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NE

| BATTLE THE
CHEERLEADING SQUAD

The last thing | wanted to do on my summer break falaw up another
school. But there | was Monday morning, the firgek of June, sitting in
my mom’s car in front of Goode High School on Egist

Goode was this big brownstone building overlookihg East River. A
bunch of BMWs and Lincoln Town Cars were parked foomt. Staring up
at the fancy stone archway, | wondered how longatld take me to get
kicked out of this place.

“Just relax.” My mom didn’t sound relaxed. “It's lgran orientation tour.
And remember, dear, this is Paul’'s school. So étyto...you know.”

“Destroy it?”

“Yes.”

Paul Blofis, my mom’s boyfriend, was standing awint, greeting future
ninth graders as they came up the steps. Withalittaed-pepper hair, denim
clothes, and leather jacket, he reminded me of adtdr, but he was just an
English teacher. He’d managed to convince Goodd Kighool to accept
me for ninth grade, despite the fact that I'd gokeked out of every school
I'd ever attended. I'd tried to warn him it wasrdt good idea, but he
wouldn’t listen.

| looked at my mom. “You haven't told him the triabout me, have you?

She tapped her fingers nervously on the wheel.v&sdressed up for a
job interview—her best blue dress and high-heetees.

“| thought we should wait,” she admitted.

“So we don’t scare him away.”

“I’'m sure orientation will be fine, Percy, It's gnbne morning.”

“Great,” | mumbled. “I can get expelled beforearsthe school year.”

“Think positive. Tomorrow you're off to camp! Aftarientation, you've
got your date—"

“It's not a date!” | protested. “It's just AnnabetMom. Jeez!”

“She’s coming all the way from camp to meet you.”

“Well, yeah.”



“You're going to the movies.”

“Yeah.”

“Just the two of you.”

“Mom!”

She held up her hands in surrender, but | coulgel was trying hard not
to smile. “You’d better get inside, dear. I'll sgeu tonight.”

| was about to get out of the car when | lookedrdkie steps of the school.
Paul Blofis was greeting a girl with frizzy red habhe wore a maroon T-
shirt and ratty jeans decorated with marker drasinyhen she turned, |
caught a glimpse of her face, and the hairs onrmg gtood straight up.

“Percy?” my mom asked. “What's wrong?”

“N-nothing,” | stammered. “Does the school haveda £ntrance?”

“Down the block on the right. Why?”

“I'll see you later.”

My mom started to say something, but | got outhef¢ar and ran, hoping
the redheaded girl wouldn’t see me.

What wasshedoing here? Not evemyluck could be this bad.

Yeah, right. | was about to find out my luck coglet a lot worse.

* % %

Sneaking into orientation didn’'t work out too wellwo cheerleaders in
purple-and-white uniforms were standing at the sdé&ance, waiting to
ambush freshmen.

“Hi!” They smiled, which | figured was the first dnlast time any
cheerleaders would be that friendly to me. One biasd with icy blue eyes.
The other was African American with dark curly hhake Medusa’s (and
believe me, | know what I'm talking about). Bothrlgihad their names
stitched in cursive on their uniforms, but with ahyslexia, the words looked
like meaningless spaghetti.

“Welcome to Goode,” the blond girl said. “You a®going to love it.”

But as she looked me up and down, her expressidnseanething more
like, Eww, who is this loser?

The other girl stepped uncomfortably close to mstutlied the stitching
on her uniform and made olelli. She smelled like roses and something
else | recognized from riding lessons at camp—tw®aisof freshly washed
horses. It was a weird smell for a cheerleader.lddaghe owned a horse or
something. Anyway, she stood so close | got thinigshe was going to try
to push me down the steps. “What’s your name, fish?



“Fish?”

“Freshman.”

“Uh, Percy.”

The girls exchanged looks.

“Oh, Percy Jackson,” the blond one said. “We’verbeaiting for you.”

That sent a majouh-oh chill down my back. They were blocking the
entrance, smiling in a not-very-friendly way. Mynaacrept instinctively
toward my pocket, where | kept my lethal ballpgen, Riptide.

Then another voice came from inside the buildirigerty?” It was Paul
Blofis, somewhere down the hallway. I'd never besenglad to hear his
voice.

The cheerleaders backed off. | was so anxious topgst them |
accidentally kneed Kelli in the thigh.

Clang.

Her leg made a hollow, metallic sound, like I'dtjbg a flagpole.

“Ow,” she muttered. “Watch ifjsh.”

| glanced down, but her leg looked like a regulat eg. | was too
freaked out to ask questions. | dashed into thie thal cheerleaders laughing
behind me.

“There you are!” Paul told me. “Welcome to Goode!”

“Hey, Paul—uh, Mr. Blofis.” | glanced back, but tineird cheerleaders
had disappeared.

“Percy, you look like you've seen a ghost.”

“Yeah, uh—"

Paul clapped me on the back. “Listen, | know youiegvous, but don’t
worry. We get a lot of kids here with ADHD and dydb. The teachers
know how to help.”

| almost wanted to laugh. If only ADHD and dyslexieere my biggest
worries. | mean, | knew Paul was trying to helpt ibu told him the truth
about me, he’d either think | was crazy or he’'d away screaming. Those
cheerleaders, for instance. | had a bad feelingtahem....

Then | looked down the hall, and | remembered | Aadther problem.
The redheaded girl I'd seen on the front steps jwstscoming in the main
entrance.

Don’t notice mel prayed.

She noticed me. Her eyes widened.

“Where’s the orientation?” | asked Paul.

“The gym. That way. But—"



HBye.H
“Percy?” he called, but | was already running.

* % %

| thought I'd lost her.

A bunch of kids were heading for the gym, and sbavas just one of
three hundred fourteen-year-olds all crammed irte bleachers. A
marching band played an out-of-tune fight song sllainded like somebody
hitting a bag of cats with a metal baseball batleDkids, probably student
council members, stood up front modeling the Gosclgool uniform and
looking all, Hey, we’re cool.Teachers milled around, smiling and shaking
hands with students. The walls of the gym weretetad with big purple-
and-white banners that said WELCOME FUTURE FRESHMEBXODE
IS GOOD, WE'RE ALL FAMILY, and a bunch of other hapslogans that
pretty much made me want to throw up.

None of the other freshmen looked thrilled to beeheither. | mean,
coming to orientation in June, when school doessven start until
September, is not cool. But at Goode, “We preparexcel early!” At least
that’s what the brochure said.

The marching band stopped playing. A guy in a pipstsuit came to the
microphone and started talking, but the sound etlaweund the gym so |
had no idea what he was saying. He might've beegligg.

Someone grabbed my shoulder,” What are you doingXie

It was her: my redheaded nightmare.

“Rachel Elizabeth Dare,” | said.

Her jaw dropped like she couldn’t believe | had trerve to remember
her name. “And you're Percy somebody. | didn't getur full name last
December when you tried kill me.”

“Look, | wasn't—I didn't—What areyoudoing here?”

“Same as you, | guess. Orientation.”

“You live in New York?”

“What, you thought | lived at the Hoover Dam?”

It had never occurred to me. Whenever | thoughugber (and I'mnot
saying Ithoughtabout her; she just like crossed my mind from ttoméme,
okay?), | always figured she lived in the HoovernDarea, since that’s
where I'd met her. We’'d spent maybe ten minutegttogy, during which
time I'd accidentally swung a sword at her, sheddesl my life, and I'd run



away chased by a band of supernatural killing mreeshi You know, your
typical chance meeting.

Some guy behind us whispered, “Hey, shut up. Theedbaders are
talking!”

“Hi, guys!” a girl bubbled into the microphone.was the blonde I'd seen
at the entrance. “My name is Tammi, and this ig,liKelli.” Kelli did a
cartwheel.

Next to me, Rachel yelped like someone had stuckwuth a pin. A few
kids looked over and snickered, but Rachel jusedtat the cheerleaders in
horror. Tammi didn’t seem to notice the outburste Started talking about
all the great ways we could get involved during foeshman year.

“Run,” Rachel told me. “Now.”

“Why?”

Rachel didn't explain. She pushed her way to thgeeaf the bleachers,
ignoring the frowning teachers and grumbling kids sas stepping on.

| hesitated. Tammi was explaining how we were abolireak into small
groups and tour the school. Kelli caught my eye gade me an amused
smile, like she was waiting to see what I'd dowtiuld look bad if | left
right now. Paul Blofis was down there with the restthe teachers. He'd
wonder what was wrong.

Then | thought about Rachel Elizabeth Dare, andsgeeial ability she’'d
shown last winter at Hoover Dam. She’d been abketa group of security
guards who weren't guards at all, who weren't ewman. My heart
pounding, | got up and followed her out of the gym.

* % %

| found Rachel in the band room. She was hidingrisklh bass drum in
the percussion section.

“Get over here!” she said. “Keep your head down!”

| felt pretty silly hiding behind a bunch of bongdmit | crouched down
beside her.

“Did they follow you?” Rachel asked.

“You mean the cheerleaders?”

She nodded nervously.

“I don’t think so,” | said. “What are they? Whatdyou see?”

Her green eyes were bright with fear. She had ialdprof freckles on her
face that reminded me of constellations. Her marobshirt read
HARVARD ART DEPT. “You...you wouldn’t believe me.”



“Oh, yeah, | would,” | promised. “I know you canestiairough the Mist.”

“The what?”

“The Mist. It's...well, it's like this veil that hide the way things really are.
Some mortals are born with the ability to see tgloih. Like you.”

She studied me carefully. “You did that at Hoovemb You called me a
mortal. Like you're not.”

| felt like punching a bongo. What was | thinkinigéould never explain. |
shouldn’t even try.

“Tell me,” she begged. “You know what it means. Allese horrible
things | see?”

“Look, this is going to sound weird. Do you knowy#lting about Greek
myths?”

“Like...the Minotaur and the Hydra?”

“Yeah, just try not to say those names when I'muad) okay?”

“And the Furies,” she said, warming up. “And theess, and—"

“Okay!” | looked around the band hall, sure thatcRal was going to
make a bunch of bloodthirsty nasties pop out ofwhés; but we were still
alone. Down the hallway, | heard a mob of kids aamniout of the
gymnasium. They were starting the group tours. We’'dhave long to talk.

“All those monsters,” | said, “all the Greek goddiey’re real.”

“I knew it!”

| would’ve been more comfortable if she'd called mdiar, but Rachel
looked like I'd just confirmed her worst suspicion.

“You don’t know how hard it's been,” she said. “B@ars | thought | was
going crazy. | couldn't tell anybody. | couldn't—Fer eyes narrowed.
“Wait. Who are you? | meareally?’

“I'm not a monster.”

“Well, | know that. | couldseeif you were. You look like...you. But
you’re not human, are you?”

| swallowed. Even though I'd had three years touged to who | was, I'd
never talked about it with a regular mortal befotemean, except for my
mom, but she already knew. | don’t know why, btddk the plunge.

“I'm a half-blood,” I said. “I'm half human.”

“And half what?”

Just then Tammi and Kelli stepped into the bandmrodhe doors
slammed shut behind them.

“There you are, Percy Jackson,” Tammi said. “ltim& for your
orientation.”



* % %

“They’re horrible!” Rachel gasped.

Tammi and Kelli were still wearing their purple-antiite cheerleader
costumes, holding pom-poms from the rally.

“What do they really look like?” | asked, but Ratkeemed too stunned
to answer.

“Oh, forget her.” Tammi gave me a brilliant smiladastarted walking
toward us. Kelli stayed by the doors, blocking exit.

They’d trapped us. | knew we’d have to fight ourywaut, but Tammi’s
smile was so dazzling it distracted me. Her blueseyere beautiful, and the
way her hair swept over her shoulders...

“Percy,” Rachel warned.

| said something really intelligent like, “Uhhh?”

Tammi was getting closer. She held out her pom-poms

“Percy!” Rachel’s voice seemed to be coming fronoag way away.
“Snap out of it!”

It took all my willpower, but | got my pen out ofynpocket and uncapped
it. Riptide grew into a three-foot-long bronze sdiats blade glowing with a
faint golden light. Tammi’s smile turned to a sneer

“Oh, come on,” she protested. “You don’'t need tiédw about a kiss
instead?”

She smelled like roses and clean animal fur—a wbéuitd somehow
intoxicating smell.

Rachel pinched my arm, hard. “Percy, she wantsite you! Look at
her!”

She’s just jealous,” Tammi looked back at Kelli. dill, mistress?”

Kelli was still blocking the door, licking her lipsungrily. “Go ahead,
Tammi. You're doing fine.”

Tammi took another step forward, but | leveledtitheof my sword at her
chest. “Get back.”

She snarled. “Freshmen,” she said with disgustis‘@@our school, half-
blood. We feed on whom we choose!”

Then she began to change. The color drained obeoface and arms.
Her skin turned as white as chalk, her eyes comlygleed. Her teeth grew
into fangs.



“A vampire!” | stammered. Then | noticed her legBelow the
cheerleader skirt, her left leg was brown and shagth a donkey’s hoof.
Her right leg was shaped like a human leg, buti$ wiade of bronze. “Uhh,
a vampire with—"

“Don’t mention the legs!” Tammi snapped. “It's ®itb make fun!”

She advanced on her weird, mismatched legs. Sledotally bizarre,
especially with the pom-poms, but | couldn’t laughet facing those red
eyes and sharp fangs.

“A vampire, you say?” Kelli laughed. “That sillydend was based ars
you fool. We arempousaiservants of Hecate.”

“Mmmm.” Tammi edged closer to me. “Dark magic fodnas from
animal, bronze, and ghost! We exist to feed onlto®d of young men.
Now come, give me that kiss!”

She bared her fangs. | was so paralyzed | couidaite, but Rachel threw
a snare drum at trmmpousa head.

The demon hissed and batted the drum away. It wimig along the
aisles between music stands, its springs rattligginst the drumhead.
Rachel threw a xylophone, but the demon just swdtiat away, too.

“I don’t usually kill girls,” Tammi growled. “But ér you, mortal, Il
make an exception. Your eyesight is a little toodjd

She lunged at Rachel.

“No!” | slashed with Riptide. Tammi tried to dodgey blade, but | sliced
straight through her cheerleader uniform, and vathorrible wail she
exploded into dust all over Rachel.

Rachel coughed. She looked like she’d just hadk siflour dumped on
her head. “Gross!”

“Monsters do that,” | said. “Sorry.”

“You killed my trainee!” Kelli yelled. “You need ksson in school spirit,
half-blood!”

Then she too began to change. Her wiry hair tumiedflickering flames.
Her eyes turned red. She grew fangs. She lopeddowg her brass foot and
hoof clopping unevenly on the band-room floor.

“I am seniorempousd she growled. “No hero has bested me in a
thousand years.”

“Yeah?” | said. “Then you’re overdue!”

Kelli was a lot faster than Tammi. She dodged mst fstrike and rolled
into the brass section, knocking over a row of ttomes with a mighty
crash. Rachel scrambled out of the way. | put niysetween her and the
empousakKelli circled us, her eyes going from me to tiaeed.



“Such a pretty little blade,” she said. “What a rsleait stands between
us.”

Her form shimmered—sometimes a demon, sometimes reityp
cheerleader. | tried to keep my mind focused, bwiss really distracting.

“Poor dear.” Kelli chuckled. “You don’t even knowhat’'s happening, do
you? Soon, your pretty little camp in flames, y@ignds made slaves to the
Lord of Time, and there’s nothing you can do tgstolt would be merciful
to end your life now, before you have to see that.”

From down the hall, | heard voices. A tour grous\wapaproaching. A man
was saying something about locker combinations.

Theempouss eyes lit up. “Excellent! We're about to have quany!”

She picked up a tuba and threw it at me. Rachell ahitked. The tuba
sailed over our heads and crashed through the windo

The voices in the hall died down.

“Percy!” Kelli shouted, pretending to be scared,hywdid you throw
that?”

| was too surprised to answer. Kelli picked up ssimstand and swiped a
row of clarinets and flutes. Chairs and musicatriumeents crashed to the
floor.

“Stop it!” | said.

People were tromping down the hall now, comingundirection.

“Time to greet our visitors!” Kelli bared her fangad ran for the doors. |
charged after her with Riptide. | had to stop ment hurting the mortals.

“Percy, don’t!” Rachel shouted. But | hadn’t realizwhat Kelli was up to
until it was too late.

Kelli flung open the doors. Paul Blofis and a buméHreshmen stepped
back in shock. | raised my sword.

At the last second, thempousaurned toward me like a cowering victim.
“Oh no, please!” she cried. | couldn’'t stop my ldadt was already in
motion.

Just before the celestial bronze hit her, Kelliledpd into flames like a
Molotov cocktail. Waves of fire splashed over gtleing. I'd never seen a
monster do that before, but | didn’t have time tonder about it. | backed
into the band room as the flames engulfed the daprw

“Percy?” Paul Blofis looked completely stunned,risigz at me from
across the fire. “What have you done?”

Kids screamed and ran down the hall. The fire alaraled. Ceiling
sprinklers hissed to life.

In the chaos, Rachel tugged on my sleeve. “You baget out of here!”



She was right. The school was in flames and I'dnb&l responsible.
Mortals couldn’t see through the Mist properly. them it would look like
I'd just attacked a helpless cheerleader in franaayroup of withesses.
There was no way | could explain it. | turned fr&aul and sprinted for the
broken band room window.

| burst out of the alley onto East™84nd ran straight into Annabeth.

“Hey, you're out early!” she laughed, grabbing ninoslders to keep me
from tumbling into the street. “Watch where youjeing, Seaweed Brain.”

For a split second she was in a good mood and #éwegywas fine. She
was wearing jeans and an orange camp T-shirt andléne bead necklace.
Her blond hair was pulled back in a ponytail. Hesygeyes sparkled. She
looked like she was ready to catch a movie, havech afternoon hanging
out together.

Then Rachel Elizabeth Dare, still covered in mangtest, came charging
out of the alley, yelling, “Percy, wait up!”

Annabeth’s smile melted. She stared at Rachel, dhé&me school. For the
first time, she seemed to notice the black smokkriauging fire alarms.

She frowned at me. “What did you do this time? A is this?”

“Oh, Rachel—Annabeth. Annabeth—Rachel. Um, she’driand, |
guess.”

| wasn’t sure what else to call Rachel. | meararely knew her, but after
being in two life-or-death situations togetherpultin’t just call her nobody.

“Hi,” Rachel said. Then she turned to me. “You areso much trouble.
And you still owe me an explanation!”

Police sirens wailed on FDR Drive.

“Percy,” Annabeth said coldly. “We should go.”

“I want to know more about half-bloods,” Racheligted. “And monsters.
And this stuff about the gods.” She grabbed my awhjpped out a
permanent marker, and wrote a phone number on my. H#ou’re going to
call me and explain, okay? You owe me that. Nowggatg.”

“But—"

“I'll make up some story,” Rachel said. “I'll tethem it wasn’t your fault.
Just go!”

She ran back toward the school, leaving Annabedhnaam in the street.



“Hey!” | jogged after her. “There were these twmpousal | tried to
explain. “They were cheerleaders, see, and thelycsanp was going to burn,
and—"

“You told a mortal girl about half-bloods?”

“She can see through the Mist. She saw the monstéose | did.”

“So you told her the truth?”

“She recognized me from Hoover Dam, so—"

“You've met herbefore?”

“Um, last winter. But seriously, | barely know Her.

“She’s kind of cute.”

“l—I never thought about it.”

Annabeth kept walking toward York Avenue.

“I'll deal with the school,” | promised, anxious tthange the subject.
“Honest, it'll be fine.”

Annabeth wouldn’t even look at me. “l guess oueifbon is off. We
should get you out of here, now that the police el searching for you.”

Behind us, smoke billowed up from Goode High Schdwolthe dark
column of ashes, | thought | could almost see e-fa& she-demon with red
eyes, laughing at me.

Your pretty little camp in flame&elli had saidYour friends made slaves
to the Lord of Time.

“You're right,” | told Annabeth, my heart sinkinVe have to get to
Camp Half-BloodNow.”



TWO

THE UNDERWORLD SENDS
ME A PRANK CALL

Nothing caps off the perfect morning like a longitade with an angry
girl.

| tried to talk to Annabeth, but she was acting likd just punched her
grandmother. All | managed to get out of her wad #he’d had a monster-
infested spring in San Francisco; she’d come backamp twice since
Christmas but wouldn’t tell me why (which kind atked me off, because
she hadn’'t even told me she was in New York); dneldslearned nothing
about the whereabouts of Nico di Angelo (long story

“Any word on Luke?” | asked.

She shook her head. | knew this was a touchy sufgedier. Annabeth
had always admired Luke, the former head coungeloHermes who had
betrayed us and joined the evil Titan Lord KronSke wouldn’'t admit it,
but | knew she still liked him. When we’d foughtkeion Mount Tamalpais
last winter, he’d somehow survived a fifty-footlfaff a cliff. Now, as far as
| knew, he was still sailing around on his demoiesited cruise ship while
his chopped-up Lord Kronos re-formed, bit by hit,a golden sarcophagus,
biding his time until he had enough power to chjeethe Olympian gods.
In demigod-speak, we call this a “problem.”

“Mount Tam is still overrun with monsters,” Annabedaid. “I didn’t dare
go close, but | don’t think Luke is up there. Intkil would know if he was.”

That didn’t make me feel much better. “What abordv@r?”

“He’s at camp,” she said. “We’ll see him today.”

“Did he have any luck? | mean, with the searchHan?”

Annabeth fingered her bead necklace, the way sles addhen she’s
worried.

“You'll see,” she said. But she didn’t explain.

As we headed through Brooklyn, | used Annabeth’snghto call my
mom. Half-bloods try not to use cell phones if wan avoid it, because
broadcasting our voices is like sending up a flarthe monsterdsere | am!
Please eat me novut | figured this call was important. | left a ssage on
our home voice mail, trying to explain what had pamped at Goode. |



probably didn’t do a very good job. | told my momwvas fine, she shouldn’t
worry, but | was going to stay at camp until thirmg®led down. | asked her
to tell Paul Blofis | was sorry.

We rode in silence after that. The city melted awafil we were off the
expressway and rolling through the countryside oifthrern Long Island,
past orchards and wineries and fresh produce stands

| stared at the phone number Rachel Elizabeth badescrawled on my
hand. | knew it was crazy, but | was tempted td lcat. Maybe she could
help me understand what teenpousahad been talking about—the camp
burning, my friends imprisoned. And why had Kekpéoded into flames?

| knew monsters never truly died. Eventually—mawmeks, months, or
years from now—Kelli would re-form out of the prinatal nastiness
seething in the Underworld. But still, monstersndidisually let themselves
get destroyed so easily. If she reallgsdestroyed.

The taxi exited on Route 25A. We headed throughwbeds along the
North Shore until a low ridge of hills appearedaun left. Annabeth told the
driver to pull over on Farm Road 3.141, at the kaddealf-Blood Hill.

The driver frowned. “There ain’t nothing here, mi¥®u sure you want
out?”

“Yes, please,” Annabeth handed him a roll of mocadh, and the driver
decided not to argue.

Annabeth and | hiked to the crest of the hill. Hoeing guardian dragon
was dozing, coiled around the pine tree, but hedihis coppery head as we
approached and let Annabeth scratch under his &team hissed out his
nostrils like from a teakettle, and he went crogsdewith pleasure.

“Hey, Peleus,” Annabeth said. “Keeping everythiafe®”

The last time I'd seen the dragon he’d been sik lfagy. Now he was at
least twice that, and as thick around as the tsedf.i Above his head, on the
lowest branch of the pine tree, the Golden Fledummaered, its magic
protecting the camp’s borders from invasion. Thagdn seemed relaxed,
like everything was okay. Below us, Camp Half-Blododked peaceful—
green fields, forest, shiny white Greek buildingjke four-story farmhouse
we called the Big House sat proudly in the midstef strawberry fields. To
the north, past the beach, the Long Island Souttérgd in the sunlight.

Still...something felt wrong. There was tension ie thr, as if the hill
itself were holding its breath, waiting for somethibad to happen.

We walked down into the valley and found the sumsession in full
swing. Most of the campers had arrived last Fridayl, already felt out of it.
The satyrs were playing their pipes in the strawbdields, making the



plants grow with woodland magic. Campers were I@viying horseback
lessons, swooping over the woods on their pegasbk® rose from the
forges, and hammers rang as kids made their owpaomsaor Arts & Crafts.
The Athena and Demeter teams were having a chacgetaround the track,
and over at the canoe lake some kids in a Greehte were fighting a large
orange sea serpent. A typical day at camp.

“I need to talk to Clarisse,” Annabeth said.

| stared at her as if she’d just sdicheed to eat a large, smelly boot
“What for?”

Clarisse from the Ares cabin was one of my leastrfte people. She was
a mean, ungrateful bully. Her dad, the war god,te@mo kill me. She tried
to beat me to a pulp on a regular basis. Otherttinan she was just great.

“We’ve been working on something,” Annabeth saldl $ee you later.”

“Working on what?”

Annabeth glanced toward the forest.

“I'll tell Chiron you’re here,” she said. “He’ll wat to talk to you before
the hearing.”

“What hearing?”

But she jogged down the path toward the archeig figthout looking
back.

“Yeah,” | muttered. “Great talking with you, too.”

* % %

As | made my way through camp, | said hi to somengffriends. In the
Big House’s driveway, Connor and Travis Stoll frtime Hermes cabin were
hot-wiring the camps SUV. Silena Beauregard, thadheounselor for
Aphrodite, waved at me from her Pegasus as she flest. | looked for
Grover, but | didn’t see him. Finally | wanderedioirthe sword arena, where
| usually go when I'm in a bad mood. Practicing @& calms me down.
Maybe that's because swordplay is one thing | chmadly understand.

| walked into the amphitheater and my heart almstghped. In the middle
of the arena floor, with its back to me, was thggest hellhound I'd ever
seen.

| mean, I've seen some pretty big hellhounds. @eestze of a rhino tried
to kill me when | was twelve. Buhis hellhound was bigger than a tank. |
had no idea how it had gotten past the camp’s miagumdaries. It looked
right at home, lying on its belly, growling contedty as it chewed the head
off a combat dummy. It hadn’t noticed me yet, Butrmade a sound, | knew



it would sense me. There was no time to go for.Hgbplled out Riptide and
uncapped it.

“Yaaaaah!” | charged. | brought down the blade &e tmonster's
enormous backside when out of nowhere another shlooked my strike.

CLANG!

The hellhound pricked up its eatfg/OOF!”

| jumped back and instinctively struck at the svaondn—a gray-haired
man in Greek armor. He parried my attack with nabpgm.

“Whoa there!” he said. “Truce!”

“WOOF!” The hellhound’s bark shook the arena.

“That’s a hellhound!” | shouted.

“She’s harmless,” the man said. “That’s Mrs. O’Lyeéar

| blinked. “Mrs. O’Leary?”

At the sound of her name, the hellhound barkednagarealized she
wasn’t angry. She was excited. She nudged the sdiggily chewed target
dummy toward the swordsman.

“Good girl,” the man said. With his free hand helgved the armored
manikin by the neck and heaved it toward the bleexcHGet the Greek! Get
the Greek!”

Mrs. O’Leary bounded after her prey and pouncedtlm®m dummy,
flattening its armor. She began chewing on its le¢Im

The swordsman smiled dryly. He was in his fiftieguess, with short
gray hair and a clipped gray beard. He was in gg@pe for an older guy.
He wore black mountain-climbing pants and a brobmastplate strapped
over an orange camp T-shirt. At the base of hik meas a strange mark, a
purplish blotch like a birthmark or a tattoo, befdre | could make out what
it was, he shifted his armor straps and the mas&ppeared under his collar.

“Mrs. O’Leary is my pet,” he explained. “I couldri#&t you stick a sword
in her rump, now, could I? That might have scared’h

“Who are you?”

Promise not to kill me if | put my sword away?”

“l guess.”

He sheathed his sword and held out his hand. “Qsiht

| shook his hand. It was as rough as a sandpaper.

“Percy Jackson,” | said. “Sorry about—How did yam—"

“Get a hellhound for a pet? Long story, involvingmy close calls with a
death and quite a few giant chew toys. I'm the s&word instructor, by the
way. Helping out Chiron while Mr. D is away.”



“Oh.” | tried not to stare as Mrs. O’Leary rippetf the target dummy’s
shield with the arm still attached and shook iel&k Frisbee. “Wait, Mr. D is
away?”

“Yes, well...busy times. Even Dionysus must help ¢ig!s gone to visit
some old friends. Make sure they’re on the rigdesi probably shouldn’t
say more than that.”

If Dionysus was gone, that was the best news ldldieday. He was only
our camp director because Zeus had sent him hei@ @msishment for
chasing some off-limits wood nymph. He hated thenmars and tried to
make our lives miserable. With him away, this summéght actually be
cool. On the other hand, if Dionysus had gottenha$f butt and actually
started helping the gods recruit against the Titaeat, things must be
looking pretty bad.

Off to my left, there was a louBUMP. Six wooden crates the size of
picnic tables were stacked nearby, and they wetténgpg Mrs. O’Leary
cocked her head and bounded toward them.

“Whoa, girl"” Quintus said. “Those aren’t for youe distracted her with
the bronze shield Frisbee.

The crates thumped and shook. There were wordtedron the sides, but
with my dyslexia they took me a few minutes to geei:

TRIPLE G RANCH
FRAGILE
THIS END UP

Along the bottom, in smaller letters: OPEN WITH CBRTRIPLE G
RANCH IS NOT RESPONSIBLE FOR PROPERTY DAMAGE,
MAIMING, OR EXCRUCIATINGLY PAINFUL DEATHS.

“What's in the boxes?” | asked.

“A little surprise,” Quintus said. “Training activi for tomorrow night.
You'll love it.”

“Uh, okay,” | said, though | wasn’t sure about tle&cruciatingly painful
death” part.

Quintus threw the bronze shield, and Mrs. O’Leamnlbered after it.
“You young ones need more challenges. They didasehcamps like this
when | was a boy.”

“You—you're a half-blood?” | didn't mean to soundrprised, but I'd
never seen an old demigod before.



Quintus chuckled. “Some of w® survive into adulthood, you know. Not
all of us are the subject of terrible prophecies.”

“You know about my prophecy?”

“I've heard a few things.”

| wanted to askvhatfew things, but just then Chiron clip-clopped itihe
arena. “Percy, there you are!”

He must've just come from teaching archery. He &agliver and bow
slung over his #1 CENTAUR T-shirt. He’'d trimmed Hgrly brown hair
and beard for the summer, and his lower half, whiels a white stallion,
was flecked with mud and grass.

“| see you've met our new instructor.” Chiron’s ®was light, but there
was an uneasy look in his eyes. “Quintus, do yaudnfil borrow Percy?”

“Not at all, Master Chiron.”

“No need to call me ‘Master’,” Chiron said, thougk sounded sort of
pleased. “Come, Percy. We have much to discuss.”

| took one more glance at Mrs. O’Leary, who was rahewing off the
target dummy’s legs.

“Well, see you,” | told Quintus.

As we were walking away, | whispered to Chiron, 11Qus seemed kind
of—"

“Mysterious?” Chiron suggested. “Hard to read?”

“Yeah.”

Chiron nodded. “A very qualified half-blood. Exaait swordsman, | just
wish | understood...”

Whatever he was going to say, he apparently chahgedind. “First
things first, Percy. Annabeth told me you met s@mgpousar

“Yeah.” | told him about the fight at Goode, andiahKelli had exploded
into flames.

“Mm,” Chiron said. “The more powerful ones can @iatt She did not die,
Percy. She simply escaped. It is not good thashieedemons are stirring.”

“What were they doing there?” | asked. “Waiting foe?”

“Possibly,” Chiron frowned. “It is amazing you swed. Their powers of
deception...almost any male hero would’ve fallen urtteir spell and been
devoured.”

“I would’ve been,” | admitted. “Except for Rachel.”

Chiron nodded. “Ironic to be saved by a mortal, wet owe her a debt.
What theempousasaid about an attack on camp—we must speak of this
further. But for now, come, we should get to theodm Grover will want
you there.”



“Where?”
“At his formal hearing,” Chiron said grimly. “The ddncil of Cloven
Elders is meeting now to decide his fate.”

* % %

Chiron said we needed to hurry, so | let him give anride on his back.
As we galloped past the cabins, | glanced at tinenglihall—an open-air
Greek pavilion on a hill overlooking the sea. Itsihe first time I'd seen the
place since last summer, and it brought back badanes.

Chiron plunged into the woods. Nymphs peeked ouheftrees to watch
us pass. Large shapes rustled in the shadows—metisst were stocked in
here as a challenge to the campers.

| thought | knew the forest pretty well after plagicapture the flag here
for two summers, but Chiron took me a way | did@tognize, through a
tunnel of old willow trees, past a little waterfadind into a glade blanketed
with wildflowers.

A bunch of satyrs were sitting in a circle in thags. Grover stood in the
middle, facing three really old, really fat satyvho sat on topiary thrones
shaped out of rose bushes. I'd never seen the tidesatyrs before, but |
guessed they must be the Council of Cloven Elders.

Grover seemed to be telling them a story. He taigiie bottom of his T-
shirt, shifting nervously on his goat hooves. Hdriachanged much since
last winter, maybe because satyrs age half asafabumans. His acne had
flared up. His horns had gotten a little biggetttsey just stuck out over his
curly hair. | realized with a start that | was éalthan he was now.

Standing off to one side of the circle were Annhpetnother girl I'd
never seen before, and Clarisse. Chiron droppedaxieto them.

Clarisse’s stringy brown hair was tied back withaanouflage bandanna.
If possible, she looked even buffer, like she'drba®rking out. She glared
at me and muttered, “Punk,” which must've meantwshe in a good mood.
Usually she says hello by trying to kill me.

Annabeth had her arm around the other girl, whiédolike she’'d been
crying. She was small—petite, | guess you'd calhwtith wispy hair the
color of amber and a pretty, elfish face. She wogreen chiton and laced
sandals, and she was dabbing her eyes with a hahdiie “It's going
terribly,” she sniffled.

“No, no,” Annabeth patted her shoulders. “He’llfbee, Juniper.”

Annabeth looked at me and mouthed the w@dsver’s girlfriend



At least | thought that's what she said, but thanhd make any sense.
Grover with a girlfriend? Then | looked at Junipmore closely, and |
realized her ears were slightly pointed. Her eyestead of being red from
crying, were tinged green, the color of chloroph$lhe was a tree nymph—
a dryad.

“Master Underwood!” the council member on the righbuted, cutting
off whatever Grover was trying to say. “Do you easly expect us to
believe this?”

“B-but Silenus,” Grover stammered. “It's the truth!

The Council guy, Silenus, turned to his colleagwesl muttered
something. Chiron cantered up to the front and dstoext to them. |
remembered he was an honorary member of the coumdil I'd never
thought about it much. The elders didn't look vamgpressive. They
reminded me of the goats in a petting zoo—hugedselsleepy expressions,
and glazed eyes that couldn’t see past the nextfhlanf goat chow. |
wasn’t sure why Grover seemed SO nervous.

Silenus tugged his yellow polo shirt over his bellyd adjusted himself
on his rosebush throne. “Master Underwood, fornsonths—six months—
we have been hearing these scandalous claims dbaheard the wild god
Pan speak.”

“But | did!”

“Impudence!” said the elder on the left.

“Now, Maron,” Chiron said. “Patience.”

“Patience, indeed!” Maron said. “I've had it up may horns with this
nonsense. As if the wild god would speak to.hitm.”

Juniper looked like she wanted to charge the olgr sand beat him up,
but Annabeth and Clarisse held her back. “Wrondtfigirlie,” Clarisse
muttered. “Wait.”

| don’t know what surprised me more: Clarisse hajdsomeone back
from a fight, or the fact that she and Annabethpwdespised each other,
almost seemed like they were working together.

“For six months,” Silenus continued, “we have irghd you, Master
Underwood. We let you travel. We allowed you to kg@mur searcher’s
license. We waited for you to bring proof of youeposterous claim. And
what have you found in six months of travel?”

“I just need more time,” Grover pleaded.

“Nothing!” the elder in the middle chimed in. “Ydwave found nothing.”

“But, Leneus—"



Silenus raised his hand. Chiron leaned in andsa&ickething to the satyrs.
The satyrs didn’t look happy. They muttered andiadgamong themselves,
but Chiron said something else, and Silenus sigHedhodded reluctantly.

“Master Underwood,” Silenus announced, “we will giyou one more
chance.”

Grover brightened. “Thank you!”

“One more week.”

“What? But sir! That's impossible!”

“One more week, Master Underwood. And then, if gaannot prove your
claims, it will be time for you to pursue anothereer. Something to suit
your dramatic talents. Puppet theater, perhapsa@dancing.”

“But sir, I—I can’t lose my searcher’s license. Mfole life—"

“This meeting of the council is adjourned,” Sileragd. “And now let us
enjoy our noonday meal!”

The old satyr clapped his hands, and a bunch ophgmelted out of the
trees with platters of vegetables, fruits, tin gaarsd other goat delicacies.
The circle of satyrs broke and charged the fooawv&r walked dejectedly
toward us. His faded blue T-shirt had a pictura afatyr on it. It read GOT
HOOVES?

“Hi, Percy,” he said, so depressed he didn’t eviger do shake my hand.
“That went well, huh?”

“Those old goats!” Juniper said. “Oh, Grover, tlgn’t know how hard
you've tried!”

“There is another option,” Clarisse said darkly.

“No. No.” Juniper shook her head. “Grover, | wolet you.”

His face was ashen. “I—I'll have to think about But we don’t even
know where to look.”

“What are you talking about?” | asked.

In the distance, a conch horn sounded.

Annabeth pursed her lips. “I'll fill you in lateRercy. We’'d better get
back to our cabins. Inspection is starting.”

* % %

It didn’t seem fair that I'd have to do cabin inspen when | just got to
camp, but that's the way it worked. Every afternoone of the senior
counselors came around with a papyrus scroll cietcBest cabin got first
shower hour, which meant hot water guaranteed. W\aaisin got kitchen
patrol after dinner.



The problem for me: | was usually the only onehi@ Poseidon cabin, and
I’m not exactly what you would call neat. The cleanharpies only came
through on the last day of summer, so my cabin pvabably just the way
I'd left it on winter break: my candy wrappers aclip bags still on my
bunk, my armor for capture the flag lying in pieedisaround the cabin.

| raced toward the commons area, where the twellbbens—one for each
Olympian god—made a U around the central green.Odmaeter kids were
sweeping out theirs and making fresh flowers growtheir window boxes.
Just by snapping their fingers they could make hemekle vines bloom
over their doorway and daisies cover their roofjcwtwas totally unfair. |
don’t think they ever got last place in inspectidime guys in the Hermes
cabin were scrambling around in a panic, stashirty undry under their
beds and accusing each other of taking stuff. Wene slobs, but they still
had a head start on me.

Over at the Aphrodite cabin, Silena Beauregard jas coming out,
checking items off the inspection scroll. | curagtler my breath. Silena
was nice, but she was an absolute neat freak, ¢nst \wspector. She liked
things to be pretty. | didn’'t do “pretty.” | coulmlmost feel my arms getting
heavy from all the dishes | would have to scrubgbi

The Poseidon cabin was at the end of the row ofémgad” cabins on the
right side of the green. It was made of gray sbetirusted sea rock, long
and low like a bunker, but it had windows that fh¢ke sea and it always
had a good breeze blowing through it.

| dashed inside, wondering if maybe | could do &kjwnder-the-bed
cleaning job like the Hermes guys, and | found naff-brother Tyson
sweeping the floor.

“Percy!” he bellowed. He dropped his broom and aame. If you've
never been charged by an enthusiastic Cyclops mgeaiflowered apron
and rubber cleaning gloves, I'm telling you, itNlake you up quick.

“Hey, big guy!” | said. “Ow, watch the ribs. Théag.”

| managed to survive his bear hug. He put me dagnnning like crazy,
his single calf-brown eye full of excitement. Heeth were as yellow and
crooked as ever, and his hair was a rat’s nesiwvbte ragged XXXL jeans
and a tattered flannel shirt under his floweredapbut he was still a sight
for sore eyes. | hadn’t seen him in almost a ysace he’'d gone under the
sea to work at the Cyclopes’ forges.

“You are okay?” he asked. “Not eaten by monsters?”

“Not even a little bit.” | showed him that | stilad both arms and both
legs, and Tyson clapped happily.



“Yay!” he said. “Now we can eat peanut butter saiothes and ride fish
ponies! We can fight monsters and see Annabeth raakie things go
BOOM!”

| hoped he didn’'t mean all at the same time, btdgld him absolutely,
we’d have a lot of fun this summer. | couldn’t hedmiling, he was so
enthusiastic about everything.

“But first,” | said, “we’ve gotta worry about inspgon. We should...”

Then | looked around and realized Tyson had beeay.blhe floor was
swept. The bunk beds were made. The saltwater doum the corner had
been freshly scrubbed so the coral gleamed. Owithagowsills, Tyson had
set out water-filled vases with sea anemones arhge glowing plants
from the bottom of the ocean, more beautiful thay tlower bouquets the
Demeter kids could whip up.

“Tyson, the cabin looks...amazing!”

He beamed. “See the fish ponies? | put them ordhimg!”

A herd of miniature bronze hippocampi hung on wirem the ceiling, so
it looked like they were swimming through the &icouldn’t believe Tyson,
with his huge hands, could make things so delicBben | looked over at
my bunk, and | saw my old shield hanging on thd.wal

“You fixed it!”

The shield had been badly damaged in a mantictaekalast winter. But
now it was perfect again—not a scratch. All thenae pictures of my
adventures with Tyson and Annabeth in the Sea afidiws were polished
and gleaming.

| looked at Tyson. | didn’t know how to thank him.

Then somebody behind me said, “Oh, my.”

Silena Beauregard was standing in the doorway kathinspection scroll.
She stepped into the cabin, did a quick twirl, theaeed her eyebrows at me.
“Well, | had my doubts. But you clean up nicelyr&e I'll remember that.”

She winked at me and left the room.

* % %

Tyson and | spent the afternoon catching up andhasging out, which
was nice after a morning of getting attacked by aleicheerleaders.

We went down to the forge and helped Beckendorhftbe Hephaestus
cabin with his metalworking. Tyson showed us howdHearned to craft
magic weapons. He fashioned a flaming double-bladmdaxe so fast even
Beckendorf was impressed.



While he worked, Tyson told us about his year uridersea. His eye lit
up when he described the Cyclopes’ forges and dltecp of Poseidon, but
he also told us how tense things were. The old gbdlse sea, who'd ruled
during Titan times, were starting to make war om father. When Tyson
had left, battles had been raging all over theita Hearing that made me
feel anxious, like | should be helping out, but diysassured me that Dad
wanted us both at camp.

“Lots of bad people above the sea, too,” Tyson.s&itk can make them
go boom.”

After the forges, we spent some time at the caake Wwith Annabeth.
She was really glad to see Tyson, but | coulddk# was distracted. She
kept looking over at the forest, like she was tmgkabout Grover’s problem
with the council. | couldn’t blame her. Grover wasvhere to be seen, and |
felt really bad for him. Finding the lost god Paadhbeen his lifelong goal.
His father and his uncle had both disappearedJiatig the same dream.
Last winter, Grover had heard a voice in his heéalvait you—a voice he
was sure belonged to Pan—but apparently his sémdhed nowhere. If the
council took away his searcher’s license now, itildarush him.

“What's this ‘other way'?” | asked Annabeth. “Thding Clarisse
mentioned?”

She picked up a stone and skipped it across tlee 1&omething Clarisse
scouted out. | helped her a little this spring. Butvould be dangerous.
Especially for Grover.”

