PERCY JACKSON AND THE STOLEN CHARIOT
by Rick Riordan

| wasin fifth period science class when | heard these noises outside.

SCRAWK! OW! SCREECH! HIYA! Like somebody was getting attacked by possessed poultry, and
believe me, that' sa Stuation I’ ve been in before.

Nobody elsein class seemed to notice the commotion. We were doing alab so everybody was talking,
and it wasn't hard for me to go look out the window while | pretended to wash out my beaker.

Sure enough: therewas agirl in dley with asword drawn. She wastal and muscular like a basketball
player, with stringy brown hair and jeans and combat boots and a denim jacket. She was hacking at a
flock of black birds the size of ravens. Feathers stuck out of her clothesin severa places. A cut was
bleeding over her |eft eye. As| watched, one of the birds shot afeather like an arrow and it lodged in her
shoulder. She cursed and diced at the bird, but it flew away.

Unfortunately, | recognized the girl. It was Clarisse, my old enemy from demigod camp. Clarisse usudly
lived a Camp Half-Blood year-round. | had no ideawhat she was doing on the Upper East Sidein the
middle of aschool day, but shewas obvioudy in trouble. She wouldn’t last much longer.

| did theonly thething | could.
“Mrs. White” | said, “can | go to the restroom? | fed like I’m going to puke.”

Y ou know how teacherstell you the magic word is please? That’ s not true. The magic word is puke. It
will get you out of classfagter than anything else.

“Gol” Mrs. White said.

| ran out the door, stripping off my safety goggles and gloves and lab apron. | got out my best weapon —
aballpoint pen caled Riptide.

Nobody stopped meinthe hdls. | exited by the gym. | got to the dley just in time to see Clarisse smack
adevil bird with theflat of her sword like she was hitting ahome run. The bird squawked and spiraled
away, damming againg the brick wal and diding into atrash can. That il left adozen more swarming
around her.

“Claris!” | ydled.
Sheglared at mein disbdlief. “Percy? What are you doing—’

Shewas cut short by avolley of feather arrows that zipped over her head and impaled themselvesin the
wal.

“Thisismy schooal,” | told her.

“Just my luck,” Clarisse grumbled, but she wastoo busy fighting to complain much.

| uncapped my pen, which grew into three-foot-long bronze sword, and joined the battle, dashing &t the
birds and deflecting their feathers off my blade. Together, Clarisse and | diced and hacked until al the
birds were reduced to piles of feathers on ground.



We were both breathing hard. | had afew scratches, but nothing mgjor. | pulled afeather arrow out of
my arm. It hadn’t gonein very deep. Aslong asit wasn't poison, I’ d be okay. | took abaggie of
ambrosiaout of my jacket, where | dways kept it for emergencies, broke apiece in haf and offered
someto Clarisse.

“I don’'t need your help,” she muttered, but she took the ambrosia.

We swallowed afew hites— not too much, since the food of the gods can burn you to ashesif you
overindulge. | guessthat’ swhy you don't see many fat gods. Anyway, in afew seconds our cuts and
bruises had disappeared.

Clarisse sheathed her sword and brushed off her denim jacket. “Well . . . seeyou.”

“Hold up!” | said. “You can’t just run off.”

“Surel can.”

“What’ s going on? What are you doing away from camp? Why were those birds after you?’

Clarisse pushed me, or tried to. | wastoo used to her tricks. | just Sidestepped and let her stumble past
me

“Comeon,” | said. “You just about got killed at my school. That makesit my business.”
“It does not!”
“Letmehdp.”

Shetook ashaky bregth. | got the feding she redlly wanted to punch me out, but at the sametime there
was adesperate look in her eyes, like she wasin serious trouble.

“It'smy brothers,” shesaid. “ They're playing aprank on me.”

“Oh,” | said, not redly surprised. Clarisse had lots of siblingsat Camp Half-Blood. All of them picked on
each other. | guess that was no big surprise since they were sons and daughters of the war god Ares,
“Which brothers? Sherman? Mark?’

