I'd given the East River for amagic cleaning, the water here was pretty
polluted. I didn't want to make any seaanimas sick, but they cameto my call.

Three wake lines appeared in the gray water, and apod of hippocampi broke the surface. They whinnied
unhappily, shaking the river muck from their manes. They were beauti-ful crestures, with multicolored fish
tails, and the heads and forelegs of white stallions. The hippocampusin front was much bigger than the
others-aridefit for a Cyclops.

"Rainbow!" | cdled. "How'sit going, buddy?'

Heneighed acomplaint.

"Yeah, I'm sorry,” | said. "But it's an emergency. We need to get to camp.”

He snorted.

"Tyson?' | said. "Tysonisfine! I'm sorry he's not here. He'sabig generd now in the Cyclopsarmy.”
"NEEEEIGGGGH!"

"Yeah, I'm sure hell ill bring you apples. Now, about that ride. . ."

In no time, Annabeth, Nico, and | were zipping up the East River faster than Jet Skis. We sped under the
Throgs Neck Bridge and headed for Long ISland Sound.

It seemed like forever until we saw the beach a camp. We thanked the hippocampi and waded ashore,
only to find Argus waiting for us. He stood in the sand with his arms crossed, his hundred eyes glaring a
us

"Isshe here?' | asked.



He nodded grimly.
"Is everything okay?' Annabeth said.
Argus shook his head.

Wefollowed him up thetrail. It was surreal being back at camp, because everything looked so peaceful:
no burning buildings, no wounded fighters. The cabins were bright in the sunshine, and the fields glittered
with dew. But the place was mostly empty.

Up at the Big House, something was definitely wrong. Green light was shooting out al the windows, just
like I'd seen in my dream about May Castellan. Mist-the magica kind-swirled around the yard. Chiron
lay on ahorse-size stretcher by the volleybd| pit, abunch of satyrs standing around him. Blackjack
cantered nervoudy in the grass.

Don't blame me, boss! he pleaded when he saw me. The weird girl made me do it!

Rachel Elizabeth Dare stood at the bottom of the porch steps. Her arms were raised like she was waiting
for someone inside the house to throw her aball.

"What's she doing?" Annabeth demanded. "How did she get past the barriers?”

"Sheflew," one of the satyrs said, looking accusingly at Blackjack. "Right past the dragon, right through
the magic boundaries.”

"Rachd!" | cdled, but the satyrs stopped me when | tried to go any closer.

"Percy, don't," Chiron warned. He winced as hetried to move. Hisleft arm wasin ading, histwo back
legswerein splints, and his head was wrapped in bandages. "Y ou can't interrupt.”

"| thought you explained thingsto her!™
"I did. And I invited her here."
| stared a himindisbdief. Y ou said you'd never let anyonetry again! You said-"

"l know what | said, Percy. But | waswrong. Rachel had avision about the curse of Hades. She believes
it may be lifted now. She convinced me she deserves a chance.”

"Andif the curse isn't lifted? If Hades hasn't gotten to that yet, shelll go crazy!”
The Migt swirled around Rachd. She shivered like she was going into shock.
"Hey!" | shouted. "Stop!"

| ran toward her, ignoring the satyrs. | got within ten feet and hit something like aninvisble beach bal. |
bounced back and landed in the grass.

Rachel opened her eyes and turned. Shelooked like she was degpwalking-like she could see me, but
only inadream.

"It'sdl right." Her voice sounded far away. "Thisiswhy I've come."
"You'l be destroyed'"
She shook her head. "Thisiswhere | belong, Percy. | findly understand why."



It sounded too much likewhat May Castellan had said. | had to stop her, but | couldn't even get to my
fedt.

The house rumbled. The door flew open and green light poured out. | recognized the warm musty smell
of snakes.

Migt curled into ahundred smoky serpents, dithering up the porch columns, curling around the house.
Then the Oracle appeared in the doorway.