“Goat boy scares me,” Tyson murmured.

| stared at him. Tyson had faced down fire-breathibulls and sea
monsters and cannibal giants. “Why would you beestaf Grover?”

“Hooves and horns,” Tyson muttered nervously. “Aywat fur makes my
nose itchy.”

And that pretty much ended our Grover conversation.

* % %

Before dinner, Tyson and | went down to the swaeha. Quintus was
glad to have company. He still wouldn’t tell me wheas in the wooden
crates, but he did teach me a few sword moves. gilyewas good. He
fought the way some people play chess—Ilike he wiisng all the moves
together and you couldn’t see the pattern untihtagle the last stroke and
won with a sword at your throat.

“Good try,” he told me. “But your guard is too Idw.



He lunged and | blocked.

“Have you always been a swordsman?” | asked.

He parried my overhead cut. “I've been many thihgs.

He jabbed and | sidestepped. His shoulder strapesdi down, and | saw
that mark on his neck—the purple blotch. But it waa random mark. It
had a definite shape—a bird with folded wings, kkeuail or something.

“What's that on your neck?” | asked, which was paioly a rude question,
but you can blame my ADHD. | tend to just blurtndps out.

Quintus lost his rhythm. | hit his sword hilt anddcked the blade out of
his hand.

He rubbed his fingers. Then he shifted his armohitte the mark. It
wasn’t a tattoo, | realized. It was an old burn.eltke’d been branded.

“A reminder.” He picked up his sword and forcedwils. “Now, shall we
go again?”

He pressed me hard, not giving me time for any mosstions.

While he and | fought, Tyson played with Mrs. O’lgawho he called
the “little doggie.” They had a great time wreglifor the bronze shield and
playing Get the Greek. By sunset, Quintus hadn#&nebroken a sweat,
which seemed kind of strange; but Tyson and | vieteand stick, so we hit
the showers and got ready for dinner.

| was feeling good. It was almost like a normal dygamp. Then dinner
came, and all the campers lined up by cabin ancthmedrinto the dining
pavilion. Most of them ignored the sealed fissur¢he marble floor at the
entrance—a ten-foot-long jagged scar that hadrénlibere last summer—
but | was careful to step over it.

“Big crack,” Tyson said when we were at our tabt&arthquake,
maybe?”

“No,” | said. “Not an earthquake.”

| wasn'’t sure | should tell him. It was a secrelyoinnabeth and Grover
and | knew. But looking in Tyson’s big eye, | knéwouldn’t hide it from
him.

“Nico di Angelo,” | said, lowering my voice. “He'this half-blood kid we
brought to camp last winter. He, uh...he asked mguird his sister on a
guest, and | failed. She died. Now he blames me.”

Tyson frowned. “So he put a crack in the floor?”

“These skeletons attacked us,” | said. “Nico téldr to go away, and the
ground just opened up and swallowed them. Nico..lddked around to
make sure no one was listening. “Nico is a son adés.”

Tyson nodded thoughtfully. “The god of dead pedple.



“Yeah.”

“So the Nico boy is gone now?”

“l—I guess. | tried to search for him this sprirf@p did Annabeth. But we
didn’t have any luck. This is secret, Tyson. Ok#yanyone found out he
was a son of Hades, he would be in danger. You eaeh tell Chiron.”

“The bad prophecy,” Tyson said. “Titans might usa i they knew.”

| stared at him. Sometimes it was easy to forgat &is big and childlike
as he was, Tyson was pretty smart. He knew thanhéixé child of the Big
Three gods—Zeus, Poseidon, or Hades—who turneeesixvas prophesied
to either save or destroy Mount Olympus. Most pe@dsumed that meant
me, but if | died before | turned sixteen, the pregy could just as easily
apply to Nico.

“Exactly,” | said. “So—"

“Mouth sealed,” Tyson promised. “Like the crackie ground.”

* % %

| had trouble falling asleep that night. | lay iadblistening to the waves
on the beach, and the owls and monsters in the svdodas afraid once |
drifted off I'd have nightmares.

See, for half-bloods, dreams are hardly ever jieshmis. We get messages.
We glimpse things that are happening to our friemdenemies. Sometimes
we even glimpse the past or the future. And at camyp dreams were
always more frequent and vivid.

So | was still awake around midnight, staring @& Hunk bed mattress
above me, when | realized there was a strange ligithe room. The
saltwater fountain was glowing.

| threw off the covers and walked cautiously towdrdsteam rose from
the hot salt water. Rainbow colors shimmered thinoigthough there was
no light in the room except for the moon outsidee a pleasant female
voice spoke from the steamtease deposit one drachma

| looked over at Tyson, but he was still snoringe Bleeps about as
heavily as a tranquilized elephant.

| didn’t know what to think. I'd never gotten a tmdt Iris-message before.
One golden drachma gleamed at the bottom of thetéu | scooped it up
and tossed it through the mist. The coin vanished.

“O, Iris, Goddess of the rainbow,” | whispered. t8hme...Uh, whatever
you need to show me.”



The mist shimmered. | saw the dark shore of a rivwésps of fog drifted
across black water. The beach was strewn with phggedcanic rock. A
young boy squatted at the riverbank, tending a éa@he flames burned
an unnatural blue color. Then | saw the boy’s fdceias Nico di Angelo.
He was throwing pieces of paper into the fire—Myttagic trading cards,
part of the game he’d been obsessed with last winte

Nico was only ten, or maybe eleven by now, butduikéd older. His hair
had grown longer. It was shaggy and almost toutiedhoulders. His eyes
were dark. His olive skin had turned paler. He wipped black jeans and a
battered aviator’s jacket that was several sizebig, unzipped over a black
shirt. His face was grimy, his eyes a little wilde looked like a kid who'd
been living on the streets.

| waited for him to look at me. No doubt he'd geday angry, start
accusing me of letting his sister die. But he dide'em to notice me.

| stayed quiet, not daring to move. If he hadniitglis Iris-message, who
had?

Nico tossed another trading card into the blue désnf‘'Useless,” he
muttered. “I can't believe | ever liked this stiff.

“A childish game, master,” another voice agreedekmed to come from
near the fire, but | couldn’t see who was talking.

Nico stared across the river. On the far shorebask beach shrouded in
haze. | recognized it: the Underworld. Nico was perg at the edge of the
river Styx.

“I've failed,” he muttered. “There’s no way to degr back.”

The other voice kept silent.

Nico turned toward it doubtfully. “Is there? Spéak.

Something shimmered. | thought it was just firelighhen | realized it
was the form of a man—a wisp of blue smoke, a siadioyou looked at
him head-on, he wasn’t there. But if you looked @iuthe corner of your eye,
you could make out his shape. A ghost.

“It has never been done,” the ghost said. “Butdhmay be a way.”

“Tell me,” Nico commanded. His eyes shined withesde light.

“An exchange,” the ghost said. “A soul for a soul.”

“I've offered!”

“Not yours,” the ghost said. “You cannot offer ydather a soul he will
eventually collect anyway. Nor will he be anxioos the death of his son. |
mean a soul that should have died already. Som&dre has cheated
death.”

Nico’s face darkened. “Not that again. You're talikiabout murder.”



“I’'m talking about justice,” the ghost said. “Veragece.”

“Those are not the same thing.”

The ghost laughed dryly. “You will learn differepths you get older.”

Nico stared at the flames. “Why can’t | at leasinswn her? | want to
talk to her. She would...she would help me.”

“I will help you,” the ghost promised. “Have | not sawou many times?
Did | not lead you through the maze and teach gouse your powers? Do
you want revenge for your sister or not?”

| didn’t like the ghost’s tone of voice. He reminldme of a kid at my old
school, a bully who used to convince other kidddostupid things like steal
lab equipment and vandalize the teachers’ cars. @ty never got in
trouble himself, but he got tons of other kids susfed.

Nico turned from the fire so the ghost couldn’t ke®, but | could. A tear
traced its way down his face. “Very well. You havelan?”

“Oh, yes,” the ghost said, sounding quite pleaSét have many dark
roads to travel. We must start—"

The image shimmered. Nico vanished. The woman’seviom the mist
said,Please deposit one drachma for another five minutes

There were no other coins in the fountain. | grabtee my pockets, but |
was wearing pajamas. | lunged for the nightstanchexk for spare change,
but the Iris-message had already blinked out, beddom went dark again.
The connection was broken.

| stood in the middle of the cabin, listening te tyurgle of the saltwater
fountain and the ocean waves outside.

Nico was alive. He was trying to bring his sistack from the dead. And
| had a feeling | knew what soul he wanted to erglea—someone who had
cheated death. Vengeance.

Nico di Angelo would come looking for me.



THREE

WE PLAY TAG WITH
SCORPIONS

The next morning there was a lot of excitementraakfast.

Apparently around three in the morning an Aethiopsriakon had been
spotted at the borders of camp. | was so exhaustkgpt right through the
noise. The magical boundaries had kept the mowsiterbut it prowled the
hills, looking for weak spots in our defenses, @&ndidn’'t seem anxious to
go away until Lee Fletcher from Apollo’s cabin laccouple of his siblings
in pursuit. After a few dozen arrows lodged in tienks of the drakon’s
armor, it got the message and withdrew.

“It's still out there,” Lee warned us during anncements. “Twenty
arrows in its hide, and we just made it mad. Thegtlwas thirty feet long
and bright green. It's eyes—" he shuddered.

“You did well, Lee,” Chiron patted him on the shoet. “Everyone stay
alert, but stay calm. This has happened before.”

“Aye,” Quintus said from the head table. “And itiMhappen again. More
and more frequently.”

The campers murmured among themselves.

Everyone knew the rumors: Luke and his army of remswvere planning
an invasion of the camp. Most of us expected hdppen this summer, but
no one knew how or when. It didn’t help that oueatlance was down. We
only had about eighty campers. Three years agon Wlestarted, there had
been more than a hundred. Some had died. Someinad Luke. Some had
just disappeared.

“This is a good reason for new war games, “Quimistinued, a glint in
his eyes. “We’ll see how you all do with that tomig

“Yes...” Chiron said. “Well, enough announcementst Le bless this
meal and eat.” He raised his goblet. “To the gods.”

We all raised our glasses and repeated the blessing

Tyson and | took our plates to the bronze brazier scraped a portion of
our food into the flames. | hoped the gods likadinatoast and Froot Loops.

“Poseidon,” | said. Then | whispered, “Help me wiNito, and Luke, and
Grover’s problem...”



There was so much to worry about | could’ve stdegte all morning, but
| headed back to the table.

Once everyone was eating, Chiron and Grover caraetowisit. Grover
was bleary-eyed. His shirt was inside out. He Isigdplate onto the table and
slumped next to me.

Tyson shifted uncomfortably. “I will go...um...polishynfish ponies.”

He lumbered off, leaving his breakfast half-eaten.

Chiron tried for a smile. He probably wanted toMaeassuring, but in
centaur form he towered over me, casting a shadooss the table. “Well,
Percy, how did you sleep?”

“Uh, fine.” | wondered why he asked that. Was itsgible he knew
something about the weird Iris-message I'd gotten?

“I brought Grover over,” Chiron said, “because odlght you two might
want to, ah, discuss matters. Now if you'll excuse, | have some Iris-
messages to send. I'll see you later in the dayg d¢ive Grover a
meaningful look, then trotted out of the pavilion.”

“What's he talking about?” | asked Grover.

Grover chewed his eggs. | could tell he was distihdoecause he bit the
tines of his fork and chewed those down, too. “Hmis you to convince
me,” he mumbled.

Somebody else slid next to me on the bench: Anhabet

“I'll tell you what it's about,” she said. “The Lahinth.”

It was hard to concentrate on what she was sapecpuse everybody in
the dining pavilion was stealing glances at uswahigpering. And Annabeth
was right next to me. | meaight next to me.

“You're not supposed to be here,” | said.

“We need to talk,” she insisted.

“But the rules...”

She knew as well as | did that campers weren'tadtbto switch tables.
Satyrs were different. They weren’t really demigdglst the half-bloods had
to sit with their cabins. | wasn't even sure whia¢ punishment was for
switching tables. I'd never seen it happen. If Nr.had been here, he
probably would’'ve strangled Annabeth with magicatapevines or
something, but Mr. D wasn’'t here. Chiron had alyedaft the pavilion.
Quintus looked over and raised an eyebrow, butd@tdsay anything.

“Look,” Annabeth said, “Grover is in trouble. Th&renly one way we
can figure to help him. It's the Labyrinth. That\sat Clarisse and | have
been investigating.”



| shifted my weight, trying to think clearly. “Yomean the maze where
they kept the Minotaur, back in the old days?”

“Exactly,” Annabeth said.

“So...it's not under the king’s palace in Crete anyeol guessed. “The
Labyrinth is under some building in America.”

See? It only took me a few years to figure things. d knew that
important places moved around with Western Civiieg like Mount
Olympus being over the Empire State building, dreWnderworld entrance
being in Los Angeles. | was feeling pretty proudrofself.

Annabeth rolled her eyes. “Under a building? PleaBercy. The
Labyrinth ishuge It wouldn’t fit under a single city, much lesssmgle
building.”

| thought about my dream of Nico at the River Sty$o...is the
Labyrinth part of the Underworld?”

“No.” Annabeth frowned. “Well, there may be passageom the
Labyrinth downinto the Underworld. I'm not sure. But the Underworfd i
way, way down. The Labyrinth is right under thefsce of the mortal world,
kind of like a second skin. It's been growing faptisands of years, lacing
its way under Western cities, connecting everythogether underground.
You can get anywhere through the Labyrinth.”

“If you don’t get lost,” Grover muttered. “And deehorrible death.”

“Grover, there has to be a way,” Annabeth saidotl the feeling they’d
had this conversation before. “Clarisse lived.”

“Barely!” Grover said. “And the other guy—"

“He was driven insane. He didn’t die.”

“Oh, joy.” Grover's lower lip quivered. “That makesie feel much
better.”

“Whoa,” | said. “Back up. What's this about Clagssnd a crazy guy?”

Annabeth glanced over toward the Ares table. Glarisas watching us
like she knew what we were talking about, but thlea fixed her eyes on her
breakfast plate.

“Last year,” Annabeth said, lowering her voice, d@$se went on a
mission for Chiron.”

“I remember,” | said. “It was secret.”

Annabeth nodded. Despite how serious she was adtwwgs happy she
wasn’'t mad at me anymore. And | kind of liked tlaetfthat she’d broken
the rules to come sit next to me.

“It was secret,” Annabeth agreed, “because sheddhris Rodriguez.”



“The guy from the Hermes cabin?” | remembered homftwo years ago.
We’'d eavesdropped on Chris Rodriguez aboard Lugkip, thePrincess
Andromeda Chris was one of the half-bloods who’'d abandooahp and
joined the Titan Army.

“Yeah,” Annabeth said. “Last summer he just appeare Phoenix,
Arizona, near Clarisse’s mom’s house.”

“What do you mean he just appeared?”

“He was wandering around the desert, in a hundnedwaenty degrees, in
full Greek armor, babbling about string.”

“String,” | said.

“He'd been driven completely insane. Clarisse bhiugm back to her
mom’s house so the mortals wouldn’t institutionallam. She tried to nurse
him back to health. Chiron came out and intervieved, but it wasn’t
much good. The only thing they got out of him: Liskenen have been
exploring the Labyrinth.”

| shivered, though | wasn’t exactly sure why. PGbrris.. he hadn’t been
a bad guy. What could’'ve driven him mad? | lookédsaover, who was
chewing up the rest of his fork.

“Okay,” | asked. “Why were they exploring the Lalngh?”

“We weren’t sure,” Annabeth said. “That's why C&me went on a
scouting expedition. Chiron kept things hushed apabise he didn’'t want
anyone panicking. He got me involved because...vile##, Labyrinth has
always been one of my favorite subjects. The aschite involved—" Her
expression turned a little dreamy. “The buildereBaus, was a genius. But
the point is, the Labyrinth has entrances everyahdrLuke could figure
out how to navigate it, he could move his army awvith incredible
speed.”

“Except it's a maze, right?”

“Full of horrible traps,” Grover agreed. “Dead entlkisions. Psychotic
goat-killing monsters.”

“But not if you had Ariadne’s string,” Annabeth daf‘ln the old days,
Ariadne’s string guided Theseus out of the mazewdls a navigation
instrument of some kind, invented by Daedalus. Ailis Rodriguez was
mumbling about string.”

“So Luke is trying to find Ariadne’s string,” | shi “Why? What's he
planning?”

Annabeth shook her head. “I don’'t know. | thouglatytme he wanted to
invade camp through the maze, but that doesn’t raalgesense. The closest
entrances Clarisse found were in Manhattan, whicblan’'t help Luke get



past our borders. Clarisse explored a little wdg the tunnels, but...it was
very dangerous. She had some close calls. | rdsmhreverything | could
find about Daedalus. I'm afraid it didn’t help muchdon’t understand
exactly what Luke’s planning, but | do know thisetLabyrinth might be the
key to Grover’s problem.”

| blinked. “You think Pan is underground?”

“It would explain why he’s been impossible to fihd.

Grover shuddered. “Satyrs hate going undergrourad séarcher would
ever try going irthat place. No flowers. No sunshine. No coffee shops!”

“But,” Annabeth said, “the Labyrinth can lead yonast anywhere. It
reads your thoughts. It was designed to fool ynck tyou and kill you; but
if you can make the Labyrinth wof&ar you—"

“It could lead you to the wild god,” I said.

“I can’t do it.” Grover hugged his stomach. “Jusinking about it makes
me want to throw up my silverware.”

“Grover, it may be your last chance,” Annabeth sdithe council is
seriousOneweek or you learn to tap dance!”

Over at the head table, Quintus cleared his thiogobt the feeling he
didn’t want to make a scene, but Annabeth wasygalshing it, sitting at
my table so long.

“We'll talk later,” Annabeth squeezed my arm adittoo hard. “Convince
him, will you?”

She returned to the Athena table, ignoring allgéeple who were staring
at her.

Grover buried his head in his hands. “I can’'t ddPgrcy. My searcher’s
license. Pan. I'm going to lose it all. I'll have $tart a puppet theater.”

“Don’t say that! We'll figure something out.”

He looked at me teary-eyed. “Percy, you're my lfeshd. You've seen
me underground. In that Cyclops’s cave. Do youyehink | could...”

His voice faltered. | remembered the Sea of Mosstehen he’d been
stuck in a Cyclops’s cave. He’'d never liked undeogd places to begin
with, but now Grover really hated them. Cyclopegeghim the creeps, too.
Even Tyson...Grover tried to hide it, but Grover dncbuld sort of read
each other’'s emotions because of this empathybatiween us. | knew how
he felt. Grover was terrified of the big guy.

“I have to leave,” Grover said miserably. “Junigewaiting for me. It's a
good thing she finds cowards attractive.”



After he was gone, | looked over at Quintus. Hedwatigravely, like we
were sharing some dark secret. Then he went backitting his sausage
with a dagger.

In the afternoon, | went down to the Pegasus sataevisit my friend
Blackjack.

Yo, bossHe capered around in his stall, his black wingi$dbung the air.
Ya bring me some sugar cubes?

“You know those aren’t good for you, Blackjack.”

Yeah, so you brought me some, huh?

| smiled and fed him a handful. Blackjack and | wback a long way. |
sort of helped rescue him from Luke’s demon crgisp a few years ago,
and ever since, he insisted on repaying me witbriav

So we got any quests coming wglackjack asked’m ready to fly, boss!

| patted his nose. “Not sure, man. Everybody ketking about
underground mazes.”

Blackjack whinnied nervouslyNuh-uh. Not for this horse! You aint
gonna be crazy enough to go in no maze, boss.ae'gu’ll end up in the
glue factory!

“You may be right, Blackjack. We’'ll see.”

Blackjack crunched down his sugar cubes. He shakhne like he was
having a sugar seizur&/hoa! Good stuffl Well, boss, you come to your
senses and want to fly somewhere, just give aleth@le Blackjack and his
buddies, we’ll stampede anybody for ya!

| told him I'd keep it in mind. Then a group of yoger campers came into
the stables to start their riding lessons, andcld#el it was time to leave. |
had a bad feeling | wasn’t going to see Blackjamkaflong time.

* % %

That night after dinner, Quintus had us suit ugambat armor like we
were getting ready for capture the flag, but theochamong the campers
was a lot more serious. Sometime during the dataes in the arena had
disappeared, and | had a feeling whatever waseim thad been emptied into
the woods.

“Right,” Quintus said, standing on the head dirtaigle. “Gather 'round.”



He was dressed in black leather and bronze. ltoticllight, his gray hair
made him look like a ghost. Mrs. O’Leary boundegpby around him,
foraging for dinner scraps.

“You will be in teams of two,” Quintus announced.h& everybody
started talking and trying to grab their friendg Yelled: “Which have
already been chosen!”

“AWWWWW!” everybody complained.

“Your goal is simple: collect the gold laurels watlt dying. The wreath is
wrapped in a silk package, tied to the back of @indae monsters. There are
six monsters. Each has a silk package. Only ongshbk laurels. You must
find the wreath before the other teams. And, ofrseu.you will have to
slay the monster to get it, and stay alive.”

The crowd started murmuring excitedly. The task nsied pretty
straightforward. Hey, we’d all slain monsters beforhat's what we trained
for.

“I will now announce your partners,” Quintus saf@here will be no
trading. No switching. No complaining.”

“Aroooof!” Mrs. O’Leary buried her face in a plate of pizza.

Quintus produced a big scroll and started readihgames. Beckendorf
would be with Silena Beauregard, which Beckendodked pretty happy
about. The Stoll brothers, Travis and Connor, wdnddogether. No surprise.
They did everything together. Clarisse was with LUdetcher from the
Apollo cabin—melee and ranged combat combined, theyld be a tough
combo to beat. Quintus kept rattling off the narnesl he said, “Percy
Jackson with Annabeth Chase.”

“Nice.” | grinned at Annabeth.

“Your armor is crooked” was her only comment, ahd sedid my straps
for me.

“Grover Underwood,” Quintus said, “with Tyson.”

Grover just about jJumped out of his goat fur. “WhBtbut—"

“No, no,” Tyson whimpered. “Must be a mistake. Gbay—"

“No complaining!” Quintus ordered. “Get with youmamner. You have
two minutes to prepare!”

Tyson and Grover both looked at me pleadinglyiddtito give them an
encouraging nod, and gestured that they should ntogether. Tyson
sneezed. Grover started chewing nervously on hedeso club.

“They’ll be fine,” Annabeth said. “Come on. Let’'sowy about how we'’re
going to stay alive.”



* % %

It was still light when we got into the woods, ibe shadows from the
trees made it feel like midnight. It was cold, teeen in summer. Annabeth
and | found tracks almost immediately—scuttling ksamade by something
with a lot of legs. We began to follow the trail.

We jumped a creek and heard some twigs snappintpyné&e crouched
behind a boulder, but it was only the Stoll brogh&ipping through the
woods and cursing. Their dad was the god of thigweaisthey were about as
stealthy as buffaloes.

Once the Stolls had passed, we forged deeperhetavést woods where
the monsters were wilder. We were standing on @ededverlooking a
marshy pond when Annabeth tensed. “This is wherstogped looking.”

It took me a second to realize what she meant. waser, when we’'d
given up hope of finding him, Grover, Annabeth, dngad stood on this
rock, and I'd convinced them not to tell Chiron theth: that Nico was a son
of Hades. At the time it seemed the right thingl¢éo | wanted to protect his
identity. | wanted to be the one to find him andkm#&hings right for what
had happened to his sister. Now, six months lateadn’'t even come close
to finding him. It left a bitter taste in my mouth.

“I saw him last night,” | said.

Annabeth knit her eyebrows. “What do you mean?”

| told her about the Iris-message. When | was dshe, stared into the
shadows of the woods. “He’s summoning the dead?shat good.”

“The ghost was giving him bad advice,” | said. “fired him to take
revenge.”

“Yeah...spirits are never good advisers they've ¢airtown agendas.
Old grudges. And they resent the living.”

“He’s going to come after me,” | said. “The spmentioned a maze.”

She nodded. “That settles it. Waveto figure out the Labyrinth.”

“Maybe,” | said uncomfortably. “But who sent theshmessage? If Nico
didn’t know | was there—"

A branch snapped in the woods. Dry leaves rusBednething large was
moving in the trees, just beyond the ridge.

“That’s not the Stoll brothers,” Annabeth whispered

Together we drew our swords.

* % %



We got to Zeus’s Fist, a huge pile of bouldershea middle of the west
woods. It was a natural landmark where campershaféedezvoused on
hunting expeditions, but now there was nobody adoun

“Over there,” Annabeth whispered.

“No, wait,” | said. “Behind us.”

It was weird. Scuttling noises seemed to be corfiimy several different
directions. We were circling the boulders, our s¥godrawn, when someone
right behind us said, “Hi.”

We whirled around, and the tree nymph Juniper yklpe

“Put those down!” she protested. “Dryads don't Igtearp blades, okay?”

“Juniper,” Annabeth exhaled. “What are you doingef?é

“I live here.”

| lowered my sword. “In the boulders?”

She pointed toward the edge of the clearing. “&njtmiper. Duh.”

It made sense, and | felt kind of stupid. I'd bdwmging around dryads
for years, but | never really talked to them mukcknew they couldn’'t go
very far away from their tree, which was the souotdife. But | didn’t
know much else.

“Are you guys busy?” Juniper asked.

“Well,” | said, “we’re in the middle of this gamegainst a bunch of
monsters and we're trying not to die.”

“We’'re not busy,” Annabeth said. “What’s wrong, {Jasr?”

Junper sniffled. She wiped her silky sleeve underdyes. “It's Grover.
He seems so distraught. All year he’s been outitgpkor Pan. And every
time he comes back, its worse. | thought maybdirstt he was seeing
another tree.”

“No,” Annabeth said as Juniper started crying. “bBore that’s not it.”

“He had a crush on a blueberry bush once,” Jursgielr miserably.

“Juniper,” Annabeth said, “Grover would never eveok at another tree.
He’s just stressed out about his searcher’s licénse

“He can’t go underground!” she protested. “You ¢det him.”

Annabeth looked uncomfortable. “It might be theyomiay to help him; if
we just knew where to start.”

“Ah.” Juniper wiped a green tear off her cheek. b&bthat...”

Another rustle in the woods, and Juniper yelledd&’

Before | could ask why, she wepbofinto green mist.



Annabeth and | turned. Coming out of the woods svadistening amber
insect, ten feet long, with jagged pincers, an aeudail, and a stinger as
long as my sword. A scorpion. Tied to its back waed silk package.

“One of us gets behind it,” Annabeth said, as Hueg clattered toward us.
“Cuts off its tail while the other distracts it front.”

“I'll take point,” | said. “You’ve got the invisibity hat.”

She nodded. We’d fought together so many times nesvkeach other’s
moves. We could do this, easy. But it all went vggawhen the other two
scorpions appeared from the woods.

“Three?” Annabeth said. “That’s not possible! The whole d&oand
half the monsters come at us?”

| swallowed. One, we could take. Two, with a litikek. Three? Doubtful.

The scorpions scurried toward us, whipping thenbbd tails like they’d
come here just to kill us. Annabeth and | put cacks against the nearest
boulder.

“Climb?” | said.

“No time,” she said.

She was right. The scorpions were already surrognds. They were so
close | could see their hideous mouths foamingicipating an ice juicy
meal of demigods.

“Look out!” Annabeth parried away a stinger witletflat of her blade. |
stabbed with Riptide, but the scorpion backed dutange. We clambered
sideways along the boulders, but the scorpion®v@t us. | slashed at
another one, but going on the offensive was to@eeaus. If | went for the
body, the tail stabbed downward. If | went for tlad, the thing’s pincers
came from either side and tried to grab me. Allosald do was defend, and
we wouldn’t be able to keep that up for very long.

| took another step sideways, and suddenly thesenething behind me.
It was a crack between two of the largest bouldsysjething I'd passed by
a million times, but...

“In here,” | said.

Annabeth sliced at a scorpion then looked at me likvas crazy. Ih
there?It’s too narrow.”

“I'll cover you. Go!”

She ducked behind me and started squeezing betiveemwo boulders.
Then she yelped and grabbed my armor straps, augsly | was tumbling
into a pit that hadn’t been there a moment befooeuld see the scorpions
above us, the purple evening sky and the treestlamrdthe hole shut like
the lens of a camera, and we were in complete dagkn



Our breathing echoed against stone. It was wetaltl | was sitting on a
bumpy floor that seemed to be made of bricks.

| lifted Riptide. The faint glow of the blade wassf enough to illuminate
Annabeth’s frightened face and the mossy stoneswvealleither side of us.

“Wh-where are we?” Annabeth said.

“Safe from the scorpions, anyway,” | tried to soucalm, but | was
freaking out. The crack between the boulders cduldive led into a cave. |
would’ve known if there was a cave here; | was sufrd. It was like the
ground had opened up and swallowed us. All | ctlilck of was the fissure
in the dining room pavilion, where those skeletbad been consumed last
summer. | wondered if the same thing had happemad.t

| lifted my sword again for light.

“It's a long room,” | muttered.

Annabeth gripped my arm. “It's not a room. It's@rdor.”

She was right the darkness felt...emptier in froni®fThere was a warm
breeze, like in subway tunnels, only it felt old@gre dangerous somehow.

| started forward, but Annabeth stopped me. “Ddake another step,”
she warned. “We need to find the exit.”

She sounded really scared now.

“It's okay,” | promised. “It's right—"

| looked up and realized | couldn’'t see where wlten in. The ceiling
was solid stone. The corridor seemed to stretckeeslg in both directions.

Annabeth’s hand slipped into mine. Under differamcumstances |
would’'ve been embarrassed, but here in the darkd géad to know where
she was. It was about the only thing | was sure of.

“Two steps back,” she advised.

We stepped backward together like we were in a fieilde

“Okay,” she said. “Help me examine the walls.”

“What for?”

“The mark of Daedalus,” she said, as if that wagpsesed to make sense.

“Uh, okay. What kind of—"

“Got it!” she said with relief. She set her hand tbe wall and pressed
against a tiny fissure, which began to glow blueGkeek symbol appeared:
A, the Ancient Greek Delta.

The roof slid open and we saw night sky, starsiipdt was a lot darker
than it should’ve been. Metal ladder rungs appeardtie side of the wall,
leading up, and | could hear people yelling our @am



“Percy! Annabeth!” Tyson’s voice bellowed the logtiebut others were
calling out too.
| looked nervously at Annabeth. Then we beganitolzl

* % %

We made our way around the rocks and ran into €darand a bunch of
other campers carrying torches.

“Where have you two been?” Clarisse demanded.

“We’'ve been looking forever.”

“But we were gone only a few minutes,” | said.

Chiron trotted up, followed by Tyson and Grover.

“Percy!” Tyson said. “You are okay?”

“We're fine,” | said. “We fell in a hole.”

The others looked at me skeptically, then at Anttabe

“Honest!” | said. “There were three scorpions afier so we ran and hid
in the rocks. But we were only gone a minute.”

“You've been missing for almost an hour,” ChirondsdThe game is
over.”

“Yeah,” Grover muttered. “We would’ve won, but achyps sat on me.”

“Was an accident!” Tyson protested, and then hezsa:

Clarisse was wearing the gold laurels, but she’dieven brag about
winning them, which wasn’t like her. “A hole?” skhaid suspiciously.

Annabeth took a deep breath. She looked arountieabther campers.
“Chiron...maybe we should talk about this at the Bause.”

Clarisse gasped. “You found it, didn’t you?”

Annabeth bit her lip. “I—Yeah. Yeah, we did.”

A bunch of campers started asking questions, Igpkinout as confused
as | was, but Chiron raised his hand for silend@ntght is not the right
time, and this is not the right place.” He starédaulders as if he'd just
noticed how dangerous they were. “All of you, bdokyour cabins. Get
some sleep. A game well played, but curfew is past!

There was a lot of mumbling and complaints, butdhmpers drifted off,
talking among themselves and giving me suspicioakd.

“This explains a lot,” Clarisse said. “It explawhat Luke is after.”

“Wait a second,” | said. “What do you mean? Whatwe find?”

Annabeth turned toward me, her eyes dark with wdAp entrance to
the Labyrinth. An invasion route straight into theart of the camp.”



FOUR

ANNABETH BREAKS
THE RULES

Chiron had insisted we talk about it in the mornpindnich was kind of
like, Hey, your life’s in mortal danger. Sleep tiglt\was hard to fall asleep,
but when [ finally did, | dreamed of a prison.

| saw a goy in a Greek tunic and sandals crouchinge in a massive
stone room. The ceiling was open to the night bky the walls were twenty
feet high and polished marble, completely smoottattred around the
room were wooden crates. Some were cracked anedtipper, as if they’'d
been flung in there. Bronze tools spilled out of-era compass, a saw, and a
bunch of other things | didn’t recognize.

The boy huddled in the corner, shivering from cald,maybe fear. He
was spattered in mud. His legs, arms, and faceg wemaped up as if he’'d
been dragged here along with the boxes.

Then the double oak doors moaned open. Two guardsonze armor
marched in, holding an old man between them. Theygfhim to the floor
in a battered heap.

“Father!” The boy ran to him. The man’s robes werdatters. His hair
was streaked with gray, and his beard was longcarlg. His nose had been
broken. His lips were bloody.

The boy took the old man’s head in his arms. “Whadtthey do to you?”
then he yelled at the guards. “I'll kill you!”

“There will be no killing today,” a voice said.

The guards moved aside. Behind them stood a tallimahite robes. He
wore a thin circlet of gold on his head. His beeass pointed like a spear
blade. His eyes glittered cruelly. “You helped &taenian kill my Minotaur,
Daedalus. You turned my won daughter against me.”

“You did that yourself, Your Majesty,” the old marpaked.

A guard planted a kick in the old man’s ribs. Heagred in agony. The
young boy cried, “Stop!”

“You love your maze so much,” the king said, “I kadecided to let you
stay here. This will be your workshop. Make me neenders. Amuse me.
Every maze needs a monster. You will be mine!”



“I don’t fear you,” the old man groaned.

The king smiled coldly. He locked his eyes on thg.fBut a man cares
about his son, eh? Displease me, old man, and ¢ketime my guards
inflict a punishment, it will be on him!”

The king swept out of the room with his guards, #reldoors slammed
shut, leaving the boy and his father alone in twkess.

“What shall we do?” the boy moaned. “Father, they kil you!”

The old man swallowed with difficulty. He tried ®mile, but it was a
gruesome sight with his bloody mouth.

“Take heart, my son.” He gazed up at the stars.Iiv find a way.”

A bar lowered across the doors with a f&&OM and | woke in a cold
sweat.

| was still feeling shaky the next morning when 1Ghi called a war
council. We met in the sword arena, which | thoughs pretty strange—
trying to discuss the fate of the camp while Mri.gary chewed on a life-
size squeaky pink rubber yak.

Chiron and Quintus stood at the front by the weamks. Clarisse and
Annabeth sat next to each other and led the bgefiyson and Grover sat
as far away from each other as possible. Also pteasmund the table:
Juniper the tree nymph, Silena Beauregard, Trawd &onnor Stoll,
Beckendorf, Lee Fletcher, even Argus, our hundsgztiesecurity chief.
That's how | knew it was serious. Argus hardly ewhiows up unless
something really major is going on. The whole tiwenabeth spoke, he
kept his hundred blue eyes trained on her so herdvhole body turned
bloodshot.

“Luke must have known about the Labyrinth entrahéenabeth said.
“He knew everything about camp.”

| thought | heard a little pride in her voice, likke still respected the guy,
evil as he was.

Juniper cleared her throat. “That’s what | wasngyio tell you last night.
The cave entrance has been there a long time. Wsd@ to use it.”

Silena Beauregard frowned. “You knew about the liglbly entrance, and
you didn’t say anything?”

Juniper’s face turned green. “I didn’t know it wagportant. Just a cave. |
don't like yucky old caves.”

“She has good taste,” Grover said.



‘[ wouldn’t have paid any attention except...well,vitas Luke.” She
blushed a little greener.

Grover huffed. “Forget what | said about good téste

“Interesting,” Quintus polished his sword as hek&pdAnd you believe
this young man, Luke, would dare use the Labyra#tlan invasion route?”

“Definitely,” Clarisse said. “If he could get annay of monsters inside
Camp Half-Blood, just pop up in the middle of theads without having to
worry about our magical boundaries, we wouldn’nhdta chance. He could
wipe us out easy. He must've been planning thisrfonths.”

“He’s been sending scouts into the maze,” Annalsatid. “We know
because...because we found one.”

“Chris Rodriguez,” Chiron said. He gave Quintuseamngful look.

“Ah,” Quintus said. “The one in the...Yes, | understd

“The one in the what?” | asked.

Clarisse glared at me. “The point is, Luke has Heeking for a way to
navigate the maze. He’s searching for Daedalust&siop.”

| remembered my dream the night before—the bloddyr@an in tattered
robes. “The guy who created the maze.”

“Yes,” Annabeth said. “The greatest architect, gheatest inventor of all
time. If the legends are true, his workshop ish@ tenter of the Labyrinth.
He’s the only one who knew how to navigate the mpesdectly. If Luke
managed to find the workshop and convince Daedaluselp him, Luke
wouldn’t have to fumble around searching for paths;isk losing his army
in the maze’s traps. He could navigate anywherevameted—quickly and
safely. First to Camp Half-Blood to wipe us outenh..to Olympus.”

The arena was silent except for Mrs. O’Leary’'s tggk getting
disemboweledSQUEAK! SQUEAK!

Finally Beckendorf put his huge hands on the talack up a sec,
Annabeth, you said ‘convince Daedalus’? Isn’t Daesldead?”

Quintus grunted. “l would hope so. He lived, whhtee thousand years
ago? And even if he were alive, don't the old stersay he fled from the
Labyrinth?”

Chiron clopped restlessly on his hooves. “Thats gnoblem, my dear
Quintus. No one knows. There are rumors...well, tl@emanydisturbing
rumors about Daedalus, but one is that he disapgeback into the
Labyrinth toward the end of his life. He might Ishé there.”

| thought about the old man I'd seen in my dreared looked so fralil, it
was hard to believe he'd lasted another week, mash three thousand
years.



“We need to go in,” Annabeth announced. “We havinid the workshop
before Luke does. If Daedalus is alive, we convimioe to help us, not Luke.
If Ariadne’s string still exists, we make sure iever falls into Luke’s
hands.”

“Wait a second,” | said. “If we’re worried about attack, why not just
blow up the entrance? Seal the tunnel?”

“Great idea!” Grover said. “I'll get the dynamite!”

“It's not so easy, stupid,” Clarisse growled. “Wedl that at the entrance
we found in Phoenix. It didn’t go well.”

Annabeth nodded. “The Labyrinth is magical archiies, Percy. It would
take huge power to seal even one of its entrarice®hoenix, Clarisse
demolished a whole building with a wrecking balhdahe maze entrance
just shifted a few feet. The best we can do is gmeluke from learning to
navigate the Labyrinth.”

“We could fight,” Lee Fletcher said. “We know whdhe entrance is now.
We can set up a defensive line and wait for théranlarmy tries to come
through, they’ll find us waiting with our bows.”

“We will certainly set up defenses,” Chiron agredlit | fear Clarisse is
right. The magical borders have kept this camp fafbundreds of years. If
Luke manages to get a large army of monsters imocenter of camp,
bypassing our boundaries...we may not have the streaglefeat them.”

Nobody looked real happy about that news. Chiromally tried to be
upbeat and optimistic. If he was predicting we datil hold off an attack,
that wasn’t good.

“We have to get to Daedalus’s workshop first,” Abath insisted. “Find
Ariadne’s string and prevent Luke from using it.”

“But if nobody can navigate in there,” | said, “wildnance do we have?”

“I've been studying architecture for years,” shalsd know Daedalus’s
Labyrinth better than anybody.”

“From reading about it.”

“Well, yes.”

“That’s not enough.”

“It has to be!”

“It isn't!”

“Are you going to help me or not?”

| realized everyone was watching Annabeth and ke di tennis match.
Mrs. O’Leary’s squeaky yak wefEK! As she ripped off its pink rubber
head.



Chiron cleared his throat. “First things first. Wleed a quest. Someone
must enter the Labyrinth, find the workshop of Dalad, and prevent Luke
from using the maze to invade this camp.”

“We all know who should lead this,” Clarisse s&®nnabeth.”

There was a murmur of agreement. | knew Annabedhblean waiting for
her own quest since she was a little kid, but eb&dd uncomfortable.

“You've done as much as | have, Clarisse,” she.sadidu should go,
too.”

Clarisse shook her head. “I'm not going back irrefie

Travis Stoll laughed. “Don’t tell me you're scarétlarisse, chicken?”

Clarisse got to her feet, | thought she was gommgulverize Travis, but
she said in a shaky voice: “You don’t understangtlang, punk. I'm never
going in there again. Never!”

She stormed out of the arena.

Travis looked around sheepishly. “I didn’t mean tb—

Chiron raised his hand. “The poor girl has hadffcdit year. Now, do
we have agreement that Annabeth should lead th&tZjue

We all nodded except Quintus. He folded his arntkstared at the table,
but | wasn’t sure anyone else noticed.

“Very well,” Chiron turned to Annabeth. “My deat;s your time to visit
the Oracle. Assuming you return to us in one piaeeshall discuss what to
do next.”

* % %

Waiting for Annabeth was harder than visiting thace myself.

I'd heard it speak prophecies twice before. Thst fime had been in the
dusty attic of the Big House, where the spirit @lfihi slept inside the body
of a mummified hippie lady. The second time, thaclr had come out for a
little stroll in the woods. | still had nightmarabout that.

I'd never felt threatened by the Oracle’s presemet,|’d heard stories:
campers who’d gone insane, or who'd seen visiongalahey died of fear.

| paced the arena, waiting. Mrs. O’Leary ate hachy which consisted of
a hundred pounds of ground beef and several dagitishe size of trash-
can lids. | wondered where Quintus got dog bisdhiés size. | didn’t figure
you could just walk into Pet Zone and put thosgaar shopping cart.

Chiron was deep in conversation with Quintus angluar It looked to me
like they were disagreeing about something. Quikeag shaking his head.



On the other side of the arena, Tyson and the Btothers were racing
miniature bronze chariots that Tyson had made batroor scraps.

| gave up on pacing and left the arena. | staredsadhe fields at the Big
House’s attic window, dark and still. What was takiAnnabeth so long? |
was pretty sure it hadn’t taken me this long torggtquest.

“Percy,” a girl whispered.

Juniper was standing in the bushes. It was weird $loe almost turned
invisible when she was surrounded by plants.

She gestured me over urgently. “You need to knawkelwasn'’t the only
one | saw around that cave.”

“What do you mean?”

She glanced back at the arena. “I was trying tossaiething, but he was
right there.”

“Who?”

“The sword master,” she said. “He was poking araimedrocks.”

My stomach clenched. “Quintus? When?”

“I don’t know: | don’t pay attention to time. Maylseeweek ago, when he
first showed up.”

“What was he doing? Did he go in?”

“I—I'm not sure. He’s creepy, Percy. | didn’t eveae him come into the
glade. Suddenly he was jughere You have to tell Grover it's too
dangerous—"

“Juniper?” Grover called from inside the arena. ‘@kéid you go?”

Juniper sighed. “I'd better go in. Just remembentwhsaid. Don't trust
that man!”

She ran into the arena.

| stared at the Big House, feeling more uneasy thaar. If Quintus was
up to something...| needed Annabeth’s advice. Shehtmkgow what to
make of Juniper's news. But where the heck was dh&atever was
happening with the Oracle, it shouldn’t be takihg fong.