“No,” she said, sounding more afraid than I’ d ever heard her. “My immorta brothers. Phobos and
Deimos”

*

We sat on abench at the park while Clarisse told me the story. | wasn't too worried about getting back
to school. Mrs. White would just assume the nurse sent me home, and sixth period was shop class. Mr.
Bell never took attendance.

“Solet meget thisstraight,” | said. “'Y ou took your dad's car for ajoy ride and now it’ smissing.”

“It'snot acar,” Clarisse growled. “It' sawar chariot! And hetold meto takeit out. It'slike. . . atest.
I’ m supposed to bring it back at sunset. But -

“Y our brothers carjacked you.”

“Chariot-jacked me,” she corrected. “ They’re hisregular charioteers, see. And they don’t like anybody
€lse getting to drive. So they stole the chariot from me and chased me off with those stupid



arrow-throwing birds.”
“Your dad’ s pets?’
She nodded miserably. “They guard histemple. Anyway, if | don’t find the chariot . . .”

She looked like she was about to loseit. | didn’t blame her. I’ d seen her dad Ares get mad before, and it
was not a pretty sight. If Clarisse failed him, he would come down hard on her. Redl hard.

“I'll hdpyou,” | sad.
She scowled. “Why would you? I’m not your friend.”

| couldn’t argue with that. Clarisse had been mean to meamillion times, but ill, | didn’t like the idea of
her or anybody e se getting beat up by Ares. | wastrying to figure out how to explain that to her that
when aguy’svoice said, “Aw, look. | think she’ sbeen crying!”

A teenage dude was |leaning against the telephone pole. He was dressed in ratty jeans, ablack T-shirt
and aleather jacket with abandanaover hishair. A knife was stuck in hisbelt. He had eyesthe color of
flames

“Phobos.” Clarisse balled her figts. “Where' sthe chariot, you jerk?’
“Youlogtit,” heteased. “Don’'t ask me.”

“You little—" Clarisse drew her sword and charged, but he disappeared as she swung and her blade bit
into the telephone pole.

Phobos appeared on the bench next to me. He was laughing, but he stopped when | stuck Riptide's
point againg histhroat.

“You'd better return that chariot,” | told him. “Before | get mad.”

He sneered and tried to look tough, or as tough as you can with asword under your chin. “Who' s your
little boyfriend, Clarisse? Y ou have to get hdp fighting your battles now?’

“He snot my boyfriend!” Clarisse tugged her sword out of the telephone pole. “He snot even my friend.
That's Percy Jackson.”

Something changed in Phobos' s expression. He looked surprised, maybe even nervous. “ The son of
Posaidon? The one who made Dad angry? Oh, thisistoo good, Clarisse. Y ou' re hanging out with a

svorn enemy?’
“I’m nat hanging out with him!”

Phobos s eyes glowed bright red. Clarisse screamed. She swatted the air asif she were being attacked
by invigble bugs. “Please, no!”

“What are you doing to her?’ | demanded.
Clarise backed up into the street, swinging her sword wildly.

“Stopit!” | told Phobos. | dug my sword alittle degper againgt histhroat, but he smply vanished,
reappearing back at the telephone pole.



“Don’t get so excited, Jackson,” Phobos said. “1’m just showing her what shefears.”
The glow faded from hiseyes.

Clarisse collapsed, breathing hard. “Y ou creep,” she gasped. “I’ll -1’1l get you.”

Phobos turned toward me. “How about you, Percy Jackson? What do you fear? I’ ll find out, you know.
| dwaysdo.”

“Givethe chariot back.” | tried to keep my voice even. “I took on your dad once. Y ou don’'t scare me.”

Phobos laughed. “Nothing to fear but fear itsdf. 1sn't that what they say? Well, let metdll you alittle
secret, half-blood. | am fear. If you want to find the chariot, come and get it. It' sacrossthe water. You'll
find it where thelittlewild animaslive—just the sort of place you belong.”