The withered mummy shuffled forward in her rainbow dress. She looked even worse than usud, whichis
saying alot. Her hair wasfalling out in clumps. Her lesthery skin was cracking like the seet of aworn-out
bus. Her glassy eyes stared blankly into space, but | got the creepiest feding she was being drawn
sraight toward Rachdl.

Rachdl hed out her arms. She didn't look scared.
"Y ou'vewaited too long,"” Rachd said. "But I'm here now."

The sun blazed more brightly. A man appeared above the porch, floating in the air-ablond dudein a
white toga, with sunglasses and a cocky smile.

"Apallo," | sad.
Hewinked a me but held up hisfinger to hislips.

"Rachd Elizabeth Dare," he said. "Y ou have the gift of prophecy. But it isalso acurse. Areyou sure you
want this?'

Rachel nodded. "It's my degtiny.”
"Do you accept the risks?"

"I do."

"Then proceed," the god said.

Rachel closed her eyes. "'l accept thisrole. | pledge myself to Apollo, God of Oracles. | open my eyesto
the future and embrace the past. | accept the spirit of Delphi, Voice of the Gods, Speaker of Riddles,
Seer of Fate"

| didn't know where she was getting the words, but they flowed out of her asthe Mist thickened. A green
column of smoke, like a huge python, uncoiled from the mummy's mouth and dithered down the sairs,
curling affectionately around Rachd'sfeet. The Oracles mummy crumbled, faling away until it was
nothing but apile of dust in an old tie-dyed dress. Mist enveloped Rachd in a column.

For amoment | couldn't see her at dl. Then the smoke cleared.

Rachel collapsed and curled into the fetal position. Annabeth, Nico, and | rushed forward, but Apollo
sad, "Stop! Thisisthe most delicate part.”

"What's going on?' | demanded. "What do you mean?'
Apollo studied Rachd with concern. "Either the spirit takes hold, or it doesn't.”
"And if it doesn't?' Annabeth asked.



"Fvesyllables'" Apollo said, counting them on hisfin-gers. " That would be real bad."

Despite Apollo'swarning, | ran forward and knelt over Rachdl. The smell of the attic was gone. The Mist
sank into the ground and the green light faded. But Rachel was ill pae. She was bardly breathing.

Then her eyesfluttered open. She focused on mewith difficulty. "Percy.”

"Areyou okay?"

Shetried to Sit up. "Ow." She pressed her hands to her temples.

"Rachd," Nico sad, "your life auraamost faded completdly. | could see you dying.”

"I'mdl right,” she murmured. "Please, help me up. Thevisonsthey'realittle disorienting.”

"Areyou sureyou're okay?" | asked.

Apollo drifted down from the porch. "Ladies and gen-tlemen, may | introduce the new Oracle of Delphi."
"Yourekidding," Annabeth said.

Rachel managed aweak amile. "It'salittle surprisng to metoo, but thisismy fate. | saw it when| wasin
New York. | know why | was born with true sight. | was meant to become the Oracle.”

| blinked. ™Y ou mean you can tdll the future now?”

"Not al thetime," she said. "But there are visions, images, wordsin my mind. When someone asksme a
question, | ... Ohno-"

"It'sgtarting,” Apollo announced.

Rachel doubled over like someone had punched her. Then she stood up straight and her eyes glowed
serpent green.

When she spoke, her voice sounded tripled-like three Rachel s were talking at once:
"Seven half-bloods shall answer the call.

To stormor fire, the world must fall.

An oath to keep with a final breath,

And foes bear arms to the Doors of Death."

At the last word, Rachel collapsed. Nico and | caught her and helped her to the porch. Her skin was
feverish,

"I'mdl right," shesaid, her voice returning to normal.

"What wasthat?"' | asked.

She shook her head, confused. "What was what?"

"I believe," Apollo said, "that we just heard the next Great Prophecy.”