Finally I couldn’t stand it anymore.

It was against the rules, but then again, nobody wetching. | ran down
the hill and headed across the fields.

* % %



The front parlor of the Big House was strangelyetjul was used to
seeing Dionysus by the fireplace, playing cards aating grapes and
griping at satyrs, but Mr. D was still away.

| walked down the hallway, floorboards creaking eindchy feat. When |
got to the base of the stairs, | hesitated. Faorél above would be a little
trapdoor leading to the attic. Annabeth would betligre somewhere. |
stood quietly and listened. But what | heard wasiiat | had expected.

Sobbing. And it was coming from below me.

| crept around the back of the stairs. The basend@mt was open. | didn’t
even know the Big Houskad a basement. | peered inside and saw two
figures in the far corner, sitting amid a bunch stbckpiled cases of
ambrosia and strawberry preserves. One was Claridse other was a
teenage Hispanic guy in tattered camouflage pardsaadirty black T-shirt.
His hair was greasy and matted. He was hugginghuosilders and sobbing.
It was Chris Rodriguez, the half-blood who’d goaewvork for Luke.

“It's okay,” Clarisse was telling him. “Try a liglmore nectar.”

“You're an illusion, Mary!” Chris backed farthertomthe corner. “G-get
away.”

“My name’s not Mary.” Clarisse’s voice was gentlg beally sad. | never
knew Clarisse could sound that way. “My name isri€s&. Remember.
Please.”

“It's dark!” Chris yelled. “So dark!”

“Come outside,” Clarisse coaxed. “The sunlight \welp you.”

“A...a thousand skulls. The earth keeps healing him.”

“Chris,” Clarisse pleaded. It sounded like she wkse to tears. “You
have to get better. Please. Mr. D will be back sdde’'s an expert in
madness. Just hang on.”

Chris’s eyes were like a cornered rat's—wild andpagate. “There’s no
way out, Mary. No way out.”

Then he caught a glimpse of me and made a strangadied sound.
“The son of Poseidon! He’s horrible!”

| backed away, hoping Clarisse hadn’t seen metdred for her to come
charging out and yell at me, but instead she japt kalking to Chris in a sad
pleading voice, trying to get him to drink the ragctMaybe she thought it
was part of Chris’s hallucination, busan of PoseidonZhris had been
looking at me, and yet why did | get the feelinghagin’t been talking about
me at all?

And Clarisse’s tenderness—it had never even ocduiweme that she
might like someone; but the way she said Chrisimera. She’d known him



before he changed sides. She’d known him a loeb#tan | realized. And
now he was shivering in a dark basement, aframbtoe out, and mumbling
about someone named Mary. No wonder Clarisse dwdrit anything to do
with the Labyrinth. What had happened to Chridigre?

| heard a creak from above—Ilike the attic door apgr-and | ran for the
front door. | needed to get out of that house.

* % %

“My dear,” Chiron said. “You made it.”

Annabeth looked at me first. | couldn’t tell if shvas trying to warn me,
or if the look in her eyes was just plain fear. iilshe focused on Quintus. I
got the prophecy. | will lead the quest to find Dales’s workshop.”

Nobody cheered. | mean, we all liked Annabeth, amedwanted her to
have a quest, but this one seemed insanely dargyekfiar what I'd seen of
Chris Rodriguez, | didn't even want to think abdrnabeth descending
into that weird maze again.

Chiron scraped a hoof on the dirt floor. “What dite prophecy say
exactly, my dear? The wording is important.”

Annabeth took a deep breath. “I, ah...well, it sgol) shall delve in the
darkness of the endless maZe

We waited.

“The dead, the traitor, and the lost one raise.”

Grover perked up. “The lost one! That must mearl Phat’s great!”

“With the dead and the traitor,” | added. “Not geat.”

“And?” Chiron asked. “What is the rest?”

“You shall rise or fall by the ghost king’s handAnnabeth said;the
child of Athena’s final stand.”

Everyone looked around uncomfortably. Annabeth wadaughter of
Athena, and a final stand didn’t sound good.

“Hey...we shouldn’t jump to conclusions,” Silena sdidnnabeth isn’t
the only child of Athena, right?”

“But who's this ghost king?” Beckendorf asked.

No one answered. | thought about the Iris-messafjesden of Nico
summoning spirits. | had a bad feeling the propheag connected to that.

“Are there more lines?” Chiron asked. “The proph&nes not sound
complete.”

Annabeth hesitated. “I don’t remember exactly.”



Chiron raised an eyebrow. Annabeth was known farrhemory. She
never forgot something she heard.

Annabeth shifted on her bench. “Something abdbestroy with a hero’s
final breath’

“And?” Chiron asked.

She stood. “Look, the point is, | have to go il find the workshop and
stop Luke. And...I need help.” She turned to me. f\Wlu come?”

| didn’t even hesitate. “I'min.”

She smiled for the first time in days, and that endéidall worthwhile.
“Grover, you too? The wild god is waiting.”

Grover seemed to forget how much he hated the gralend. The line
about the “lost one” had completely energized hiitll pack extra
recyclables for snacks!”

“And Tyson,” Annabeth said. “I'll need you too.”

“Yay! Blow-things-up time!” Tyson clapped so har@ kvoke up Mrs.
O’Leary, who was dozing in the corner.

“Wait, Annabeth,” Chiron said. “This goes againisé tancient laws. A
hero is allowed only two companions.”

“I need them all,” she insisted. “Chiron, it's inpant.”

| didn’t know why she was so certain, but | was fhaghe’d included
Tyson. | couldn’'t imagine leaving him behind. Hesnsuge and strong and
great at figuring out mechanical things. Unlikeyssit Cyclopes had no
problem underground.

“Annabeth.” Chiron flicked his tail nervously. “Csiler well. You would
be breaking the ancient laws, and there are ala@ysequences. Last winter,
five went on a quest to save Artemis. Only thremedack. Think on that.
Three is a sacred number. There are three fareg thries, three Olympian
sons of Kronos. It is a good strong number thatdgagainst many dangers.
Four...this is risky.”

Annabeth took a deep breath. “| know. But we havdtease.”

| could tell Chiron didn't like it. Quintus was stving us, like he was
trying to decide which of us would come back alive.

Chiron sighed. “Very well. Let us adjourn. The memrh of the quest
must prepare themselves. Tomorrow at dawn, we send into the
Labyrinth.”

Quintus pulled me aside as the council was breakng



“I have a bad feeling about this,” he told me.

Mrs. O’Leary came over, wagging her tail happilipeSiropped her shield
at my feet, and | threw it for her. Quintus watchsel romp after it. |
remembered what Juniper had said about him scowutgthe maze. |
didn’t’ trust him, but when he looked at me, | saal concern in his eyes.

“I don’t like the idea of you going down there,” Baid. “Any of you. but
if you must, | want you to remember something. Thbyrinth exists to fool
you. It will distract you. That's dangerous for fabloods. We are easily
distracted.”

“You've been in there?”

“Long ago.” His voice was ragged. “I barely escapath my life. Most
who enter aren’t that lucky.”

He gripped my shoulder. “Percy, keep your mind ¢ratimatters most. If
you can do that, you might find the way. And hdrgyanted to give you
something.”

He handed me a little silver tube. It was so cathiost dropped it.

“A whistle?” | asked.

“A dog whistle,” Quintus said. “For Mrs. O’Leary.”

“Um, thanks, but—"

“How will it work in the maze? I'm not a hundredrpent certain it will.
But Mrs. O’Leary is a hellhound. She can appearnwballed, no matter
how far away she is. I'd feel better knowing you hhis. If you really need
help, use it; but be careful, the whistle is mafi§tggian ice.”

“Whatice?”

“From the River Styx. Very hard to craft. Very deslie. It cannot melt,
but it will shatter when you blow it, so you carlyuase it once.”

| thought about Luke, my old enemy. Right befor@ djone on my first
guest, Luke had given me a gift, too—magic shoathhd been designed to
drag me to my death. Quintus seemed nice. So awederAnd Mrs.
O’Leary liked him, which had to count for somethinghe dropped the
slimy shield at my feet and barked excitedly.

| felt ashamed that | could even think about miting Quintus. But then
again, I'd trusted Luke once.

“Thanks,” | told Quintus. | slipped the freezing wsthe into my pocket,
promising myself that | would never use it, and dsked off to find
Annabeth.

* % %



As long as I'd been at camp, I'd never been ingi@eAthena cabin.

It was a silvery building, nothing fancy, with ptawhite curtains and a
carved stone owl over the doorway. The owl's onygseseemed to follow
me as | walked closer.

“Hello?” | called inside.

Nobody answered. | stepped in and caught my brddté.place was a
workshop for brainiac kids. The bunks were all mgshgainst one wall as if
sleeping didn’t matter very much. Most of the roomas filled with
workbenches and tables and sets of tools and weapbe back of the room
was a huge library crammed with old scrolls andhieabound books and
paperbacks. There was and architect’s draftingetalith a bunch of rulers
and protractors, and some 3-D models of buildibtygye old war maps were
plastered to the ceiling. Sets of armor hung utigewindows, their bronze
plates glinting in the sun.

Annabeth stood in the back of the room, riflingotingh old scrolls.

“Knock, knock?” | said.

She turned with a start. “Oh...hi. Didn’t hear you.”

“You okay?”

She frowned at the scroll in her hands. “Just gryim do some research.
Daedalus’s Labyrinth is so huge. None of the ssoagree about anything.
The maps just lead from nowhere to nowhere.”

| thought about what Quintus had said, how the niags to distract you.
| wondered if Annabeth knew that already.

“We'll figure it out,” | promised.

Her hair had come loose and was hanging in a tdrglend curtain all
around her face. Her gray eyes looked almost black.

“I've wanted to lead a quest since | was sevenrg” sdid.

“You're going to do awesome.”

She looked at me gratefully, but then stared dotwallathe books and
scrolls she’'d pulled from the shelves. “I'm worrje@ercy. Maybe |
shouldn’t have asked you to do this. Or Tyson av@ér.”

“Hey, we’re your friends. We wouldn’t miss it.”

“But...” She stopped herself.

“What is it?” | asked. “The prophecy?”

“I'm sure it’s fine,” she said in a small voice.

“What was the last line?”

Then she did something that really surprised me. I8imked back tears
and put out her arms.



| stepped forward and hugged her. Butterflies stattirning my stomach
into a mosh pit.

“Hey, it's...it's okay.” | patted her back.

| was aware of everything in the room. | felt likeould read the tiniest
print on any book on the shelves. Annabeth’s haelked like lemon soap.
She was shivering.

“Chiron might be right,” she muttered. “I'm breagirthe rules. But |
don’t know what else to do. | need you three. st jeels right.”

“Then don’t worry about it,” | managed. “We’ve hatenty of problems
before, and we solved them.”

“This is different. | don’t want anything happenitgy..any of you.”

Behind me, somebody cleared his throat.

It was one of Annabeth’s half-brothers, Malcolmsace was bright red.
“Um, sorry,” he said. “Archery practice is startjmghnabeth. Chiron said to
come find you.”

| stepped away from Annabeth. “We were just lookaigmaps,” | said
stupidly.

Malcolm stared at me. “Okay.”

“Tell Chiron I'll be right there,” Annabeth saidpd Malcom left in a
hurry.

Annabeth rubbed her eyes. “You go ahead, Percybdtter get ready for
archery.”

| nodded, feeling more confused than | ever hathynlife. | wanted to
run from the cabin...but then again | didn't.

“Annabeth?” | said. “About your prophecy. The liabout a hero’s last
breath—"

“You’re wondering which hero? | don’t know.”

“No. Something else. | was thinking the last lirually rhymes with the
one before it. Was it something about—did it enthmworddeatt?”

Annabeth stared down at her scrolls. “You’'d begier Percy. Get ready
for the quest. I'll—I'll see you in the morning.”

| left her there, staring at maps that led from hewe to nowhere; but |
couldn’t shake the feeling that one of us wasnihgdo come back from
this quest alive.



FIVE

NICO BUYS HAPPY MEALS
FOR THE DEAD

At least | got a good night’s sleep before the gueght?

Wrong.

That night in my dreams, | was in the stateroomtlué Princess
Andromeda The windows were open on a moonlit sea. Cold wurstled
the velvet drapes.

Luke knelt on a Persian rug in front of the goldancophagus of Kronos.
In the moonlight, Luke’s blond hair looked pure tehiHe wore an ancient
Greekchiton and a whitehimation a kind of cape that flowed down his
shoulders. The white clothes made him look timetesta little surreal, like
one of the minor gods on Mount Olympus. The laseti’d seen him, he'd
been broken and unconscious after a nasty fall fkboant Tam. Now he
looked perfectly fine. Almodio healthy.

“Our spies report success, my lord,” he said. “Cahhlf-Blood is
sending a quest, as you predicted. Our side of begain is almost
complete.”

Excellent The voice of Kronos didn’t so much speak as gieny mind
like a dagger. It was freezing with cruelnce we have the means to
navigate, | will lead the vanguard through myself.

Luke closed his eyes as if collecting his thougtidy lord, perhaps it is
too soon. Perhaps Krios or Hyperion should lead—"

No. the voice was quiet but absolutely firinwill lead. One more heart
shall join our cause, and that will be sufficieAt.last | shall rise fully from
Tartarus.

“But the form, my lord...” Luke’s voice started shagi

Show me your sword, Luke Castellan.

A jolt went through me. | realized I'd never heauake’s last name before.
It had never even occurred to me.

Luke drew his sword. Backbiter's double edge glowadkedly—half
steel, half celestial bronze. I'd almost been Hilkeveral times by that sword.
It was an evil weapon, able to kill both mortalslanonsters. It was the only
blade | really feared.



You pledged yourself to megonos reminded hinYou took this sword as
proof of your oath.

“Yes, my lord. It's just—"

You wanted power. | gave you that. You are nowrmeyarm. Soon you
will rule the world of gods and mortals. Do you mash to avenge yourself?
To see Olympus destroyed?

A shiver ran through Luke’s body. “Yes.”

The coffin glowed, golden light filling the roonThen make ready the
strike force. As soon as the bargain is done, vadl shove forward. First,
Camp Half-Blood will be reduced to ashes. Once eéhasthersome heroes
are eliminated, we will march on Olympus.

There was a knock on the stateroom doors. The @ighte coffin faded.
Luke rose. He sheathed his sword, adjusted hisewdldthes, and took a
deep breath.

“Come in.”

The doors opened. Twdracaenaeslithered in—snake women with
double serpent trunks instead of legs. Between theaiked Kelli, the
empousaheerleader from my freshman orientation.

“Hello, Luke,” Kelli smiled. She was wearing a rdcess and she looked
awesome, but I'd seen her real form. | knew wha¢ stas hiding:
mismatched legs, red eyes, fangs, and flaming hair.

“What is it, demon?” Luke’s voice was cold. “I tojdbu not to disturb
me.”

Kelli pouted. “That’'s not very nice. You look tenddow about a nice
shoulder massage?”

Luke stepped back. “If you have something to repsaly it. Otherwise
leave!”

“I don’t know why you're so huffy these days. Yasedto be fun to hang
around.”

“That was before | saw what you did to that boybauattle.”

“Oh, he meant nothing to me,” Kelli said. “Justreask, really. You know
my heart belongs to you, Luke.”

“Thanks, but no thanks. Now report or get out.”

Kelli shrugged. “Fine. The advanced team is readyyou surprised. We
can leave—" She frowned.

“What is it?” Luke asked.

“A presence,” Kelli said. “Your senses are gettitigll, Luke. We're
being watched.”



She scanned the stateroom. Her eyes focused righhe Her face
withered into a hag’s. She bared her fangs ancelding

* % %

| woke with a start, my heart pounding. | couldssorn theempousas
fangs were an inch from my throat.

Tyson was snoring in the next bunk. The sound célme down a little.

| didn’t know how Kelli could sense me in a dredmj I'd heard more
than | wanted to know. An army was ready. Kronosidead it personally.
All they needed was a way to navigate the Labyrsulthey could invade
and destroy Camp Half-Blood, and Luke apparenthugfint that was going
to happen very soon.

| was tempted to go wake up Annabeth and tell ineddle of the night or
not. Then | realized the room was lighter tharhibidd have been. A blue-
and-green glow was coming from the saltwater faantarighter and more
urgent than the night before. It was almost likewater was humming.

| got out of bed and approached.

No voice spoke out of the water this time, askiogd deposit. | got the
feeling the fountain was waiting for me to make fin& move.

| probably should’ve gone back to bed. Insteadought about what I'd
seen last night—the weird image of Nico at the isavfikhe River Styx.

“You're trying to tell me something,” | said.

No response from the fountain.

“All right,” | said. “Show me Nico di Angelo.”

| didn't even throw a coin in, but this time it dit matter. It was like
some other force had control of the water besideshHe messenger goddess.
The water shimmered. Nico appeared, but he was omgel in the
Underworld. He was standing in a graveyard undestagry sky. Giant
willow trees loomed all around him.

He was watching some gravediggers at work. | hehodels and saw dirt
flying out of a hole. Nico was dressed in a blaldak. The night was foggy.
It was warm and humid, and frogs were croakingayé Wal-Mart bag sat
next to Nico’s feet.

“Is it deep enough yet?” Nico asked. He soundethiad.

“Nearly, my lord.” It was the same ghost I'd seeitd\Nwith before, the
faint shimmering image of a man. “But, my lord, dlltyou, this is
unnecessary. You already have me for advice.”



“l want a second opinion!” Nico snapped his fingeasd the digging
stopped. Two figures climbed out of the hole. Thegren’t people. They
were skeletons in ragged clothes.

“You are dismissed,” Nico said. “Thank you.”

The skeletons collapsed into piles of bones.

“You might as well thank the shovels,” the ghostnpiained. “They have
as much sense.”

Nico ignored him. He reached into his Wal-Mart kgl pulled out a
twelve-pack of Coke. He popped open a can. Instdadrinking it, he
poured it into the grave.

“Let the dead taste again,” he murmured. “Let these and take this
offering. Let them remember.”

He dropped the rest of the Cokes into the gravepatiéd out a white
paper bag decorated with cartoons. | hadn’t seem ianyears, but |
recognized it—a McDonald’s Happy Meal.

He turned it upside down and shook the fries anmdumger into the
grave.

“In my day, we used animal blood,” the ghost murdblét’s perfectly
good enough. They can't taste the difference.”

“I will treat them with respect,” Nico said.

“At least let me keep the toy,” the ghost said.

“Be quiet!” Nico ordered. He emptied another twepsck of soda and
three more Happy Meals into the grave, then bedwmtthg in Ancient
Greek. | caught only some of the words—a lot altbetdead and memories
and returning from the grave. Real happy stuff.

The grave started to bubble. Frothy brown liquiderdo the top like the
whole thing was filling with soda. The fog thickeheThe frogs stopped
croaking. Dozens of figures began to appear amoagtavestones: bluish,
vaguely human shapes. Nico had summoned the detid @oke and
cheeseburgers.

“There are too many,” the ghost said nervously. tYon’t know your
own powers.”

“I've got it under control,” Nico said, though hice sounded fragile.
He drew his sword—a short blade made of solid blaekal. I'd never seen
anything like it. It wasn’t celestial bronze oredtelron, maybe? The crowd
of shades retreated at the sight of it.

“One at a time,” Nico commanded.

A single figure floated forward and knelt at theopdt made slurping
sounds as it drank. Its ghostly hands scooped Rrémes out of the pool.



When it stood again, | could see it much more bleaa teenage guy in
Greek armor. He had curly hair and green eyes,aapckhaped like a
seashell on his cloak.

“Who are you?” Nico said. “Speak.”

The young man frowned as if trying to remember.iThe spoke in a
voice like dry, crumpling paper: “I am Theseus.”

No way, | thought. This couldn’t béhe Theseus. He was just a kid. I'd
grown up hearing stories about him fighting the daur and stuff, but I'd
always pictured him as this huge, buff guy. The gjhowas looking at
wasn'’t strong or tall. And he wasn’t any older thavas.

“How can | retrieve my sister?” Nico asked.

Theseus’s eyes were lifeless as glass. “Do notttry madness.”

“Just tell me!”

“My stepfather died,” Theseus remembered. “He thhemwself into the
sea because he thought | was dead in the Labytinthnted to bring him
back, but | could not.”

Nico’s ghost hissed. “My lord, the soul exchangskAim about that!”

Theseus scowled. “That voice. | know that voice.”

“No you don’t, fool!” the ghost said. “Answer thertl’s questions and
nothing more!”

“I know you,” Theseus insisted, as if strugglingézall.

“I want to hear about my sister,” Nico said. “Wihis quest into the
Labyrinth help me win her back?”

Theseus was looking for the ghost, but apparenblyldn't see him.
Slowly he turned his eyes back on Nico. “The Lafmyriis treacherous.
There is only one thing that saw me through: thve lof a mortal girl. The
string was only part of the answer. It was the gess who guided me.”

“We don’t need any of that,” the ghost said. “I inguide you, my lord.
Ask him if it is true about an exchange of soule.wll tell you.”

“A soul for a soul,” Nico asked. “Is it true?”

“l—I must say yes. But the specter—"

“Just answer the questions, knave!” the ghost said.

Suddenly, around the edges of the pool, the othestg became restless.
They stirred, whispering in nervous tones.

“I want to see my sister!” Nico demanded. “Whershg?”

“He is coming,” Theseus said fearfully. “He has seh your summons.
He comes.”

“Who?” Nico demanded.



“He comes to find the source of this power,” Theseaid. “You must
release us.”

The water in my fountain began to tremble, humminigh power. |
realized the whole cabin was shaking. The noise ¢gpader. The image of
Nico in the graveyard started to glow until it wesnful to watch.

“Stop,” | said out loud. “Stop it!”

The fountain began to crack. Tyson muttered irsteep and turned over.
Purple light threw horrible, ghostly shadows on tabin walls, as if the
specters were escaping right out of the fountain.

In desperation | uncapped riptide and slashedefduntain, cleaving it
in two. Salt water spilled everywhere, and the gstane font crashed to the
floor in pieces. Tyson snorted and muttered, bukdp sleeping.

| sank to the ground, shivering from what I'd seépson found me there
in the morning, still staring at the shattered riemmaf the saltwater fountain.

* % %

Just after dawn, the quest group met at Zeus's Fstpacked my
knapsack—thermos with nectar, baggie of ambro®drdil, rope, clothes,
flashlights, and lots of extra batteries. | hadtiRgpin my pocket. The magic
shield/wristwatch Tyson had made for me was on mgtw

It was a clear morning. The fog had burned off #mel sky was blue.
Campers would be having their lessons today, flypegasi and practicing
archery and scaling the lava wall. Meanwhile, weaildobe heading
underground.

Juniper and Grover stood apart from the group.ps&rmhad been crying
again, but she was trying to keep it together foov@r's sake. She kept
fussing with his clothes, straightening his rastp and brushing goat fur off
his shirt. Since we had no idea what we would entayhe was dressed as
a human, with the cap to hide his horns, and jdaks, feet, and sneakers to
hide his goat legs.

Chiron, Quintus, and Mrs. O’Leary stood with théet campers who'd
come to wish us well, but there was too much agtifor it to feel like a
happy send-off. A couple of tents had been setyphb rocks for guard
duty. Beckendorf and his siblings were working dma of defensive spikes
and trenches. Chiron had decided we needed to giarbabyrinth exit at
all times, just in case.

Annabeth was doing one last check on her supplig.pa&ten Tyson and
| came over, she frowned. “Percy, you look tertible



“He killed the water fountain last night,” Tysonrdmled.

“What?” she asked.

Before | could explain, Chiron trotted over. “Welt, appears you are
ready!”

He tried to sound upbeat, but | could tell he was@us. | didn’t want to
freak him out any more, but | thought about laghtis dream, and before |
could change my mind, | said, “Hey, uh, Chiron, task you a favor while
I'm gone?”

“Of course, my boy.”

“Be right back, guys.” | nodded toward the wood$irGn asked an
eyebrow, but he followed me out of earshot.

“Last night,” | said, “I dreamed about Luke and Kos.” | told him the
details. The news seemed to weigh on his shoulders.

“| feared this,” Chiron said. “Against my fatherrdtos, we would stand
no chance in a fight.”

Chiron rarely called Kronos his father. | mean, alleknew it was true.
Everybody in the Greek world—god, monster, or Ftamas related to one
another somehow. But it wasn't exactly somethingr@h liked to brag
about.Oh, my dad is the all-powerful evil Titan lord wiwants to destroy
Western Civilization. | want to be just like himesh grow up!

“Do you know what he meant about a bargain?” | dske

‘I am not sure, but | fear they seek to make a aathl Daedalus. If the
old inventor is truly alive, if he has not beenven insane by millennia in
the Labyrinth...well, Kronos can find ways to twistyane to his will.”

“Not anyone,” | promised.

Chiron managed a smile. “No. Perhaps not anyonge. BBrcy, you must
beware. | have worried for some time that Kronosy rba looking for
Daedalus for a different reason, not just pasdageigh the maze.”

“What else would he want?”

“Something Annabeth and | were discussing. Do yauamber what you
told me about your first trip to therincess Andromeddhe first time you
saw the golden coffin?”

| nodded. “Luke was taking about raising Krono#tJdipieces of him
appearing in the coffin every time someone newgdihis cause.”

“And what did Luke say they would do when Kronosdhasen
completely?”

A chill went down my spine. “He said they would neaKronos a new
body, worthy of the forges of Hephaestus.”



“Indeed,” Chiron said. “Daedalus was the world’'&afest inventor. He
created the Labyrinth, but much more. Automatongyinking
machines...What if Kronos wishes Daedalus to makeahimaw form?”

That was a real pleasant thought.

“We've got to get to Daedalus first,” | said, “andnvince him not to.”
Chiron stared off into the trees. “One other thing do not
understand...this talk of a last soul joining theause. That does not bode

well.”

| kept my mouth shut, but I felt guilty. I'd madeet decision not to tell
Chiron about Nico being a son of Hades. The mentibsouls, though—
What if Kronos knew about Nico? What if he managedurn him evil? It
was almost enough to make me want to tell Chira, lkdidn’t. for one
thing, | wasn’t sure Chiron could do anything abdut had to find Nico
myself. | had to explain things to him, make histdn.

“I don’'t know,” | said at last. “But, uh, somethintuniper said, maybe
you should hear.” | told him how the tree nymph lsagn Quintus poking
around the rocks.

Chiron’s jaw tightened. “That does not surprise”me.

“It doesn’t sur—you mean you know?”

“Percy, when Quintus showed up at camp offeringseisvices...well, |
would have to be a fool not to be suspicious.”

“Then why did you let him in?”

“Because sometimes it is better to have someonerysiust close to you,
so that you can keep an eye on him. He may bewhat he says: a half-
blood in search of a home. Certainly he has dotieimg openly that would
make me question his loyalty. But believe me. | iélep an eye—"

Annabeth trudged over, probably curious why we wakeng so long.

“Percy, you ready?”

| nodded. My hand slipped into my pocket, whereeptkthe ice whistle
Quintus had given me. | looked over and saw Quintatching me carefully.
He raised his hand in farewell.

Our spies report succeskuke had said. The same day we decided to
send a quest, Luke had known about it.

“Take care,” Chiron told us. “And good hunting.”

“You too,” | said.

We walked over to the rocks, where Tyson and Grovere waiting. |
stared at the crack between the boulders—the emtrrat was about to
swallow us.

“Well,” Grover said nervously, “good-bye sunshine.”



“Hello rocks,” Tyson agreed.
And together, the four of us descended into daknes



X

WE MEET THE GOD WITH
TWO FACES

We made it a hundred feet before we were hopelésstly

The tunnel looked nothing like the one Annabeth Bhdd stumbled into
before. Now it was round like a sewer, construaé&ded brick with iron-
barred portholes ever ten feet. | shined a lighaugh one of the portholes
out of curiosity, but | couldn’t see anything. ftened into infinite darkness.
| thought | heard voices on the other side, butaly have been just the cold
wind.

Annabeth tried her best to guide us. She had diea that we should stick
to the left wall.

“If we keep one hand on the left wall and follow ghe said, “we should
be able to find our way out again by reversing seLir

Unfortunately, as soon as she said that, the laft disappeared. We
found ourselves in the middle of a circular chambath eight tunnels
leading out, and no idea how we’d gotten there.

“Um, which way did we come in?” Grover said nerMgus

“Just turn around,” Annabeth said.

We each turned toward a different tunnel. It wakctlous. None of us
could decide which way led back to camp.

“Left walls are mean,” Tyson said. “Which way now?”

Annabeth swept her flashlight beam over the arckwaly the eight
tunnels. As far as | could tell, they were identi€ahat way,” she said.

“How do you know?” | asked.

“Deductive reasoning.”

“So...you’re guessing.”

“Just come on,” she said.

The tunnel she’d chosen narrowed quickly. The walismed to gray
cement, and the ceiling got so low that pretty sasenwere hunching over.
Tyson was forced to crawl.

Grover’'s hyperventilating was the loudest noisethe maze. “I can'’t
stand it anymore,” he whispered. “Are we there Yet?

“We've been down here maybe five minutes,” Annalietti him.



“It's been longer than that,” Grover insisted. “Am¢hy would Pan be
down here? This is the opposite of the wild!”

We kept shuffling forward. Just when | was sure tthenel would get so
narrow it would squish us, it opened into a hugemol shined my light
around the walls and said, “Whoa.”

The whole room was covered in mosaic tiles. Theupgs were grimy
and faded, but | could still make out the colorsd:figlue, green, gold. The
frieze showed the Olympian gods at a feast. Thexg mry dad, Poseidon,
with his trident, holding out grapes for Dionysodurn into wine. Zeus was
partying with satyrs, and Hermes was flying throdigé air on his winged
sandals. The pictures were beautiful, but they mexwery accurate. I'd seen
the gods. Dionysus was not that handsome, and KH&mese wasn't that
big.

In the middle of the room was a three-tiered foumt# looked like it
hadn’t held water in a long time.

“What is this place?” | muttered. “It looks—"

“Roman,” Annabeth said. “Those mosaics area boot ttvousand years
old.”

“But how can they be Roman?” | wasn’t that greatonient history, but
| was pretty sure the Roman Empire never madefdrass Long Island.

“The Labyrinth is a patchwork,” Annabeth said. 6lid you, it's always
expanding, adding pieces. It's the only work ofhétecture that grows by
itself.”

“You make it sound like it's alive.”

A groaning noise echoed from the tunnel in frontsf

“Let’s not talk about it being alive,” Grover whiraped. “Please?”

“All right,” Annabeth said. “Forward.”

“Down the hall with the bad sounds?” Tyson said.emivhe looked
nervous.

“Yeah,” Annabeth said. “The architecture is gettolder. That's a good
sign. Daedalus’s workshop would be in the oldest’pa

That made sense. But soon the maze was toyingusithwe went fifty
feet and the tunnel turned back to cement, witkppes running down the
sides. The walls were spray-painted with grafftineon tagger sign read
MOZ RULZ.

“I’'m thinking this is not Roman,” | said helpfully.

Annabeth took a deep breath, then forged ahead.

Every few feet the tunnels twisted and turned aeshdhed off. The floor
beneath us changed from cement to mud to brickdackl again. There was



no sense to any of it. We stumbled into a wincdéacela bunch of dusty
bottles in wooden racks—like we were walking througomebody’s
basement, only there was no exit above us, juse mmmels leading on.

Later the ceiling turned to wooden planks, andul@dear voices above
us and the creaking of footsteps, as if we wer&kiwglunder some kind of
bar. It was reassuring to hear people, but themage couldn’t get to them.
We were stuck down here with no way out. Then waébour first skeleton.

He was dressed in white clothes, like some kindireform. A wooden
crate of glass bottles sat next to him.

“A milkman,” Annabeth said.

“What?” | asked.

“They used to deliver milk.”

“Yeah, | know what they are, but...that was when ngmmwas little, like
a million years ago. What's he doing here?”

“Some people wander in by mistake,” Annabeth sd#bme come
exploring on purpose and never make it back. A lomg ago, the Cretans
sent people in here as human sacrifices.”

Grover gulped. “He’s been down here a long time€' pbinted to the
skeleton’s bottles, which were coated with whitstdifhe skeleton’s fingers
were clawing at the brick wall, like he had diegrg to get out.

“Only bones,” Tyson said. “Don’t worry, goat boyhd milkman is dead.”

“The milkman doesn’t bother me,” Grover said. “ittee smell. Monsters.
Can’'t you smell it?”

Tyson nodded. “Lots of monsters. But undergrouncelmlike that.
Monsters and dead milk people.”

“Oh, good,” Grover whimpered. “I thought maybe Ismwarong.”

“We have to get deeper into the maze,” Annabetth. Sdhere has to be a
way to the center.”

She led us to the right, then the left, througloaidor of stainless steel
like some kind of air shaft, and we arrived backh@ Roman tile room with
the fountain.

This time, we weren't alone.

* % %

What | noticed first were his faces. Both of thebhey jutted out from
either side of his head, staring over his shouldsoshis head was much
wider than it should’'ve been, kind of like a hamhead shark’s looking



straight at him, all | saw were two overlapping se@and mirror-image
sideburns.

He was dressed like a New York City doorman: a lblagk overcoat,
shiny shoes, and a black top-hat that somehow neain&g stay on his
double-wide head.

“Well, Annabeth?” said his left face. “Hurry up!”

“Don’t mind him,” said the right face. “He’s terfibrude. Right this way,
miss.”

Annabeth’s jaw dropped. “Uh...l don't...”

Tyson frowned. “That funny man has two faces.”

“The funny man has ears, you know!” the left facelded. “Now come
along, miss.”

“No, no,” the right face said. “This way, miss. K&b mg please.”

The two-faced man regarded Annabeth as best hd ooiilof the corners
of his eyes. It was impossible to look at him gfiion without focusing on
one side or the other. And suddenly | realized¢hahat he was asking—he
wanted Annabeth to choose.

Behind him were two exits, blocked by wooden doatgh huge iron
locks. They hadn’t been there our first time thiotige room. The two-faced
doorman held a silver key, which he kept passingnfhis left hand to his
right hand. | wondered if this was a different rooampletely, but the frieze
of the gods looked exactly the same.

Behind us, the doorway we’'d come through had disagl, replaced by
more mosaics. We wouldn’t be going back the waycame.

“The exits are closed,” Annabeth said.

“Duh!” the man’s left face said.

“Where do they lead?” she asked.

“One probably leads the way you wish to go,” thghtiface said
encouragingly. “The other leads to certain death.”

“l—I1 know who you are,” Annabeth said.

“Oh, you're a smart one!” The left face sneeredut'Bo you know which
way to choose? | don’t have all day.”

“Why are you trying to confuse me?” Annabeth asked.

The right face smiled. “You’re in charge now, myadeAll the decisions
are on your shoulders. That's what you wantedt is?’

W

“We know you, Annabeth,” the left face said. “Weokn what you
wrestle with every day. We know your indecision.uYwill have to make
your choice sooner or later. And the choice malyykili.”



| didn’t know what they were talking about, butsmwunded like it was
about more than a choice between doors.

The color drained out of Annabeth’s face. “No...| der’

“Leave her alone,” | said. “Who are you, anyway?”

“I'm your best friend,” the right face said.

“I'm your worst enemy,” the left face said.

“I'm Janus,” both faces said in harmony. “God ofddways. Beginnings.
Endings. Choices.”

“I'll see you soon enough, Perseus Jackson,” sedight face. “But for
now it's Annabeth’s turn.” He laughed giddily. “Sutun!”

“Shut up!” his left face said. “This is serious. ©bad choice can ruin
your whole life. It can kill you and all of youriénds. But no pressure,
Annabeth. Choose!”

With a sudden chill, | remembered the words ofpgh@phecythe child of
Athena’s final stand.

“Don’'t do it,” | said.

“I'm afraid she has to,” the right face said chabyt

Annabeth moistened her lips. “I—I chose—"

Before she could point to a door, a brilliant liflobded the room.

Janus raised his hands to either side of his headuer his eyes. When
the light died, a woman was standing at the fountai

She was tall and graceful with long hair the calbchocolate, braided in
plaits with gold ribbons. She wore a simple whitess, but when she moved,
the fabric shimmered with colors like oil on water.

“Janus,” she said, “are we causing trouble again?”

“N-no, milady!” Janus’s right face stammered.

“Yes!” the left face said.

“Shut up!” the right face said.

“Excuse me?” the woman asked.

“Not you, milady! | was talking to myself.”

“| see,” the lady said. “You know very well yoursitiis premature. The
girl's time has not yet come. So | giyeua choice: leave these heroes to me,
or | shall turnyouinto a door and break you down.”

“What kind of door?” the left face asked.

“Shut up!” the right face said.

“Because French doors are nice,” the left face ohu8eots of natural
light.”



“Shut up!” the right face wailed. “Not you, milad@f course I'll leave. |
was just having a bit of fun. Doing my job. Offagichoices.”

“Causing indecision,” the woman corrected. “Nowgame!”

The left face muttered, “Party power,” then he edidhis silver key,
inserted it into the air, and disappeared.

The woman turned toward us, and fear closed arountieart. Her eyes
shined with powerLeave these heroes to miéat didn’t sound good. For a
second, | almost wished we could’ve taken our chamath Janus. But then
the woman smiled.

“You must be hungry,” she said. “Sit with me anli.ta

She waved her hand, and the old Roman fountainnbegfiow. Jets of
clear water sprayed into the air. A marble tableeaped, laden with platters
of sandwiches and pitchers of lemonade.

“Who...who are you?” | asked.

“l am Hera.” The woman smiled. “Queen of Heaven.”

* % %

I'd seen Hera once before at a Council of the Gbads,| hadn’t paid
much attention to her. At the time I'd been surmbenh by a bunch of other
gods who were debating whether or not to kill me.

| didn’t remember her looking so normal. Of courgeds are usually
twenty feet tall when they’re on Olympus, so thatkes them look a lot less
normal. But now, Hera looked like a regular mom.

She served us sandwiches and poured lemonade.

“Grover, dear,” she said, “use your napkin. Dot i.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Grover said.

“Tyson, you’re wasting away. Would you like anotheeanut butter
sandwich?”

Tyson stifled a belch. “Yes, nice lady.”

“Queen Hera,” Annabeth said. “I can't believe ith®¥ are you doing in
the Labyrinth?”

Hera smiled. She flicked one finger and Annabettdg combed itself.
All the dirt and grime disappeared from her face.

“I came to see you, naturally,” the goddess said.

Grover and | exchanged nervous looks. Usually wtien gods come
looking for you, it's not out of the goodness oéithhearts. It's because they
want something.



Still, that didn't keep me from chowing down on Key-and-Swiss
sandwiches and chips and lemonade. | hadn't realwev hungry | was.
Tyson was inhaling one peanut butter sandwich atether, and Grover
was loving the lemonade, crunching the Styrofoam like an ice-cream
cone.

“I didn’t think—" Annabeth faltered. “Well, | didr’ think you liked
heroes.”

Hera smiled indulgently. “Because of that littleasp had with Hercules?
Honestly, | got so much bad press because of @agiement.”

“Didn’t you try to kill him, like, a lot of times?Annabeth asked.

Hera waved her hand dismissively. “Water under lihdge, my dear.
Besides, he was one of my loving husband’s childrg@mnother woman.
My patience wore thin, I'll admit it. But Zeus ahtiave had some excellent
marriage counseling sessions since then. We've aie feelings and come
to an understanding—especially after that lageliticident.”

“You mean when he sired Thalia?” | guessed, but ediately wished |
hadn’t. As soon as | said the name of our friehd, half-blood daughter of
Zeus, Hera’s eyes turned toward me frostily.

“Percy Jackson, isn’t it? One of Poseidon’s...chitdtd got the feeling
she was thinking of another word besidagdren “As | recall, | voted to let
you live at the winter solstice. | hope | votedreatly.”

She turned back to Annabeth with a sunny smile.dwy rate, | certainly
bear you no ill will, my girl. | appreciate the fidulty of your quest.
Especially when you have troublemakers like Jaaweal with.”

Annabeth lowered her gaze. “Why was he here? He dvasng me
crazy.”

“Trying to,” Hera agreed. “You must understand, thenor gods like
Janus have always been frustrated by the smalk ghdy play in the
universe. Some, | fear, have little love for Olympand could easily be
swayed to support the rise of my father.”

“Your father?” | said. “Oh, right.”

I'd forgotten that Kronos was Hera’s dad, too, glavith being the father
to Zeus, Poseidon, and all the eldest Olympiamgielss that made Kronos
my grandfather, but that thought was so weird lipatit of my mind.

“We must watch the minor gods,” Hera said. “Jaridscate. Morpheus.
They give lip service to Olympus, and yet—"

“That’'s where Dionysus went,” | remembered. “He wagcking on the
minor gods.”



“Indeed.” Hera stared at the fading mosaics of@ampians. “You see,
in times of trouble, even gods can lose faith. Thigyt putting their trust in
the wrong things. They stop looking at the bigymetand start being selfish.
But I'm the goddess of marriage, you see. I'm usegerseverance. You
have to rise above the squabbling and chaos, asyl lkelieving. You have
to always keep your goals in mind.”

“What are your goals?” Annabeth asked.

She smiled. “To keep my family, the Olympians, thge, of course. At
the moment, the best way | can do that is by hglgiou. Zeus does not
allow me to interfere much, | am afraid. But oneerg century or so, for a
guest | care deeply about, he allows me to gravish.”

“A wish?”

“Before you ask it, let me give you some advicejokh can do for free. |
know you see Daedalus. His Labyrinth is as muclysteny to me as it is to
you. But if you want to know his fate, | would \tisny son Hephaestus at
his forge. Daedalus was a great inventor, a maftat Hephaestus’s heart.
There has never been a mortal Hephaestus admiresl thanyone would
have kept up with Daedalus and could tell you &ts,fit is Hephaestus.”

“But how do we get there?” Annabeth asked. “Thatis wish. | want a
way to navigate the Labyrinth.”

Hera looked disappointed. “So be it. You wish fomgthing, however,
that you have already been given.”

“l don’t understand.”

“The means is already within your grasp.” She lableg me. “Percy
knows the answer.”

“I do?”

“But that’s not fair,” Annabeth said. “You're nalting me what it is!”

Hera shook her head. “Getting something and hatragwits to use
it...those are two different things. I'm sure your thmer Athena would
agree.”

The room rumbled like distant thunder. Hera std@that would be my
cue. Zeus grows impatient. Think on what | havel,sAnnabeth. Seek out
Hephaestus. You will have to pass through the rahahagine. But keep
going. And use all the means at your disposal, keweommon they may
seem.”

She pointed toward the two doors and they meltegyawnevealing twin
corridors, open and dark. “One last thing, Annabktmve postponed your
day of choice, | have not prevented it. Soon, asigaaid, yowill have to
make a decision. Farewell!”



She waved a hand and turned into white smoke. &ahéi food, just as
Tyson chomped down on a sandwich that turned to imikis mouth. The
fountain trickled to a stop. The mosaic walls dindnaad turned grungy and
faded again. The room was no longer any place ymaidk to have a picnic.

Annabeth stamped her foot. “What sort of help wed? ‘Here, have a
sandwich. Make a wish. Oops, | can’t help you! Pbo

“Poof,” Tyson agreed sadly, looking at his empigtel

“Well,” Grover sighed, “she said Percy knows theswer. That's
something.”

They all looked at me.

“But | don’t,” | said. “I don’t know what she waalking about.”

Annabeth sighed. “All right. Then we’ll just keepigg.”