He snapped hisfingers and disappeared in a curtain of yellow vapor.

Now I’'vegot to tell you, I’ ve met alot of godlings and mongters| didn’t like, but Phobos took the prize.
| didn’t like bullies. I'd never beeninthe®A” crowd at school, so I’ d spent most of my life standing up to
punkswho tried to frighten me and my friends. The way Phobos laughed at me and made Clarisse
collapsejust by looking at her . . . | wanted to teach this guy alesson.

| helped Clarisse up. Her face was still beaded with swest. “Now are you ready for help?’ | asked.

*

Wetook the subway, keeping alookout for more attacks, but nothing bothered us. Aswe rode, Clarisse
told me about Phobos and Deimos.

“They’reminor gods,” she said. “Phobosisfear. Deimosisterror.”
“What' sthe difference?’

Shefrowned. “Deimosisbigger and uglier, | guess. He sgood at freaking out entire crowds. Phobosis
more, like, persond. He can get insde your head.”

“That' swhere they get the word phobia?’
“Yeah,” she grumbled. “He s so proud of that. All those phobias named after him. The jerk.”
“So why don't they want you driving the chariot?’

“It' susudly aritud just for Ares s sonswhen they turn fifteen. I'm thefirst daughter toget ashotina
longtime”

“Good for you.”

“Tell that to Phobos and Deimos. They hate me. I’ ve got to get the chariot back to the temple.”
“Whereisthetemple?’

“Pier 86. Thelntrepid.”

“Oh.” It made sense, now that | thought about it. I’ d never actualy been on board the old aircraft carrier,
but | knew they used it as some kind of military museum. It probably had a bunch of guns and bombs
and other dangerous toys. Just the kind of place awar god would want to hang out.



“WEe ve got maybe four hours before sunset,” | guessed. “That should be enough time if we can find the
chariot.”

“But what did Phobos mean, ‘over the water’ ? We' re on an idand, for Zeus s sake. That could be any
direction!”

“He said something about wild animas,” | remembered. “Littlewild animas.”
“A zoo?’

| nodded. A zoo over the water could be the one in Brooklyn, or maybe . . . someplace harder to get to,
with little wild animas. Some place nobody would ever think to look for awar chariot.

“Staten Idand,” | said. “They've got asmdl zoo.”

“Maybe,” Clarisse said. “ That soundslike the kind of out-of-the-way place Phobos and Deimos would
stash something. But if we rewrong --"

“We don't have time to bewrong.”
We hoped off thetrain at Times Square and caught the 1 downtown toward the ferry terminal.

*

We boarded the Staten Idand Ferry at three-thirty, along with abunch of tourists who crowded the
railings of the top deck, snapping pictures as we passed the Statue of Liberty.

“He moddled that after hismom,” | said, looking up at the Satue.
Clarissefrowned & me. “Who?’

“Bartholdi,” | said. “ The dude who made the Statue of Liberty. He was a son of Athenaand he designed
it to look like hismom. That’ swhat Annabeth told me, anyway.”

Clarisseralled her eyes. Annabeth was my best friend and a huge nut when it came to architecture and
monuments. | guess her egghead facts rubbed off on me sometimes.

“Usdess” Clarissesad. “If it doesn't hdp you fight, it’susdessinformation.”

| could’ ve argued with her, but just then the ferry lurched like it had hit arock. Tourists spilled forward,
tumbling into each other. Clarisse and | ran to the front of the boat. The water below us started to boil.
Then the head of a sea serpent erupted from the bay.

The mongter was at least as big asthe boat. It was gray and green with ahead like a crocodile and
razor-sharp teeth. It smelled . . . well, like something that had just come up from the bottom of New

Y ork Harbor. Riding on its neck was a bulky guy in black Greek armor. His face was covered with ugly
scarsand he held ajaveinin hishand.

“Deimog!” Clarisseydled.
“Hello, sster!” His smilewas amost as horrible asthe serpent’s. “Careto play?”