"What doesit mean?' | demanded.



Rachd frowned. "I don't even remember what | said.”

"No," Apollo mused. "The spirit will only speak through you occasiondly. The rest of thetime, our
Rache will be much as she's dways been. There's no point in grilling her, even if she hasjust issued the
next big predic-tion for the future of the world."

"What?' | said. "But-"

"Percy," Apollo said, "I wouldn't worry too much. Thelast Great Prophecy about you took amost
seventy yearsto complete. Thisone may not even happenin your lifetime.”

| thought about the lines Rachel had spoken in that creepy voice: about storm and fire and the Doors of
Death. "Maybe," | said, "but it didn't sound so good."

"No," said Apollo cheerfully. "It certainly didn't. She's going to make awonderful Oracle!”

It was hard to drop the subject, but Apollo inssted that Rachel needed to rest, and she did look pretty
disoriented.

"I'm sorry, Percy," she said. "Back on Olympus, | didn't explain everything to you, but the calling
frightened me. | didn't think you'd understand.”

"| dill don't," | admitted. "But | guessI'm happy for you."

Rachd amiled. "Happy probably isn't the right word. Seeing the future isn't going to be easy, but it'smy
destiny. | only hopemy family .. ."

Shedidnt finish her thought.
"Will you till go to Clarion Academy?" | asked.
"I made apromiseto my father. | guess!'ll try to beanormal kid during the school year, but-"

"But right now you need deep,” Apollo scolded. "Chiron, | don't think the attic is the proper place for our
new Oracle, do you?"

"No, indeed." Chiron looked alot better now that Apollo had worked some medical magic on him.
"Rachd may use aguest room in the Big House for now, until we give the matter more thought.”

"I'm thinking acavein the hills" Apollo mused. "With torches and abig purple curtain over the entrance .
.. really mysterious. But ingde, atotally decked-out pad with a game room and one of those home
theater systems.”

Chiron cleared histhroat loudly.
"What?" Apollo demanded.

Rachel kissed me on the cheek. "Good-bye, Percy,” shewhispered. "And | don't have to see the future
to tell you what to do now, do 17"

Her eyes seemed more piercing than before.
| blushed. "No."
"Good," she said. Then sheturned and followed Apollo into the Big House.



The rest of the day was as strange as the beginning. Camperstrickled in from New Y ork by car,
pegasus, and chariot. The wounded were cared for. The dead were given proper funera rites at the
campfire.

Silena's shroud was hot pink, but embroidered with an eectric spear. The Ares and Aphrodite cabins
both claimed her as ahero, and lit the shroud together. No one men-tioned the word spy. That secret
burned to ashes asthe designer perfume smoke drifted into the sky.

Even Ethan Nakamurawas given a shroud-black silk with alogo of swords crossed under a set of
scaes. Ashis shroud went up in flames, | hoped Ethan knew he had made adifference in the end. Hed
paid alot more than an eye, but the minor gods would finally get the respect they deserved.

Dinner at the pavilion waslow-key. The only highlight was Juniper the tree nymph, who screamed,
"Grover!" and gave her boyfriend aflying tackle hug, making everybody cheer. They went down to the
beach to take a moonlit walk, and | was happy for them, though the scene reminded me of Silenaand
Beckendorf, which made me sad.

Mrs. O'Leary romped around happily, eating every-body's table scraps. Nico sat at the main table with
Chiron and Mr. D, and nobody seemed to think this was out of place. Everybody was patting Nico on
the back, compli-menting him on hisfighting. Even the Ares kids seemed to think he was pretty cool.
Hey, show up with an army of undead warriorsto save the day, and suddenly you're every-body's best
friend.

Sowly, the dinner crowd trickled away. Some went to the campfire for asing-along. Others went to
bed. | sat at the Posaidon table by myself and watched the moonlight on Long ISand Sound. | could see
Grover and Juniper a the beach, holding hands and talking. It was peaceful.