“Which way?” | asked. | really wanted to ask whatrbl had meant—
about the choice Annabeth needed to make. But@remwe and Tyson both
tensed. They stood up together like they'd rehelarse‘Left,” they both
said.

Annabeth frowned. “How can you be sure?”

“Because something is coming from the right,” Gros&id.

“Something big,” Tyson agreed. “In a hurry.”

“Left is sounding pretty good,” | decided. Together plunged into the
dark corridor.



SEVEN

TYSON LEADS
A JAILBREAK

The good news: the left tunnel was straight withside exits, twists, or
turns. The bad news; it was a dead end. After spgra hundred yards, we
ran into an enormous boulder that completely bldaer path. Behind us,
the sounds of dragging footsteps and heavy breatbchoed down the
corridor. Something—definitely not human—was on tauir

“Tyson,” | said, “can you—"

“Yes!” He slammed his shoulder against the rockaa the whole tunnel
shook. Dust trickled from the stone ceiling.

“Hurry!” Grover said. “Don’t bring the roof down,ub hurry!”

The boulder finally gave way with a horrible grindi noise. Tyson
pushed it into a small room and we dashed throetimbl it.

“Close the entrance!” Annabeth said.

We all got on the other side of the boulder andnhpds Whatever was
chasing us wailed in frustration as we heaved tlak back into placed and
sealed the corridor.

“We trapped it,” | said.

“Or trapped ourselves,” Grover said.

| turned. We were in a twenty-foot-square cementir@nd the opposite
wall was covered with metal bars. We’'d tunneledigtrt into a cell.

* % %

“What in Hades?” Annabeth tugged on the bars. Tdeyn't budge.
Through the bars we could see rows of cells inrmg @round a dark
courtyard—at least three stories of metal doorsraethl catwalks.

“A prison,” | said. “Maybe Tyson can break—"

“Shh,” said Grover. “Listen.”

Somewhere above us, deep sobbing echoed througbutlteng. There
was another sound, too—a raspy voice muttering gongethat | couldn’t
make out. The words were strange, like rocks umabler.

“what’s that language?” | whispered.



Tyson’s eye widened. “Can’t be.”

“What?” | asked.

He grabbed two bars on our cell door and bent tweta enough for even
a Cyclops to slip through.

“Wait!” Grover called.

But Tyson wasn’t about to wait. We ran after hinheTprison was dark,
only a few dim fluorescent lights flickering above.

“I know this place,” Annabeth told me. “This is Alitaz.”

“You mean that island is near San Francisco?”

She nodded. “My school took a field trip here. like a museum.”

It didn’t seem possible that we could’ve popped afuthe Labyrinth on
the other side of the country, but Annabeth hadhlbeeng in San Francisco
all year, keeping an eye on Mount Tamalpais jusbsx the bay. She
probably knew what she was talking about.

“Freeze,” Grover warned.

But Tyson kept going. Grover grabbed his arm antegunim back with
all his strength. “Stop, Tyson!” he whispered. “Gamou see it?”

| looked where he was pointing, and my stomachadsdmersault. On the
second-floor balcony, across the courtyard, wasocaster more horrible
than anything I'd ever seen before.

It was sort of like a centaur, with a woman’s bdaym the waist up. But
instead of a horse’s lower body, it had the bodg dfagon—at least twenty
feet long, black and scaly with enormous claws arzhrbed tail. Her legs
looked like they were tangled in vines, but themehlized they were
sprouting snakes, hundreds of vipers darting arpoodstantly looking for
something to bite. The woman’s hair was also matlesrakes, like
Medusa’s. weirdest of all, around her waist, whbtee woman part met the
dragon part, her skin bubbled and morphed, occaliyoproducing the
heads of animals—a vicious wolf, a bear, a lionjfashe were wearing a
belt of ever-changing creatures. | got the feelimgas looking at something
half formed, a monster so old it was from the bemjg of time, before
shapes had been fully defined.

“It's her,” Tyson whimpered.

“Get down!” Grover said.

We crouched in the shadows, but the monster wagsaying us any
attention. It seemed to be talking to someone esidcell on the second
floor. That's where the sobbing was coming frome Tdragon woman said
something in her weird rumbling language.

“What's she saying?” | muttered. “What’s that lange?”



“The tongue of the old times.” Tyson shivered. “WHhdother Earth
spoke to Titans and...her other children. Beforegibgs.”

“You understand it?” | asked. “Can you translate?”

Tyson closed his eyes and began to speak in ablegrraspy woman'’s
voice. “You will work for the master or suffer.”

Annabeth shuddered. “I hate it when he does that.”

Like all Cyclopes, Tyson had superhuman hearingaandncanny ability
to mimic voices. It was almost like he enteredant¢e when he spoke in
other voices.

“I will not serve,” Tyson said in a deep, woundemice.

He switched to the monster's voice: “Then | shaliog your pain,
Briares.” Tyson faltered when he said that nanenBver heard him break
character when he was mimicking somebody, but theutea strangled gulp.
Then he continued in the monster’s voice. “If ydwught your first
imprisonment was unbearable, you have yet to feel torment. Think on
this until | return.”

The dragon lady tromped toward the stairwell, \spleissing around her
legs like grass skirts. She spread wings that htauticed before—huge
bad wings she kept folded against her dragon b&ble leaped off the
catwalk and soared across the courtyard. We crauloeer in the shadows.
A hot sulfurous wind blasted my face as the monfi&gsv over. Then she
disappeared around the corner.

“H-h-horrible,” Grover said. “I've never smelled yanmonster that
strong.”

“Cyclopes’ worst nightmare,” Tyson murmured. “Kanipé

“Who?” | asked.

Tyson swallowed. “Every Cyclops knows about heori®s about her
scare us when we’re babies. She was our jaildrdarbad years.”

Annabeth nodded. “I remember now. When the Titanked; they
imprisoned Gaea and Ouranos’s earlier children—@lyelopes and the
Hekatonkheires.”

“The Heka-what?” | asked.

“The Hundred-Handed Ones,” she said. “They calléent that
because...well, they had a hundred hands. They weee lerothers of the
Cyclopes.”

“Very powerful,” Tyson said. “Wonderful! As tall ate sky. So strong
they could break mountains!”

“Cool,” | said. “Unless you’re a mountain.”



“Kampé was the jailer,” he said. “She worked foroKos. She kept our
brothers locked up in Tartarus, tortured them abkyawntil Zeus came. He
kiled Kampé and freed Cyclopes and Hundred-Hardeds to help fight
against the Titans in the big war.”

“And now Kampé is back,” | said.

“Bad,” Tyson summed up.

“So who'’s in that cell?” | asked. “You said a hamée—

“Briares!” Tyson perked up. “He is a Hundred-Hand@de. They are as
tall as the sky and—"

“Yeah,” | said. “They break mountains.”

| looked up at the cells above us, wondering homething as tall as the
sky could fit in a tiny cell, and why he was crying

“I guess we should check it out,” Annabeth saicgftihe Kampé comes
back.”

As we approached the cell, the weeping got loudéren | first saw the
creature inside, | wasn’t sure what | was lookihgHe was human-size and
his skin was very pale, the color of milk. He wadoincloth like a big
diaper. His feet seemed too big for his body, vathcked dirty toenails,
eight toes on each foot. But the top half of hig\bwas the weird part. He
made Janus look downright normal. His chest sptoatere arms than |
could count, in rows, all around his body. The aloaked like normal arms,
but there were so many of them, all tangled togetthat his chest looked
kind of like a forkful of spaghetti somebody hadrted together. Several of
his hands were covering his face as he sobbed.

“Either the sky isn’t as tall as it used to berhuittered, “or he’s short.”

Tyson didn’t pay any attention. He fell to his kaee

“Briares!” he called.

The sobbing stopped.

“Great Hundred-Handed One!” Tyson said. “Help us!”

Briars looked up. His face was long and sad, witihamked nose and bad
teeth. He had deep brown eyes—I mean completelyrbmth no whites or
black pupils, like eyes formed out of clay.

“Run while you can, Cyclops,” Briares said miseyabll cannot even
help myself.”

“You are a Hundred-Handed One!” Tyson insisted. dYcan do
anything!”



Briars wiped his nose with five or six hands. Salethers were fidgeting
with little pieces of metal and wood from a brokeed, the way Tyson
always played with spare parts. It was amazingdtciv The hands seemed
to have a mind of their own. They built a toy bmatt of wood, then
disassembled it just as fast. Other hands werdcbang at the cement floor
for no apparent reason. Others were playing roekep scissors. A few
others were making ducky and doggie shadow pu@astsist the wall.

“| cannot,” Briares moaned. “Kampé is back! Theahs will rise and
throw us back into Tartarus.”

“Put on your brave face!” Tyson said.

Immediately Briares’s face morphed into somethitge.eSame brown
eyes, but otherwise totally different features. hd an upturned nose,
arched eyebrows, and a weird smile, like he wasdrio act brave. But then
his face turned back to what it had been before.

“No good,” he said. “My scared face keeps comingkbda

“How did you do that?” | asked.

Annabeth elbowed me. “Don’t be rude. The Hundreadda Ones all
have fifty different faces.”

“Must make it hard to get a yearbook picture,” ibdsa

Tyson was still entranced. “It will be okay, BriareNe will help you!
Can | have your autograph?”

Briares sniffled. “Do you have one hundred pens?”

“Guys,” Grover interrupted. “We have to get outhafre. Kampé will be
back. She’ll sense us sooner or later.”

“Break the bars,” Annabeth said.

“Yes!” Tyson said, smiling proudly. “Briares can d¢oHe is very strong.
Stronger than Cyclopes, even! Watch!”

Briares whimpered. A dozen of his hands starteglipdapatty-cake, but
none of them made any attempt to break the bars.

“If he’s so strong,” | said, “why is he stuck inlj&

Annabeth ribbed me again. “He’s terrified,” sheisplered. “Kampé had
imprisoned him in Tartarus for thousands of yedmsy; would you feel?”

The Hundred-Handed One covered his face again.

“Briares?” Tyson asked. “What...what is wrong? Shosvyour great
strength!”

“Tyson,” Annabeth said, “I think you'd better bretde bars.”

Tyson’s smile melted slowly.

“I will break the bars,” he repeated. He grabbezidbll door and ripped it
off its hinges like it was made of wet clay.



“Come on, Briares,” Annabeth said. “Let’s get yaut of here.”

She held out her hand. For a second, Briares’srfaar@hed to a hopeful
expression. Several of his arms reached out, bhaoetas many slapped them
away.

“I cannot,” he said. “She will punish me.”

“It's all right,” Annabeth promised. “You fought ¢hTitans before, and
you won, remember?”

“I remember the war.” Briares’s face morphed againrewed brow and
a pouting mouth. His brooding face, | guess. “Lighg shook the world.
We threw many rocks. The Titans and the monsten®stl won. Now they
are getting strong again. Kampé said so.”

“Don't listen to her,” | said. “Come on!”

He didn't move. | knew Grover was right. We didindve much time
before Kampé returned. But | couldn’t just leaventiere. Tyson would cry
for weeks.

“One game of rock, paper, scissors,” | blurted dlitl win, you come
with us. If | lose, we’ll leave you in jail.”

Annabeth looked at me like | was crazy.

Briares’s face morphed to doubtful. “I always watk, paper, scissors.”

“Then let’'s do it!” | pounded my fist in my palmrée times.

Briares did the same with all one hundred hands¢lwkounded like an
army marching three steps forward. He came up aitthole avalanche of
rocks, a classroom set of scissors, and enoughr gapeake a fleet of
airplanes.

“l told you,” he said sadly. “I always—" His facearphed to confusion.
“What is that you made?”

“A gun,” | told him, showing him my finger gun. Wwas a trick Paul
Blofis had pulled on me, but | wasn’t going to telm that. “A gun beats
anything.”

“That’s not fair.”

“| didn’t say anything about fair. Kampé’s not ggito be fair if we hang
around. She’s going to blame you for ripping o# thars. Now come on!”

Briares sniffled. “Demigods are cheaters.” But ey rose to his feet
and followed us out of the cell.

| started to feel hopeful. All we had to do was detvnstairs and find the
Labyrinth entrance. But then Tyson froze.

On the ground floor right below, Kampé was snarhhgs.

* % %



“The other way,” | said.

We bolted down the catwalk. This time Briares wapgy to follow us. In
fact he sprinted out front, a hundred arms waunganic.

Behind us, | heard the sound of giant wings as Katopk to the air. She
hissed and growled in her ancient language, bigri'tdneed a translation to
know she was planning to kill us.

We scrambled down the stairs, through a corridad past a guard’'s
station—out into another block of prison cells.

“Left,” Annabeth said. “I remember this from theutd

We burst outside and found ourselves in the prigard, ringed by
security towers and barbed wire. After being indmleso long, the daylight
almost blinded me. Tourists were milling aroundkirig pictures. The wind
whipped cold off the bay. In the south, San Framcgleamed all white and
beautiful, but in the north, over Mount Tamalp&isge storm clouds swirled.
The whole sky seemed like a black top spinning ftbe mountain where
Atlas was imprisoned, and where the Titan palacéMotint Othrys was
rising anew. It was hard to believe the touristsldo’t see the supernatural
storm brewing, but they didn’t give any hint thaithing was wrong.

“It's even worse,” Annabeth said, gazing to thethofThe storms have
been bad all year, but that—"

“Keep moving,” Briares wailed. “She is behind us!”

We ran to the far end of the yard, as far fromdiléblock as possible.

“Kampé’s too big to get through the doors,” | shapefully.

Then the wall exploded.

Tourists screamed as Kampé appeared from the cdastribble, her
wings spread out as wide as the yard. She wasngptdio swords—Ilong
bronze scimitars that glowed with a weird greerasina, boiling wisps of
vapor that smelled sour and hot even across the yar

“Poison!” Grover yelped. “Don't let those thingautth you or...”

“Or we’ll die?” | guessed.

“Well...after you shrivel slowly to dust, yes.”

“Let’s avoid the swords,” | decided.

“Briares, fight!” Tyson urged. “Grow to full size!”

Instead, Briares looked like he was trying to shreven smaller. He
appeared to be wearing labsolutely terrifiedface.

Kampé thundered toward us on her dragon legs, kdsdof snakes
slithering around her body.



For a second | thought about drawing Riptide awthtaher, but my heart
crawled into my throat. Then Annabeth said whaaswhinking: “Run.”

That was the end of the debate. There was no ffiglkis thing. We ran
through the jail yard and out the gates of thegorishe monster right behind
us. Mortals screamed and ran. Emergency sirenslieddare.

We hit the wharf just as a tour boat was unloadifige new group of
visitors froze as they saw us charging toward thimtiowed by a mob of
frightened tourists, followed by...I don’t know whetey saw through the
Mist, but it could not have been good.

“The boat?” Grover asked.

“Too slow,” Tyson said. “Back into the maze. Onlyance.”

“We need a diversion,” Annabeth said.

Tyson ripped a metal lamppost out of the groundwifi distract Kampé.
You run ahead.”

“I'll help you,” | said.

“No,” Tyson said. “You go. Poison will hurt CyclopeA lot of pain. But
it won’t Kkill.”

“Are you sure?”

“Go, brother. | will meet you inside.”

| hated the idea. I'd almost lost Tyson once befared | didn’'t want to
ever risk that again. But there was no time to ergund | had no better idea.
Annabeth, Grover, and | each took one of Briarbsisds and dragged him
toward the concession stands while Tyson bellowegered his pole, and
charged Kampé like a jousting knight.

She’d been glaring at Briares, but Tyson got henéibn as soon as he
nailed her in the chest with the pole, pushing ek into the wall. She
shrieked and slashed with her swords, slicing toke po shreds. poison
dripped in pools all around her, sizzling into tenent.

Tyson jumped back as Kampé’s hair lashed and hissadl the vipers
around her legs darted their tongues in every timecA lion popped out of
the weird half-formed faces around her waist arzuted.

As we sprinted for the cellblocks, the last thingalv was Tyson picking
up a Dippin’ Dots stand and throwing it at Kampé ktream and poison
exploded everywhere, all the little snakes in Kas@ir dotted with tutti-
frutti. We dashed back into the jail yard.

“Can’t make it,” Briares huffed.

“Tyson is risking his life to help you!” | yelled &im. “You will make it.”

As we reached the door of the cellblock, | hearchagry roar. | glanced
back and saw Tyson running toward us at full sp&mpé right behind



him. She was plastered in ice cream and T-shim& & the bear heads on
her waist was now wearing a pair of crooked plaskatraz sunglasses.

“Hurry!” Annabeth said, like | needed to be toldcth

We finally found the cell where we’'d come in, baetback wall was
completely smooth—no sign of a boulder or anything.

“Look for the mark!” Annabeth said.

“There!” Grover touched a tiny scratch, and it beeaa GreekA. The
mark of Daedalus glowed blue, and the stone walldgd open.

Too slowly. Tyson was coming through the cellbloBlampé’s swords
lashing out behind him, slicing indiscriminatelydbgh cell bars and stone
walls.

| pushed Briares inside the maze, then AnnabetiGander.

“You can do it!" | told Tyson. But immediately | kaw he couldn’t
Kampé was gaining. She raised her swords. | nabsti@action—something
big. | slapped my wristwatch and it spiraled into baonze shield.
Desperately, | threw it at the monster’s face.

SMACK!The shield hit her in the face and she falterest ljpng enough
for Tyson to dive past me into the maze. | wastrigghind him.

Kampé charged, but she was too late. The stonediiosed and its magic
sealed us in. | could feel the whole tunnel shakKampé pounded against
it, roaring furiously. We didn’t stick around toggl knock, knock with her,
though. We raced into the darkness, and for tlsetime (and the last) | was
glad to be back in the Labyrinth.



EIGHT

WE VISIT THE DEMON
DUDE RANCH

We finally stopped in a room full of waterfalls. & floor was one big pit,
ringed by a slippery stone walkway. Around us, dnfaur walls, water
tumbled from huge pipes. The water spilled dowr itite pit, and even
when | shined a light, | couldn’t see the bottom.

Briares slumped against the wall. He scooped ugmata dozen hands
and washed his face. “This pit goes straight taaras,” he murmured. “|
should jump in and save you trouble.”

“Don’t talk that way,” Annabeth told him. “You catbme back to camp
with us. You can help us prepare. You know moreuabghting Titans than
anybody.”

“I have nothing to offer,” Briares said. “I havesteeverything.”

“What about your brothers?” Tyson asked. “The otiagr must stand tall
as mountains! We can take you to them.”

Briares’s expression morphed to something evenesatd grieving face.
“They are no more. They faded.”

The waterfalls thundered. Tyson stared into theapd blinked tears out
of his eye.

“What exactly do you meariheyfaded®” | asked. “I thought monsters
were immortal, like the gods.”

“Percy,” Grover said weakly, “even immortality hadimits.
Sometimes...sometimes monsters get forgotten and ldseytheir will to
stay immortal.”

Looking at Grover's face, | wondered if he was kmg of Pan. |
remembered something Medusa had told us once: kowisters, the other
two gorgons, had passed on and left her alone. Tdastnyear Apollo said
something about the old god Helios disappearinglaadng him with the
duties of the sun god. I'd never thought aboubat much, but now, looking
at Briares, | realized how terrible it would belie so old—thousands and
thousands of years old—and totally alone.

“I must go,” Briares said.

“Kronos’s army will invade camp,” Tyson said. “Weed help.”



Briares hung his head. “I cannot, Cyclops.”

“You are strong.”

“Not anymore.” Briares rose.

“Hey,” | grabbed one of his arms and pulled hindaswhere the roar of
the water would hide our words. “Briares, we need.\in case you haven't
noticed, Tyson believes in you. He risked hisfdeyou.”

| told him about everything—Luke’s invasion plamet Labyrinth
entrance at camp, Daedalus’s workshop, Kronosdagotoffin.

Briares just shook his head. “I cannot, demigatb hot have a finger gun
to win this game.” To prove his point, he made baedred finger guns.

“Maybe that’'s why monsters fade,” | said. “Maybs ot about what the
mortals believe. Maybe it's becaugau give up on yourself.”

His pure brown eyes regarded me. His face morptedan expression |
recognized—shame. Then he turned and trudged @ffidbe corridor until
he was lost in the shadows.

Tyson sobbed.

“It's okay,” Grover hesitantly patted his shouldethich must've taken all
his courage.

Tyson sneezed. “It's not okay, goat boy. He washernp.”

| wanted to make him feel better, but | wasn’t surat to say.

Finally Annabeth stood and shouldered her backpdtime on, guys.
This pit is making me nervous. Let’'s find a befpdace to camp for the
night.”

* % %

We settled in a corridor made of huge marble blotkéooked like it
could’'ve been part of a Greek tomb, with bronzehdnolders fastened to
the walls. It had to be an older part of the marel Annabeth decided this
was a good sign.

“We must be close to Daedalus’s workshop,” she.s&et some rest,
everybody. We’'ll keep going in the morning.”

“How do we know when it's morning?” Grover asked.

“Just rest,” she insisted.

Grover didn’t need to be told twice. He pulled ah®f straw out of his
pack, ate some of it, made a pillow out of the,rastl was snoring in no
time. Tyson took longer getting to sleep. He tigkkwith some metal scraps
from his building kit for a while, but whatever keas making, he wasn’t
happy with it. He kept disassembling the pieces.



“I'm sorry | lost the shield,” | told him. “You wdeed so hard to repair it.”

Tyson looked up. His eye was bloodshot from cryifigo not worry,
brother. You saved me. You wouldn’t have had trifires had helped.”

“He was just scared,” | said. “I'm sure he’ll getay it.”

“He is not strong,” Tyson said. “He is not importamymore.”

He heaved a big sad sigh, then closed his eyemEtal pieces fell out of
his hand, still unassembled, and Tyson began teesno

| tried to fall asleep myself, but | couldn’t. sotimeg about getting chased
by a large dragon lady with poison swords madeedl thard to relax. |
picked up my bedroll and dragged it over to wheren@beth was sitting,
keeping watch.

| sat down next to her.

“You should sleep,” she said.

“Can’t. You doing all right?”

“Sure. First day leading the quest. Just great.”

“We'll get there,” | said. “We’ll find the workshopefore Luke does.”

She brushed her hair out of her face. She had dgamf dirt on her chin,
and | imagined what she must've looked like whea wsias little, wandering
around the country with Thalia and Luke. Once slsgided them from the
mansion of the evil Cyclops when she was only se¥aren when she
looked scared, like now, | knew she had a lot aégu

“I just wish the quest waogical,” she complained. “I mean, we're
traveling but we have no idea where we’ll end upwttan you walk from
New York to California in a day?”

“Space isn’t the same in the maze.”

“I know, | know. It's just...” She looked at me hesitly. “Percy, | was
kidding myself. All that planning and reading, Indohave a clue where
we’re going.”

“You're doing great. Besides, weeverknow what we're doing. It always
works out. Remember Circe’s island?”

She snorted. “You made a cute guinea pig.”

“And Waterland, how you got us thrown off that ride

“l got us thrown off? That was totally your fault!”

“See? It'll be fine.”

She smiled, which | was glad to see, but the sfaded quickly.

“Percy, what did Hera mean when she said you krewway to get
through the maze?”

“I don’t know,” | admitted. “Honestly.”



“You'd tell me if you did?”

“Sure. Maybe...”

“Maybe what?”

“Maybe if you told me the last line of the propheitywould help.”

Annabeth shivered. “Not here. Not in the dark.”

“What about the choice Janus mentioned? Hera said—"

“Stop,” Annabeth snapped. Then she took a shakgtlbré!l’'m sorry,
Percy. I'm just stressed. But | don’t...I've got tortk about it.”

We sat in silence, listening to strange creaksgdns in the maze, the
echo of stones grinding together as tunnels changredv, and expanded.
The dark made me think about the visions I'd seeNioco di Angelo, and
suddenly | realized something.

“Nico is down here somewhere,” | said. “That’s hbevdisappeared from
camp. He found the Labyrinth. Then he found a ph#t led down even
farther—to the Underworld. But now he’s back in tnaze. He’'s coming
after me.”

Annabeth was quiet for a long time. “Percy, | hype’'re wrong. But if
you're right...” she stared at the flashlight beamstong a dim circle on the
stone wall. | had a feeling she was thinking adwert prophecy. I'd never
seen her look more tired.

“How about | take first watch?” | said. “I'll wakeou if anything
happens.”

Annabeth looked like she wanted to protest, butjgsienodded, slumped
into her bedroll, and closed her eyes.

* % %

When it was my turn to sleep, | dreamed | was bacthe old man’s
Labyrinth prison.

It looked more like a workshop now. Tables wereettgd with measuring
instruments. A forge burned red hot in the corfidére boy I'd seen in the
last dream was stoking the bellows, except he alées how, almost my age.
A weird funnel device was attached to the forgdismmey, trapping the
smoke and heat and channeling it through a pipeti floor, next to a big
bronze manhole cover.

It was daytime. The sky above was blue, but thdswafl the maze cast
deep shadows across the workshop. After beingnnetis so long, i found it
weird that part of the Labyrinth could be open he sky. Somehow that
made the maze seem like even a crueler place.



The old man looked sickly. He was terribly thing tiands raw and red
from working. White hair covered his eyes, andthric was smudged with
grease. He was bent over a table, working on some& & long metal
patchwork—Ilike a swath of chain mail. He picked adelicate curl of
bronze and fitted it into place.

“Done,” he announced. “It's done.”

He picked up his project. It was so beautiful, meait leaped—metal
wings constructed from thousands of interlockingnze feathers. There
were two sets. One still lay on the table. Daedatustched the frame, and
the wings expanded twenty feet. Part of me knewoutld never fly. It was
too heavy, and there’d be no way to get off theugtd But the
craftsmanship was amazing. Metal feathers caughtlight and flashed
thirty different shades of gold.

The boy left the bellows and ran over to see. Hiengd, despite the fact
that he was grimy and sweaty. “Father, you're augh

The old man smiled. “Tell me something | don’t kndearus. Now hurry.
It will take at least an hour to attach them. Cdme.

“You first,” Icarus said.

The old man protested, but Icarus insisted. “Yowendgnem, Father. You
should get the honor of wearing them first.”

The boy attached a leather harness to his fatbkest, like climbing gear,
with straps that ran from his shoulders to his tsri$hen he began fastening
on the wings, using a metal canister that lookke &n enormous hot-glue
gun.

“The wax compound should hold for several hoursieBalus said
nervously as his son worked. “But we must let ttfgst. And we would do
well to avoid flying too high or too low. The seawd wet the wax seals—"

“And the sun’s heat would loosen them,” the boystired. “Yes, Father.
We’ve been through this a million times!”

“One cannot be too careful.”

“I have complete faith in your inventions, Fath®d one has ever been as
smart as you.”

The old man’s eyes shone. It was obvious he lovsdsbin more than
anything in the world. “Now | will do your wingsnd give mine a chance to
set properly. Come!”

It was slow going. The old man’s hands fumbled Wi straps. He had a
hard time keeping the wings in position while haled them. His own metal
wings seemed to weigh him down, getting in his wdwle he tried to work.

“Too slow,” the old man muttered. “I am too slow.”



“Take your time, Father,” the boy said. “The guaadsn’t due until—"

BOOM!

The workshop doors shuddered. Daedalus had bahea from the
inside with a wooden brace, but still they shookloir hinges.

“Hurry!” Icarus said.

BOOM! BOOM!

Something heavy was slamming into the doors. Tleeddheld, but a
crack appeared in the left door.

Daedalus worked furiously. A drop of hot wax splllento Icarus’s
shoulder. The boy winced but did not cry out. Whenleft wing was sealed
into the straps, Daedalus began working on the.righ

“We must have more time,” Daedalus murmured. “Taeytoo early! We
need more time for the seal to hold.”

“IIl be fine,” Icarus said, as his father finisti¢he right wing. “Help me
with the manhole—"

CRASH! The doors splintered and the head of a bronzesrvagt ram
emerged through the breach. Axes cleared the delmustwo armed guards
entered the room, followed by the king with thedgml crown and the spear-
shaped beard.

“Well, well,” the king said with a cruel smile. “Gtg somewhere?”

Daedalus and his son froze, their metal wings gkmng on their backs.

“We’'re leaving, Minos,” the old man said.

King Minos chuckled. “I was curious to see how yau’'d get on this
little project before | dashed your hopes. | mast Bm impressed.”

The king admired their wings. “You look like metdlickens,” he decided.
“Perhaps we should pluck you and make a soup.”

The guards laughed stupidly.

“Metal chickens,” one repeated. “Soup.”

“Shut up,” the king said. Then he turned again sed@alus. “You let my
daughter escape, old man. You drove my wife to reaslnYou killed my
monster and made me the laughingstock of the Mediiean. You will
never escape me!”

Icarus grabbed the wax gun and sprayed it at thg, kvho stepped back
in surprise. The guards rushed forward, but eatlagiream of hot wax in
his face.

“The vent!” Icarus yelled to his father.

“Get them!” King Minos raged.



Together, the old man and his son pried open thehola cover, and a
column of hot air blasted out of the ground. Thegkivatched, incredulous,
as the inventor and son shot into the sky on thnze wings, carried by
the updratft.

“Shoot them!” the king yelled, but his guards hadught no bows. One
threw his sword in desperation, but Daedalus aadukcwere already out of
reach. They wheeled above the maze and the kirjace, then zoomed
across the city of Knossos and out past the robkyes of Crete.

Icarus laughed. “Free, Father! You did it.”

The boy spread his wings to their full limit ancheed away on the wind.

“Wait!” Daedalus called. “Be careful!”

But Icarus was already out over the open sea, hgadbrth and
delighting in their good luck. He soared up andredaan eagle out of its
flight path, then plummeted toward the sea likentas born to fly, pulling
out of a nosedive at the last second. His san#éatesed the waves.

“Stop that!” Daedalus called. But the wind carrked voice away. His son
was drunk on his own freedom.

The old man struggled to catch up, gliding clumsifer his son.

They were miles from Crete, over deep sea, whemisdaoked back and
saw his father’s worried expression.

Icarus smiled. “Don’t worry, Father! You're a gesiul trust your
handiwork—"

The first metal feather shook loose from his wigel fluttered away.
Then another. Icarus wabbled in midair. Suddenlyhs shedding bronze
feathers, which twirled away from him like a flookfrightened birds.

“Icarus!” his father cried. “Glide! Extend the wisg Stay as still as
possible!”

But Icarus flapped his arms, desperately tryingessert control.

The left wing went first—ripping away from the gisa

“Father!” Icarus cried. And then he fell, the wingfsipped away until he
was just a boy in a climbing harness and a whitectthis arms extended in
a useless attempt to glide.

| woke with a start, feeling like | was falling. &kcorridor was dark. In
the constant moaning of the Labyrinth, | thoughould hear the anguished
cry of Daedalus calling his son’s name, as Icahisonly joy, plummeted
toward the sea, three hundred feet below.

* % %



There was no morning in the maze, but once everyarke up and had a
fabulous breakfast of granola bars and juice bowes.kept traveling. |
didn’t mention my dream. Something about it hadlydeeaked me out, and
| didn’t think the others needed to know that.

The old stone tunnels changed to dirt with cedamniz like a gold mine
or something. Annabeth started getting agitated.

“This isn’t right,” she said. “It should still beane.”

We came to a cave where stalactites hung low filoenceiling. In the
center of the dirt floor was a rectangular pitel& grave.

Grover shivered. “It smells like the Underworldhare.”

Then | saw something glinting at the edge of thte—pai foil wrapper. |
shined my flashlight into the hole and saw a hbhdwed cheeseburger
floating in brown carbonated muck.

“Nico,” | said. “He was summoning the dead again.”

Tyson whimpered. “Ghosts were here. | don't likesfis.”

“We've got to find him.” | don’t know why, but staing at the edge of
that pit gave me a sense of urgency. Nico was clbsmuld feel it. |
couldn’t let him wander around down here, aloneepkdor the dead. |
started to run.

“Percy!” Annabeth called.

| ducked into a tunnel and saw light up ahead. I8y time Annabeth,
Tyson, and Grover caught up with me, | was staanhgaylight streaming
through a set of bars above my head. We were umdtrel grate made out
of metal pipes. | could see trees and blue sky.

“Where are we?” | wondered.

Then a shadow fell across the grate and a cowdst@ogn at me. It
looked like a normal cow except with was a weirtbce-bright red, like a
cherry. | didn’t know cows came in that color.

The cow mooed, put one hoof tentatively on the,ldaesn backed away.

“It's a cattle guard,” Grover said.

“A what?” | asked.

“They put them at the gates of ranches so cowd gat’out. They can’t
walk on them.”

“How do you know that?”

Grover huffed indignantly. “Believe me, ylou had hooves, you'd know
about cattle guards. They’re annoying!”

| turned to Annabeth. “Didn’t Hera say somethingpatba ranch? We
need to check it out. Nico might be there.”

She hesitated. “All right. But how do we get out?”



Tyson solved that problem by hitting the cattle rguaith both hands. It
popped off and went flying out of sight. We hear@l2ANG! and a startled
Moo! Tyson blushed.

“Sorry, cow!” he called.

Then he gave us a boost out of the tunnel.

We were on a ranch, all right. Rolling hills stietd to the horizon, dotted
with oak trees and cactuses and boulders. A basedfence ran from the
gate in either direction. Cherry-colored cows rodnaeound, grazing on
clumps of grass.

“Red cattle,” Annabeth said. “The cattle of the Sun

“What?” | asked.

“They’re sacred to Apollo.”

“Holy cows?”

“Exactly. But what are they doing—"

“Wait,” Grover said. “Listen.”

At first everything seemed quiet...but then | heardhie distant baying of
dogs. The sound got louder. Then the underbrustled, sand two dogs
broke through. Except it wasn’t two dogs. It wase dog with two heads. It
looked like a greyhound, long and snaky and sleekvb, but its neck V'd
into two heads, both of them snapping and snadimgj generally not very
glad to see us.

“Bad Janus dog!” Tyson cried.

“Arfl” Grover told it, and raised a hand in greeting.

The two-headed dog bared its teeth. | guess it ‘Wwasipressed that
Grover could speak animal. Then its master lumberddf the woods, and
| realized the dog was the least of our problems.

He was a huge guy with stark white hair, a strawhmy hat, and a
braided white beard— kind of like Father Time, #tker Time went redneck
and got totally jacked. He was wearing jeans, a ODOMESS WITH
TEXAS T-shirt, and a denim jacket with the sleekipped off so you could
see his muscles. On his right bicep was a crossedds tattoo. He held a
wooden club about the size of a nuclear warheath six-inch spikes
bristling at the business end.

“Heel, Orthus,” he told the dog.

The dog growled at us once more, just to makede$infgs clear, just to
make his feelings clear, then circled back to haster’'s feet. The man
looked us up and down, keeping his club ready.

“What've we got here?” he asked. “Cattle rustlers?”

“Just travelers,” Annabeth said. “We’re on a quiest.



The man’s eye twitched. “Half-bloods, eh?”

| started to say, “How did you know—"

Annabeth put her hand on my arm. “I'm Annabeth,gtder of Athena.
This is Percy, son of Poseidon. Grover the satysom the—"

“Cyclops,” the man finished. “Yes, | can see thaié glowered at me.
“And | know half-bloods because dm one, sonny. I'm Eurytion, the
cowherd for this here ranch. Son of Ares. You cdlmeugh the Labyrinth
like the other one, | reckon.”

“The other one?” | asked. “You mean Nico di Angélo?

“We get a load of visitors from the Labyrinth,” Btion said darkly. “Not
many ever leave.”

“Wow,” | said. “I feel welcome.”

The cowherd glanced bend him like someone was wafciThen he
lowered his voice. “I'm only going to say this oncemigods. Get back in
the maze now. Before it's too late.”

“We're not leaving,” Annabeth insisted. “Not untve see this other
demigod. Please.”

Eurytion grunted. “Then you leave me no choice,sgnig’ve got to take
you to the boss.”

* % %

| didn’t’ feel like we were hostages or anythingurigion walked
alongside us with his club across his shoulderh@rthe two-headed dog
growled a lot and sniffed at Grover’s legs and shtt the bushes once in a
while to chase animals, but Eurytion kept him maréess under control.

We walked down a dirt path that seemed to go oeven: It must’'ve been
close to a hundred degrees, which was a shock &#terFrancisco. Heat
shimmered off the ground. Insects buzzed in thestr&8efore we’'d gone
very far, i was sweating like crazy. Flies swarnusd Every so often we’'d
see a pen full of red cows or even stranger anintaise we passed a corral
where the fence was coated in asbestos. Insidesrdh df fire-breathing
horses milled around. The hay in their feeding gfowas on fire. The
ground smoked around their feet, but the horsemegdame enough. One
big stallion looked at me and whinnied, columngeaf flame billowing out
his nostrils. | wondered if it hurt his sinuses.

“What aretheyfor?” | asked.

Eurytion scowled. “We raise animals for lots oedls. Apollo, Diomedes,
and...others.”



“Like who?”

“No more questions.”

Finally we came out of the woods. Perched on adtitive us was a big
ranch house—all white stone and wood and big wirsdow

“It looks like a Frank Lloyd Wright!” Annabeth said

| guess she was talking about some architectuiag.tifTo me it just
looked like the kind of place where a few demigeodsld get into serious
trouble. We hiked up the hill.

“Don’t break the rules,” Eurytion warned as we vealkup the steps to the
front porch. “No fighting. No drawing weapons. Ambn't make any
comments about the boss’s appearance.”

“Why?” | asked. “What does he look like?”

Before Eurytion could reply, a new voice said, “Wtehe to the Triple G
Ranch.”

The man on the porch had a normal head, which wealeh His face was
weathered and brown from years in the sun. He hslitlablack hair and a
black pencil moustache like villains have in oldvies. He smiled at us, but
the smile wasn't friendly; more amused, likd boy, more people to torture!

| didn’t ponder that very long, though, becausentHenoticed his
body...or bodies. He had three of them. Now you'dkHi would’ve gotten
used to weird anatomy after Janus and Briares,thiat guy was three
complete people. His neck connected to the midakssiclike normal, but he
had two more chests, one to either side, conneadtélge shoulders, with a
few inches between. His left arm grew out of his éhest, and the same on
the right, so he had two arms, but four armpit¢hat makes any sense. The
chests all connected into one enormous torso, tth regular but very
beefy legs, and he wore the most oversized pdiewufs I'd ever seen. His
chests each wore a different color Western shireeqgy yellow, red, like a
stoplight. | wondered how he dressed the middlst;lsence it had no arms.

The cowherd Eurytion nudged me. “Say Hello to Mergan.”

“Hi,” | said. “Nice chests—uh, ranch! Nice ranchuybave.”

Before the three-bodied man could respond, NicArdjelo came out of
the glass doors onto the porch. “Geryon, | won'it ieaa—"

He froze when he saw us. Then he drew his sword. bfade was just
like I'd seen in my dream, short, sharp, and darknalnight.

Geryon snarled when he saw it. “Put that away, diirAngelo. | ain’t
gonna have my guests killin’ each other.”

“But that's—"



“Percy Jackson,” Geryon supplied. “Annabeth Chassd a couple of
their monster friends. Yes, | know.”

“Monster friends?” Grover said indignantly.

“That man is wearing three shirts,” Tyson saide llke was just realizing
this.

“They let my sister die!” Nico’s voice trembled Wwitage. “They’re here
to kill me!”

“Nico, we’re not here to kill you.” | raised my has “What happened to
Bianca was—"

“Don’t speak her name! You're not worthy to evelk @bout her!”

“Wait a minute,” Annabeth pointed at Geryon. “How gou know our
names?”

The three-bodied man winked. “I make it my busin@eskeep informed,
darlin’. Everybody pops into the ranch from timettme. Everyone needs
something from ole Geryon. Now, Mr. di Angelo, pliat ugly sword away
before | have Eurytion take it form you.”

Eurytion sighed, but he hefted his spiked clubhistfeet, Orthus growled.
Nico hesitated. He looked thinner and paler thanhbd in the Iris-
messages. | wondered if he’d eaten in the last widekblack clothes were
dusty from traveling in the Labyrinth, and his dasles were full of hate. He
was too young to look so angry. | still remembened as the cheerful little

kid who played with Mythomagic cards.

Reluctantly, he sheathed his sword. “If you comarnme, Percy, Il
summon help. You don’t want to meet my helpersphpse.”

“| believe you,” | said.

Geryon patted Nico’s shoulder. “There, we’'ve alld@anice. Now come
along, folks. | want to give you a tour of the rharic

* % %

Geryon had a trolley thing—Ilike one of those kidtli@ns that take you
around zoos. It was painted black and white in whide pattern. The
driver’s car had a set of longhorns stuck to theda@nd the horn sounded
like a cowbell. | figured maybe this was how hetuoed people. He
embarrassed them to death riding around in the moloHe.

Nico sat in the very back, probably so he couldpkee eye on us.
Eurytion crawled in next to him with his spiked leland pulled his cowboy
hat over his eyes like he was going to take a @ajhus jumped in the front
seat next to Geryon and began barking happily oypart harmony.



Annabeth, Tyson, Grover, and | took the middle taos.

“We have a huge operation!” Geryon boasted as the-mobile lurched
forward. “Horses and cattle mostly, but all sorftexotic varieties, t0o.”

We came over a hill, and Annabeth gasped. “Hipgaleks? | thought
they were extinct!”

At the bottom of the hill was a fenced-in pasturghwa dozen of the
weirdest animals I'd ever seen. Each had the fraift of a horse and the
back half of a rooster. Their rear feet were hugkow claws. They had
feathery tails and red wings. As | watched, twah&fm got in a fight over a
pile of seed. They reared up on their wings at edblr until the smaller
one galloped away, its rear bird legs puttingtkeltiop in its step.

“Rooster ponies,” Tyson said in amazement. “Do tlagyeggs?”

“Once a year!” Geryon grinned in the rearview mirr/ery much in
demand for omelettes!”

“That’s horrible!” Annabeth said. “They must be emdangered species!”

Geryon waved his hand. “Gold is gold, darling. Ayml haven't tasted
the omelettes.”

“That’s not right,” Grover murmured, but Geryon tjkept narrating the
tour.

“Now, over here,” he said, “we have our fire-breéaghhorses, which you
may have seen on your way in. They’re bred for waturally.”

“What war?” | asked.

Geryon grinned slyly. “Oh, whichever one comes glofnd over yonder,
of course, are our prize red cows.”

Sure enough, hundreds of the cherry-colored cattle grazing the side
of the hill.

“So many,” Grover said.

“Yes, well, Apollo is too busy to see them,” Geryerplained, “so he
subcontracts to us. We breed them vigorously becabsre’s such a
demand.”

“For what?” | asked.

Geryon raised an eyebrow. “Meat, of course! Arnhiage to eat.”

“You kill the sacred cows of the sun god for hangaurmeat?” Grover
said. “That’s the against ancient laws!”

“Oh, don't get so worked up, satyr. They're jusinaals.”

“Just animals!”

“Yes, and if Apollo cared, I'm sure he would ted.u

“If he knew,” | muttered.



Nico sat forward. “I don’'t care about any of thiGeryon. We had
business to discuss, and this wasn't it!”

“All in good time, Mr. di Angelo. Look over herepsie of my exotic
game.”

The next field was ringed in barbed wire. The whatea was crawling
with giant scorpions.

“Triple G Ranch,” | said, suddenly remembering. tWanark was on the
crates at camp. Quintus got his scorpions fromyou.

“Quintus...” Geryon mused. “Short gray hair, muscutavordsman?”

“Yeah.”