The monster roared. Tourists screamed and scattered. | don’t know exactly what they saw. The Mist
usualy prevents mortas from seeing mongtersin their true form, but whatever they saw, they were
terrified.



“Leavethemdone!” | yelled.

“Or what, son of the seagod?’ Deimos sneered. “My brother tells me you' reawimp! Besides, | love
terror. | live on terror!”

He spurred the sea serpent into head-buitting the ferry, which doshed backwards. Alarms blared.
Passengersfell over each other trying to get away. Deimos laughed with delight.

“That'sit,” | grumbled. “Clarisse, grab on.”

“What?’

“Grab on to my neck. We' re going for aride.”

Shedidn’'t protest. She grabbed onto me and | said, “ One, two, three— JUMP!”

We legped off the top deck and straight into the bay, but we were only under for amoment. | felt the
power of the ocean surging through me. | willed the water to swirl around me, building force, until we
burst out of the bay on top of athirty-foot-high water spout. | steered us straight toward the monster.

“Y ou think you can tackle Deimos?’ | ydlled to Clarisse.
“I'monit!” shesad. “Just get mewithin ten feet.”

We barreled toward the serpent. Just asit bared itsfangs, | swerved the water spout to one side and
Clarisse jumped. She crashed into Deimos and both of them toppled into the sea.

The serpent came after me. | turned the water spout to face him then summoned al my power and willed
the water to even greater heights.

WHOOOOM!

Ten thousand gallons of sat water crashed into the monster. | legped over its head, uncapped Riptide
and dashed with al my might at the creature’ s neck. The monster roared. Green blood spouted from the
wound and the serpent sank beneath the waves.

| dove underwater and watched asit retreated back to the open sea. That’s one good thing about sea
serpents. They' re big babies when it comesto getting hurt.

Clarisse surfaced near me, spluttering and coughing. | swam over and grabbed her.
“Did you get Deimos?’ | asked.

Clarisse shook her head. “ The coward disappeared aswe were wrestling. But I'm sure we' [l see him
again. Phobos, too.”

Tourists were still running around the ferry inapanic, but it didn’t look like anybody was hurt. The boat
didn’t seem damaged. | decided we shouldn’t stick around. | held on to Clarisse’sarm and willed the
wavesto carry ustoward Staten Idland.

In the wet, the sun was going down over the Jersey shore. We were running out of time.

*

I’d never spent much time on Staten Idand, and | found it was alot bigger than | thought and not much



fun to walk. The streets curved around confusingly and everything seemed to be uphill. | wasdry (I never
got wet in the ocean unless | wanted to) but Clarisse’ s clothes were till sopping wet so she left mucky
footprintsal over the sdewak and the bus driver wouldn't let us on the bus.

“We Il never makeitintime,” she sighed.

“Stop thinking that way.” | tried to sound upbeat, but | was starting to have doubts, too. | wished we had
reinforcements. Two demigods against two minor gods was not an even match, and when we met
Phobos and Delmos together, | wasn't sure what we were going to do. | kept remembering what Phobos
had said, How about you, Percy Jackson? What do you fear? I’ ll find out, you know.

After dragging oursalves hafway up theidand past alot of suburban houses and a couple of churches
and aMcDondds, we findly saw asign that said ZOO. We turned the corner and followed this curvy
street with some woods on one side until we came to the zoo entrance.

The lady at the ticket booth looked at us suspicioudy, but thank the gods | had enough cash to get us
ingde.

We walked around the reptile house and Clarisse stopped in her tracks.
“Thereitis”

It was Sitting at a crossroads between the petting zoo and the sea otter pond: alarge golden and red
chariot tethered to four black horses. The chariot was decorated with amazing detail. It would' ve been
beautiful if &l the pictures hadn’t shown people dying painful desths. The horses were breathing fire out
of their nogtrils.