"Hey." Annabeth did next to me on the bench. "Happy birthday."
She was holding a huge misshapen cupcake with blueicing.

| stared et her. "What?'

"It'sAugust 18th," she said. "Y our birthday, right?'

| was stunned. It hadn't even occurred to me, but shewasright. | had turned sixteen this morning-the
same morning I'd made the choice to give Luke the knife. The prophecy had come true right on schedule,
and | hadn't even thought about the fact that it was my birthday.

"Makeawish," shesaid.

"Did you bake thisyourself?' | asked.

"Tyson helped.”

"That explainswhy it looks like achocolate brick," | said. "With extra blue cement.”
Annabeth laughed.

| thought for a second, then blew out the candle.

We cut it in haf and shared, eating with our fingers. Annabeth sat next to me, and we watched the ocean.
Crickets and monsters were making noise in the woods, but otherwise it was quiet.

"You saved theworld," shesad.



"We saved theworld."

"And Rachdl isthe new Oracle, which means she won't be dating anybody.”
"Y ou don't sound disappointed,” | noticed.

Annabeth shrugged. "Oh, | don't care."

"Uh-huh."

Sheraised an eyebrow. "Y ou got something to say to me, Seaweed Brain?'
"Y ou'd probably kick my butt.”

"You know I'd kick your butt."

| brushed the cake off my hands. "When | was & the River Styx, turning invulnerable. . . Nico said | had
to con-centrate on one thing that kept me anchored to the world, that made me want to stay mortal.”

Annabeth kept her eyes on the horizon. "Y eah?’
"Then up on Olympus,” | said, "when they wanted to make me agod and stuff, | kept thinking-"
"Oh, you so wanted to."

"Well, maybealittle. But | didn't, because | thought-I didn't want thingsto stay the same for eternity,
because things could always get better. And | wasthinking . . ." My throat felt readly dry.

"Anyonein particular?' Annabeth asked, her voice soft.
| looked over and saw that she wastrying not to smile.
"You'relaughing a me" | complained.

"l annot!"

"Y ou are 0 not making thiseasy.”

Then shelaughed for redl, and she put her hands around my neck. "I am never, ever going to makethings
easy for you, Seaweed Brain. Get used to it.”

When she kissed me, | had the feding my brain was melting right through my body.
| could've stayed that way forever, except avoice behind us growled, "Wdll, it's about time!"

Suddenly the pavilion wasfilled with torchlight and campers. Clarisse led the way as the eavesdroppers
charged and hoisted us both onto their shoulders.

"Oh, comeon!" | complained. "Isthere no privacy?'
"The lovebirds need to cool off!" Clarisse said with glee.
"The canoelake!" Connor Stoll shouted.

With ahuge cheer, they carried us down the hill, but they kept us close enough to hold hands. Annabeth
was laughing, and | couldn't hel p laughing too, even though my face was completely red.



We held hands right up to the moment they dumped usin the water.

Afterward, | had the last laugh. | made an air bubble a the bottom of the lake. Our friends kept waiting
for usto come up, but hey-when you're the son of Poseidon, you don't haveto hurry.

And it was pretty much the best underwater kiss of al time.
TWENTY-THREE
WE SAY GOOD-BYE,
SORT OF

Camp went late that summer. It lasted two more weeks, right up to the start of anew school year, and |
have to admit they were the best two weeks of my life.

Of course, Annabeth would kill meif | said anything different, but therewas alot of other great stuff
going on too. Grover had taken over the satyr seekers and was send-ing them out across the world to
find unclaimed haf-bloods. So far, the gods had kept their promise. New demigods were popping up all
over the place-not just in America, but in alot of other countriesaswell.

"We can hardly keep up,” Grover admitted one afternoon as we were taking a break at the canoe lake.
"We're going to need a bigger travel budget, and | could use a hundred more satyrs.”