“Never heard of him,” Geryon said. “Now, over hare my prize stables!
You must see them.”

| didn’t need to see them, because as soon as weittan three hundred
yards | started to smell them. Near the banks gfezn river was a horse
corral the size of a football field. Stables linede side of it. About a
hundred horses were milling around in the muck—ahen | say muck, |
mean horse poop. It was the most disgusting thHathgJer seen, like a poop
blizzard had come through and dumped four feehefstuff overnight. The
horses were really gross from wading through itl #re stables were just as
bad. It reeked like you would not believe—worsentlize garbage boats on
the East River.

Even Nico gagged. “Whad that?”

“My stables!” Geryon said. “Well, actually they belg to Aegas, but we
watch over them for a small monthly fee. Aren'tythevely?”

“They’re disgusting!” Annabeth said.

“Lots of poop,” Tyson observed.

“How can you keep animals like that?” Grover cried.

“Y'all getting’ on my nerves,” Geryon said. “Thesawe flesh-eating
horses, see? They like these conditions.”

“Plus, you're too cheap to have them cleaned,” Eomymumbled from
under his hat.

“Quiet!” Geryon snapped. “All right, perhaps thealdes are a bit
challenging to clean. Perhaps they do make me pass&hen the wind
blows the wrong way. But so what? My clients gtdly me well.”

“What clients?” | demanded.

“Oh, you'd be surprised how many people will pay #o flesh-eating
horse. They make great garbage disposals. Wondegylto terrify your
enemies. Great at birthday parties! We rent thenalbthe time.”

“You're a monster,” Annabeth decided.



Geryon stopped the moo-mobile and turned to lodkeat “What gave it
away? Was it the three bodies?”

“You have to let these animals go,” Grover saitis“hot right!”

“And the clients you keep talking about,” Annabetid. “You work for
Kronos, don’t you? You're supplying his army witbriees, food, whatever
they need.”

Geryon shrugged, which was very weird since he trmde sets of
shoulders. It looked like he was doing the wavebglhimself. “I work for
anyone with gold, young lady. I'm a businessmand Asell them anything
| have to offer.”

He climbed out of the moo-mobile and strolled taivéite stables as if
enjoying the fresh air. It would’'ve been a nicewjavith the river and the
trees and hills and all, except for the quagmirearse muck.

Nico got out of the back car and stormed over toy@e The cowherd
Eurytion wasn'’t as sleepy as he looked. He hefteatlnb and walked after
Nico.

“I came here for business, Geryon,” Nico said. “Agdu haven't
answered me.”

“Mmm.” Geryon examined a cactus. His left arm resathover and
scratched his middle-chest. “Yes, you'll get a dellright.”

“My ghost told me you could help. He said you cogldde us to the soul
we need.”

“Wait a second,” | said. “I thoughtwas the soul you wanted.”

Nico looked at me like | was crazy. “You? Why woudldvant you?
Bianca’s soul is worth a thousand of yours! Nowj gau help me, Geryon,
or not?”

“Oh, | imagine | could,” the rancher said. “Youragh friend, by the way,
where is he?”

Nico looked uneasy. “He can’t form in broad daytigit's hard for him.
But he’s around somewhere.”

Geryon smiled. “I'm sure. Minos likes to disappeahen things
get...difficult.”

“Minos?” | remembered the man I'd seen in my dreams, \ighgiolden
crown, the pointed beard, and the cruel eyes. “Yfman that evil king?
That'sthe ghost who'’s been giving you advice?”

“It's none of your business, Percy!” Nico turnedckao Geryon. “And
what do you mean about things getting difficult?”

The three-bodied man sighed. “Well, you see, Nican-¢ call you
Nico?”



“No.”

“You see, Nico, Luke Castellan is offering very domoney for half-
bloods. Especially powerful half-bloods. And I’'mreuvhen he learns your
little secret, who you really are, he’ll pay vewgry well indeed.”

Nico drew his sword, but Eurytion knocked it outlo§ hand. Before |
could get up, Orthus pounced on my chest and ghwies faces an inch
away from mine.

“I would stay in the car, all of you,” Geryon waah “Or Orthus will tear
Mr. Jackson’s throat out. Now, Eurytion, if you Wdwbe so kind, secure
Nico.”

The cowherd spit into the grass. “Do | have to?”

“Yes, you fool!”

Eurytion looked bored, but he wrapped one huge amund Nico and
lifted him up like a wrestler.

“Pick up the sword, too,” Geryon said with distastEhere’s nothing |
hate worse than Stygian Iron.”

Eurytion picked up the sword, careful not to totiod blade.

“Now,” Geryon said cheerfully, “we’ve had the tolret’s go back to the
lodge, have some lunch, and send an Iris-messaggr tiiends in the Titan
army.”

“You fiend!” Annabeth cried.

Geryon smiled at her. “Don’t worry, my dear. Onbaesldelivered Mr. di
Angelo, you and your party can go. | don't inteefevith quests. Besides,
I've been paid well to give you safe passage, wiioks not, I'm afraid,
include Mr. di Angelo.

“Paid by whom?” Annabeth said. “What do you mean?”

“Never you mind, darlin’. Let’s be off, shall we?”

“Walit!” | said, and Orthus growled. | stayed petfgstill so he wouldn’t
tear my throat out. “Geryon, you said you're a hassman. Make me a
deal.”

Geryon narrowed his eyes. “What sort of deal? Do lyave gold?”

“I've got something better. Barter.”

“But Mr. Jackson, you’ve got nothing.”

“You could have him clean the stables,” Eurytioggested innocently.

“ll do it!” I said. “If | fail, you get all of us Trade us all to Luke for
gold.”

“Assuming the horses don’t eat you,” Geryon obsgrve



“Either way, you get my friends,” | said. “But ifducceed, you've got to
let all of us go, including Nico.”

“No!” Nico screamed. “Don’t do me any favors, Pertylon’t want your
help!”

Geryon chuckled. “Percy Jackson, those stablesifiaveen cleaned in a
thousand years...though it's true | might be ablsdlb more stable space if
all that poop was cleared away.”

“So what have you got to lose?”

The rancher hesitated. “All right, I'll accept yoaffer, but you have to
get it done by sunset. If you fail, your friends geld, and | get rich.”

“Deal.”

He nodded. “I'm going to take your friends with niigck to the lodge.
We’'ll wait for you there.”

Eurytion gave me a funny look. It might have bepmgathy. He whistled,
and the dog jumped off me and onto Annabeth’'s &pe yelped. | knew
Tyson and grover would never try anything as losd\anabeth was hostage.

| got out of the car and locked eyes with her.

“I hope you know what you're doing,” she said glyet

“I hope so, t00.”

Geryon got behind the driver's wheel. Eurytion leaulNico into the
backseat.

“Sunset,” Geryon reminded me. “No later.”

He laughed at me once more, sounded his cowbell laod the moo-
mobile rumbled off down the trail.



NINE

| SCOOP POOP

| lost hope when | saw the horses’ teeth.

As | got closer to the fence, | held my shirt owey nose to block the
smell. One stallion waded through the muck and wikth angrily at me. He
bared his teeth, which were pointed like a bear’s.

| tried to talk to him in my mind. | can do thatttvimost horses.

Hi, I told him.I'm going to clean your stables. Won't that be gia

Yes!The horse saidCome inside! Eat you! Tasty half-blood!

But I'm Poseidon’s son,protestedHe created horses.

Usually this gets me VIP treatment in the equestviarld, but not this
time.

Yes! The horse agreed enthusiasticaPpseidon can come in, too! We
will eat you both! Seafood!

Seafood!The other horses chimed in as they waded throbghfield.
Flies were buzzing everywhere, and the heat ofdédne didn't make the
smell any better. I'd had some idea that | couldhds challenge, because |
remembered how Hercules had done it. He'd channaletver into the
stables and cleaned them out that way. | figureduld maybe control the
water. But if | couldn’t get close to the horseshout getting eaten, that was
a problem. And the river was downhill from the $sb a lot farther away
than I'd realized, almost half a mile. The problefthe poop looked a lot
bigger up close. | picked up a rusted shovel angermentally scooped
some away from the fence line. Great. Only fourdsilshovelfuls to go.

The sun was already sinking. | had a few hourseat. b decided the river
was my only hope. At least it would be easier toktat the riverside than it
was here. | set off downhill.

* % %

When | got to the river, | found a girl waiting fone. She was wearing
jeans and a green T-shirt and her long brown has taraided with river
grass. She had a stern look on her face. Her aers evossed.

“Oh no you don’t,” she said.



| stared at her. “Are you a naiad?”

She rolled her eyes. “Of course!”

“But you speak English. And you’re out of the wdter

“What, you don't think we can act human if we wef2”

I’d never thought about it. | kind of felt stupithough, because I'd seen
plenty of naiads at camp, and they’d never donehnmigre than giggle and
wave at me from the bottom of the canoe lake.

“Look,” | said. “I just came to ask—"

“I know who you are,” she said. “And | know whatwevant. And the
answer is no! I'm not going to have my river usgaia to clean that filthy
stable.”

“But—"

“Oh, save it, sea boy. You ocean-god types alwhysktyou’re soooo
much more important than some little river, doroug well let me tell you,
this naiad is not going to be pushed around just becgosir daddy is
Poseidon. This is freshwater territory, mister. Tast guy who asked me
this favor—oh, he was way better-looking than ydwy, the way—he
convinced me, and that was the worst mistake Ixax enade! Do you have
any idea what all that horse manure does to myysta®? Do | look like a
sewage treatment plant to you? My fish will didl. ifeverget the much out
of my plants. I'll be sick for years. NO THANK YQU!

The way she talked reminded me of my mortal friRdchel Elizabeth
Dare—kind of like she was punching me with wordsouldn’t blame the
naiad. Now that | thought about it, I'd be prettaanif somebody dumped
four million pounds of manure in my home. But still

“My friends are in danger,” | told her.

“Well, that’s too bad! But it's not my problem. Angu’re not going to
ruin my river.”

She looked like she was ready for a fight. Hersfistere balled, but |
thought | heard a little quiver in her voice. Sudlgd realized that despite
her angry attitude, she was afraid of me. She fghthought | was going
to fight her for control of the river, and she wemrried she would lose.

The thought made me sad. | felt like a bully, a ebRoseidon throwing
his weight around.

| sat down on a tree stump. “Okay, you win.”

The naiad looked surprised. “Really?”

“I’'m not going to fight you. It's your river.”

She relaxed her shoulders. “Oh. Oh, good. | mearsd-gaing for you!”



“But my friends and | are going to get sold to Ti&ans if | don't clean
those stables by sunset. And | don’t know how.”

The river gurgled along cheerfully. A snake slidotilgh the water and
ducked its head under. Finally the naiad sighed.

“I'll tell you a secret, son of the sea god. Scogpsome dirt.”

“What?”

“You heard me.”

| crouched down and scooped up a handful of Texasldwas dry and
black and spotted with tiny clumps of white rock..,Nimmething besides
rock.

“Those are shells,” the naiad said. “Petrified belis. Millions of years
ago, even before the time of the gods, when onlyaGand Ouranos reigned,
this land was under the water. It was part of gee”s

Suddenly | saw what she meant. There were littbkzgs of ancient sea
urchins in my hand, mollusk shells. Even the limoast rocks had
impressions of seashells embedded in them.

“Okay,” | said. “What good does that do me?”

“You’re not so different from me, demigod. Even whim out of the
water, the water is within me. It is my life soufc8he stepped back, put her
feet in the river, and smiled. “I hope you find ayto rescue your friends.”

And with that she turned to liquid and melted itite river.

* % %

The sun was touching the hills when | got backht® gtables. Somebody
must've come by and fed the horses, because they tearing into huge
animal carcasses. | couldn’t tell what kind of aaipand | really didn’t want
to know. If it was possible for the stables to getre disgusting, fifty horses
tearing into raw meat did it.

Seafoodbne thought when he saw n@me in! We're still hungry!

What was | supposed to do? | couldn’t use the ritad the fact that this
place had been under water a million years agotdeaactly help me now. |
looked at the little calcified seashell in my pakimen at the huge mountain
of dung.

Frustrated, | threw the shell into the poop. | \absut to turn my back on
the horses when | heard a sound.

PFFFFFFT! Like a balloon with a leak.

| looked down where | had thrown the shell. A tispyout of water was
shooting out of the muck.

“No way,” | muttered.



Hesitantly, | stepped toward the fence. “Get biggetold the waterspout.

SPOOOOOOOSH!

Water shot three feet into the air and kept bulgblihwas impossible, but
there it was. A couple of horses came over to chedut. One put his
mouth to the spring and recoiled.

Yuck!he saidSalty!

It was seawater in the middle of a Texas ranchcobped up another
handful of dirt and picked out the shell fossildidn’t really know what |
was doing, but | ran around the length of the statirowing shells into the
dung piles. Everywhere a shell hit, a saltwateingperupted.

Stop! The horses criedMeat is good! Baths are bad!

Then | noticed the water wasn’t running out of gtables or flowing
downhill like water normally would. It simply buldd around each spring
and sank into the ground, taking the dung witfT lite horse poop dissolved
in the saltwater, leaving regular old wet dirt.

“More!” | yelled.

There was a tugging sensation in my gut, and thergpouts exploded
like the world’s largest carwash. Salt water sknarity feet into the air. The
horses went crazy, running back and forth as tlysage sprayed them from
all directions. Mountains of poop began to melelike.

The tugging sensation became more intense, paagvien, but there was
something exhilarating about seeing all that saliew | had made this. | had
brought the ocean to this hillside.

Stop, lord!a horse criedStop, please!

Water was sloshing everywhere now. The horses wesached, and
some were panicking and slipping in the mud. Theppwas completely
gone, tons of it just dissolved into the earth, #relwater was now starting
to pool, trickling out of the stable, making a huedi little streams down
toward the river.

“Stop,” | told the water.

Nothing happened. The pain in my gut was building.didn’t shut off
the geysers soon, the salt water would run intarithex and poison the fish
and plants.

“Stop!” | concentrated all my might on shutting dfie force of the sea.

Suddenly the geysers shut down. | collapsed to meeg, exhausted. In
front of me was a shiny clean horse stable, a béMet salty mud, and fifty
horses that had been scoured so thoroughly thaeiis gieamed. Even the
meat scraps between their teeth had been washed out

We won't eat youthe horses wailedPlease, lord! no more salty baths!



“On one condition,” | said. “You only eat the fogdur handlers give you
from now on. Not people. Or I'll be back with maeashells!”

The horses whinnied and made me a whole lot of m@snthat they
would be good flesh-eating horses from now on,llalidin’t stick around to
chat. The sun was going down. | turned and ranspled toward the ranch
house.

| smelled barbecue before | reached the housethatdnade me madder
than ever, because | really love barbecue.

The deck was set up for a party. Streamers anddvall decorated the
railing. Geryon was flipping burgers on a huge leatle cooker made from
an oil drum. Eurytion lounged at a picnic tableskmg his fingernails with a
knife. The two-headed dog sniffed the ribs and brgdghat were frying on
the grill. And then | saw my friends: Tyson, GrovAnnabeth, and Nico all
tossed in a corner, tied up like rodeo animalshwhieir ankles and wrists
roped together and their mouths gagged.

“Let them go!” | yelled, still out of breath fromunning up the steps. “I
cleaned the stables!”

Geryon turned. He wore an apron on each chest,am¢ghword on each,
so together they spelled out: KISS—THE—CHEF. “Dmuy now? How’'d
you manage it?”

| was pretty impatient, but | told him.

He nodded appreciatively. “Very ingenious. It wouéd been better if
you’d poisoned that pesky naiad, but no matter.”

“Let my friends go,” | said. “We had a deal.”

“Ah, I've been thinking about that. The problem ik]) let them go, |
don't get paid.”

“You promised!”

Geryon made #sk-tsknoise. “But did you make me swear on the River
Styx? No you didn’t. So it's not binding. When yoer'conducting business,
sonny, you should always get a binding oath.”

| drew my sword. Orthus growled. One head leanewndmext to
Grover’s ear and bared its fangs.

“Eurytion,” Geryon said, “the boy is starting toreny me. Kill him.”

Eurytion studied me. | didn’t like my odds agaihsh and that huge club.

“Kill him yourself,” Eurytion said.

Geryon raised his eyebrows. “Excuse me?”



“You heard me,” Eurytion grumbled. “You keep semfime out to do
your dirty work. You pick fights for no good reas@nd I'm getting tired of
dying for you. You want to fight the kid, do it y@elf.”

It was the most un-Areslike thing I'd ever heamh of Ares say.

Geryon threw down his spatula. “You dare defy meshduld fire you
right now!”

“And who'd take care of your cattle? Orthus, heel.”

The dog immediately stopped growling at Grover aaohe to sit by the
cowherd'’s feet.

“Fine!” Geryon snarled. “I'll deal with you lateafter the boy is dead!”

He picked up two carving knives and threw them at indeflected one
with my sword. The other impaled itself in the pectable an inch from
Eurytion’s hand.

| went on the attack. Geryon parried my first snkith a pair of red-hot
tongs and lunged at my face with a barbecue fogkt inside his next thrust
and stabbed him right through the middle chest.

“Aghhh!” He crumpled to his knees. | waited for himdisintegrate, the
way monsters usually do. But instead he just gredaand started to stand
up. The wound in his chef’s apron started to heal.

“Nice try, sonny,” he said. “Thing is, | have thréearts. The perfect
backup system.”

He tipped over the barbecue, and coals spilledyetesre. One landed
next to Annabeth’s face, and she let out a mufiedeam. Tyson strained
against his bonds, but even his strength wasn'ugmao break them. | had
to end this fight before my friends got hurt.

| jabbed Geryon in the left chest, but he only leedy | stuck him in the
right stomach. No good. | might as well have betcking a sword in a
teddy bear for all the reaction he showed.

Three hearts. The perfect backup system. Stablegaba time was no
good....

| ran into the house.

“Coward!” he cried. “Come back and die right!”

The living room walls were decorated with a bunflymesome hunting
trophies—stuffed deer and dragon heads, a gun aaseord display, and a
bow with a quiver.

Geryon threw his barbecue fork, and it thudded theowall right next to
my head. He drew two swords from the wall disptdour head’s gonna go
right there, Jackson! Next to the grizzly bear!”

| had a crazy idea. | dropped Riptide and grabhedbw off the wall.



| was the worst archery shot in the world. | cottithit the targets at camp,
much less a bull's eye. But | had no choice. | daiilwin this fight with a
sword. | prayed to Artemis and Apollo, the twin laecs, hoping they might
take pity on me for onc®lease, guys. Just one shot. Please.

| notched an arrow.

Geryon laughed. “You fool! One arrow is no betteart one sword.”

He raised his swords and charged. | dove sidev&sfere he could turn,
| shot my arrow into the side of his right cheshelardTHUMP, THUMP,
THUMP, as the arrow passed clean through each of higsched flew out
his left side, embedding itself in the foreheadhef grizzly bear trophy.

Geryon dropped his swords. He turned and stareteatYou can’t shoot.
They told me you couldn’t...”

His face turned a sickly shade of green. He codldp® his knees and
began crumbling into sand, until all that was eéire three cooking aprons
and an oversized pair of cowboy boots.

* % %

| got my friends untied. Eurytion didn’t try to gtane. Then | stoked up
the barbecue and threw the food into the flames dsirnt offering for
Artemis and Apollo.

“Thanks, guys,” | said. “I owe you one.”

The sky thundered in the distance, so | figuredbeape burgers smelled
okay.

“Yay for Percy!” Tyson said.

“Can we tie up this cowherd now?” Nico asked.

“Yeah!” Grover agreed. “And that dog almost killegk!”

| looked at Eurytion, who still was sitting relaxed the picnic table.
Orthus had both his heads on the cowherd’s knees.

“How long will it take Geryon to re-form?” | askduim.

Eurytion shrugged. “Hundred years? He’s not ontho$e fast re-formers,
thank the gods. You've done me a favor.”

“You said you'd died for him before,” | rememberédow?”

“I've worked for that creep for thousands of yed®sarted as a regular
half-blood, but | chose immortality when my dadeoéd it. Worst mistake |
ever made. Now I'm stuck here at this ranch. | the@ve. | can’t quit. | just
tend the cows and fight Geryon'’s fights. We're larigkd together.”

“Maybe you can change things,” | said.



Eurytion narrowed his eyes. “How?”

“Be nice to the animals. Take care of them. Stdjingethem for food.
And stop dealing with the Titans.”

Eurytion thought about that. “That’d be all right.”

“Get the animals on your side, and they’ll help y@nce Geryon gets
back, maybe he’ll be working for you this time.”

Eurytion grinned. “Nowthat | could live with.”

“You won't try to stop us leaving?”

“Shoot, no.”

Annabeth rubbed her bruised wrists. She was stilkihg at Eurytion
suspiciously. “Your boss said somebody paid forsafe passage. Who?”

The cowherd shrugged. “Maybe he was just sayingtthfmol you.”

“What about the Titans?” | asked. “Did you Iris-raage them about Nico
yet?”

“Nope. Geryon was waiting until after the barbeclibey don’'t know
about him.”

Nico as glaring at me. | wasn’t sure what to douddom. | doubted he
would agree to come with us. On the other handuldn’t just let him roam
around on his own.

“You could stay here until we’re done with our gues$ told him. “It
would be safe.”

“Safe?” Nico said. “What do you care if I'm safe? You gay sister
killed!”

“Nico,” Annabeth said, “that wasn't Percy’s fauknd Geryon wasn’t
lying about Kronos wanting to capture you. If heeknwho you were, he’d
do anything to get you on his side.”

“I'm not on anyone’s side. And I'm not afraid.”

“You should be,” Annabeth said. “Your sister woutdmant—"

“If you cared for my sister, you'd help me bring lack!”

“A soul for a soul?” | said.

“Yes!”

“But if you didn’t want my soul—"

“I'm not explaining anything to you!” He blinked des out of his eyes.
“And | will bring her back.”

“Bianca wouldn’t want to be brought back,” | sdidot like that.”

“You didn’t know her!” he shouted. “How do you knowhat she’'d
want?”



| stared at the flames in the barbecue pit. | thougpout the line in
Annabeth’s prophecyYou shall rise or fall by the ghost king’s harictat
had to be Minos, andHadto convince Nico not to listen to him. “Let’s ask
Bianca.”

The sky seemed to grow darker all of a sudden.

“I've tried,” Nico said miserably. “She won’t answé

“Try again. I've got a feeling she’ll answer witherhere.”

“Why would she?”

“Because she’s been sending me Iris-messagesd,|ssaldenly sure of it.
“She’s been trying to warn me what you're up to] san protect you.”

Nico shook his head. “That’s impossible.”

“One way to find out. You said you're not afraid.turned to Eurytion.
“We’'re going to need a pit, like a grave. And fcantd drinks.”

“Percy,” Annabeth warned. “I don’t think this isyjaod—"

“All right,” Nico said. “I'll try.”

Eurytion scratched his beard. “There’s a hole dutgoack for a septic
tank. We could use that. Cyclops boy, fetch myciwest from the kitchen. |
hope the dead like root beer.”



EN

WE PLAY THE GAME SHOW
OF DEATH

We did our summons after dark, at a twenty-fooglgit in front of the
septic tank. The tank was bright yellow, with a Isyiface and red words
painted on the side: HAPPY FLUSH DISPOSAL CO. trdi quite go with
the mood of summoning the dead.

The moon was full. Silver clouds drifted across ske.

“Minos should be here by now,” Nico said, frownirily’s full dark.”

“Maybe he got lost,” | said hopefully.

Nico poured root beer and tossed barbecue intopthethen began
chanting in Ancient Greek. Immediately the bugsthe woods stopped
chirping. In my pocket, the Stygian ice dog whisttarted to grow colder,
freezing against the side of my leg.

“Make him stop,” Tyson whispered to me.

Part of me agreed. This was unnatural. The nightfelt cold and
menacing. But before | could say anything, thet fgpirits appeared.
Sulfurous mist seeped out of the ground. Shadowekehed into human
forms. One blue shade drifted to the edge of thamu knelt to drink.

“Stop him!” Nico said, momentarily breaking his cha“Only Bianca
may drink!”

| drew Riptide. The ghosts retreated with a colechiss at the sight of
my celestial bronze blade. But it was too latetap ghe first spirit. He had
already solidified into the shape of a bearded manhite robes. A circlet
of gold wreathed his head, and even in death has esere alive with malice.

“Minos!” Nico said. “What are you doing?”

“My apologies, master,” the ghost said, though ioe’tl sound very sorry.
“The sacrifice smelled so good, | couldn’t residt& examined his own
hands and smiled. “It is good to see myself agaimost in solid form—"

“You are disrupting the ritual!” Nico protested. é6—"

The spirits of the dead began shimmering dangeydusgiht, and Nico
had to take up the chant again to keep them at bay.



“Yes, quite right, master,” Minos said with amuseme“You keep
chanting. I've only come to protect you from théaes who would deceive
you.”

He turned to me as if | were some kind of cockroatiercy
Jackson...my, my. The sons of Poseidon haven’t ingmowover the
centuries, have they?”

| wanted to punch him, but | figured my fist woudd right through his
face. “We’'re looking for Bianca di Angelo,” | saitiset lost.”

The ghost chuckled. “I understand you once killgdvinotaur with your
bare hands. But worse things await you in the mBreyou really believe
Daedalus will help you?”

The other spirits stirred in agitation. Annabetkwlter knife and helped
me keep them away from the pit. Grover got so nes\Jte clung to Tyson'’s
shoulder.

“Daedalus cares nothing for you, half-bloods,” Msngarned. “You can’t
trust him. He is old beyond counting, and crafte il bitter from the guilt
of murder and is cursed by the gods.”

“The guilt of murder?” | asked. “Who did he kill?”

“Do not changed the subject!” the ghost growledotiYare hindering
Nico. You try to persuade him to give up on hislgbavould make him a
lord!”

“Enough, Mions,” Nico commanded.

The ghost sneered. “Master, these are your eneMosmust not listen
to them! Let me protect you. i will turn their mimto madness, as | did the
others.”

“The others?” Annabeth gasped. “You mean Chris goéz? That was
you?

“The maze is my property,” the ghost said, “not @alas’s! Those who
intrude deserve madness.”

“Be gone, Minos!” Nico demanded. “l want to see sister!”

The ghost bit back his rage. “As you wish, madBart | warn you. You
cannot trust these heroes.”

With that, he faded into mist.

Other spirits rushed forward, but Annabeth andpitkkem back.

“Bianca, appear!” Nico intoned. He started chanfiagfer, and the spirits
shifted restlessly.

“Any time now,” Grover muttered.

Then a silvery light flickered in the trees—a dpthat seemed brighter
and stronger than the others. It came closer, antething told me to let it



pass. It knelt to drink at the pit. When it arogeyas the ghostly form of
Bianca di Angelo.

Nico’s chanting faltered. | lowered my sword. Thleay spirits started to
crowd forward, but Bianca raised her arms and te&gated into the woods.

“Hello, Percy,” she said.

She looked the same as she had in life: a greesetagideways on her
thick black hair, dark eyes and olive skin like beother. She wore jeans
and a silvery jacket, the outfit of a Hunter of értis. A bow was slung over
her shoulder. She smiled faintly, and her wholenffirckered.

“Bianca,” | said. My voice was thick. I'd felt giyl about her death for a
long time, but seeing her in front of me was fiweds as bad, like her death
was fresh and new. | remembered searching throughwvteckage of the
giant bronze warrior she’d sacrificed her life wfeht, and not finding any
sign of her.

“I'm so sorry,” | said.

“You have nothing to apologize for, Percy. | madge ewn choice. | don’t
regret it.”

“Bianca!” Nico stumbled forward like he was justnasimg out of a daze.

She turned toward her brother. Her expression w&ds &s if she’d been
dreading this moment. “Hello, Nico. You've gottemtall.”

“Why didn’'t you answer me sooner?” he cried. “I'been trying for
months!”

“I was hoping you would give up.”

“Give up?” He sounded heartbroken. “How can you thet? I'm trying
to save you!”

“You can’t, Nico. Don't do this. Percy is right.”

“No! He let you die! He’s not your friend.”

Bianca stretched out a hand as if to touch hehbrts face, but she was
made of mist. Her hand evaporated as it got clodgihg skin.

“You must listen to me,” she said. “Holding a gredg dangerous for a
child of Hades. It is our fatal flaw. You have tordive. You have to
promise me this.”

‘I can’t. Never.”

“Percy has been worried about you, Nico. He cap.Hdet him see what
you were up to, hoping he would find you.”

“So it wasyou,” | said. “You sent those Iris-messages.”

Bianca nodded.

“Why are you helping him and not me?” Nico screanitts not fair!”



“You are close to the truth now,” Bianca told hifit's not Percy you're
mad at, Nico. It's me.”

“No.”

“You're mad because | left you to become a HunfeArdemis. You're
mad because | died and left you alone. I'm sorrytifiat, Nico. | truly am.
But you must overcome the anger. And stop blamieigyPfor my choices.
It will be your doom.”

“She’s right,” Annabeth broke in. “Kronos is risinflico. He’'ll twist
anyone he can to his cause.”

“I don’t care about Kronos,” Nico said. “| just wiamy sister back.”

“You can’t have that, Nico,” Bianca told him gently

“I'm the son of Hades! tan”

“Don’t try,” she said. “If you love me, don't...”

Her voice trailed off. Spirits had started to gatheound us again, and
they seemed agitated. Their shadows shifted. Theices whispered,
Danger!

“Tartarus stirs,” Bianca said. “Your power draws #ittention of Kronos.
The dead must return to the Underworld. It is r@de $or us to remain.”

“Wait,” Nico said. “Please—"

“Good-bye, Nico,” Bianca said. “I love you. Rememb#hat | said.”

Her form shivered and the ghosts disappeared,rigaws alone with a pit,
aHappy Flushseptic tank, and a cold full moon.

* % %

None of us were anxious to travel that night, sodeeided to wait until
morning. Grover and | crashed on the leather caiagheGeryon’s living
room, which was a lot more comfortable than a bédnahe maze; but it
didn’'t make my nightmares any better.

| dreamed | was with Luke, walking through the daedace on top of
Mount Tam. It was a real building now—not some {i@ished illusion like
I’d seen last winter. Green fires burned in brazeong the walls. The floor
was polished black marble. A cold wind blew dowa ttallway, and above
us through the open ceiling, the sky swirled withygstorm clouds.

Luke was dressed for battle. He wore camouflagaspanwhite T-shirt,
and a bronze breastplate, but his sword, Backhitasn't at his side—only
and empty scabbard. We walked into a large couttyanere dozens of
warriors anddracaenaewere preparing for war. When they saw him, the
demigods rose to attention. They beat their swagdsnst their shields.



“Issss it time, my lord?” dracaenaasked.

“Soon,” Luke promised. “Continue your work.”

“My lord,” a voice said behind him. Kelli thempousavas smiling at him.
She wore a blue dress tonight, and looked wickdagutiful. Her eyes
flickered—sometimes dark brown, sometimes pure iedl.hair was braided
down her back and seemed to catch the light oftdhehes, as if it were
anxious to turn back into pure flame.

My heart was pounding. | waited for Kelli to see, @ chase me out of
the dream as she did before, but this time shétdidam to notice me.

“You have a visitor,” she told Luke. She steppemtl@sand even Luke
seemed stunned by what he saw.

The monster Kampé towered above him. Her snakesdiaround her
legs. Animal heads growled at her waist. Her swowilsre drawn,
shimmering with poison, and with her bat wings agted, she took up the
entire corridor,

“You.” Luke’s voice sounded a little shaky. “I tolgdou to stay on
Alcatraz.”

Kampé’s eyelids blinked sideways like a reptilesise spoke in that weird
rumbling language, but this time | understood, sehere in the back of my
mind: | come to serve. Give me revenge.

“You're a jailor,” Luke said. “Your job—"

| will have them dead. No one escapes me.

Luke hesitated. A line of sweat trickled down theesof his face. “Very
well,” he said. “You will go with us. You may carAriadne’s string. It is a
position of great honor.”

Kampé hissed at the stars. She sheathed her sawddsirned, pounding
down the hallway on her enormous dragon legs.

“We should have left that one in Tartarus,” Lukemiled. “She is too
chaotic. Too powerful.”

Kelli laughed softly. “You should not fear powewjke. Use it!”

“The sooner we leave, the better,” Luke said. “hiMhis over with.”

“Aww,” Kelli sympathized, running a finger down h&m. “You find it
unpleasant to destroy your old camp?”

“| didn’t say that.”

“You're not having second thoughts about your oam, special part?”

Luke’s face turned stony. “I know my duty.”

“That is good,” the demon said. “Is our strike #rsufficient, do you
think? Or will | need to call Mother Hecate for pet



“We have more than enough,” Luke said grimly. “Ttheal is almost
complete. All | need now is to negotiate safe pgsshrough the arena.”

“Mmm,” Kelli said. “That should be interesting. lonld hate to see your
handsome head on a spike if you fail.”

“I will not fail. And you, demon, don’t you havelar matters to attend
to?”

“Oh, yes.” Kelli smiled. “I am bringing despair tpour eavesdropping
enemies. | am doing that right now.”

She turned her eyes directly on me, exposed hendaland ripped
through my dream.

Suddenly | was in a different place.

| stood at the top of a stone tower, overlookingkyocliffs and the ocean
below. The old man Daedalus was hunched over atalneg wrestling with
some kind of navigational instrument, like a hugenpass. He looked years
older than when I'd last seen him. He was stooped lsis hands were
gnarled. He cursed in Ancient Greek and squinted ks couldn’t see his
work, even though it was a sunny day.

“Uncle!” a voice called.

A smiling boy about Nico’s age came bounding up steps, carrying a
wooden box.

“Hello, Perdix,” the old man said, though his tsmunded cold. “Done
with your projects already?”

“Yes, Uncle. They were easy!”

Daedalus scowled. “Easy? The problem of moving mapdill without a
pump was easy?”

“Oh, yes! Look!”

The boy dumped his box and rummaged through thle. jHe came up
with a strip of papyrus and showed the old inversome diagrams and
notes. They didn’t make any sense to me, but Dasdadded grudgingly.
“| see. Not bad.”

“The king loved it!” Perdix said. “He said | migle even smarter than
you!”

“Did he now?”

“But | don’t believe that. I'm so glad Mother sant to study with you! |
want to know everything you do.”

“Yes,” Daedalus muttered. “So when | die, you calketmy place, eh?”

The boys’ eyes widened. “Oh no, Uncle! But I've bdhinking...why
does a man have to die, anyway?”



The inventor scowled. “It is the way of things, |&Verything dies but the
gods.”

“But why? the boy insisted. “If you could capture thaimus the soul in
another form...well, you've told me about your autéoms, Uncle. Bulls,
eagles, dragons, horses of bronze. Why not a brfonaefor a man?”

“No, my boy,” Daedalus said sharply. “You are nai%eich a thing is
impossible.”

“I don’t think so,” Perdix insisted. “With the usd a little magic—"

“Magic? Bah!”

“Yes, Uncle! Magic and mechanics together—with tHeliwork, one
could make a body that would look exactly humarly dretter. I've made
some notes.”

He handed the old man a thick scroll. Daedalusnedut. He read for a
long time. His eyes narrowed. He glanced at the bosn closed the scroll
and cleared his throat. “It would never work, myyb@hen you're older,
you'll see.”

“Can | fix that astrolabe, then, Uncle? Are younje swelling up again?”

The old man’s jaw clenched. “No. Thank you. Now wdgn’t you run
along?”

Perdix didn’'t seem to notice the old man’s angex.ddatched a bronze
beetle from his mound of stuff and ran to the edfythe tower. A low sill
ringed the rim, coming just up to the boy’s knédse wind was strong.

Move backl| wanted to tell him. But my voice didn’t work.

Perdix wound up the beetle and tossed it into kye I$ spread its wings
and hummed away. Perdix laughed with delight.

“Smarter than me,” Daedalus mumbled, too softlierttoy to hear.

“Is it true that your son died flying, Uncle? | mdayou made him
enormous wings, but they failed.”

Daedalus’s hands clenched. “Take my place,” heeret

The wind whipped around the boy, tugging at hisha#e, making his hair
ripple.

“I would like to fly,” Perdix said. “I'd make my owwings that wouldn’t
fail. Do you think I could?”

Maybe it was a dream within my dream, but suddémyagined the two-
headed god Janus shimmering in the air next to &asdsmiling as he
tossed a silver key from hand to hathoose he whispered to the old
inventor.Choose.

Daedalus picked up another one of the boy’s metgkbThe inventor’s
old eyes were red with anger.



“Perdix,” he called. “Catch.”

He tossed the bronze beetle toward the boy. DelighPerdix tried to
catch it, but the throw was too long. The beetléedanto the sky, and
Perdix reached a little too far. The wind caugint.hi

Somehow he managed to grab the rim of the towdr g fingers as he
fell. “Uncle!” he screamed. “Help me!”

The old man’s face was a mask. He did not move fianspot.

“Go on, Perdix,” Daedalus said softly. “May your mwings. Be quick
about it.”

“Uncle!” the boy cried as he lost his grip. He tuetbtoward the sea.

There was a moment of deadly silence. The god Jdmkered and
disappeared. Then thunder shook the sky. A womsat®m voice spoke
from aboveYou will pay the price for that, Daedalus.

I'd heard that voice before. It was Annabeth’s mneottAthena.

Daedalus scowled up at the heavens. “I have alWwagered you, Mother.
| have sacrificed everything to follow your way.”

Yet the boy had my blessing as well. And you hileel kim. For that,
you must pay.

‘| have paid and paid!” Daedalus growled. “I've i@verything. I'll suffer
in the Underworld, no doubt. But in the meantime...”

He picked up the boy’s scroll, studied it for a neom) and slipped it into
his sleeve.

You do not understandthena said coldlyYou will pay now and forever.

Suddenly Daedalus collapsed in agony. | felt wheafdit. A searing pain
closed around my neck like a molten-hot collar—ogttoff my breath,
making everything go black.

| woke in the dark, my hands clutching my throat.

“Percy?” Grover called from the other sofa. “Areuyakay?”

| steadied my breathing. | wasn’t sure how to amsWie just watched the
guy we were looking for, Daedalus, murder his owephew. How could |
be okay? The television was going. Blue light féoéd through the room.

“What—what time is it?” | croaked.

“Two in the morning,” Grover said. “I couldn’t slpel was watching the
Nature Channel.” He sniffled. “I miss Juniper.”



| rubbed the sleep out of my eyes. “Yeah, well...Jlosée her again
soon.”

Grover shook his head sadly. “Do you know what dayg, Percy? | just
saw it on TV. It's June thirteenth. Seven daysewe left camp.”

“What?” | said. “That can’t be right.”

“Time is faster in the Labyrinth,” Grover remindeak. “The first time
you and Annabeth went down there, you thought yeteveonly gone a few
minutes, right? But it was an hour.”

“Oh,” | said. “Right.” Then it dawned on me what Wwas saying, and my
throat felt searing hot again. “Your deadline witte Council of Cloven
Elders.”

Grover put the TV remote in his mouth and cruncbh#dhe end of it.
“I'm out of time,” he said with a mouthful of plast “As soon as | go back,
they’ll take away my searcher’s license. I'll nevsg allowed to go out
again.”

“We'll talk to them,” | promised. “Make them giveoy more time.”

Grover swallowed. “They’ll never go for it. The vdris dying, Percy.
What you did today—saving the ranch animals fronryGe—that was
amazing. |—I wish | could be more like you.”

“Hey,” | said. “Don’t say that. You're just as muerhero—"

“No I'm not. | keep trying, but...” He sighed. “Perclycan’t go back to
camp without finding Pan. | just can’t. You undarsd that, don’'t you? |
can’'t face Juniper if | fail. | can’t even face mfs’

His voice was so unhappy it hurt to hear. We'd bémmough a lot
together, but I'd never heard him sound this down.

“We'll figure out something,” | said. “You havenfailed. You're the
champion goat boy, all right? Juniper knows thatd8§ I.”

Grover closed his eyes. “Champion goat boy,” hetenetl dejectedly.

A long time after he dozed off, | was still awaketching the blue light
of the Nature Channel wash over the stuffed trdpdgds on Geryon’s walls.

* % %

The next morning we walked down to the cattle guard said our good-
byes.

“Nico, you could come with us,” | blurted out. | @85 | was thinking
about my dream, and how much the young boy Peaintrmded me of Nico.

He shook his head. | don’t think any of us had tslegll in the demon
ranch house, but Nico looked worse than anybody. ¢iss eyes were red



and his face chalky. He was wrapped in a black thhemust've belonged
to Geryon, because it was three sizes too big faremgrown man.

“I need time to think.” His eyes wouldn’t meet mjriit | could tell from
his tone he was still angry. The fact that hisesistad come out of the
Underworld for me and not for him didn’t seem tovgell with him.

“Nico,” Annabeth said. “Bianca just wants you todiay.”

She put her hand on his shoulder, but he pulled/amd trudged up the
road toward the ranch house. Maybe it was my in&gin, but the morning
mist seemed to cling to him as he walked.

“I'm worried about him,” Annabeth told me. “If hetasts talking to
Minos’s ghost again—"

“He’ll be al right,” Eurytion promised. The cowhettiad cleaned up
nicely. He was wearing new jeans and a clean Westart and he’'d even
trimmed his beard. He’'d put on Geryon’s boots. “Dog can stay here and
gather his thoughts as long as he wants. He’'lbbe, $ promise.”

“What about you?” | asked.

Eurytion scratched Orthus behind one chin, thenather. “Things are
going to be run a little different on this rancbrfr now on. No more sacred
cattle meat. I'm thinking about soybean pattiesd Am going to befriend
those flesh-eating horses. Might just sign up lerrtext rodeo.”

The idea made me shudder. “Well, good luck.”

“Yep.” Eurytion spit into the grass. “l reckon ydlube looking for
Daedalus’s workshop now?”

Annabeth’s eyes lit up. “Can you help us?”

Eurytion studied the cattle guard, and | got thelifg the subject of
Daedalus’s workshop made him uncomfortable. “Ddmibw where it is.
But Hephaestus probably would.”

“That's what Hera said,” Annabeth agreed. “But hae we find
Hephaestu®’

Eurytion pulled something from under the collarta$ shirt. It was a
necklace—a smooth silver disk on a silver chaire @itsk had a depression
on the middle, like a thumbprint. He handed it ttnAbeth.

“Hephaestus comes here from time to time,” Eurysard. “Studies the
animals and such so he can make bronze automapeschast time, |—
uh—did him a favor. A little trick he wanted to plan my dad, Ares, and
Aphrodite. He gave me that chain in gratitude. Saidever needed to find
him, the disk would lead me to his forges. But amge.”

“And you’'re giving it to me?” Annabeth asked.



Eurytion blushed. “l don’t need to see the forgass. Got enough to do
here. Just press the button and you’ll be on yay.iw

Annabeth pressed the button and the disk sprarigetolt grew eight
metallic legs. Annabeth shrieked and dropped itchmio Eurytion’s
confusion.

“Spider!” she screamed.

“She’s, um, a little scared of spiders,” Grover lakped. “That old grudge
between Athena and Arachne.”

“Oh.” Eurytion looked a little embarrassed. “Somyiss.”

The spider scrambled to the cattle guard and desapp between the bars.

“Hurry,” | said. “That thing’s not going to wait faus.”

Annabeth wasn’t anxious to follow, but we didn’tveamuch choice. We
said our good-byes to Eurytion, Tyson pulled th#éleguard off the hole,
and we dropped back into the maze.

* % %

| wish | could’ve put the mechanical spider on aske It scuttled along
the tunnels so fast, most of time | couldn’'t ever &. If it hadn’t been for
Tyson’s and Grover's excellent hearing, we neveuldiwe known which
way it was going.