Familieswith strollers walked right past the chariot likeit didn’'t exigt. | guessthe Mist must’ ve been
redlly strong around it, because the chariot’ s only camouflage was a handwritten note taped to one of the
horses' cheststhat said, OFFICIAL ZOO VEHICLE.

“Where are Phobos and Deimos?’ Clarisse muttered, drawing her sword.
| couldn’t see them anywhere, but this had to be atrap.

| concentrated on the horses. Usually | could talk to horses, since my dad Poseidon had created them. |
said, Hey. Nice fire-breathing horses. Come herel

One of horseswhinnied disdainfully. I could understand histhoughts, dl right. He called me some names|
can't repeat.

“I'll try to get thereins” Clarisse said. “ The horses know me. Cover me.”

“Right.” 1 wasn't sure how | was supposed to cover her with asword, but | kept my eyes pecled as
Clarisse approached the chariot. She walked around the horses, almost tip-toeing.

She froze as alady with athree-year-old girl passed by. The girl said, “Pony on firel”
“Don't beslly, Jesse” the mother said in adazed voice. “ That’san official zoo vehicle”

Thelittle girl tried to protest but the mother grabbed her hand and they kept walking. Clarisse got closer
to the chariot. Her hand was six inches from the rail when the horses reared up, whinnying and breathing
flames. Phobos and Delmos appeared in the chariot, both of them now dressed in pitch-black battle

armor. Phobos grinned, hisred eyes glowing. Deimos' s scared face looked even more horrible up close.



“The hunt ison!” Phobos yelled. Clarisse sumbled back as he lashed the horses and charged the chariot
graight toward me.

Now I'd liketo tell you that | did something heroic, like stand up against araging team of fire-breathing
horseswith only my sword. Thetruthis, | ran. | jumped over atrash bin and an exhibit fence, but there
was no way | could outrun the chariot. It crashed through the fence right behind me, plowing down

everythinginitspath.
“Percy, look out!” Clarisseyelled, like | needed somebody to tell me that.

| jumped and landed on arock idand in the middle of the otter exhibit. | willed a column of water out of
the pond and doused the horses, temporarily extinguishing their flames and sending them into confusion.

The ottersweren't redly happy with me. They chattered and barked and | figured I’ d better get off thelr
idand quick before | had crazed seamammals after me, too.

| ran as Phobos cursed and tried to get his horses under control. Clarisse took the opportunity to jump
on Daeimos sback just as he waslifting hisjavein. Both of them went tumbling out of the chariot asit
lurched forward.

| could hear Deimos and Clarisse starting to fight, sword on sword, but | didn’t have time to worry about
it because Phobos wasriding after me again. | sprinted toward the aguarium with the chariot right behind
me

“Hey, Percy!” Phobostaunted. “I’ ve got something for you!”

| glanced back and saw the chariot melting, the horses turning to sted and folding into each other like
clay figures being crumpled. The chariot refashioned itsdlf into ablack meta box with caterpillar treads
and aturret and along gun barrel. A tank. | recognized it from this research report | had to do for history
class. Phobos was grinning at me from the top of aWorld War |11 Panzer.

“Say cheese!” hesad.
| rolled to one side asthe gun fired.

KA-BOOOOM! A souvenir kiosk exploded, sending fuzzy animals and plastic cups and disposable
camerasin every direction. As Phobosre-aimed hisgun, | got to my feet and dived into the aquarium.

| wanted to surround myself with water. That awaysincreased my power. Besides, it was possible
Phobos couldn't fit the chariot inside the doorway. Of coursg, if he blasted through it, that wouldn't help .

| ran through the rooms, washed in weird blue light from the fish tank exhibits. Cuttlefish, clown fish, and
edsdl stared a me as| raced past. | could hear their little minds whispering, Son of the seagod! Son of
theseagod! It'sgreat when you're acelebrity to squids.

| stopped at the back of the aquarium and listened. | heard nothing. And then . . . Vroom, Vroom. A
different kind of engine.

| watched in disbelief as Phobos came riding through the aguarium on aHarley-Davison. I d seen this
motorcycle before: its black flame-decorated engine, its shotgun holsters, its leather seet that looked like
human skin. Thiswas the same motorcycle Ares had ridden when | first met him, but it had never
occurred to me that it was just another form of hiswar chariot.