"Y eah, but the satyrs you have are working super hard,” | said. "I think they're scared of you."

Grover blushed. "That'sslly. I'm not scary.”

"Yourealord of the Wild, dude. The chosen one of Pan. A member of the Council of-"

"Stop it!" Grover protested. "Y ou're as bad as Juniper. | think she wants meto run for president next."

He chewed on atin can aswe stared across the pond at the line of new cabins under construction. The
U-shape would soon be a complete rectangle, and the demigods had really taken to the new task with
gusto.

Nico had some undead builders working on the Hades cabin. Even though hewas till the only kid init, it
was going to look pretty cool: solid obsidian walls with askull over the door and torches that burned with
green fire twenty-four hoursaday. Next to that were the cabins of Iris, Nemes's, Hecate, and severd
others| didn't recognize. They kept adding new onesto the blueprints every day. It was going so well,
Annabeth and Chiron were talking about adding an entirely new wing of cabinsjust so they could have
enough room.

The Hermes cabin was alot less crowded now, because most of the unclaimed kids had received signs
from their godly parents. It happened amost every night, and every night more demigods straggled over
the property line with the satyr guides, usudly with some nasty mongters pursuing them, but dmost dl of
them made it through.

"It'sgoing to be alot different next summer,” | said. "Chiron's expecting well have twice as many
campers.”

"Yeah," Grover agreed, "but it'll be the same old place.”
He sghed contentedly.



| watched as Tyson led agroup of Cyclops builders. They were hoisting huge stonesin place for the
Hecate cabin, and | knew it was a ddlicate job. Each stone was engraved with magica writing, and if
they dropped one, it would either explode or turn everyone within half amileinto atree. | figured nobody
but Grover would like thet.

"I'll betraveling alot,” Grover warned, "between pro-tecting nature and finding half-bloods. | may not
Sseeyou asmuch.”

"Won't change anything,” | said. "Y ou're still my best friend.”
He grinned. "Except for Annabeth.”

"That'sdifferent.”

"Yeah," heagreed. "It sureis.”

In the late afternoon, | wastaking one last walk aong the beach when afamiliar voice said, "Good day
for fishing."

My dad, Posaidon, was standing knee-deep in the surf, wearing histypical Bermuda shorts, beat-up cap,
and ared subtle pink-and-green Tommy Bahama shirt. He had a deep-seafishing rod in his hands, and
when he cast it the line went way out-like halfway across Long Idand Sound.

"Hey, Dad,” | said. "What brings you here?'
Hewinked. "Never redly got to talk in private on Olympus. | wanted to thank you."
"Thank me? Y ou cameto the rescue.”

"Yes, and | got my palace destroyed in the process, but you know-palaces can be rebuiilt. I've gotten so
many thank-you cards from the other gods. Even Areswrote one, though | think Heraforced him to. It's
rather gratifying. So, thank you. | suppose even the gods can learn new tricks."

The Sound began to boil. At the end of my dad'sline, a huge green sea serpent erupted from the water.
It thrashed and fought, but Poseidon just sighed. Holding hisfishing pole with one hand, he whipped out
his knife and cut the line. The monster sank below the surface.

"Not eating Sze," he complained. "I haveto release thelittle ones or the game wardenswill be al over
rre.ll

"Littleones?"

He grinned. "Y ou're doing well with those new cabins, by theway. | supposethismeans| can clam dl
those other sons and daughters of mine and send you some siblings next summer.”

"Ha-ha"
Posaidon redled in hisempty line.
| shifted my feet. "Um, you were kidding, right?’

Poseidon gave me one of hisingde-joke winks, and | ill didn't know whether he was serious or not. "Il
See you soon, Percy. And remember, know which fish are big enough to land, en?"

With that he dissolved in the sea breeze, leaving afish-ing polelying in the sand.