We ran down a marble tunnel, then dashed to theutaf almost fell into
an abyss. Tyson grabbed me and hauled me backebkefaruld fall. The
tunnel continued in front of us, but there was looif for about a hundred
feet, just gaping darkness and a series of iromggsun the ceiling. The
mechanical spider was about halfway across, swingiomm bar to bar by
shooting out metal web fiber.

“Monkey bars,” Annabeth said. “I'm great at these.”

She leaped onto the first rung and started swingeigway across. She
was scared of tiny spiders, but not of plummetmdeér death from a set of
monkey bars. Go figure.

Annabeth got to the opposite side and ran aftersgiider. | followed.
When | got across, | looked back and saw Tysomgigrover a piggyback
ride (or was it a goatyback ride?). the big guy en&iécross in three swings,
which was a good thing since, just as he landetlast iron bar ripped free
under his weight.

We kept moving and passed a skeleton crumplecdeitutimel. It work the
remains of a dress shirt, slacks, and a tie. Tikesmlidn’t slow down. |



slipped on a pile of wood scraps, but when | shiméight on them | realized
they were pencils—hundreds of them, all brokenail. h

The tunnel opened up onto a large room. A blazuig hit us. Once my
eyes adjusted, the first thing | noticed were ttedetons. Dozens littered the
floor around us. Some were old and bleached witXders were more
recent and a lot grosser. They didn’t smell quédad as Geryon’s stables,
but almost.

Then | saw the monster. She stood on a glitterg daithe opposite side
of the room. She had the body of a huge lion aechad of a woman. She
would’ve been pretty, but her hair was tied back imght bun and she wore
too much makeup, so she kind of reminded me of hmd-grade choir
teacher. She had a blue ribbon badge pinned tahest that took me a
moment to read: THIS MONSTER HAS BEEN RATED EXEMPRX!

Tyson whimpered. “Sphinx.”

| knew exactly why he was scared. When he was sifiglon had been
attacked by a Sphinx’s paws and disappeared.

Annabeth started forward, but the Sphinx roaredwahng fangs in her
otherwise human face. Bars came down on both tusgnatd, behind us and
in front.

Immediately the monster’s snarl turned into a ilamif smile.

“Welcome, lucky contestants!” she announced. “Gedady to
play...ANSWER THAT RIDDLE!”

Canned applause blasted from the ceiling, as ifetheere invisible
loudspeakers. Spotlights swept across the roomreftetted off the dais,
throwing disco glitter over the skeletons on tloofl

“Fabulous prizes!” the Sphinx said. “Pass the tastl you get to advance!
Fail, and | get to eat you! Who will be our conéed?”

Annabeth grabbed my arm. “I've got this,” she wieisgd. “I know what
she’s going to ask.”

| didn’t argue too hard. | didn’t want Annabeth tged devoured by a
monster, but | figured if the Sphinx was going sk aiddles, Annabeth was
the best one of us to try.

She stepped forward to the contestant’s podiumchlwvhad a skeleton in a
school uniform hunched over it. She pushed theeselout of the way, and
it clattered to the floor.

“Sorry,” Annabeth told it.

“Welcome, Annabeth Chase!” the monster cried, tihoAgnabeth hadn’t
said her name. “Are you ready for your test?”

“Yes,” she said. “Ask your riddle.”



“Twenty riddles, actually!” the Sphinx said gledful

“What? But back in the old days—"

“Oh, we’ve raised our standards! To pass, you rshetv proficiency in
all twenty. Isn’t that great?”

Applause switched on and off like somebody turrarfgucet.

Annabeth glanced at me nervously. | gave her aowaging nod.

“Okay,” she told the Sphinx. “I'm ready.”

A drumroll sounded from above. The Sphinx’s eyedteged with
excitement. “What...is the capital of Bulgaria?”

Annabeth frowned. For a terrible moment, | thousjig was stumped.

“Sofia,” she said, “but—"

“Correct!” More canned applause. The Sphinx smidedvidely her fangs
showed. “Please be sure to mark your answer clearlyour test sheet with
a number 2 pencil.”

“What?” Annabeth looked mystified. Then a test Heblkppeared on the
podium in front of her, along with a sharpened jdenc

“Make sure you bubble each answer clearly andis&gle the circle,” the
Sphinx said. “If you have to erase, erase complaiethe machine will not
be able to read your answers.”

“What machine?” Annabeth asked.

The Sphinx pointed with her paw. Over by the sgbtliwas a bronze box
with a bunch of gears and levers and a big Grettdr [Eta on the side, the
mark of Hephaestus.

“Now,” said the Sphinx, “next question—"

“Wait a second,” Annabeth protested. “What abouhat/walks on four
legs in the morning’?”

“I beg your pardon?” the Sphinx said, clearly arembyow.

“The riddle about the man. He walks on four legshe morning, like a
baby, two legs in the afternoon, like an adult, #mwée legs in the evening,
as an old man with a cane. That’s the riddle yadue ask.”

“Exactly why we changed the test!” the Sphinx ekukd. “You already
knew the answer. Now second question, what isghare root of sixteen?”

“Four,” Annabeth said, “but—"

“Correct! Which U.S. president signed the EmandgpaProclamation?”

“Abraham Lincoln, but—"

“Correct! Riddle number four. How much—"

“Hold up!” Annabeth shouted.



| wanted to tell her to stop complaining. She wamg great! She should
just answer the questions so we could leave.

“These aren’t riddles,” Annabeth said.

“What do you mean?” the sphinx snapped. “Of cotinggy are. This test
material is specially designed—"

“It's just a bunch of dumb, random facts,” Annabgetsisted. “Riddles are
supposed to make you think.”

“Think?” The Sphinx frowned. “How am | supposedtést whether you
can think? That’s ridiculous! Now, how much forsaequired—"

“Stop!” Annabeth insisted. “This is a stupid test.”

“Um, Annabeth,” Grover cut in nervously. “Maybe yshould just, you
know, finish first and complain later?”

“'m a child of Athena,” she insisted. “And this ian insult to my
intelligence. | won’t answer these questions.”

Part of me wsa impressed with her for standingikep that. But part of
me thought her pride was going to get us all killed

The spotlights glared. The Sphinx’s eyes glittgqace black.

“Why then, my dear,” the monster said calmly. “Buywon’t pass, you
fail. And since we can't allow any children to beldh back, you'll be
EATEN!”

The Sphinx bared her claws, which gleamed likenktas steel. She
pounced at the podium.

“No!” Tyson charged. He hates it when people treeradnnabeth, but |
couldn’t believe he was being so brave, especsatige he’d had such a bad
experience with a Sphinx before.

He tackled the Sphinx in midair and they crashééways into a pile of
bones. This gave Annabeth just enough time to gaivewits and draw her
knife. Tyson got up, his shirt clawed to shredse Bphinx growled, looking
for an opening.

| drew Riptide and stepped in front of Annabeth.

“Turn invisible,” | told her.

“I can fight!”

“No!” | yelled. “The Sphinx is afteyou! Let us get it.”

As if to prove my point, the Sphinx knocked Tysmida and tried to
charge past me. Grover poked her in the eye wittebody’s leg bone. She
screeched in pain. Annabeth put on her cap andsheadi The Sphinx
pounced right were she’d been standing, but cameithppempty paws.

“No fair!” the Sphinx wailed. “Cheater!”



With Annabeth no longer in sight, the Sphinx turmedme. | raised my
sword, but before | could strike, Tyson ripped thmnster's grading
machine out of the floor and threw it at the Splarixead, ruining her hair
bun. It landed in pieces all around her.

“My grading machine!” she cried. “I can’t be exempl without my test
scores!”

The bars lifted from the exits. We all dashed fog far tunnel. | could
only hope Annabeth was doing the same.

The Sphinx started to follow, but Grover raised reisd pipes and began
to play. Suddenly the pencils remembered they usedde parts of trees.
They collected around the Sphinx’s paws, grew raotd branches, and
began wrapping around the monster’s legs. The pipped through them,
but it brought us just enough time.

Tyson pulled Grover into the tunnel, and the bEmmed shut behind us.

“Annabeth!” | yelled.

“Here!” she said, right next to me. “Keep moving!”

We ran through the dark tunnels, listening to theg 0f the Sphinx behind
us as she complained about all the tests she vinawiel to grade by hand.



ELEVEN
| SET MYSELF ON FIRE

| thought we’d lost the spider until Tyson hearf@iat pinging sound. We
made a few turns, backtracked a few times, andteatiy found the spider
banging its tiny head on a metal door.

The door looked like one of those old-fashionedhsatine hatches—oval,
with metal rivets around the edges and a wheehfdoorknob. Where the
portal should’ve been was a big brass plague, gnetnage, with a Greek
Eta inscribed in the middle.

We all looked at each other.

“Ready to meet Hephaestus?” Grover said nervously.

“No,” | admitted.

“Yes!” Tyson said gleefully, and he turned the wihee

As soon as the door opened, the spider scuttledeingith Tyson right
behind it. The rest of us followed, not quite azians.

The room was enormous. It looked like a mecharmgaisage, with several
hydraulic lifts. Some had cars on them, but othead stranger things: a
bronze hippalektryon with its horse head off anouach of wires hanging
out its rooster tail, a metal lion that seemed ¢ohlboked up to a battery
charger, and a Greek war chariot made entireaoids.

Smaller projects cluttered a dozen worktables. §bahg along the walls.
Each had its own outline on a Peg-Board, but ngtismemed to be in the
right place. The hammer was over the screwdrivacgl The staple gun was
where the hacksaw was supposed to go.

Under the nearest hydraulic lift, which was holda{8 Toyota Corolla,
a pair of legs stuck out—the lower half of a hugennm grubby gray pants
and shoes even bigger than Tyson’s. one leg wasnretal brace.

The spider scuttled straight under the car, andstnends of banging
stopped.

“Well, well,” a deep voice boomed from under ther@a. “What have
we here?”

The mechanic pushed out on a back trolley and gatl'd seen
Hephaestus once before, briefly on Olympus, sought | was prepared,
but his appearance made me gulp.



| guess he’d cleaned up when | saw him on Olympusised magic to
make his form seem a little less hideous. Hereisndwn workshop, he
apparently didn’t care how he looked. He work apgsmit smeared with oll
and grime.Hephaestuswas embroidered over the chest pocket. His leg
creaked and clicked in its metal brace as he staod his left shoulder was
lower than his right, so he seemed to be leanimm evhen he was standing
up straight. His head was misshapen and bulgingwbBiee a permanent
scowl. His black beard smoked and hissed. Everg ama while a small
wildfire would erupt in his whiskers then die oHiis hands were the size of
catcher's mitts, but he handled the spider with Anga skill. He
disassembled it in two seconds, then put it bagkttzer.

“There,” he muttered to himself. “Much better.”

The spider did a happy flip in his palm, shot aatietweb at the ceiling,
and went swinging away.

Hephaestus glowered up at us. “l didn’'t make yodi | &

“Uh,” Annabeth said, “no, sir.”

“Good,” the god grumbled. “Shoddy workmanship.”

He studied Annabeth and me. “Half-bloods,” he gednt“Could be
automatons, of course, but probably not.”

“We've met, sir,” | told him.

“Have we?” the god asked absently. | got the fgehe didn’'t care one
way or the other. he was just trying to figure taw my jaw worked,
whether it was a hinge or a lever or what. “Weérthif | didn’t smash you
to a pulp the first time we met, | suppose | wdrdte to do it now.”

He looked at Grover and frowned. “Satyr.” Then beked at Tyson, and
his eyes twinkled. “Well, a Cyclops. Good, good. aVlare you doing
traveling with this lot?”

“Uh...” said Tyson, staring in wonder at the god.

“Yes, well said,” Hephaestus agreed. “So, therettds be a good reason
you're disturbing me. The suspension on this Cargllino small matter, you
know.”

“Sir,” Annabeth said hesitantly, “we’re looking fobaedalus. We
thought—"

“Daedalus?” the god roared. “You want that old scoundrel? Ybave to
seek him out!”

His beard burst into flames and his black eyes gtbw

“Uh, yes, sir, please,” Annabeth said.

“Humph. You're wasting your time.” He frowned atnsething on his
worktable and limped over to it. He picked up ajuaf springs and metal



plates and tinkered with them. In a few secondw&® holding a bronze and
silver falcon. It spread its metal wings, blinked obsidian eyes, and flew
around the room.

Tyson laughed and clapped his hands. The bird thrmle Tyson’s
shoulder and nipped his ear affectionately.

Hephaestus regarded him. The god’s scowl didn’hgbabut | thought |
saw a kinder twinkle in his eyes. “I sense you hawmething to tell me,
Cyclops.”

Tyson’s smile faded. “Y-yes, lord. We met a HundkHahded One.”

Hephaestus nodded, looking unsurprised. “Briares?”

“Yes. He—he was scared. He would not help us.”

“And that bothered you.”

“Yes!” Tyson’s voice wavered. “Briares should beosg! He is older and
greater than Cyclopes. But he ran away.”

Hephaestus grunted. “There was a time | admiredHinedred-Handed
Ones. Back in the days of the first war. But pepphensters, even gods
change, young Cyclops. You can't trust 'em. Lookmat loving mother,
Hera. You met her, didn’'t you? She’ll smile to ydace and talk about how
important family is, eh? Didn't stop her from piileh me off Mount
Olympus when she saw my ugly face.”

“But | thought Zeus did that to you,” | said.

Hephaestus cleared his throat and spat into a érgpitoon. He snapped
his fingers, and the robotic falcon flew back te thorktable.

“Mother likes telling that version of the story,elgrumbled. “Makes her
seem more likeable, doesn't it? Blaming it all op dad. The truth is, my
mother likes families, but she likes a certain kaidamily. Perfectfamilies.
She took one look at me and...well, | don't fit thesige, do 1?”

He pulled a feather from the falcon’s back, andwitmele automaton fell
apart.

“Believe me, young Cyclops,” Hephaestus said, “gam’t trust others.
All you can trust is the work of your own hands.”

It seemed like a pretty lonely way to live. Pluglidn’t exactly trust the
work of Hephaestus. One time in Denver, his medasipiders had almost
kiled Annabeth and me. And last year, it had baatefective Talos statue
that cost Bianca her life—another one of Hephaéstiitte projects.

He focused on me and narrowed his eyes, as if he weading my
thoughts. “Oh, this one doesn’t like me,” he mus®&b worries, I'm used
to that. What would you ask of me, little demigod?”



“We told you,” | said. “We need to find Daedaluhere’s this guy, Luke,
and he’s working for Kronos. He’s trying to findveay to navigate the
Labyrinth so he can invade our camp. If we dontttgeDaedalus first—"

“And | told you, boy. Looking for Daedalus is a waste of time.wtmn't
help you.”

“Why not?”

Hephaestus shrugged. “Some of us get thrown offmamsides. Some
of us..the way we learn not to trust people is more paidfsk me for gold.
Or a flaming sword. Or a magical steed. These Igrant you easily. But a
way to Daedalus? That's an expensive favor.”

“You know where he is, then,” Annabeth pressed.

“It isn’t wise to go looking, girl.”

“My mother says looking is the nature of wisdom.”

Hephaestus narrowed his eyes. “Who’s your mothen?”

“Athena.”

“Figures.” He sighed. “Fine goddess, Athena. A shate pledged never
to marry. All right, half-blood. | can tell you whgou want to know. But
there is a price. | need a favor done.

“Name it,” Annabeth said.

Hephaestus actually laughed—a booming sound likkuge bellows
stoking a fire. “You heroes,” he said, “always nmakirash promises. How
refreshing!”

He pressed a button on his workbench, and metatesiopened along
the wall. It was either a huge window or a big-sard’V, | couldn't tell
which. We were looking at a gray mountain ringedfarests. It must've
been a volcano, because smoke rose from its crest.

“One of my forges,” Hephaestus said. “I have mdny, that used to be
my favorite.”

“That's Mount St. Helens,” Grover said. “Great fsi®around there.”

“You've been there?” | asked.

“Looking for...you know, Pan.”

“Wait,” Annabeth said, looking at Hephaestus. “Ysaid it used to be
your favorite. What happened?”

Hephaestus scratched his smoldering beard. “Wk#t's where the
monster Typhon is trapped, you know. Used to besumdount Etna, but
when we moved to America, his force got pinned urMeunt St. Helens
instead. Great source of fire, but a bit dangerdhbsre’s always a chance he
will escape. Lots of eruptions these days, smabdeall the time. He's
restless with the Titan rebellion.”



“What do you want us to do?” | said, “Fight him?”

Hephaestus snorted. “That would be suicide. Thes gbdmselves ran
from Typhon when he was free. No, pray you nevereha see him, much
less fight him. But lately | have sensed intrudereny mountain. Someone
or something is using my forges. When | go thdres empty, but | can tell
it is being used. They sense me coming, and thsegpgear. | send my
automatons to investigate, but they do not ret@mmething...ancient is
there. Evil. | want to know who dates invade myitery, and if they mean
to loose Typhon.”

“You want us to find out who it is,” | said.

“Aye,” Hephaestus said. “Go there. They may nosseyou coming. You
are not gods.”

“Glad you noticed,” | muttered.

“Go and find out what you can,” Hephaestus saickp®t back to me,
and | will tell you what you need to know about Daleis.”

“All right,” Annabeth said. “How do we get there?”

Hephaestus clapped his hands. The spider cameisgidgwn from the
rafters. Annabeth flinched when it landed at het.fe

“My creation will show you the way,” Hephaestusdsallt is not far
through the Labyrinth. And try to stay alive, wjlbu? Humans are much
more fragile than automatons.”

We were doing okay until we hit the tree roots. Hpader raced along
and we were keeping up, but then we spotted a twfin® the side that was
dug from raw earth, and wrapped in thick roots.v@rcstopped dead in his
tracks.

“What is it?” | said.

He didn’'t move. He stared openmouthed into the dankel. His curly
hair rustled in the breeze.

“Come on!” Annabeth said. “We have to keep moving.”

“This is the way,” Grover muttered in awe. “Thigti§

“What way?” | asked. “You mean...to Pan?”

Grover looked at Tyson. “Don’t you smell it?”

“Dirt,” Tyson said. “And plants.”

“Yes! This is the way. I'm sure of it!”



Up ahead, the spider was getting farther down tbeescorridor. A few
more seconds and we’d lose it.

“Well come back,” Annabeth promised. “On our way ckato
Hephaestus.”

“The tunnel will be gone by then,” Grover said.Have to follow it. A
door like this won't stay open!”

“But we can’t,” Annabeth said. “The forges!”

Grover looked at her sadly. “I have to, AnnabetanDyou understand?”

She looked desperate, like she didn't understanallaThe spider was
almost out of sight. But | thought about my cone#icsy with Grover last
night, and | knew what we had to do.

“We'll split up,” | said.

“No!” Annabeth said. “That’s way too dangerous. Hoxll we ever find
each other again? And Grover can’t go alone.”

Tyson put his hand on Grover’s shoulder. “I—I vgt with him.”

| couldn’t believe | was hearing this. “Tyson, g sure?”

The big guy nodded. “Goat boy needs help. We witl the god person. |
am not like Hephaestus. | trust friends.”

Grover took a deep breath. “Percy, we’ll find eatier again. We've still
got the empathy link. | just...have to.”

| didn’t blame him. This was his life’s goal. If ltkdn’t find Pan on this
journey, the council would never give him anotheartce.

“I hope you're right,” | said.

“I know | am.” I'd never heard him sound so confii@bout anything,
except maybe that cheese enchiladas were betteclieken enchiladas.

“Be careful,” | told him. Then | looked at TysoneHyulped back a sob
and gave me a hug that just about squeezed myoeyesf their sockets.
Then he and Grover disappeared through the turfnieé® roots and were
lost in the darkness.

“This is bad,” Annabeth said. “Splitting up is allg, really bad idea.”

“We’ll see them again,” | said, trying to sound @dent. “Now come on.
The spider is getting away!”

It wasn’t long before the tunnel started to get hot



The stone walls glowed. The air felt as if we wearaking through an
oven. The tunnel sloped down and | could hear d lmar, like a river of
metal. The spider skittered along, with Annabetihtrbehind.

“Hey, wait up,” | called to her.

She glanced back at me. “Yeah?”

“Something Hephaestus said back there...about Athena.

“She swore never to marry,” Annabeth said. “Liketefnis and Hestia.
She’s one of the maiden goddesses.”

| blinked. I'd never heard that about Athena beféBait then—"

“How come she has demigod children?”

| nodded. | was probably blushing, but hopefullywis so hot anyway
that Annabeth didn’t notice.

“Percy, you know how Athena was born?”

“She sprung from the head of Zeus in full batti@ar or something.”

“Exactly. She wasn’t born in the normal way. Sheswierally born from
thoughts. Her children are born the same way. Whidnena falls in love
with a mortal man, it’'s purely intellectual, the ywshe loved Odysseus in the
old stories. It's a meeting of minds. She wouldlyeu that’s the purest kind
of love.”

“So your dad and Athena...so you weren't...”

“I was a brain child,” Annabeth said. “Literally.hildren of Athena are
sprung from the divine thoughts of our mother amel mortal ingenuity of
our father. We are supposed to be a gift, a blgdsom Athena on the men
she favors.”

“But—"

“Percy, the spider’s getting away. Do you reallynivene to explain the
exact details of how | was born?”

“Um...no. That's okay.”

She smirked. “I thought not.” And she ran aheddllbwed, but | wasn’t
sure | would ever look at Annabeth the same waynadadecided some
things were better left as mysteries.

The roaring got louder. After another half mile sar, we emerged in a
cavern the size of a Super Bowl stadium. Our spasmort stopped and
curled into a ball. We had arrived at the forgélephaestus.

There was no floor, just bubbling lava hundred$eet below. We stood
on a rock ridge that circled the cavern. A netwofrknetal bridges spanned
across it. At the center was a huge platform withsarts of machines,
cauldrons, forges, and the largest anvil I'd eveens—a block of iron the



size of a house. Creatures moved around the piatfegeveral strange, dark
shapes, but they were too far away to make outlsleta

Annabeth picked up the metal spider and slippedather pocket. “I can.
Wait here.”

“Hold it!” | said, but before | could argue, shetfmn her Yankees cap and
turned invisible.

| didn’t dare call after her, but | didn’t like théea of her approaching the
forge on her own. If those things out there coedse a god coming, would
Annabeth be safe?

| looked back at the Labyrinth tunnel. | missed ¥&mand Tyson already.
Finally | decided | couldn’t stay put. | crept atpthe outer rim of the lava
lake, hoping | could get a better angle to see wied happening in the
middle.

The heat was horrible. Geryon’s ranch had been raewwonderland
compared to this. In no time | was drenched witkawMy eyes stung from
the smoke. | moved along, trying to keep away ftbmedge, until | found
my way blocked by a cart on metal wheels, like kivel they sue in mine
shafts. | lifted up the tarp and found it was Half of scrap metal. | was
about to squeeze my way around it when | heardegofcom up ahead,
probably from a side tunnel.

“Bring it in?” one asked.

“Yeah,” another said. “Movie’s just about done.”

| panicked. | didn’t have time to back up. Thereswawhere to hide
except...the cart. | scrambled inside and pulledtdéine over me, hoping no
one had seen me. | curled my fingers around Ripfite in case | had to
fight.

The cart lurched forward.

“Oi,” a gruff voice said. “Thing weighs a ton.”

“It's celestial bronze,” the other said. “What didu expect?”

| got pulled along. We turned a corner, and from sbund of the wheels
echoing against the walls | guessed we had passed d tunnel and into a
smaller room. Hopefully | was not about to be duchp#o a smelting pot. If
they started to tip me over, I'd have to fight mgynout quick. | heard lots
of talking, chattering voices that didn’t sound fama-somewhere between
a seal’s bark and a dog’s growl. There were otbands too—Ilike an old-
fashioned film projector and a tinny voice narrgtin

“Just set it in the back,” a new voice ordered fraenoss the room. “Now,
younglings, please attend to the film. There wid bme for questions
afterward.”



The voices quieted down, and | could hear the film.

As a young sea demon maturése narrator saidchanges happen in the
monster’s body. You may notice your fangs getbngér and you may have
a sudden desire to devour human beings. These ebaare perfectly
normal and happen to all young monsters.

Excited snarling filled the room. The teacher—I ggi& must have been a
teacher—told the younglings to be quiet, and tlma fiontinued. | didn’t
understand most of it, and | didn’t dare look. T kept talking about
growth spurts and acne problems caused by workinthé forges, and
proper flipper hygiene, and finally it was over.

“Now, younglings,” the instructor said, “what isetlproper name of our
kind?”

“Sea demons!” one of them barked.

“No. Anyone else?”

“Telekhines!” another monster growled.

“Very good,” the instructor said. “And why are werk?”

“Revenge!” several shouted.

“Yes, yes, but why?”

“Zeus is evill” one monster said. “He cast us ifilrtarus just because we
used magic!”

“Indeed,” the instructor said. “After we made sonyaf the gods’ finest
weapons. The trident of Poseidon, for one. And mfree—we made the
greatest weapon of the Titans! Nevertheless, Zasisus away and relied on
those fumbling Cyclopes. That is why we are takivgr the forges of the
usurper Hephaestus. And soon we will control thdeusea furnaces, our
ancestral home!”

| clutched my pen-sword. These snarling things teshted Poseidon’s
trident? What were they talking about? I'd nevezreteard of a telekhine.

“And so, younglings,” the instructor continued, “ovdo we serve?”

“Kronos!” they shouted.

“And when you grow to be big telekhines, will yoake weapons for the
army?”

“Yes!”

“Excellent. Now, we’ve brought in some scraps fouyto practice with.
Let's see how ingenious you are.”

There was a rush of movement and excited voicesngptaward the cart.
| got ready to uncap Riptide. The tarp was throwackb | jumped up, my
bronze sword springing to life in my hands, andbmyself facing a bunch
of...dogs.



Well, their faces were dogs, anyway, with blackugapbrown eyes, and
pointy ears. Their bodies were sleek and black ke mammals, with
stubby legs that were half flipper, half foot, dngmanlike hands with sharp
claws. If you blended together a kid, a Dobermarsgher, and a sea lion,
you’d get something like what | was looking at.

“A demigod!” one snarled.

“Eat it!” yelled another.

But that's as far as they got before | slashed devairc with Riptide and
vaporized the entire front row of monsters.

“Back off!” | yelled at the rest, trying to soungkfce. Behind them stood
their instructor—a six-foot-tall telekhine with Detman fangs snarling at
me. | did my best to stare him down.

“New lesson, class,” | announced. “Most monsterd waporize when
sliced with a celestial bronze sword. This chargygarfectly normal, and
will happen to youight nowif you don’'t BACK OFF!”

To my surprise, it worked. The monsters backedhup,there were at
least twenty of them. My fear factor wasn't goingdst long.

| jumped out of the cart, yelled, “CLASS DISMISSERInd ran for the
exit.

The monsters charged after me, barking and growlingoped they
couldn’t run very fast with those stubby little $@nd flippers, but they
waddled along pretty well. Thank the gods there watoor in the tunnel
leading out to the main cavern. | slammed it smd &rned the wheel
handle to lock it, but | doubted it would keep thiemg.

| didn’t know what to do. Annabeth was out here swaimere, invisible.
Our chance for a subtle reconnaissance missionbea blown. | ran
toward the platform at the center of the lava lake.

* % %

“Annabeth!” | yelled.

“Shhh!” an invisible hand clamped over my mouth arédstled me down
behind a big bronze cauldron. “You want to get illsdk?”

| found her head and took off her Yankees cap. Stimmered into
existence in front of me, scowling, her face stegshkvith ash and grime.
“Percy, what is your problem?”

“We're going to have company!” | explained quickdypout the monster
orientation class. Her eyes widened.



“So that's what they are,” she said. “Telekhineshéuld’'ve known. And
they’re making...Well, look.”

We peeked over the cauldron. In the center of ta#gom stood four sea
demons, but these were fully grown, at least dligét tall. Their black skin
glistened in the firelight as they worked, sparksnfy as they took turns
hammering on a long piece of glowing hot metal.

“The blade is almost complete,” one said. “It neadsther cooling in
blood to fuse the metals.”

“Aye,” a second said. “It shall be even sharpenthafore.”

“Whatis that?” | whispered.

Annabeth shook her head. “They keep talking aboging metals. |
wonder—"

“They were talking about the greatest Titan weapdnsaid. “And
they...they said they made my father’s trident.”

“The telekhines betrayed the gods,” Annabeth sdidey were practicing
dark magic. | don’t know what, exactly, but Zeusnisaed them to
Tartarus.”

“With Kronos.”

She nodded. “We have to get out—"

No sooner had she said that than the door to #esidom exploded and
young telekhines came pouring out. They stumblext each other, trying to
figure out which way to charge.

“Put your cap back on,” | said. “Get out!”

“What?” Annabeth shrieked. “No! I'm not leaving y6u

“I've got a plan. I'll distract them. You can udeetmetal spider—maybe
it'll lead you back to Hephaestus. You have toheith what's going on.”

“But you'll be killed!”

“I'll be fine. Besides, we’ve got no choice.”

Annabeth glared at me like she was going to punehAnd then she did
something that surprised me even more. She kisged m

“Be careful, Seaweed Brain.” She put on her hatvamished.

| probably would’'ve sat there for the rest of theydstaring at the lava
and trying to remember what my name was, but tlaedeenons jarred me
back to reality.

“There!” one yelled. The entire class of telekhirdwmrged across the
bridge toward me. | ran for the middle of the path, surprising the four
elder sea demons so much they dropped the redidmbé.dt was about six
feet long and curved like a crescent moon. I'd seéot of terrifying things,
but this unfinished whatever-it-was scared me worse



The elder demons got over their surprise quicklyeré were four ramps
leading off the platform, and before | could dashany direction, each of
them had covered an exit.

The tallest one snarled. “What do we have here@nfo$ Poseidon?”

“Yes,” another growled. “I can smell the sea inlhisod.”

| raised Riptide. My heart was pounding.

“Strike down one of us, demigod,” the third demands “and the rest of
us shall tear you to shreds. Your father betrayedHe took our gift and said
nothing as we were cast into the pit. We will kg sliced to pieces. He and
all the other Olympians.”

| wished | had a plan. | wished | hadn’t been lyitag Annabeth. I'd
wanted her to get out safely, and | hoped she’d Iseasible enough to do it.
But now it was dawning on me that this might be pleeee | would die. No
prophecies for me. | would get overrun in the head volcano by a pack of
dog-faced sea-lion people. The young telekhines waeithe platform now,
too, snarling and waiting to see how their foureetdwould deal with me.

| felt something burning against the side of my. [Elge ice whistle in my
pocket was getting colder. If | ever needed hetpy nvas the time. But |
hesitated. | didn’t trust Quintus’s gift.

Before | could make up my mind, the tallest telelehsaid, “Let us see
how strong he is. Let us see how long it takesthitourn!”

He scooped some lava out of the nearest furnaset his fingers ablaze,
but this didn’'t seem to bother him at all. The otbkler telekhines did the
same. The first one threw a glop of molten rocknatand set my pants on
fire. Two more splattered across my chest. | drdppy sword in sheer
terror and swatted at my clothes. Fire was engulfire. Strangely, it felt
only warm at first, but it was getting hotter by timstant.

“Your father's nature protects you,” one said. “Makyou hard to burn.
But not impossible, youngling. Not impossible.”

They threw more lava at me, and | remember screanMly whole body
was on fire. The pain was worse than anything vdrdelt. | was being
consumed. | crumpled to the metal floor and hehedsea demon children
howling in delight.

Then | remembered the voice of the river naiadchatranchThe water is
within me.

| needed the sea. | felt a tugging sensation ingoty but | had nothing
around to help me. Not a faucet or a river. Notneagetrified seashell this
time. And besides, the last time I'd unleashed roywer at the stables,
there’d been that scary moment when it had almaiseig away from me.



| had no choice. | called to the sea. | reacheddénsmyself and
remembered the waves and the currents, the enpéegsr of the ocean.
And | let it loose in one horrible scream.

Afterward, | could never describe what happenedeRpiosion, a tidal
wave, a whirlwind of power simultaneously catching up and blasting me
downward into the lava. Fire and water collidethesheated steam, and |
shot upward from the heart of the volcano in a hexggosion, just one piece
of flotsam thrown free by a million pounds of prn@%s The last thing |
remember before losing conscious was flying, flysaghigh Zeus would
never have forgiven me, and then beginning to $atioke and fire and water
streaming from me. | was a comet hurtling towardéharth.



TWELVE

| TAKE A PERMANENT
VACATION

| woke up feeling like | was still on fire. My skstung. My throat felt as
dry as sand.

| saw blue sky and trees above me. | heard a foumargling, and
smelled juniper and cedar and a bunch of other tsgaamted plants. | heard
waves, too, gently lapping on a rocky shore. | wvayed if | was dead, but |
knew better. I'd been to the Land of the Dead, thuiede was no blue sky.

| tried to sit up. My muscles felt like they werelting.

“Stay still,” a girl's voice said. “You're too weak rise.”

She laid a cool cloth across my forehead. A brapeon hovered over
me and liquid was dribbled into my mouth. The dradothed my throat and
left a warm chocolaty aftertaste. Nectar of the gyothen the girl's face
appeared above me.

She had almond eyes and caramel-color hair bradsted one shoulder.
She was...fifteen? Sixteen? It was hard to tell. Bha one of those faces
that just seemed timeless. She began singing, angam dissolved. She
was working magic. | could feel her music sinkingpimy skin, healing and
repairing my brain.

“Who?” | croaked.

“Shhh, brave one,” she said. “Rest and heal. Nonhaill come to you
here. | am Calypso.”

The next time | woke | was in a cave, but as fatass go, I'd been in a
lot worse. The ceiling glittered with different-ool crystal formations—
white and purple and green, like | was inside dnth@se cut geodes you see
in souvenir shops. | was lying on a comfortable vt feather pillows and
cotton sheets. The cave was divided into sectignsvibite silk curtains.
Against one wall stood a large loom and a harp.idggahe other wall were
shelves neatly stacked with jars of fruit preser@@sed herbs hung from the



ceiling: rosemary, thyme, and a bunch of otherfstdly mother could’'ve
named them all.

There was a fireplace built into the cave wall, amabt bubbling over the
flames. It smelled great, like beef stew.

| sat up, trying to ignore the throbbing pain in imyad. | looked at my
arms, sure that they would be hideously scarretthmy seemed fine. A
little pinker than usual, but not bad. | was wegrnwhite cotton T-shirt and
cotton drawstring pants that weren’'t mine. My feetre bare. In a moment
of panic, | wondered what happened to Riptide, Ibigit my pocket and
there was my pen, right where it always reappeared.

Not only that but the Stygian ice dog whistle waskin my pocket, too.
Somehow it had followed me. And that didn’t exacdpassure me.

With difficulty, | stood. The stone floor was freeg under my feet. |
turned and found myself staring into a polishechaeomirror.

“Holy Poseidon,” | muttered. | looked as if I'd kb$wenty pounds |
couldn’t afford to lose. My hair was a rat’s ndstwas singed at the edges
like Hephaestus’s beard. If | saw that face on dmwdg walking down a
highway intersection asking for money, | wouldeeked the car doors.

| turned away from the mirror. The cave entrance teamy left. | headed
toward the daylight.

The cave opened onto a green meadow. On the lsftavgaove of cedar
trees and on the right a huge flower garden. Fountains gurgled in the
meadow, each shooting water from the pipes of ssatya's. Straight ahead,
the grass sloped down to a rocky beach. The wavadake lapped against
the stones. | could tell it was a lake because..,wellst could. Fresh water.
Not salt. The sun sparkled on the water, and thevs&s pure blue. It
seemed like a paradise, which immediately made eneons. You deal with
mythological stuff for a few years, you learn thzradises are usually
places where you get killed.

The girl with the braided caramel hair, the one dhoalled herself
Calypso, was standing at the beach, talking to somel couldn’t see him
very well in the shimmer from the sunlight off tivater, but they appeared
to be arguing. | tried to remember what | knew dlalypso from the old
myths. I'd heard the name before, but...I couldninember. Was she a
monster? Did she trap heroes and kill them? Bahé was evil, why was |
still alive?

| walked toward her slowly because my legs werk stiff. When the
grass changed to gravel, | looked down to keep algnze, and when |
looked up again, the girl was alone. She wore dengieeveless Greek dress



with a low circular neckline trimmed in gold. Sheushed at her eyes like
she’d been crying.

“Well,” she said, trying for a smile, “the sleegderally wakes.”

“Who were you talking to?” My voice sounded likdrag that had spent
time in a microwave.

“Oh...Jjust a messenger,” she said. “How do you feel?”

“How long have | been out?”

“Time,” Calypso mused. “Time is always difficult fge | honestly don’t
know, Percy.”

“You know my name?”

“You talk in your sleep.”

| blushed. “Yeah. I've been...uh, told that before.”

“Yes. Who is Annabeth?”

“Oh, uh. A friend. We were together when—wait, hdid | get here?
Where am |?”

Calypso reached up and ran her fingers through rapghed hair. |
stepped back nervously.

“I'm sorry,” she said. “I've just grown used to aay for you. as to how
you got here, you fell from the sky. You landedhe water, just there.” She
pointed across the beach. “I do not know how yorviged. The water
seemed to cushion your fall. As to where you apg, re in Ogygia.”

She pronounced it likeh-jee-jee-ah

“Is that near Mount St. Helens?” | asked, becaugeyeography is pretty
terrible.

Calypso laughed. It was a small restrained laugl,dhe found me really
funny but didn’t want to embarrass me. She was when she laughed.

“It isn't near anything, brave one,” she said. “Q@yis my phantom
island. It exists by itself, anywhere and nowh&t@u can heal here in safety.
Never fear.”

“But my friends—"

“Annabeth,” she said. “And Grover and Tyson?”

“Yes!” | said. “I have to get back to them. Theyiredanger.

She touched my face, and | didn’t back away thmeeti“Rest first. You
are no good to your friends until you heal.”

As soon as she said it, | realized how tired | Wasu're not...you're not
an evil sorceress, are you?”

She smiled coyly. “Why would you think that?”



“Well, I met Circe once, and she had a pretty mtand, too. Except she
liked to turn men into guinea pigs.”

Calypso gave me that laugh again. “I promise | wdt turn you into a
guinea pig.”

“Or anything else?”

“I am no evil sorceress,” Calypso said. “And | aot gour enemy, brave
one. Now rest. Your eyes are already closing.”

She was right. My knees buckled, and | would’vedksh face-first in the
gravel if Calypso hadn’t caught me. Her hair sneklli&ke cinnamon. She
was very strong, or maybe | was just really weatt #mn. She walked me
back to a cushioned bench by the fountain and Hetpelie down.

“Rest,” she ordered. And | fell asleep to the soahthe fountains and the
smell of cinnamon and juniper.

The next time | woke it was night, but | wasn’t euf it was the same
night or many nights later. | was in the bed in ttae, but | rose and
wrapped a robe around myself and padded outside dtars were
brilliant—thousands of them, like you only see wayt in the country. |
could make out all the constellations Annabeth teagdjht me: Capricorn,
Pegasus, Sagittarius. And there, near the southerizon, was a new
constellation: the Huntress, a tribute to a frieicdburs who had died last
winter.

“Percy, what do you see?”

| brought my eyes back to earth. However amazirgy stars were,
Calypso was twice as brilliant. | mean, I've sele@ goddess of love herself,
Aphrodite, and | would never say this out loud be’d blast me to ashes,
but for my money, Calypso was a lot more beautihdcause she just
seemed so natural, like she wasn’t trying to beitiiehand didn’t even care
about that. She justas With her braided hair and white dress, she seemed
to glow in the moonlight. She was holding a tinyml in her hands. Its
flowers were silver and delicate.

“| was just looking at...” | found myself staring &er face. “Uh...I
forgot.”

She laughed gently. “Well, as long as you're upy yan help me plant
these.”



She handed me a plant, which had a clump of ddtraots at the base.
The flowers glowed as | held them. Calypso pickpchar gardening spade
and directed me to the edge of the garden, wheréatan to dig.

“That's moonlace,” Calypso explained. “It can obky planted at night.”

| watched the silvery light flicker around the getdWhat does it do?”

“Do?” Calypso mused. “It doesn’t realtio anything, | suppose. It lives, it
gives light, it provides beauty. Does it have toathgthing else?”

“| suppose not,” | said.

She took the plant, and our hands met. Her fingegse warm. She
planted the moonlace and stepped back, surveyingvbek. “I love my
garden.”

“It's awesome,” | agreed. | mean, | wasn’'t exadalgardening type, but
Calypso had arbors covered with six different celof roses, lattices filled
with honeysuckle, rows of grapevines bursting wid and purple grapes
that would’ve made Dionysus sit up and beg.

“Back home,” | said, “my mom always wanted a gattien

“Why did she not plant one?”

“Well, we live in Manhattan. In an apartment.”

“Manhattan? Apartment?”

| stared at her. “You don’t know what I’'m talking@ut, do you?”

“| fear not. | haven't left Ogygia in...a long time.”

“Well, Manhattan’s a big city, with not much gardem space.”

Calypso frowned. “That is sad. Hermes visits frametto time. He tells
me the world outside has changed greatly. | didealize it had changed so
much you cannot have gardens.”

“Why haven't you left your island?”

She looked down. “It is my punishment.”

“Why? What did you do?”

“I? Nothing. But I'm afraid my father did a greatal. His name is Atlas.”

The name sent a shiver down my back. I'd met thanTAtlas last winter,
and it had not been a happy time. He'd tried tbpaktty much everyone |
care about.

“Still,” | said hesitantly, “it’s not fair to punisyou for what your father’s
done. | knew another daughter of Atlas. Her name #@&. She was one of
the bravest people I've ever met.”

Calypso studied me for a long time. Her eyes wade s

“What is it?” | asked.



“Are—are you healed yet, my brave one? Do you tlyiok'll be ready to
leave soon?”

“What? | asked. “l don’t know.” | moved my legs. @hwere still stiff. |
was already getting dizzy from standing up so Iégu want me to go?”

“l...” Her voice broke. “I'll see you in the mornin&gleep well.”

She ran off toward the beach. | was too confusetbtanything but watch
until she disappeared in the dark.

* % %

| don't know exactly how much time passed. Like ypab said, it was
hard to keep track on the island. | knew | showdddaving. At the very least,
my friends would be worried. At worst, they could im serious danger. |
didn't even know if Annabeth had made it out of tledcano. | tried to use
my empathy link with Grover several times, but Llkm’'t make contact. |
hated not knowing if they were all right.

On the other hand, | really was weak. | couldratystn my feet more than
a few hours. Whatever I'd done in Mount St. Heléasl drained me like
nothing else I'd ever expected.

| didn’t feel like a prisoner or anything. | remeenbd the Lotus Hotel and
Casino in Vegas, where I'd been lured into this zingagame world until |
almost forgot everything | cared about. But thansl of Ogygia wasn't like
that at all. | thought about Annabeth, Grover, dangon constantly. |
remembered exactly why | needed to leave. | justuldtot. and then there
was Calypso herself.

She never talked much about herself, but thatmzste me want to know
more. | would sit in the meadow, sipping nectard dnwould try to
concentrate on the flowers or the clouds or thieecgbns on the lake, but |
was really staring at Calypso as she worked, the st brushed her hair
over her shoulder, and the little strand that iielher face whenever she
knelt to dig in the garden. Sometimes she would leoit her hand and birds
would fly out of the woods to settle on her arm—iKeets, parrots, doves.
She would tell them good morning, ask how it wasgdack at the nest,
and they would chirp for a while, then fly off cmzaly. Calypso’s eyes
gleamed. She would look at me and we’'d share aesnhlit almost
immediately she’d get that sad expression again tand away. | didn’t
understand what was bothering her.