“Hdlo, loser,” Phobos said, pulling ahuge sword out of its sheath. “Time to be scared.”



| raised my own sword, determined to face him, but then Phobos eyes glowed brighter and | made the
migtake of looking into them.

Suddenly | wasin adifferent place. | was a Camp Haf-Blood, my favorite place in the world, and it was
inflames. The woods were on fire. The cabins were smoking. The dining pavilion's Greek columns had
crumbled and the Big House was a smoldering ruin. My friends were on their knees pleading with me.
Annabeth, Grover, dl the other campers.

Save us, Percy! they wailed. Make the choicel!

| stood paralyzed. Thiswas the moment | had always dreaded: the prophecy that was supposed to come
about when | was sixteen. | would make a choice that would save or destroy Mount Olympus.

Now the moment was here, and | had no ideawhat to do. The camp was burning. My friends all looked
at me begging for help. My heart pounded. | couldn’t move. What if | did the wrong thing?

Then | heard the voices of the aquarium fish: Son of the seagod! Wake!

Suddenly | felt the power of the ocean al around me again, hundreds of galons of sat water, thousands
of fishtrying to get my attention. | wasn't a camp. Thiswas an illusion. Phobos was showing me my

deepest fear.

| blinked, and saw Phobos' s blade coming down toward my head. | raised Riptide and blocked the blow
just beforeit could cut mein two.

| counterattacked and stabbed Phobos in the arm. Golden ichor, the blood of the gods, soaked through
hisshirt.

Phobos growled and dashed at me. | parried easily. Without his power of fear, Phobos was nothing. He
wasn't even adecent fighter. | pressed him back, swiped at hisface and gave him a cut across the cheek.
The angrier he got, the clumser hegot. | couldn’t kill him. He wasimmortal. But you wouldn't have
known that from his expression. Thefear god looked afraid.

Findly I kicked him backwards against the water fountain. His sword skittered into the ladies room. |
grabbed the straps of hisarmor and pulled him up to face me.

“Y ou're going to disgppear now,” | told him. “Y ou’re going to stay out of Clarisse’ sway. And if | see
you again, I’ m going to give you a bigger scar in amuch more painful place!”

He gulped. “ Therewill be anext time, Jackson!”
And he dissolved into yellow vapor.
| turned toward the fish exhibits. “ Thanks, guys.”

Then | looked at Ares smotorcycle. I'd never ridden an dl-powerful Harley-Davison war chariot
before, but how hard could it be? | hopped on, started the ignition, and rode out of the aquarium to help
Clarise.

*
| had no trouble finding her. | just followed the path of destruction. Fences were knocked down. Animals

were running free. Badgers and lemurs were checking out the popcorn machine. A fat-looking leopard
was lounging on the park bench with abunch of pigeon feethers around him.



| parked the motorcycle next to the petting zoo and there were Deimos and Clarissein the goat area.
Clarisse was on her knees. | ran forward but stopped suddenly when | saw how Deimos had changed
form. He was Ares now —thetall god of war, dressed in black lesther and sunglasses, hiswhole body
smoking with anger as heraised hisfist over Clarisse.

“You faled meagain!” thewar god bellowed. “I told you what would happen!”
Hetried to strike her but Clarisse scrambled away, shrieking, “No! Please!”
“Foalishgirl!”

“Claris2l” | ydled. “1t' sanilluson. Stand up to him!”

Deimos sform flickered. “I an Ared” heinssted. “And you are aworthless girl! | knew you would fail
me. Now you will suffer my wrath.”

| wanted to charge in and fight Deimos, but somehow | knew it wouldn't help. Clarisse had to do it. This
was her worst fear. She had to overcomeit for herself.