That evening was the last night of camp-the bead ceremony. The Hephaestus cabin had designed the
bead thisyear. It showed the Empire State Building, and etched in tiny Greek letters, spirding around the
image, were the names of al the heroes who had died defending Olympus. There were too many names,
but | was proud to wear the bead. | put it on my camp necklace-four beads now. | fdt like an old-timer.

| thought about the first campfire I'd ever attended, back when | was twelve, and how I'd felt so a home.
That at least hadn't changed.

"Never forget this summer!" Chiron told us. He had hedled remarkably well, but he still trotted in front of
the firewith adight limp. "We have discovered bravery and friendship and courage this summer. We
have upheld the honor of the camp.”

He smiled a me, and everybody cheered. As| looked at thefire, | saw alittle girl in abrown dress
tending the flames. Shewinked at me with red glowing eyes. No one else seemed to notice her, but |
redlized maybe she preferred it that way.

"And now," Chiron said, "early to bed! Remember, you must vacate your cabins by noon tomorrow
unless you've made arrangements to stay the year with us. The cleaning harpieswill eat any stragglers,
and I'd hate to end the sum-mer on asour note!"

The next morning, Annabeth and | stood at the top of Half-Blood Hill. We watched the buses and vans
pull away, taking most of the campers back to the real world. A few old-timerswould be staying behind,
and afew of the new-comers, but | was heading back to Goode High School for my sophomore
year-thefirst timein my life I'd ever done two years at the same school.

"Good-bye," Rachel said to us as she shouldered her bag. Shelooked pretty nervous, but she was
keeping apromiseto her father and attending Clarion Academy in New Hampshire. It would be next
summer before we got our Oracle back.

"You'l do great." Annabeth hugged her. Funny, she seemed to get along fine with Rachel these days.

Rachd bit her lip. "I hopeyou'reright. I'm alittle wor-ried. What if somebody asks what's on the next
math test and | start spouting a prophecy in the middle of geometry class? The Pythagorean theorem
shall be problemtwo. . .. Gods, that would be embarrassing.”

Annabeth laughed, and to my relief, it made Rachel amile.

"Wdll," she said, "you two be good to each other.” Go figure, but shelooked at me like | was some kind
of trouble-maker. Before | could protest, Rachel wished uswell and ran down the hill to catch her ride.

Annabeth, thank goodness, would be staying in New Y ork. Sheld gotten permission from her parentsto
attend a boarding schoal in the city so she could be close to Olympus and oversee the rebuilding efforts.

"And closeto me?' | asked.

"Well, someone's got abig sense of his own impor-tance." But she laced her fingers through mine. |
remem-bered what shed told mein New Y ork, about building something permanent, and | thought-just
maybe-we were off to agood Sart.

The guard dragon Peleus curled contentedly around the pine tree underneath the Golden Fleece and
began to snore, blowing steam with every breeth.

"Y ou've been thinking about Rachel's prophecy?" | asked Annabeth.

She frowned. "How did you know?"'



"Because | know you."

She bumped me with her shoulder. "Okay, so | have. Seven half-bloods shall answer the call. |
wonder who they'll be. Were going to have so many new faces next summer."

"Yep," | agreed. "And dl that stuff about the world falling in stcorm or fire."

She pursed her lips. "And foes at the Doors of Death. | don't know, Percy, but | don't likeit. | thought . .
. well, maybe we'd get some peace for achange.”

"Wouldn't be Camp Half-Blood if it was peaceful,”" | said.
"l guessyou'reright . . . Or maybe the prophecy won't happen for years."
"Could be a problem for another generation of demigods,” | agreed. "Then we can kick back and enjoy."

She nodded, though she still seemed uneasy. | didn't blame her, but it was hard to fedl too upset on a
nice day, with her next to me, knowing that | wasn't redlly saying good-bye. We had lots of time.

"Raceyou to theroad?' | said.
"You are 0 going to lose." Shetook off down Haf-Blood Hill and | sprinted after her.

For once, | didn't look back.