One night we were eating dinner together at thelndavisible servants
had set up a table with beef stew and apple cideich may not sound all



that exciting, but that's because you haven't thétel hadn’t even noticed

the invisible servants when 1 first got to the mglabut that's because you
haven'’t tasted it. | hadn’t even noticed the imisiservants when | first got
to the island, but after a while | became awarethdd beds making

themselves, meals cooking on their own, clothesgheiashed and folded by
unseen hands.

Anyway, Calypso and | were sitting at dinner, ahd Bboked beautiful in
the candlelight. | was telling her about New YomdaCamp Half-Blood,
and then | started telling her about the time Grinael eaten an apple while
we were playing Hacky Sack with it. She laugheawshg off her amazing
smile, and our eyes met. Then she dropped her gaze.

“There it is again,” | said.

“What?”

“You keep pulling away, like you're trying not tmjey yourself.”

She kept her eyes on her glass of cider. “As | yold, Percy, | have been
punished. Cursed, you might say.”

“How? Tell me. | want to help.”

“Don’t say that. Please don’t say that.”

“Tell me what the punishment is.”

She covered her half-finished stew with a napkimg ammediately an
invisible servant whisked the bowl away. “Percystisland, Ogygia, is my
home, my birthplace. But it is also my prison. | amder...house arrest, |
guess you would call it. I will never visit this Mhaattan of yours. Or
anywhere else. | am alone here.”

“Because your father was Atlas.”

She nodded. “The gods do not trust their enemiasd. rightly so. | should
not complain. Some of the prisons are not nearlyi@sas mine.”

“But that’s not fair,” | said. “Just because youretated doesn’t mean you
support him. This other daughter | knew, Zoé&, Nspatle—she fought
against him. She wasn’t imprisoned.”

“But, Percy,” Calypso said gently, tid support him in the first war. He
is my father.”

“What?But the Titans are evil!”

“Are they? All of them? All the time?” She pursedrHips. “Tell me,
Percy. | have no wish to argue with you. but do ypport the gods
because they are good, or because they are youy?am

| didn’t answer. She had a point. Last winter, mi@nabeth and | had
saved Olympus, the gods had had a debate aboutevlmtnot they should



kill me. That hadn’t been exactly good. But slilfelt like | supported them
because Poseidon was my dad.

“Perhaps | was wrong in the war,” Calypso said. dAn fairness, the
gods have treated me well. They visit me from ttméime. They bring me
word of the outside world. But they can leave. Amdnnot.”

“You don’t have any friends?” | asked. “I mean...wanit anyone else
live here with you? it's a nice place.”

A tear trickled down her cheek. “I...I promised mydelvouldn’t speak
of this. But—"

She was interrupted by a rumbling sound somewhet®o the lake. A
glow appeared on the horizon. It got brighter anghter, until | could see a
column of fire moving across the surface of theenatoming toward us.

| stood and reached for my sword. “What is that?”

Calypso sighed. “A visitor.”

As the column of fire reached the beach. Calypsodsand bowed to it
formally. The flames dissipated, and standing keefos was a tall man in
gray overalls and a metal leg brace, his bearchairdsmoldering with fire.

“Lord Hephaestus,” Calypso said. “This is a raradrd’

The fire god grunted. “Calypso. Beautiful as alwayould you excuse
us, please, my dear? | need to have a word witlyaung Percy Jackson.”

* % %

Hephaestus sat down clumsily at the dinner talbidecadered a Pepsi. The
invisible servant brought him one, opened it toddanly, and sprayed soda
all over the gods work clothes. Hephaestus roameldspat a few curses and
swatted the can away.

“Stupid servants,” he muttered. “Good automatores v@hat she needs.
They never act up!”

“Hephaestus,” | said, “what’s going on? Is Annabeth

“She’s fine,” he said. “Resourceful girl, that orfeound her way back,
told me the whole story. She’s worried sick, yookr

“You haven’t told her I'm okay?”

“That’'s not for me to say,” Hephaestus said. “Ewewy thinks you're
dead. | had to be sure you were coming back beffesetarted telling
everyone where you were.”

“What do you mean?” | said. “Of course I'm cominachk!”

Hephaestus studied me skeptically. He fished sangetibut of his
pocket—a metal disk the size of an iPod. He clickedutton and it



expanded into a miniature bronze TV. On the screas news footage of
Mount St. Helens, a huge plume of fire and ashirigainto the sky.

“Still uncertain about further eruptions,'the newscaster was saying.
“Authorities have ordered the evacuation of almiealf a million people as
a precaution. Meanwhile, ash has fallen as far awayLake Tahoe and
Vancouver, and the entire Mount St. Helens aredased to traffic within a
hundred-mile radius. While no deaths have beenrtegp minor injuries
and illnesses include—"

Hephaestus switched it off. “You caused quite griasion.”

| stared at the blank bronze screen. Half a millpople evacuated?
Injuries. lliness. What had | done?

“The telekhines were scattered,” the god told nsarfie vaporized. Some
got away, no doubt. | don't think they’ll be usingy forge any time soon.
On the other hand, neither will I. the explosiomszd Typon to stir in his
sleep. We’'ll have to wait and see—"

“I couldn’t release him, could I? | mean, I'm nbat powerful!”

The god grunted. “Not that powerful, eh? Could hto@ed me. You're
the son of the Earthshaker, lad. You don’t knowrymun strength.”

That’s the last thing | wanted him to say. | hadp&en in control of
myself in that mountain. I'd released so much eyndigd) almost vaporized
myself, drained all the life out of me. Now | foundt I'd nearly destroyed
the Northwest U.S. and almost woken the most herribbonster ever
imprisoned by the gods. Maybe | was too dangerilagbe it was safer for
my friends to think | was dead.

“What about Grover and Tyson?” | asked.

Hephaestus shook his head. “No word, I'm afraisuppose the labyrinth
has them.”

“So what am | supposed to do?”

Hephaestus winced. “Don’t ever ask an old cripplealdvice, lad. But I'll
tell you this. You've met my wife?”

“Aphrodite.”

“That's her. She’s a tricky one, ad. Be carefullomie. It'll twist your
brain around and leave you thinking up is down iagiak is wrong.”

| thought about my meeting with Aphrodite, in thack of a white
Cadillac in the desert last winter. She’d told mattshe had taken a special
interest in me, and she’d be making things hardni@ in the romance
department, just because she liked me.

“Is this part of her plan?” | asked. “Did she |lamé here?”



“Possibly. Hard to say with her. But if you dectddeave this place—and
| don’'t say what's right or wrong—then | promiseduyan answer to your
guest. | promised you the way to Daedalus. Well ,noere’s the thing. It
has nothing to do with Ariadne’s string. Not real§ure, the string work.
That's what the Titan’s army will be after. Btu thest way through the
maze...Theseus had the princess’s help. And the geihavas a regular
mortal. Not a drop of god blood in her. But she wi@yer, and she could see,
lad. She could see very clearly. So what I'm sayhghink you know how
to navigate the maze.”

It finally sank in. why hadn’t | seen it before? fdéhad been right. The
answer was there all the time.

“Yeah,” | said. “Yeah, | know.”

“Then you’ll need to decide whether or not yougaving.”

“l...” | wanted to say yes. Of course | would. Buettvords stuck in my
throat. | found myself looking out at the lake, asuddenly the idea of
leaving seemed very hard.

“Don’t decide yet,” Hephaestus advised. “Wait untdlybreak. Daybreak
Is a good time for decisions.”

“Will Daedalus even help us?” | asked. “I mearhefgives Luke a way to
navigate the Labyrinth, we're dead. | saw dreanmsufib Daedalus killed
his nephew. He turned bitter and angry and—"

“It isn’t easy being a brilliant inventor,” Hephaes rumbled. “Always
alone. Always misunderstood. Easy to turn bitteakenhorrible mistakes.
People are more difficult to work with than maclinénd when you break
a person, he can'’t be fixed.”

Hephaestus brushed the last drops of Pepsi off wosk clothes.
“Daedalus started well enough. He helped the Psmégiadne and Theseus
because he felt sorry for them. He tried to do@dgieed. And everything in
his life went bad because of it. Was that fair?€Tdod shrugged. “I don’t
know if Daedalus will help you, lad, but don’t jueigomeone until you've
stood at his forge and worked with his hammer, en?”

“Cll—IIl try.”

Hephaestus stood. “Good-bye, lad. You did well, trdgeg the
telekhines. I'll always remember you for that.”

It sounded very final, that good-bye. Then he exdphto a column of
flame, and the fire moved over the water, headaxklo the world outside.

* k% %



| walked along the beach for several hours. Whénally came back to
the meadow, it was very late, maybe four or fivéhie morning, but Calypso
was still in her garden, tending the flowers byrlgfat. Her moonlace
glowed silver, and the other plants respondedanhgic, glowing red and
yellow and blue.

“He has ordered you to return,” Calypso guessed.

“Well, not ordered. He gave me a choice.”

Her eyes met mine. “I promised | would not offer.”

“Offer what?”

“For you to stay.”

“Stay,” | said. “Like...forever?”

“You would be immortal on this island,” she saidiagly. “You would
never age or die. You could leave the fight to sth®ercy Jackson. You
could escape your prophecy.”

| stared at her, stunned. “Just like that?”

She nodded. “Just like that.”

“But...my friends.”

Calypso rose and took my hand. Her touch sent anvearrrent through
my body. “You asked about my curse, Percy. | ditwant to tell you. the
truth is the gods send me companionship from torgenme. Every thousand
years or so, they allow a hero to wash up on myesh@omeone who needs
my help. | tend to him and befriend him, but itnisver random. The Fates
make sure that the sort of hero they send...”

Her voice trembled, and she had to stop.

| squeezed her hand tighter. “What? What have edomake you sad?”

“They send a person who can never stay,” she wiredp&/Vho can never
accept my offer of companionship for more tharttkelivhile. They send me
a hero | can’t help...just the sort of person | c&elp falling in love with.”

The night was quiet except for the gurgle of thantains and waves
lapping on the shore. It took me a long time tdizeavhat she was saying.

“Me?” | asked.

“If you could see your face.” She suppressed aesntiiough her eyes
were still teary. “Of course, you.”

“That’s why you’ve been pulling away all this tinfe?

“| tried very hard. But | can't help it. The Fatae cruel. They sent you to
me, my brave one, knowing that you would break mgrh”

“But...I'mjust...| mean, I'm justme”



“That is enough,” Calypso promised. “I told mysélfvould not even
speak of this. | would let you go without even offig. But | can’t. |
suppose the Fates knew that, too. You could stdy nve, Percy. I'm afraid
that is the only way you could help me.”

| stared at the horizon. The first red streaks aiml were lightening the
sky. | could stay here forever, disappear from ¢heth. | could live with
Calypso, with invisible servants tending to my gveeed. We could grow
flowers in the garden and talk to songbirds andkvead the beach under
perfect blue skies. No war. No prophecy. No mokentasides.

“I can’t,” | told her.

She looked down sadly.

“I would never do anything to hurt you,” | said,utomy friends need me.
| know how to help them now. | have to get back.”

She picked a flower from her garden—a sprig ofesitmoonlace. Its glow
faded as the sunrise came upaybreak is a good time for decisions,
Hephaestus had said. Calypso tucked the flowemmytd -shirt pocket.

She stood on her tiptoes and kissed me on thedadgHike a blessing.
“Then come to the beach, my hero. And we will sgod on your way.”

* % %

The raft was a ten-foot square of logs lashed tmyetvith a pole for a
mast and a simple white linen sail. It didn’t lobke it would be very
seaworthy, or lakeworthy.

“This will take you wherever you desire,” Calypsmmised. “It is quite
safe.”

| took her hand, but she let it slip out of mine.

“Maybe | can visit you,” | said.

She shook her head. “No man ever finds Ogygia twkegcy. When you
leave, | will never see you again.”

“But—"

“Go, please.” Her voice broke. “The Fates are ¢rBelcy. Just remember
me.” Then a little trace of her smile returned.dftla garden in Manhattan
for me, will you?”

“I promise.” | stepped onto the raft. Immediatelypegan to sail from the
shore.

As | sailed onto the lake | realized the Fateslyeaére cruel. They sent
Calypso someone she couldn’t help but love. Butatked both ways. For



the rest of my life | would always be thinking abdwer. She would always
be my biggestvhat if.

Within minutes the island of Ogygia was lost in tnest. | was sailing
alone over the water toward the sunrise.

Then | told the raft what to do. | said the onhag# | could think of,
because | needed comfort and friends.

“Camp Half-Blood,” | said. “Sail me home.”



THIRTEEN

WE HIRE A NEW GUIDE

Hours later, my raft washed up at Camp Half-Bloddw | got there, |
have no idea. At some point the lake water jushgbd to salt water. The
familiar shoreline of Long Island appeared up ahemud a couple of
friendly great white sharks surfaced and steeretbmard the beach.

When | landed, the camp seemed deserted. It wasafegrnoon, but the
archery range was empty. The climbing wall pousadland rumbled all by
itself. Pavilion: nothing. Cabins: all vacant. Themoticed smoke rising
from the amphitheater. Too early for a campfired &rdidn’t figure they
were roasting marshmallows. | ran toward it.

Before | even got there | heard Chiron making amoancement. When |
realized what he was saying, | stopped dead inratks.

“—assume he is dead,” Chiron said. “After so longjlance, it is unlikely
our prayers will be answered. | have asked his sagsiving friend to do the
final honors.”

| came up on the back of the amphitheater. Nobaatjced me. They
were all looking forward, watching as Annabeth tadlong green silk burial
cloth, embroidered with a trident, and set it oe fftames. They were
burning my shroud.

Annabeth turned to face the audience. She lookedlee Her eyes were
puffy from crying, but she managed to say, “He wasbably the bravest
friend I've ever had. He...” Then she saw me. Herefaent blood red.
“He’s right there!”

Heads turned. People gasped.

“Percy!” Beckendorf grinned. A bunch of other kid®wded around me
and clapped me on the back. | heard a few curses fine Ares cabin, but
Clarisse just rolled her eyes, like she couldntidve I'd had the nerve to
survive. Chiron cantered over and everyone madefardyim.

“Well,” he sighed with obvious relief. “I don’t bielve I've ever been
happier to see a camper return. But you must teth

“WHERE HAVE YOU BEEN?” Annabeth interrupted, shogimaside the
other campers. | thought she was going to punchboreinstead she hugged
me so fiercely she nearly cracked my ribs. The rot@npers fell silent.



Annabeth seemed to realize she was making a secehpushed me away.
“I—we thought you were dead, Seaweed Brain!”

“I'm sorry,” | said. “I got lost.”

“LOST?” she yelled. “Two weeks, Percy? Where inwuoeld—"

“Annabeth,” Chiron interrupted. “Perhaps we shouliiscuss this
somewhere more private, shall we? The rest of Yagk to your normal
activities!”

Without waiting for us to protest, he picked up Abeth and me as easily
as if we were kittens, slung us both on his bank, galloped off toward the
Big House.

| didn’t tell them the whole story. | just couldrtiring myself to talk
about Calypso. | explained how I'd caused the esiplo at Mount St.
Helens and gotten blasted out of the volcano.d tlém I'd been marooned
on an island. Then Hephaestus had found me andreld could leave. A
magic raft had carried me back to camp.

All that was true, but as | said it my palms felesty.

“You've been gone two weeks.” Annabeth’s voice wtsadier now, but
she still looked pretty shaken up. “When | heaelgkplosion, | thought—"

“I know,” | said. “I'm sorry. But | figured out howo get through the
Labyrinth. | talked to Hephaestus.”

“He told you the answer?”

“Well, he sort of told me that | already knew. Ahdlo. | understand
now.”

| told them my idea.

Annabeth’s jaw dropped. “Percy, that's crazy!”

Chiron sat back in his wheelchair and stroked hearth. “There is
precedent, however. Theseus had the help of Ariatiaeriet Tubman,
daughter of Hermes, used many mortals on her Unoleng Railroad for
just this reason.”

“But this ismyquest,” Annabeth saidl heed to lead it.”

Chiron looked uncomfortable. “My deatr, it is younest. But you need
help.”

“And thisis supposed to help? Please! It's wrong. It's aollya It's—"

“Hard to admit we need a mortal’s help,” | saidutBt’s true.”



Annabeth glared at me. “You are thiagle most annoyingerson | have
ever met!” And she stormed out of the room.

| stared at the doorway. | felt like hitting someth “So much for being
the bravest friend she’s ever had.”

“She will calm down,” Chiron promised. “She’s jeaky my boy.”

“That’s stupid. She’s not...it's not like...”

Chiron chuckled. “It hardly matters. Annabeth isyeerritorial about her
friends, in case you haven’t noticed. She was gudgied about you. And
now that you’re back, | think she suspects wherewere marooned.”

| met his eyes, and | knew Chiron had guessed abalypso. It was hard
to hide anything from a guy who'’s been trainingdesr for three thousand
years. He’s pretty much seen it all.

“We won'’t dwell on your choices,” Chiron said. “Yaame back. That is
what matters.”

“Tell that to Annabeth.”

Chiron smiled. “In the morning | will have Arguskethe two of you into
Manhattan. You might stop by your mother's, Percyshe
IS...understandably distraught.”

My heart skipped a beat. All that time on Calypssland, I'd never even
thought how my mom would be feeling. She’'d thinkds dead. She’'d be
devastated. What was wrong with me that | hadrehesonsidered that?

“Chiron,” | said, “what about Grover and Tyson? ym think—"

“I don't know, my boy.” Chiron gazed into the emgdtyeplace. “Juniper
Is quite distressed. All her branches are turniejow. The Council of
Cloven Elders had revoked Grover’s searcher licensdsentia Assuming
he comes back alive, they will force him into arsk&ul exile.” He sighed.
“Grover and Tyson are very resourceful, however.date still hope.”

“| shouldn’t have let them run off.”

“Grover has his own destiny, and Tyson was bravéollow him. You
would know if Grover was in mortal danger, don’uyihink?”

“| suppose. The empathy link. But—"

“There is something else | should tell you, Per¢y’said. “Actually two
unpleasant things.”

‘Great.”



“Chris Rodriguez, our guest...”

| remembered what I'd seen in the basement, Chatrggng to talk to him
while he babbled about the Labyrinth. “Is he dead?”

“Not yet,” Chiron said grimly. “But he’s much worséde’s in the
infirmary now, too weak to move. | had to order1@se back to her regular
schedule, because she was at his bedside constdatigoesn’t respond to
anything. He won't take food or drink. None of medicines help. He has
simply lost the will to live.”

| shuddered. Despite all the run-ins I'd had witlar@se, | felt horrible
for her. She’d tried so hard to help him. And ndvattl’'d been in the
Labyrinth, | could understand why it had been ssydar the ghost of Minos
to drive Chris mad. If I'd been wandering arounavdahere alone, without
my friends to help, I'd never have made it out.

“I'm sorry to say,” Chiron continued, “the othervimg is less pleasant still.
Quintus has disappeared.”

“Disappeared? How?”

“Three nights ago he slipped into the Labyrintmigar watched him go.
It appears you may have been right about him.”

“He’s a spy for Luke.” | told Chiron about the TiepG Ranch—how
Quintus had bought his scorpions there and Genryah lleen supplying
Kronos’s army. “It can’t be a coincidence.”

Chiron sighed heavily. “So many betrayals. | hagdtb Quintus would
prove a friend. It seems my judgment was bad.”

“What about Mrs. O’Leary?” | asked.

“The hellhound is still in the arena. It won't l@hyone approach. | did not
have the heart to force it into a cage...or destirdy |

“Quintus wouldn’t just leave her.”

“As | said, Percy, we seem to have been wrong ahount Now, you
should prepare yourself for the morning. You anch&meth still have much
to do.”

| left him in his wheelchair, staring sadly intcetfireplace. | wondered
how many times he’d sat here, waiting for heroas tlever came back.

* % %

Before dinner | stopped by the sword arena. Suoceigim Mrs. O’Leary
was curled up in an enormous black furry moundhe middle of the
stadium, chewing halfheartedly on the head of aisadummy.



When she saw me, she barked and came boundingdtomerl thought |
was dead meat. | just had time to say, “Whoa!” le&he bowled me over
and started licking my face. Now usually, being $sbea of Poseidon and all,
| only get wet if | want to, but my powers appathgmtid not extend to dog
saliva, because | got a pretty good bath.

“Whoa, girl!” | yelled. “Can’t breathe. Lemme up!”

Eventually | managed to get her off me. | scratdhexdears and found her
an extra-gigantic dog biscuit.

“Where’s your master?” | asked. Her. “How could jost leave you,
huh?”

She whimpered like she wanted to know that, tomas$ ready to believe
Quintus was an enemy, but still I couldn’t undeandtavhy he’d leave Mrs.
O’Leary behind. If there was one thing | was sufeitowas that he really
cared for his megadog.

| was thinking about that and toweling the dog gifitmy face when a
girl's voice said, “You're lucky she didn’t bite yo head off.”

Clarisse was standing at the other end of the angtimher sword and
shield. “Came here to practice yesterday,” she btach “Dog tried to chew
me up.”

“She’s an intelligent dog,” | said.

“Funny.”

She walked toward us. Mrs. O’Leary growled, buatted her on the head
and calmed her down.

“Stupid hellhound,” Clarisse said. “Not going to epe me from
practicing.”

“I heard about Chris,” | said. “I'm sorry.”

Clarisse paced a circle around the arena. Whercaime to the nearest
dummy, she attacked viciously, chopping its heddvidh a single blow and
driving her sword through its guts. She pulled #weord out and kept
walking.

“Yeah, well. Sometimes things go wrong.” Her vowas shaky. “Heroes
get hurt. They...they die, and the monsters just keeping back.”

She picked up a javelin and threw it across thear# nailed a dummy
straight between the eyeholes of its helmet.

She had called Chris a hero, like he had never goee to the Titan's
side. It reminded me of the way Annabeth sometitafleed about Luke. |
decided not to bring that up.

“Chris was brave,” | said. “| hope he gets better.”

She glared at me as if | were her next target. Kiiseary growled.



“Do me a favor,” Clarisse told me.

“Yeah, sure.”

“If you find Daedalus, don’t trust him. Don’t askni for help. Just Kill
him.”

“Clarisse—"

“Because anybody who can make something like tHeyliath, Percy?
That person is evil. Plain evil.”

For a second she reminded me of Eurytion the caiytiear much older
half brother. She had the same hard look in hes,eg® if she’'d been used
for the past two thousand years and was gettied of it. She sheathed her
sword. “Practice time is over. From now on, it's feal.”

* % %

That night | slept in my own bunk, and for the tfitisne since Calypso’s
Island, dreams found me.

| was in a king’s courtroom—a big white chamberhamarble columns
and a wooden throne. Sitting on it was a plump gitly curly red hair and a
crown of laurels. At his side stood three girls wboked like his daughters.
They all had his red hair and were dressed in tdbes.

The doors creaked open and a herald announcedp8ViKing of Crete!”

| tensed, but the man on the throne just smilebisatiaughters. “I can'’t
wait to see the expression on his face.”

Minos, the royal creep himself, swept into the rodte was so tall and
serious he made the other king look silly. Mingsnted beard had gone
gray. He looked thinner than the last time I'd aned of him, and his
sandals were splattered with mud, but the same loghéshined in his eyes.

He bowed stiffly to the man on the throne. “Kingdatus. | understand
you have solved my little riddle?”

Cocalus smiled. “Hardhfittle, Minos. Especially when you advertise
across the world that you are willing to pay a s$and gold talents to the
one who can solve it. Is the offer genuine?”

Minos clapped his hands. Two buff guards walkedstnyggling with a
big wooden crate. They set it at Cocalus’s feet@ehed it. Stacks of gold
bars glittered. It had to be worth like a gazillidollars.

Cocalus whistled appreciatively. “You must have Krapted your
kingdom for such a reward, my friend.”

“That is not your concern.”



Cocalus shrugged. “The riddle was quite simplellye@®ne of my
retainers solved it.”

“Father,” one of the girls warned. She looked like oldest—a little taller
than her sisters.

Cocalus ignored her. He took a spiral seashell fitoenfolds of his robe.
A silver string had been threaded through it, switg like a huge bead on a
necklace.

Minos stepped forward and took the shell. “One airyretainers, you say?
How did he thread the string without breaking thell®”

“He used an ant, if you can believe it. Tied a stking to the little
creature and coaxed it through the shell by puttimigey at the far end.”

“Ingenious man,” Minos said.

“Oh, indeed. My daughters’ tutor. They are quited®f him.”

Minos’s eyes turned cold. “l would be careful o&th

| wanted to warn Cocalufon't trust this guy! Throw him in the dungeon
with some man-eating lions or somethirgut the redheaded king just
chuckled. “Not to worry, Minos. My daughters areseiibeyond their years.
Now, about my gold—"

“Yes,” Minos said. “But you see the gold is for than who solved the
riddle. And there can be only one such man. Youwarboring Daedalus.”

Cocalus shifted uncomfortably on his throne. “Haathat you know his
name?”

“He is a thief,” Minos said. “He once worked in nagurt, Cocalus. He
turned my own daughter against me. He helped gasunake a fool of me
in my own palace. And then he escaped justicevé l@en pursuing him for
ten years.”

“I knew nothing of this. But | have offered the mauy protection. He has
been a most useful—"

“| offer you a choice,” Minos said. “Turn over tifiggitive to me, and this
gold is yours. Or risk making me your enemy. Yourdan want Crete as
your enemy.”

Cocalus paled. | thought it was stupid for him @old so scared in the
middle of his own throne room. He should’'ve sumntbries army or
something. Minos only had two guards. But Cocalist gat there sweating
on his throne.

“Father,” his oldest daughter said, “you can't—"

“Silence, Aelia.” Cocalus twisted his beard. He Hed again at the
glittering gold. “This pains me, Minos. The gods ot love a man who
breaks his oath of hospitality.”



“The gods do not love those who harbor criminatsee.”

Cocalus nodded. “Very well. You shall have your nranhains.”

“Father!” Aelia said again. Then she caught heysaffd changed her
voice to a sweeter tone. “At—at least let us feastgust first. After his long
journey, he should be treated to a hot bath, nethes$, and a decent meal. |
would be honored to draw the bath myself.”

She smiled prettily at Minos, and the old king gagh “I suppose a bath
would not be amiss.” He looked at Cocalus. “I vedle you at dinner, my
lord. With the prisoner.”

“This way, Your Majesty,” said Aelia. She and haters led Minos out
of the chamber.

| followed them into a bath chamber decorated witbsaic tiles. Steam
filled the air. A running-water faucet poured hoater into the tub. Aelia
and her sisters filled it with rose petals and siimg that must've been
Ancient Greek Mr. Bubble, because soon the wates wavered with
multicolored foam. The girls turned aside as Miwdlospped his roves and
slipped into the bath.

“Ahh.” He smiled. “An excellent bath. Thank you, rdgars. The journey
has been long indeed.”

“You have been chasing your prey ten years, my?buelia asked,
batting her eyelashes. “You must be very determined

“I never forget a debt.” Minos grinned. “Your fath@as wise to agree to
my demands.”

“Oh, indeed, my lord!” Aelia said. | thought shesnaying on the flattery
pretty thick, but the old guy was eating it up. iA sisters trickled scented
oil over the king’s head.

“You know, my lord,” Aelia said, “Daedalus thougidu would come. He
thought the riddle might be a trap, but he couldedist solving it.”

Minos frowned. “Daedalus spoke to you about me?”

“Yes, my lord.”

“He is a bad man, princess. My own daughter fetlaris spell. Do not
listen to him.”

“He is a genius,” Aelia said. “And he believes amam is just as smart as
a man. He was the first to ever teach us as if ae minds of our own.
Perhaps your daughter felt the same way.”

Minos tried to sit up, but Aelia’s sisters pushewh lback into the water.
Aelia came up behind him. She held three tiny anbser palm. At first |
thought they were bath beads. But she threw thetmeinvater and the beads
sprouted bronze threads that began wrapping arthenling, tying him up



at the ankles, binding his wrists to his sideslicig his neck. Even though |
hated Minos, it was pretty horrible to watch. Heathed and cried out, but
the girls were much stronger. Soon he was helplgsg in the bath with
his chin just above the water. The bronze strarete still wrapping around
him like a cocoon, tightening across his body.

“What do you want?” Minos demanded. “Why do youthig?”

Aelia smiled. “Daedalus has been kind to us, Yoajedty. And | do not
like you threatening our father.”

“You tell Daedalus,” Minos growled. “You tell himwill hound him even
after death! If there is any justice in the Undemadiomy soul will haunt him
for eternity!”

“Brave words, Your Majesty,” Aelia said. “I wish yduck finding your
justice in the Underworld.”

And with that, the bronze threads wrapped aroundolls face, making
him a bronze mummy.

The door of the bathhouse opened. Daedalus steppedarrying a
traveler’s bag.

He'd trimmed his hair short. His beard was puretathHe looked frall
and sad, but he reached down and touched the muniosehead. The
threads unraveled and sank to the bottom of the Thlere was nothing
inside them. It was as if King Minos had just digsd.

“A painless death,” Daedalus mused. “More than ésedved. Thank you,
my princesses.”

Aelia hugged him. “You cannot stay here, teachenekVour father finds
out—’

“Yes,” Daedalus said. “I fear | have brought yooutole.”

“Oh, do not worry for us. Father will be happy egbuaking that old
man’s gold. And Crete is a very long way away. Betwill blame you for
Minos’s death. You must flee to somewhere safe.”

“Somewhere safe,” the old man repeated. “For yédrave fled from
kingdom to kingdom, looking for somewhere safeedrf Minos told the
truth. Death will not stop him from hounding me.ef@é is no place under
the sun that will harbor me, once word of this &igets out.”

“Then where will you go?” Aelia said.

“A place | swore never to enter again,” Daedalud.sdy prison may be
my only sanctuary.”

“I do not understand,” Aelia said.

“It's best you did not.”



“But what of the Underworld?” one of her sisterskexk “Terrible
judgment will await you! Every man must die.”

“Perhaps,” Daedalus said. Then he brought a s@mth his traveling
bag—the same scroll I'd seen in my last dream, Wishnephews notes. “Or
perhaps not.”

He patted Aelia’s shoulder, then blessed her amdsiséers. He looked
down once more at the coppery threads glintinghen dottom of the bath.
“Find me if you dare, king of the ghosts.”

He turned toward the mosaic wall and touched a Algglowing mark
appeared—a Greek—and the wall slid aside. The princesses gasped.

“You never told us of secret passages!” Aelia safou have been busy.”

“The Labyrinthhas been busy,” Daedalus corrected. “Do not tipliow
me, my dears, if you value your sanity.”

* % %

My dream shifted. | was underground in a stone dwmLuke and
another half-blood warrior were studying a map laghlight.

Luke cursed. “It should’ve been the last turn.” éfempled up the map
and tossed it aside.

“Sir!” his companion protested.

“Maps are useless here,” Luke said. “Don’t wort find it.”

“Sir, is it true that the larger the group—~

“The more likely you get lost? Yes, that's true. y\o you think we sent
out solo explorers to begin with? But don’t worAs soon we have the
thread, we can lead the vanguard through.”

“But how will we getthe thread?”

Luke stood, flexing his fingers. “Oh, Quintus wibme through. All we
have to do is reach the arena, and it's at thetywac Impossible to get
anywhere without passing it. That's why we must ehav truce with its
master. We just have to stay alive until—"

“Sir!” a new voice came from the corridor. Anothgary in Greek armor
ran forward, carrying a torch. “Thdracaenadound a half-blood!”

Luke scowled. “Alone? Wandering the maze?”

“Yes, sir! You'd better come quick. They’re in thext chamber. They've
got him cornered.”

“Who is it?”

“No one I've ever seen before, sir.”



Luke nodded. “A blessing from Kronos. We may beeabl use this half-
blood. Come!”

They ran down the corridor, and | woke with a ststdring into the dark.
A lone half-blood, wandering in the maiewas a long time before | got to
sleep again.

* k% %

The next morning | made sure Mrs. O’Leary had ehodgg biscuits. |
asked Beckendorf to keep an eye on her, which tie'tdseem too happy
about. Then | hiked over Half-Blood Hill and met Wabeth and Argus on
the road.

Annabeth and | didn’t talk much in the van. Argus/er spoke, probably
because he had eyes all over his body, includingtddumeard—at the tip of
his tongue, and he didn’t like to show that off.

Annabeth looked queasy, as if she’'d slept evenevibian me.

“Bad dreams? | asked at last.

She shook her head. “An Iris-message from Eurytion.

“Eurytion! Is something wrong with Nico?”

“He left the ranch last night, heading back inte thaze.”

“Nico was gone before he woke up. Orthus trackedshent as far as the
cattle guard. Eurytion said he’d been hearing Nalk to himself the last
few nights. Only now he thinks Nico was talking lwithe ghost again,
Minos.”

“He’s in danger,” | said.

“No kidding. Minos is one of the judges of the deladt he’s got a vicious
streak a mile wide. | don’t know what he wants wilico, but—"

“That's not what | meant,” | said. “I had this dredast night...” | told
her about Luke, how he’d mentioned Quintus, and hsamen had found a
half-blood alone in the maze.

Annabeth’s jaw clenched. “That’s very, very bad.”

“So what do we do?”

She raised an eyebrow. “Well, it's a good thing y@ve a plan to guide
us, huh?”



It was Saturday, and traffic was heavy going itte tity. We arrived at
my mom’s apartment around noon. When she answbeeddor, she gave
me a hug only a little less overwhelming than hgwnhellhound jump on
you.

“I told them you were all right,” my mom said, but shersird like the
weight of the sky had just been lifted off her ddeus—and believe me, |
know firsthand how that feels.

She sat us down at the kitchen table and insistededing us her special
blue chocolate-chip cookies while we caught heoniphe quest. As usual, |
tried to water down the frightening parts (which swaretty much
everything), but somehow that just made it soundendangerous.

When | got to the part about Geryon and the stalbhysmom pretended
like she was going to strangle me. “I can’t get honclean his room, but
he’ll clean a hundred tons of horse manure oubofesmonster’s stables?”

Annabeth laughed. It was the first time I'd heaed laugh in a long time,
and it was nice to hear.

“So,” my mom said when | was done with the storypd wrecked
Alcatraz Island, made Mount St. Helens explode, digplaced half a
million people, but at least you're safe.” That'y mom, always looking on
the bright side.

“Yep,” | agreed. “That pretty much covers it.”

“I wish Paul were here,” she said, half to herséife wanted to talk to
you.”

“Oh, right. The school.”

So much had happened since then that I'd almogoftan about the high
school orientation at Goode—the fact I'd left thent hall in flames, and
my mom’s boyfriend had last seen me jumping throagindow like a
fugitive.

“What did you tell him?” | asked.

My mom shook her head. “What could | say? He knesamsething is
different about you, Percy. He’'s a smart man. Heebes that you're not a
bad person. He doesn’t know what's going on, batdbhool is pressuring
him. After all, he got you admitted there. He netxdsonvince them the fire
wasn'’t your fault. And since you ran away, thatkedad.”

Annabeth was studying me. She looked pretty synapiath knew she’d
been in similar situations. It's never easy foraé-blood in the mortal world.

“I'll talk to him,” | promised. “After we're done Vth the quest. I'll even
tell him the truth if you want.”

My mom put her hand on my shoulder. “You would dat®”



“Well, yeah. | mean, he’ll think we're crazy.”

“He already thinks that.”

“Then there’s nothing to lose.”

“Thank you, Percy. I'll tell him you’'ll be home...”l#& frowned. “When?
What happens now?”

Annabeth broke her cookie in half. “Percy has phas.”

Reluctantly | told my mom.

She nodded slowly. “It sounds very dangerous. Buight work.”

“You have the same abilities, don’t you?” | ask&dou can see through
the Mist.”

My mom sighed. “Not so much now. When | was younigjevas easier.
But yes, I've always been able to see more thangead for me. It's one of
the things that caught your father’'s attention, mhee first met. Just be
careful. Promise me you’ll be safe.”

“We'll try, Ms. Jackson,” Annabeth said. “Keepingwr son safe is a big
job, though.” She folded her arms and glared oet kitchen window. |
picked at my napkin and tried not to say anything.

My mom frowned. “What’s going on with you two? Hay®u been
fighting?”

Neither of us said anything.

“| see,” my mom said, and | wondered if she cowdd through more than
just the Mist. It sounded like she understood wivas going on with
Annabeth and me, butsure as heck didn’t. “Well, remember,” she said,
“Grover and Tyson are counting on you two.”

“I know,” Annabeth and | said at the same time, chhembarrassed me
even more.

My mom smiled. “Percy, you'd better use the phoneghe hall. Good
luck.”

| was relieved to get out of the kitchen, even ttoliwas nervous about
what | was about to do. | went to the phone andegalahe call. The number
had washed off my hand a long time ago, but thas wkay. Without
meaning to, I'd memorized it.

* % %

We arranged a meeting in Times Square. We founti&&dizabeth Dare
in front of the Marriott Marquis, and she was coately painted gold.

| mean, her face, her hair, her clothes—everyth8itee looked like she’'d
been touched by King Midas. She was standing likeaaue with five other



kids all painted metallic—copper, bronze, silvethey were frozen in
different poses while tourists hustled past or g#uopto stare. Some passerby
threw money at the tarp on the sidewalk.

The sign at Rachel’s feet said, URBAN ART FOR KIZE)NATIONS
APPRECIATED.

Annabeth and | stood there for like five minutdayiag at Rachel, but if
she noticed us she didn't let on. She didn't mowvewen blink that | could
see. Being ADHD and all, | could not have done.tB#inding still that long
would’'ve driven me crazy. It was weird to see R&ahegold, too. She
looked like a statue of somebody famous, an actessmething. Only her
eyes were normal green.

“Maybe if we push her over,” Annabeth suggested.

| thought that was a little mean, but Rachel disde&pond. After another
few minutes, a kid in silver walked up from the dldexi stand, where he’'d
been taking a break. He took a pose like he wasrlag the crowd, right
next to Rachel. Rachel unfroze and stepped offaie

“Hey, Percy.” She grinned. “Good timing! Let’s ggtme coffee.”

We walked down to a place called the Java MoosiVest 4%. Rachel
ordered an Espresso Extreme, the kind of stuff &rawould like. Annabeth
and | got fruit smoothies and we sat at a tabletnopder the stuffed moose.
Nobody even looked twice at Rachel in her goldetfitou

“So,” she said, “it's Annabell, right?”

“Annabeth,” Annabeth corrected. “Do you always drgsgold?”

“Not usually,” Rachel said. “We’'re raising money four group. We do
volunteer art projects for elementary kids 'causgytre cutting art from the
schools, you know? We do this once a month, takabwut five hundred
dollars on a good weekend. But I'm guessing you'tdeant to talk about
that. You're a half-blood, too?”

“Shhh!” Annabeth said, looking around. “Just annmiiit to the world,
how about?”

“Okay.” Rachel stood up and said really loud, “Heyerybody! These
two aren’t human! They’re half Greek god!”

Nobody even looked over. Rachel shrugged and sahdtrhey don't
seem to care.”

“That’s not funny,” Annabeth said. “This isn’t ak@, mortal girl.”

“Hold it, you two,” | said. “Just calm down.”

“I'm calm,” Rachel insisted. “Every time I'm aroungu, some monster
attacks us. What's to be nervous about?”



“Look,” I said. “I'm really sorry about the bandam. | hope they didn’t
kick you out or anything.”

“Nah. They asked me a lot of questions about y@layed dumb.”

“Was it hard?” Annabeth asked.

“Okay, stop!” | intervened. “Rachel, we’ve got aoplem. And we need
your help.”

Rachel narrowed her eyes at AnnabeWouneed my help?”

Annabeth stirred her straw in her smoothie. “Yeadh& said suddenly.
“Maybe.”

| told Rachel about the Labyrinth, and how we néeefind Daedalus. |
told her what had happened the last few times \gefte in.

“So you want me to guide you,” she said. “Througpl@ce I've never
been.”

“You can see through the Mist,” | said. “Just Iikeadne. I'm betting you
can see the right path. The Labyrinth won’t be abl®ol you as easily.”

“And if you’re wrong?”

“Then we’ll get lost. Either way, it'll be dangersu Very, very
dangerous.”

“I could die?”

“Yeah.”

“I thought you said monsters don’t care about mertahat sword of
yours—"

“Yeah,” | said. “Celestial bronze doesn’'t hurt nadst Most monsters
would ignore you. But Luke...he doesn’t care. Hedkunortals, demigods,
monsters, whatever. And he’ll kill anyone who gathis way.”

“Nice guy,” Rachel said.

“He’s under the influence of a Titan,” Annabethdsdefensively. “He’s
been deceived.”

Rachel looked back and forth between us. “Okayg’ &ud. “I'm in.”

| blinked. | hadn’t figured it would be so easy.rédyou sure?”

“Hey, my summer was going to be boring. This is best offer I've
gotten yet. So what do | look for?”

“We have to find an entrance to the Labyrinth,” Abeth said. “There’s
an entrance at Camp Half-Blood, but you can’t gereh It's off-limits to
mortals.”

She saidmortals like it was some sort of terrible condition, buadRel
just nodded. “Okay. What does an entrance to thogidiasth look like?”



“It could be anything,” Annabeth said. “A sectiohwall. A boulder. A
doorway. A sewer entrance. But it would have theknod Daedalus on it. A
GreekA, glowing in blue.”

“Like this?” Rachel drew the symbol Delta in water our table.

“That’s it,” Annabeth said. “You know Greek?”

“No,” Rachel said. She pulled a big blue plasticthrash from her pocket
and started brushing the gold out of her hair. “inet get changed. You'd
better come with me to the Marriott.”

“Why?” Annabeth said.

“Because there’s an entrance like that in the Hmsement, where we
store our costumes. It's got the mark of Daedalus.”



FOURTEEN

MY BROTHER DUELS ME TO
THE DEATH

The metal door was half hidden behind a laundryfbihof dirty hotel
towels. | didn’t see anything strange about it, Rathel showed me where
to look, and | recognized the faint blue symbohettin the metal.

“It hasn’t been used in a long time,” Annabeth said

“| tried to open it once,” Rachel said, “just out @uriosity. It's rusted
shut.”

“No.” Annabeth stepped forward. “It just needs thech of a half-blood.”
Sure enough, as soon as Annabeth put her handeomark, it glowed
blue. The metal door unsealed and creaked opeealirg a dark staircase

leading down.

“Wow.” Rachel looked calm, but I couldn’t tell ihe was pretending or
not. She’d changed into a ratty Museum of Moderm Pushirt and her
regular marker-colored jeans, her blue plastickdmash sticking out of her
pocket. Her red hair was tied back, but she stitl Hecks of gold in it, and
traces of the gold glitter on her face. “So...afteuy”

“You're the guide,” Annabeth said with mock poliess. “Lead on.”

The stairs led down to a large brick tunnel. It wasdark | couldn’t see
two feet in front of us, but Annabeth and | hadaeked on flashlights. As
soon as we switched them on, Rachel yelped.

A skeleton was grinning at us. It wasn’'t humanwHls huge, for one
thing—at least ten feet tall. It had been strungalfained by its wrists and
ankles so it made a kind of giant X over the tunieit what really sent
shivers down my spine was the single black eye etoickthe center of its
skull.

“A Cyclops,” Annabeth said. “It's very old. It's mo.anybody we know.”

It wasn’'t Tysonshe meant. But that didn't make me feel much hekte
still felt like it had been put here as a warnif¢hatever could kill a grown
Cyclops, | didn’t want to meet.