“Clarisse!l” | said. She glanced over and | tried to hold her eyes. “ Stand up to him!” | said. “He' sal talk.
Get up!”

“I =l can't”

“Yes, you can. You'reawarrior. Get up!”

She heditated. Then she began to stand.

“What are you doing?’ Aresbdlowed. “Grove for mercy, girl!”

Clarisse took a shaky breath. Very quietly, she said, “No.”

“WHAT?

Sheraised her sword. “I'm tired of being scared of you.”

Deimos struck, but Clarisse deflected the blow. She staggered backward but didn’t fall.
“You'renot Ares,” Clarisse said. “Y ou're not even agood fighter.”

Deimos growled in frustration. When he struck again, Clarisse was ready. She disarmed him and stabbed
him in the shoulder —not deep, but deep enough to hurt even agodling.

He yowled in pain and began to glow.

“Look away!” | told Clarise.

We averted our eyes as Deimos exploded into golden light — histrue godly form — and disappeared.
We were alone except for the petting zoo goats who were tugging at our clothes, looking for snacks.
The motorcycle had turned back into a horse-drawn chariot.

Clarisselooked a me cautioudy. She wiped the straw and swest off her face. “You didn’t seethat. You
didn’'t seeany of that.”



| grinned. Y ou did good.”
She glanced at the sky, which was turning red behind the trees.
“Get inthe chariot,” Clarisse said. “We ve dtill got along ride to make.”

*

A few minutes later, we reached the Staten Idand ferry building and remembered something obvious. We
wereon anidand. Theferry didn’t take cars. Or chariots. Or motorcycles.

“Gregt,” Clarisse mumbled. “What do we do now? Ride this thing across the VVerrazano Bridge?’

We both knew there wasn't time. There were bridges to Queens and New Jersey, but either way it
would take hoursto drive the chariot back to Manhattan, even if we could fool peopleinto thinking it
wasaregular car.

Then | got anidea. “We Il take the direct route.”
Clarisse frowned. “What do you mean?’
| closed my eyes and began to concentrate. “ Drive straight ahead. Go!”

Clarisse was so desperate she didn’t hesitate. Sheyelled, “Hiyal” and lashed the horses. They charged
draight toward the water. | imagined the seaturning solid, the waves becoming afirm surface dl the way
to Manhattan. The war chariot hit the surf, the horses’ fiery breath smoking all around us, and we rode
the tops of the waves straight across New Y ork Harbor.

*

Wearrived a Pier 86 just asthe sunset was fading to purple. The U.S.S. Intrepid, temple of Ares, wasa
hugewadl of grey meta in front of us, theflight deck dotted with fighter aircraft and helicopters. We
parked the chariot on the ramp and | jJumped out. For once, | was glad to be on dry land. Concentrating
on keeping the chariot above the waves had been one of the hardest things I’ d ever done. | was
exhausted.

“I’d better get out of here before Aresarrives,” | said.

Clarisse nodded. “He d probably kill you on sight.”

“Congratulations,” | said. “1 guessyou passed your driving test.”

She wrapped the reins around her hand. “ About what you saw, Percy. What | was afraid of, | mean—"
“I won't tell anybody.”

Shelooked a me uncomfortably. “Did Phobos scare you?’

“Yeah. | saw the camp inflames. | saw my friends dl pleading for my help, and | didn’t know what to
do. For asecond, | couldn’t move. | was parayzed. | know how you felt.”

Shelowered her eyes. “I, uh. . . | guess| should say . . .” Thewords seemed to stick in her throat. |
wasn't sure Clarisse had ever said thank you in her life.

“Don't mentioniit,” | told her.



| started to walk away, but she called out, “ Percy?’

“Yeah?’

“When you, uh, had that vision about your friends. . .”

“Y ou were one of them,” | promised. “Just don’t tell anybody, okay? Or I’d haveto kill you.”
A faint smileflickered across her face. “Seeyou later.”

“Seeyou.”

And | headed off toward the subway. It had been along day, and | was ready to get home.

THEEND
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