Rachel swallowed. “You have a friend who'’s a Cysl#p

“Tyson,” | said. “My half brother.”

“Your half brother”



“Hopefully we’ll find him down here,” | said. “Ané&rover. He's a satyr.”

“Oh.” Her voice was small. “Well then, we’d bettexep moving.”

She stepped under the skeleton’s left arm andwkelking. Annabeth and
| exchanged looks. Annabeth shrugged. We followadhRl deeper into the
maze.

After fifty feet we came to a crossroads. Aheade thrick tunnel
continued. To the right, the walls were made ofi@mcmarble slabs. To the
left, the tunnel was dirt and tree roots.

| pointed left. “That looks like the tunnel TysondaGrover took.”

Annabeth frowned. “Yeah, but the architecture te tight—those old
stones—that's more likely to lead to an ancient @rthe maze, toward
Daedalus’s workshop.”

“We need to go straight,” Rachel said.

Annabeth and | both looked at her.

“That’s the least likely choice,” Annabeth said.

“You don't see it?” Rachel asked. “Look at the fido

| saw nothing except well-worn bricks and mud.

“There’s a brightness there,” Rachel insisted. Yv&int. But forward is
the correct way. To the left, farther down the winrihose tree roots are
moving like feelers. | don't like that. To the riglhere’s a trap about twenty
feet down. Holes in the walls, maybe for spikedom’t think we should risk
it.”

| didn’t see anything like she was describing, butodded. “Okay.
Forward.”

“You believe her?” Annabeth asked.

“Yeah,” | said. “Don’t you?”

Annabeth looked like she wanted to argue, but sheed at Rachel to
lead on. Together we kept walking down the brickridor. It twisted and
turned, but there were no more side tunnels. Waedédo be angling down,
heading deeper underground.

“No traps?” | asked anxiously.

“Nothing.” Rachel knit her eyebrows. “Should it thes easy?”

“I don’t know,” | said. “It never was before.”

“So, Rachel,” Annabeth said, “where are you frorgatly?”

She said it like,What planet are you fromBut Rachel didn't look
offended.

“Brooklyn,” she said.

“Aren’t your parents going to be worried if you'oat late?”



Rachel exhaled. “Not likely. | could be gone a wesld they’'d never
notice.”

“Why not?” This time Annabeth didn’t sound as satta Having trouble
with parents was something she understood.

Before Rachel could answer, there was a creakirggmo front of us, like
huge doors opening.

“What was that?” Annabeth asked.

“I don’t know,” Rachel said. “Metal hinges.”

“Oh, that’s very helpful. | meanyhat is it?

Then | heard heavy footsteps shaking the corridamatag toward us.

“Run?” | asked.

“Run,” Rachel agreed.

We turned and fled the way we’'d come, but we didmeke it twenty feet
before we ran straight into some old friends. Tdvacaenae—snake women
in Greek armor—Ieveled their javelins at our cheStanding between them
was Kelli, theempousaheerleader.

“Well, well,” Kelli said.

| uncapped Riptide, and Annabeth pulled her krbig; before my sword
was even out of pen form, Kelli pounced on RacHek hand turned into a
claw and she spun Rachel around, holding her twgkt her talons at
Rachel’s neck.

“Taking your little mortal pet for a walk?” Kellisked me. “They’re such
fragile things. So easy to break!”

Behind us, the footsteps came closer. A huge fqopeared out of the
gloom—an eight-foot-tall Laistrygonian giant witkd eyes and fangs.

The giant licked his lips when he saw us. “Cantltkam?”

“No,” Kelli said. “Your master will want these. Thewill provide a great
deal of entertainment.” She smiled at me. “Now ral@lf-bloods. Or you
all die here, starting with the mortal girl.”

* % %

It was pretty much my worst nightmare. And beliene, I've had plenty
of nightmares. We were marched down the tunnehkéid bydracaenae
with Kelli and the giant in back, just in case wied to run for it. Nobody
seemed to worry about us running forward. That Wes direction they
wanted us to go.



Up ahead | could see bronze doors. They were atmutfeet tall,
emblazoned with a pair of crossed swords. Fromngelthem came a
muffled roar, like from a crowd.

“Oh, yessssss,” said the snake woman on my lefiu*iYbe very popular
with our hossssst.”

I’d never gotten to look at dracaenaup close before, and | wasn’t real
thrilled to have the opportunity. She would’'ve hadbeautiful face, except
her tongue was forked and her eyes were yellow hidkk slits for pupils.
She wore bronze armor that stopped at her waisbwBhat, where her legs
should’ve been, were two massive snake trunks,l@dolironze and green.
She moved by a combination of slithering and wajkias if she were on
living skis.

“Who's your host?” | asked.

She hissed, which might have been a laugh. “Oh)llysgsssee. You'll
get along furiousssly. He’ssss your brother, adtet

“My what?” Immediately | thought of Tyson, but thatas impossible.
What was she talking about?

The giant pushed past us and opened the doorsickedpup Annabeth
by her shirt and said, “You stay here.”

“Hey!” she protested, but the guy was twice heesand he’d already
confiscated her knife and my sword.

Kelli laughed. She still had her claws at Rachaksk. “Go on, Percy.
Entertain us. We'll wait here with your friendsrt@ake sure you behave.”

| looked at Rachel. “I'm sorry. I'll get you out dfis.”

She nodded as much as she could with a demon #iroat. “That would
be nice.”

The dracaenaeprodded me toward the doorway at javelin-pointl &n
walked out onto the floor of an arena.

* % %

| guess it wasn't the largest arena I'd ever beerbut it seemed pretty
spacious considering the whole place was undergrolihe dirt floor was
circular, just big enough that you could drive & asound the rim if you
pulled it really tight. In the center of the areadjght was going on between
a giant and a centaur. The centaur looked panickiesd.was galloping
around his enemy, using sword and shield, whilegiaat swing a javelin
the size of a telephone pole and the crowd cheered.



The first tier of seats was twelve feet above ttena floor. Plain stone
benches wrapped all the way around, and everyvgasitfull. There were
giants, dracaenae,demigods, telekhines, and stranger things: bag&dn
demons and creatures that seemed half human ahgdoahame it—Dbird,
reptile, insect, mammal.

But the creepiest things were the skulls. The avesmfull of them. They
ringed the edge of the railing. Three-foot-highepilof them decorated the
steps between the benches. They grinned from pikiéee back of the stands
and hung on chains from the ceiling like horribhaedeliers. Some of them
looked very old—nothing but bleached-white bonehdds looked a lot
fresher. I'm not going to describe them. Believe yo don’t want me to.

In the middle of all this, proudly displayed on thide of the spectator’s
wall, was something that made no sense to me—andraener with the
trident of Poseidon in the center. What et doing in a horrible place like
this?

Above the banner, sitting in a seat of honor, waeld enemy.

“Luke,” | said.

I’'m not sure he could hear me over the roar ofdfwavd, but he smiled
coldly. He was wearing camouflage pants, a whitehift, and bronze
breastplate, just like I'd seen in my dream. Butshi# wasn’t wearing his
sword, which | thought was strange. Next to him that largest giant I'd
ever seen, much larger than the one on the flghtifig the centaur. The
giant next to Luke must've been fifteen feet talhsy, and so wide he took
up three seats. He wore only a loincloth, like emgwvrestler. His skin was
dark red and tattooed with blue wave designs.uréd he must be Luke’s
new bodyguard or something.

There was a cry from the arena floor, and | jumpadk as the centaur
crashed to the dirt beside me.

He met my eyes pleadingly. “Help!”

| reached for my sword, but it had been taken fro@ and hadn’t
reappeared in my pocket yet.

The centaur struggled to get up as the giant appesh his javelin ready.

A taloned hand gripped my shoulder. “If you valueuy friendsss’
livesss,” mydracaenaguard said, “you won'’t interfere. This isssn’t you
fight. Wait your turn.”

The centaur couldn’t get up. One of his legs wakdm. The giant put his
huge foot on the horseman’s chest and raised thedina He looked up at
Luke. The crowd cheered, “DEATH! DEATH!"



Luke didn’'t do anything, but the tattooed sumo dsigng next to him
arose. He smiled down at the centaur, who was wéimg, “Please! No!”

Then the sumo dude held out his hand and gaviatimebs dowrsign.

| closed my eyes as the gladiator giant thrustduslin. When | looked
again, the centaur was gone, disintegrated to agtllethat was left was a
single hoof, which the giant took up as a trophg sinowed the crowd. They
roared their approval.

A gate opened at the opposite end of the stadiuhttz giant marched
out in triumph.

In the stands, the sumo dude raised his handddacs.

“Good entertainment!” he bellowed. “But nothing auen’t seen before.
What else do you have, Luke, Son of Hermes?”

Luke’s jaw tightened. | could tell he didn't likeeimg calledson of
Hermes He hated his father. But he rose calmly to hist.fdHis eyes
glittered. In fact, he seemed to be in a prettydgoomod.

“Lord Antaeus,” Luke said, loud enough for the cdote hear. “You have
been an excellent host! We would be happy to amaseto repay the favor
of passing through your territory.”

“A favor | have not yet granted,” Antaeus growledl want
entertainment!”

Luke bowed. “I believe | have something better tisantaurs to fight in
your arena now. | have a brother of yours.” He mmainat me. “Percy
Jackson, son of Poseidon.”

The crowd began jeering at me and throwing stonexst of which |
dodged, but one caught me on the cheek and maoledasiged cut.

Antaeus’s eyes lit up. “A son of Poseidon? Thersitnauld fight well! Or
die well!”

“If his death pleases you,” Luke said, “will you leur armies cross your
territory?”

“Perhaps!” Antaeus said.

Luke didn’'t look too pleased about the “perhapse’ gdared down at me,
as if warning me that I'd better die in a reallyesfacular way or I'd be in
big trouble.

“Luke!” Annabeth yelled. “Stop this. Let us go!”

Luke seemed to notice her for the first time. Hekkd stunned for a
moment. “Annabeth?”

“Enough time for the females to fight afterward,htAeus interrupted.
“First, Percy Jackson, what weapons will you ch@bse

Thedracaenagushed me into the middle of the arena.



| stared up at Antaeus. “How can you be a son sEllon?”

“I am his favorite son!” Antaeus boomed. “Beholdy nremple to the
Earthshaker, built from the skulls of all thoseel’killed in his name! Your
skull shall join them!”

| stared in horror at all the skulls—hundreds anth—and the banner of
Poseidon. How could this be a temple for my dad?ddg was a nice guy.
He’'d never ask me for a Father’s Day card, mucé $esnebody’s skull.

“Percy!” Annabeth yelled at me. “His mother is Ga€ae—"

Her Laistrygonian captor clamped his hand overmheuth.His mother is
Gaea.The earth goddess. Annabeth was trying to teltmaéwas important,
but | didn’t know why. Maybe just because the gayl hwo godly parents.
That would make him even harder to Kill.

“You're crazy, Antaeus,” | said. “If you think this a good tribute, you
know nothing about Poseidon.”

The crowd screamed insults at me, but Antaeusddisehand for silence.

“Weapons,” he insisted. “And then we will see hoauydie. Will you
have axes? Shields? Nets? Flamethrowers?”

“Just my sword,” | said.

Laughter erupted from the monsters, but immedigfieptide appeared in
my hands, and some of the voices in the crowd tunmegvous. The bronze
blade glowed with a faint light.

“Round one!” Antaeus announced. The gates openadl,aadracaena
slithered out. She had a trident in one hand andighted net in the other—
classic gladiator style. I'd trained against themapons at camp for years.

She jabbed at me experimentally. | stepped awag. tBlrew her net,
hoping to tangle my sword hand, but | sidestepsilye sliced her spear in
half, and stabbed Riptide through a chink in hemar With a painful walil,
she vaporized into nothing, and the cheering ottbevd died.

“No!” Antaeus bellowed. “Too fast! You must waitrfohe kill. Only |
give that order!”

| glanced over at Annabeth and Rachel. | had td envay to get them
free, maybe distract their guards.

“Nice job, Percy.” Luke smiled. “You've gotten bettwith the sword. Ill
grant you that.”

“Round two!” Antaeus yelled. “And slower this tim®ore entertainment!
Wait for my call before killing anybody. OR ELSE!"

The gates opened again, and this time a youngavaiaime out. He was a
little older than me, about sixteen. He had glddsgk hair, and his left eye
was covered with an eye patch. He was thin and sanhis Greek armor



hung on him loosely. He stabbed his sword intoding adjusted his shield
straps, and pulled on his horsehair helmet.

“Who are you?” | asked.

“Ethan Nakamura,” he said. “I have to kill you.”

“Why are you doing this?”

“Hey!” a monster jeered from the stands. “Stopitajkand fight already!”
The others took up the call.

“I have to prove myself,” Ethan told me. “Only wayjoin up.”

And with that he charged. Our swords met in midaid the crowd roared.
It didn’t seem right. | didn’t want to fight to esrtain a bunch of monsters,
but Ethan Nakamura wasn’t giving me much choice.

He pressed forward. He was good. He'd never be&aatp Half-Blood,
as far as | knew, but he'd been trained. He pammgdstrike and almost
slammed me with his shield, but | jumped back. lshsed. | rolled to one
side. We exchanged thrusts and parries, gettingllafdr each other’s
fighting style. | tried to keep on Ethan’s blindisj but it didn’t help much.
He’'d apparently been fighting with only one eye &ong time, because he
was excellent at guarding his left.

“Blood!” the monsters cried.

My opponent glanced up at the stands. That wawé#kness, | realized.
He needed to impress them. | didn't.

He yelled an angry battle cry and charged me, Imatrtied his blade and
backed away, letting him come after me.

“Boo!” Antaeus said. “Stand and fight!”

Ethan pressed me, but | had no trouble defendiven sithout a shield.
He was dressed for defense—heavy armor and shieldekhwnade it very
tiring to play offense. | was a softer target, batso was lighter and faster.
The crowd went nuts, yelling complaints and thrayviocks. We’'d been
fighting for almost five minutes and there was haod.

Finally Ethan made his mistake. He tried to jabmst stomach, and |
locked his sword hilt in mine and twisted. His sdi@iropped into the dirt.
Before he could recover, | slammed the butt of mgrsl into his helmet and
pushed him down. His heavy armor helped me mone liiha. He fell on his
back, dazed and tired. | put the tip of my sworchachest.

“Get it over with,” Ethan groaned.

| looked up at Antaeus. His red face was stony wiipleasure, but he
held up his hand and puttitumbs down.

“Forget it.” | sheathed my sword.

“Don’t be a fool,” Ethan groaned. “They’ll just kiis both.”



| offered him my hand. Reluctantly, he took it.dlfred him up.

“No one dishonors the games!” Antaeus bellowed.UiYloeads shall both
be tributes to Poseidon!”

| looked at Ethan. “When you see your chance, riihén | turned back
to Antaeus. “Why don’t you fight me yourself? If yge got Dad’s favor,
come down here and prove it!”

The monsters grumbled in the stands. Antaeus loakedind, and
apparently realized he had no choice. He couldmyt 0 without looking
like a coward.

“l am the greatest wrestler in the world, boy,” \warned. “I have been
wrestling since the firggankration”

“Pankration?” | asked.

“He means fighting to the death,” Ethan said. “Ntes. No holds barred.
It used to be an Olympic sport.”

“Thanks for the tip,” | said.

“Don’t mention it.”

Rachel was watching me with wide eyes. Annabetholshioer head
emphatically, the Laistrygonian’s hand still clardmeser her mouth.

| pointed my sword at Antaeus. “Winner takes aih, we all go free.
You win, we die. Swear upon the River Styx.”

Antaeus laughed. “This shouldn’t take long. | sweayour terms!”

He leaped off the railing, into the arena.

“Good luck,” Ethan told me. “You'll need it.” Theme backed up quickly.

Antaeus cracked his knuckles. He grinned, and | &atveven his teeth
were etched in wave patterns, which must've madesHing after meals a
real pain.

“Weapons?” he asked.

“I'll stick with my sword. You?”

He held up his huge hands and wiggled his fingédon’t need anything
else! Master Luke, you will referee this one.”

Luke smiled down at me. “With pleasure.”

Antaeus lunged. | rolled under his legs and stalbledin the back of the
thigh.

“Argggh!” he yelled. But where blood should’ve coroat, there was a
spout of sand, like I'd busted the side of an hizgg It spilled into the dirt
floor, and the dirt collected around his leg, altride a cast. When the dirt
fell away, the wound was gone.



He charged again. Fortunately I'd had some expeeidighting giants. |
dodged sideways this time and stabbed him undearme Riptide’s blade
was buried to the hilt in his ribs. That was thedmews. The bad news was
that it was wrenched out of my hand when the gtamted, and | was
thrown across the arena, weaponless.

Antaeus bellowed in pain. | waited for him to disigrate. No monster
had ever withstood a direct hit from my sword litkat. The celestial bronze
blade had to be destroying his essence. But Antgenysed for the hilt,
pulled out the sword, and tossed it behind him. é/emad poured from the
wound, but again the earth rose up to cover hint. ddated his body all the
way to his shoulders. As soon as the dirt spill@eyga Antaeus was fine.

“Now you see why | never lose, demigod!” Antaeusagéd. “Come here
and let me crush you. I'll make it quick!”

Antaeus stood between me and my sword. Desperagibnced to either
side, and | caught Annabeth’s eye.

The earth, | thought. What had Annabeth been tryiogtell me?
Antaeus’s mother was Gaea the earth mother, theanogent goddess of all.
Antaeus’s father might have been Poseidon, but @asseeping him alive.
| couldn’t hurt him as long as he was touchingdhsund.

| tried to skirt around him, but Antaeus anticightey move. He blocked
my path, chuckling. He was just toying with me né¥e had me cornered.

| looked up at the chains hanging from the ceilagngling the skulls of
his enemies on hooks. Suddenly | had an idea.

| feinted to the other side. Antaeus blocked mee €howd jeered and
screamed at Antaeus to finish me off, but he wamigaoo much fun.

“Puny boy,” he said. “Not a worthy son of the sed!(

| felt my pen return to my pocket, but Antaeus vaoitl know about that.
He would think riptide was still in the dirt behitdm. He would think my
goal was to get my sword. It wasn’'t much of an adiage, but it was all |
had.

| charged straight ahead, crouching low so he wthiltk | was going to
roll between his legs again. While he was stoopiegdy to catch me like a
grounder, | jumped for all | was worth—Kkicking dffs forearm, scrambling
up his shoulder like it was a ladder, placing mgesbn his head. He did the
natural thing. He straightened up indignantly aetegd “HEY!” | pushed
off, using his force to catapult me toward theingil | caught the top of a
chain, and the skulls and hooks jangled beneathlImaapped my legs
around the chain, just like | used to do at theesopourse in gym class. |
drew Riptide and sawed off the chain next to me.



“Come down here, coward!” Antaeus bellowed. Hedttie@ grab me, but |
was just out of reach. Hanging on for dear lifgelled, “Come up and get
me! Or are you too slow and fat?”

He howled and made another grab for me. He caughaim and tried to
pull himself up. While he was struggling, | lowerady sawed-off chain,
hook first. It took me two tries, but finally | spged Antaeus’s loincloth.

“WAAA!” he yelled. Quickly | slipped the free chaithrough the
fastening link on my own chain, pulled it taut, ss&tured it the best | could.
Antaeus tried to slip back to the ground, but hisdiayed suspended by his
loincloth. He had to hold on to the other chainghwioth hands to avoid
getting flipped upside down. | prayed the loinclathd the chain would hold
up for a few more seconds. While Antaeus cursedfiaildd, | scrambled
around the chains, swinging and cutting like | veasne sort of crazed
monkey. | made loops with hooks and metal linkdom’t know how | did it.
My mom always said | have a gift for getting sttdghgled up. Plus | was
desperate to save my friends. Anyway, within a t®@d minutes the giant
was suspended above the ground, hopelessly snartddhins and hooks. |
dropped to the floor, panting and sweaty. My hamdee raw from climbing.

“Get me down!” Antaeus demanded.

“Free him!” Luke ordered. “He is our host!”

| uncapped Riptide. “I'll free him.”

And | stabbed the giant in the stomach. He bellgwaad sand poured out,
but he was too far up to touch the earth, and thelid not rise to hep him.
Antaeus just dissolved, pouring out bit by bit,iutitere was nothing left but
empty swinging chains, a really big loincloth orhaok, and a bunch of
grinning skulls dancing above me like they had Ifndad something to
smile about.

“Jackson!” Luke yelled. “I should have killed yoonlg ago!”

“You tired,” | reminded him. “Let us go, Luke. Weath a sworn
agreement with Antaeus. I'm the winner.”

He did just what | expected. He said, “Antaeusdadi His oath dies with
him. But since I'm feeling merciful today, I'll hawou killed quickly.”

He pointed at Annabeth. “Spare the girl.” His vogreavered just a little.
“I would speak to her before—before our great tiun

Every monster in the audience drew a weapon ondgtkits claws. We
were trapped. Hopelessly outhumbered.

Then | felt something in my pocket—a freezing séinsagrowing colder
and colder.The dog whistleMy fingers closed around it. For days I'd
avoided using Quintus’s gift. It had to be a tfApt now...l had no choice. |



took it out of my pocket and blew. It made no alsliound as | shattered
into shards of ice, melting in my hand.

Luke laughed. “What was that supposed to do?”

From behind me came a surprised yelp. The Laistiggogiant who'd
been guarding Annabeth flew past me and smashedhatwall.

“AROOOOF”

Kelli the empousacreamed as a five-hundred-pound black mastikauic
her up like a chew toy and tossed her through ithstaaight into Luke’s lap.
Mrs. O’Leary snarled, and the twdracaenaeguards backed away. For a
moment the monsters in the audience were caughtletety by surprise.

“Let’'s go!” | yelled at my friends. “Heel, Mrs. Otary!”

“The far exit!” Rachel cried. “That’s the right wiy

Ethan Nakamura took his cue. Together we racedadhe arena and out
the far exit, Mrs. O’Leary right behind us. As vanr | could hear the
disorganized sounds of an entire army trying togunt of the stands and
follow us.



FIFTEEN

WE STEAL SOME SLIGHTLY
USED WINGS

“This way!” Rachel yelled.

“Why should we follow you?” Annabeth demanded. “Yled us straight
into that death trap!”

“It was the way you needed to go,” Rachel said. dAso is this. Come
on!”

Annabeth didn’t look happy about it, but she rasnglwith the rest of us.
Rachel seemed to know exactly where she was g8ing.whipped around
corners and didn’'t even hesitate at crossroadse Ghe said, “Duck!” and
we all crouched as a huge axe swung over our héaes. we kept going as
if nothing had happened.

| lost track of how many turns we made. We didmdpsto rest until we
came to a room the size of a gymnasium with oldbieacolumns holding
up the roof. | stood at the doorway, listening $omunds of pursuit, but |
heard nothing. Apparently we’d lost Luke and higiiams in the maze.

Then | realized something else: Mrs. O’Leary wasgyd didn’'t know
when she’d disappeared. | didn’t know of she’d gotiost or been overrun
by monsters or what. My heart turned to lead. Slseded our lives, and |
hadn’t even waited to make sure she was followmg u

Ethan collapsed on the floor. “You people are crake pulled off his
helmet. His face gleamed with sweat.

Annabeth gasped. “I remember you! You were onehefundetermined
kids in the Hermes cabin, years ago.”

He glared at her. “Yeah, and you're Annabeth. |earper.”

“What—what happened to your eye?”

Ethan looked away, and | got the feeling that was subject he would
not discuss.

“You must be the half-blood from my dream,” | safdhe one Luke’s
people cornered. It wasn’t Nico after all.”

“Who’s Nico?”

“Never mind,” Annabeth said quickly. “Why were ytiying to join up
with the wrong side?”



Ethan sneered. “There’s no right side. The godsneared about us.
Why shouldn’t I—"

“Sign up with an army that makes you fight to theath for
entertainment?” Annabeth said. “Gee, | wonder.”

Ethan struggled to his feet. “I'm not going to agguith you. Thanks for
the help, but I'm out of here.”

“We're going after Daedalus,” | said. “Come with.u®nce we get
through, you'd be welcome back at camp.”

“You really are crazy if you think Daedalus will help you.”

“He has to,” Annabeht said. “We’ll make him listén.

Ethan snorted. “Yeah, well. Good luck with that.”

| grabbed his arm. “You're just going to head dffree into the maze?
That'’s suicide.”

He looked at me with barely controlled anger. Hie patch was frayed
around the edges and the black cloth was fadesl hiékd been wearing it a
long, long time. “You shouldn’t have spared me,k3aa. Mercy has no
place in this war.”

Then he ran off into the darkness, back the waylweme.

* % %

Annabeth, Rachel, and | were so exhausted we maae cight there in
the huge room. | found some scrap wood and weestatfire. Shadows
danced off the columns rising around us like trees.

“Something was wrong with Luke,” Annabeth mutterpdking at the fire
with her knife. “Did you notice the way he was ag?”

“He looked pretty pleased to me,” | said. “Like despent a nice day
torturing heroes.”

“That's not true! There was something wrong withmhi He
looked...nervous. He told his monsters to spare neewdnted to tell me
something.”

“Probably, ‘Hi, Annabeth! Sit here with me and watch whilee&it your
friends apart. It'll be fun!”

“You're impossible,” Annabeth grumbled. She shedther dagger and
looked at Rachel. “So which way now, Sacagawea?”

Rachel didn’t respond right away. She’d become tquisince the arena.
Now, whenever Annabeth made a sarcastic commenthdRahardly
bothered to answer. She’d burned the tip of a stigcke fire and was using



it to draw ash figures on the floor, images of thensters we'd seen. With a
few strokes, she caught the likeness dfacaenaperfectly.

“We'll follow the path,” she said. “The brightnesa the floor.”

“The brightness that led us straight into a trapffhabeth asked.

“Lay off her, Annabeth,” | said. “She’s doing thedh she can.”

Annabeth stood. “The fire’s getting low. I'll god& for some more scraps
while youguys talk strategy.” And she marched off into shadows.

Rachel drew another figure with her stick—an ashya&us dangling
from his chains.

“Annabeth’s usually not like this,” | told her. ‘dlon’t know what her
problem is.”

Rachel raised her eyebrows. “Are you sure you damoiwv?”

“What do you mean?”

“Boys,” she muttered. “Totally blind.”

“Hey, don’t you get on my case, too! Look, I'm spirgot you involved
in this.”

“No, you were right,” she said. “I can see the pattan’'t explain it, but
it's really clear.” She pointed toward the othedensf the room, into the
darkness. “The workshop is that way. The hearthef haze. We're very
close now. | don’t know why the path led throughttarena. I—I'm sorry
about that. | thought you were going to die.”

She sounded like she was close to crying.

“Hey, I'm usually about to die,” | promised. “Dorfeel bad.”

She studied my face. “So you do this every sumnkeght monsters?
Save the world? Don’t you ever get to do just, koaw, normal stuff?”

I’d never really thought about it like that. Thet@aime I'd had something
like a normal life had been...well, never. “Half-btisoget used to it, | guess.
Or maybe not used to it, but...” | shifted uncomfbiya “What about you?
What do you do normally?”

Rachel shrugged. “I paint. | read a lot.”

Okay, | thought. So far we are scoring a zero andimilarities chart.
“What about your family?”

| could sense her mental shields going up, like Was not a safe subject.
“Oh...they’re just, you know, family.”

“You said they wouldn’t notice if you were gone.”

She set down her drawing stick. “Wow, I'm reallsetd. | may sleep for a
while, okay?”

“Oh, sure. Sorry if...”



But Rachel was already curling up, using her back@s a pillow. She
closed her eyes and lay very still, but | got tkelihg she wasn'’t really
asleep.

A few minutes later, Annabeth came back. She tossetk more sticks
on the fire. She looked at Rachel, then at me.

“I'll take first watch,” she said. “You should sleetoo.”

“You don’t have to act like that.”

“Like what?”

“Like...never mind.” | lay down, feeling miserablewas so tired | fell
asleep as soon as my eyes closed.

* % %

In my dreams | heard laughter. Cold, harsh laughileg knives being
sharpened.

| was standing at the edge of a pit in the deptiisagarus. Below me the
darkness seethed like inky soup.

“So close to your own destruction, little hero,&thoice of Kronos chided.
“And still you are blind.”

The voice was different than it had been beforseéimed almost physical
now, as if it were speaking from a real body indtefi..whatever he'd been
in his chopped-up condition.

“I have much to thank you for,” Kronos said. “Yoaue assured my rise.”

The shadows in the cavern became deeper and hebhwiead to back
away from the edge of the pit, but it was like swimg through oil. Time
slowed down. My breathing almost stopped.

“A favor,” Kronos said. “The Titan lord always paks debts. Perhaps a
glimpse of the friends you abandoned...”

The darkness rippled around me, and | was in arifit cave.

“Hurry!” Tyson said. He came barreling into the nooGrover stumbled
along behind him. There was a rumbling in the dworithey’d come from,
and the head of an enormous snake burst into thee tanean, this thing
was so big its body barely fit through the tuntisl.scales were coppery. Its
head was diamond-shaped like a rattler, and itowebyes glowed with
hatred. When it opened its mouth, its fangs wertalaas Tyson.

It lashed at Grover, but Grover scampered out®fihy. The snake got a
mouthful of dirt. Tyson picked up a boulder andethrit at the monster,
smacking it between the eyes, but the snake jostlegl and hissed.

“It's going to eat you!” Grover yelled at Tyson.



“How do you know?”

“It just told me! Run!”

Tyson darted to one side, but the snake used dd kke a club and
knocked him off his feet.

“No!” Grover yelled. But before Tyson could regams balance, the
snake wrapped around him and started to squeeze.

Tyson strained, pushing with all his immense stiengput the snake
squeezed tighter. Grover frantically hit the snaktt his reed pipes, but he
might as well have been banging on a stone wall.

The whole room shook as the snake flexed its mssdeuddering to
overcome Tyson’s strength.

Grover began to play with pipes, and stalactitéisech down from the
ceiling. The whole cave seemed about to collapse...

* % %

| woke with Annabeth shaking my shoulder. “Percake up!”

“Tyson—Tyson'’s in trouble!” | said. “We have to pdhim!”

“First things first,” she said. “Earthquake!”

Sure enough, the room was rumbling. “Rachel!” lgekl

Her eyes opened instantly. She grabbed her padkthanthree of us ran.
We were almost to the far tunnel when a column nextis groaned and
buckled. We kept going as a hundred tons of mamnashed down behind us.

We made it to the corridor and turned just in tbimeee the other columns
toppling. A cloud of white dust billowed over usi\dawe kept running.

“You know what?” Annabeth said. “I like this waytaf all.”

It wasn’t long before we saw light up ahead—Ilikguiar electric lighting.

“There,” Rachel said.

We followed her into a stainless steel hallwayg likimagined they'd
have on a space station or something. Fluoresagris Iglowed from the
ceiling. The floor was a metal grate.

| was so used to being in the darkness that | badjtiint. Annabeth and
Rachel both looked pale in the harsh illumination.

“This way,” Rachel said, beginning to run. “We'rese!”

“This is so wrong!” Annabeth said. “The workshomshl be in the oldest
section of the maze. This can't—"

She faltered, because we’'d arrived at a set of Ingable doors.
Inscribed in the steel, at eye level, was a latge BreekA.



“We’'re here,” Rachel announced. “Daedalus’s worlsho

* % %

Annabeth pressed the symbol on the doors and iesgdopen.

“So much for ancient architecture,” | said.

Annabeth scowled. Together we walked inside.

The first thing that struck me was the daylight—ziotg sun coming
through giant windows. Not the kind of thing youpekt in the heart of a
dungeon. The workshop was like an artist’s studith thirty-foot ceilings
and industrial lighting, polished stone floors, amdrkbenches along with
windows. A spiral staircase led up to a secondydtiit. Half a dozen easels
displayed hand-drawn diagrams for buildings andimmess that looked like
Leonardo da Vinci sketches. Several laptop computerre scattered around
on the tables. Glass jars of green oil—Greek fineed one shelf. There
were inventions, too—weird metal machines | couldnake sense of. One
was a bronze chair with a bunch of electrical watached to it, like some
kind of torture device. In another corner stoodiangmetal egg about the
size of a man. There was a grandfather clock tppeared to be made
entirely of glass, so you could see all the geamsirng. And hanging on the
wall were several sets of bronze and silver wings.

“Di immortals,” Annabeth muttered. She ran to the nearest easkl an
looked at the sketch. “He’s a genius. Look at tineyes on this building!”

“And an artist,” Rachel said in amazement. “Theseg® are amazing!”

The wings looked more advanced than the ones kB s®& my dreams.
The feathers were more tightly interwoven. Insteddwax seals, self-
adhesive strips ran down the sides.

| kept my hand on Riptide. Apparently Daedalus watsat home, but the
workshop looked like it had been recently used. THpops were running
their screen savers. A half-eaten blueberry mwdhd a coffee cup sat on a
workbench.

| walked to the window. The view outside was amgzinrecognized the
Rocky Mountains in the distance. We were high ughanfoothills, at least
five hundred feet, and down below a valley spreatd filled with a tumbled
collection of red mesas and boulders and spiresonie. It looked like some
huge kid had been building a toy city with skysemapize blocks, and then
decided to knock it over.

“Where are we?” | wondered.

“Colorado Springs,” A voice said behind us. “Ther@an of the Gods.”



Standing on the spiral staircase above us, withveepon drawn, was our
missing sword master Quintus.

* % %

“You,” Annabeth said. “What have you done with Daled?”

Quintus smiled faintly. “Trust me, my dear. You damant to meet him.”

“Look, Mr. Traitor,” she growled, “I didn’t fight alragon woman and a
three-bodied man and a psychotic Sphinx to gee Now where is
DAEDALUS?”

Quintus came down the stairs, holding his swordiatside. He was
dressed in jeans and boots and his counselor’sirTfsbm Camp Half-
Blood, which seemed like an insult now that we krmwvas a spy. | didn’t
know if | could beat him in a sword fight. He wa®tty good. But | figured
| would have to try.

“You think I'm an agent of Kronos,” he said. “Thawork for Luke.”

“Well, duh,” said Annabeth.

“You'’re an intelligent girl,” he said. “But you'r&vrong. | work only for
myself.”

“Luke mentioned you,” | said. “Geryon knew aboutuydoo. You've
been to his ranch.”

“Of course,” he said. “I've been almost everywhéfeen here.”

He walked past me like | was no threat at all alodd by the window.
“The view changes from day to day,” he mused. “Hle/ays some place
high up. Yesterday it was from a skyscraper ovédalugp Manhattan. The
day before that, there was a beautiful view of Lhkehigan. But it keeps
coming back to the Garden of the Gods. | thinklthkyrinth likes it here. A
fitting name, | suppose.”

“You've been here before,” | said.

“Oh, yes.”

“That’'s an illusion out there?” | asked. “A projext or something?”

“No,” Rachel murmured. “It's real. We're really @olorado.”

Quintus regarded her. “You have clear vision, dgo? you remind me
of another mortal girl | once knew. Another prine@gho came to grief.”

“Enough games,” | said. “What have you done witte@zlus?”

Quintus stared at me. “My boy, you need lessonm fymur friend on
seeing clearly. am Daedalus.”



* % %

There were a lot of answers | might've given, fréihnknew that” to
“LIAR!” to “Yeah right, and I'm Zeus.”

The only thing | could think to say was, “But yoeI'not an inventor!
You're a swordsman!”

‘I am both,” Quintus said. “And an architect. Andseholar. | also play
basketball pretty well for a guy who didn’t starttii he was two thousand
years old. A real artist must be good at many thihg

“That’s true,” Rachel said. “Like | can paint withy feet as well as my
hands.”

“You see?” Quintus said. “A girl of many talents.”

“But you don’t even look like Daedalus,” | protesdte’l saw him in a
dream, and...” Suddenly a horrible thought dawneden

“Yes,” Quintus said. “You've finally guessed thettn.”

“You're an automaton. You made yourself a new body.

“Percy,” Annabeth said uneasily, “that's not possilihat—that can’t be
an automaton.”

Quintus chuckled. “Do you know what Quintus meang,dear?”

“The fifth, in Latin. But—"

“This is my fifth body.” The swordsman held out fiisearm. He pressed
his elbow and part of his wrist popped open—a regté&ar hatch in his skin.
Underneath, bronze gears whirred. Wires glowed.

“That’'s amazing!” Rachel said.

“That’'s weird,” | said.

“You found a way to transfer yownimusinto a machine?” Annabeth
said. “That’s...not natural.”

“Oh, | assure you, my dear, it's still me. I'm btlery much Daedalus.
Our mother, Athena, makes sure | never forget"thée. tugged back the
collar of his shirt. At the base of his neck was thark I'd seen before—the
dark shape of a bird grafted to his skin.

“A murderer’s brand,” Annabeth said.

“For your nephew, Perdix,” | guessed. “The boy youshed off the
tower.”

Quintus’s face darkened. “I did not push him. | giya—"

“Made him lose his balance,” | said. “Let him die.”

Quintus gazed out the windows at the purple moostéi regret what |
did, Percy. | was angry and bitter. But | canndtetat back, and Athena



never lets me forget. As Perdix died, she turned imto a small bird—a
partridge. She branded the bird’s shape on my asckreminder. No matter
what body | take, the brand appears on my skin.”

| looked into his eyes, and | realized he was #mesman I'd seen in my
dreams. His face might be totally different, bue #ame soul was in there—
the same intelligence and all the sadness.

“You really are Daedalus,” | decided. “But why didu come to the camp?
Why spy on us?”

“To see if your camp was worth saving. Luke hadegivne one story. |
preferred to come to my own conclusions.”

“So youhavetalked to Luke.”

“Oh, yes. Several times. He is quite persuasive.”

“But now you've seen the camp!” Annabeth persist&h you know we
need your help. You can't let Luke through the nfaze

Daedalus set his sword on the workbench. “The nsame longer mine to
control, Annabeth. | created it, yes. In factsittied to my life force. But |
have allowed it to live and grow on its own. Thattlhe price | paid for
privacy.”

“Privacy from what?”

“The gods,” he said. “And death. | have been aloretwo millennia, my
dear, hiding from death.”

“But how can you hide from Hades?” | asked. “| meattades has the
Furies.”

“They do not know everything,” he said. “Or see rgt#f@ing. You have
encountered them, Percy. You know this is truele&er man can hide quite
a long time, and | have buried myself very deeply@mny greatest enemy
has kept after me, and even him | have thwarted.”

“You mean Minos,” | said.

Daedalus nodded. “He hunts for me relentlessly. Mt he is a judge of
the dead, he would like nothing better than fortmeome before him so he
can punish me for my crimes. After the daughterCotalus killed him,
Minos’s ghost began torturing me in my dreams. Hemsed that he would
hunt me down. | did the only thing I could. | retted from the world
completely. | descended into my Labyrinth. | dediddis would be my
ultimate accomplishment: | would cheat death.”

“And you did,” Annabeth marveled, “for two thousarars.” She
sounded kind of impressed, despite the horriblegthDaedalus had done.

Just then a loud bark echoed from the corridoedrt theba-BUMP, ba-
BUMP, ba-BUMP of huge paws, and Mrs. O’Leary bounded into the



workshop. She licked my face once, then almost keddaedalus over
with an enthusiastic leap.

“There is my old friend!” Daedalus said, scratchMgs. O’Leary behind
the ears. “My only companion all these long longhars.”

“You let her save me,” | said. “That whistle actyaltorked.”

Daedalus nodded. “Of course it did, Percy. You hag®od heart. And |
knew Mrs. O’Leary liked you. | wanted to help ydRerhaps |1—I felt guilty,
as well.”

“Guilty about what?”

“That your quest would be in vain.”

“What?” Annabeth said. “But you can still help ¥ou have to! Give us
Ariadne’s string so Luke can't get it.”

“Yes...the string. | told Luke that the eyes of aatisighted mortal are
the best guide, but he did not trust me. He wafosoesed on the idea of a
magic item. And the string works. It's not as aetaras your mortal friend
here, perhaps. But good enough. Good enough.”

“Where is it?” Annabeth said.

“With Luke,” Daedalus said sadly. “I'm sorry, my ate But you are
several hours too late.”

With a chill | realized why Luke had been in sucly@d mood in the
arena. He'd already gotten the string from Daedatis only obstacle had
been the arena master, and I'd taken care of dnduiin by killing Antaeus.

“Kronos promised me freedom,” Quintus said. “Onceadkk is
overthrown, he will set me over the Underworld. ill weclaim my son
Icarus. | will make things right with poor youngrBi. | will see Minos'’s
soul cast into Tartarus, where it cannot botheragain. And | will no
longer have to run from death.”

“That’s your brilliant idea?” Annabeth yelled. “Ya going to let Luke
destroy your camp, kill hundreds of demigods, dmehtattack Olympus?
You’'re going to bring down the entire world so ycan get what you want?”

“Your cause is doomed, my dear. | saw that as ssdnbegan to work at
your camp. There is no way you can hold back trghtof Kronos.”

“That’s not true!” she cried.

“I am doing what | must, my dear. The offer was sveeet to refuse. I'm
sorry.”

Annabeth pushed over an easel. Architectural dgustattered across the
floor. “I used to respect you. You were my herolu¥eyou built amazing
things. You solved problems. Now...I don’t know wiyau are. Children of



Athena are supposed to b@se not just clever. Maybe yoare just a
machine. You should have died two thousand years ag

Instead of getting mad, Daedalus hung his headu“¥leould go warn
your camp. Now that Luke has the string—"

Suddenly Mrs. O’Leary pricked up her ears.

“Someone’s coming!” Rachel warned.

The doors of the workshop burst open, and Nico meshed inside, his
hands in chains. Then Kelli and two Laistrygoniamached in behind him,
followed by the ghost of Minos. He looked almosiidssacmow—a pale
bearded king with cold eyes and tendrils of Migtieg off his robes.

He fixed his gaze on Daedalus. “There you are, luyreend.”

Daedalus’s jaw clenched. He looked at Kelli. “Wimatthe meaning of
this?”

“Luke sends his compliments,” Kelli said. “He thdiigyou might like to
see your old employer Minos.”

“This was not part of our agreement,” Daedalus.said

“No indeed,” Kelli said. “But we already have whae want from you,
and we have other agreements to honor. Minos redjgiomething else from
us, in order to turn over this fine young demigo8iie ran a finger under
Nico’s chin. “He’ll be quite useful. And all Minoasked in return was your
head, old man.”

Daedalus paled. “Treachery.”

“Get used to it,” Kelli said.

“Nico,” | said. “Are you okay?”

He nodded morosely. “I—I'm sorry, Percy. Minos tofte you were in
danger. He convinced me to go back into the maze.”

“You were trying tohelpus?”

“| was tricked,” he said. “He tricked all of us.”

| glared at Kelli. “Where’s Luke? Why isn’'t he h&te

The she-demon smiled like we were sharing a prijate. “Luke
Is...busy. He is preparing for the assault. But devotrry. We have more
friends on the way. And in the meantime, | think Have a wonderful
snack!” Her hands changed into claws. Her hairtaats flame and her legs
turned to their true form—one donkey leg, one beonz

“Percy,” Rachel whispered, “the wings. Do you think

“Get them,” | said. “I'll try to buy you some tinie.

And with that, all Hades broke loose. Annabeth amtharged at Kelli.
The giants came right at Daedalus, but Mrs. O’Ldaaped to his defense.



Nico got pushed to the ground and struggled wighchiains while the spirit
of Minos wailed, “Kill the inventor! Kill him!”

Rachel grabbed the wings off the wall. Nobody pa&dt any attention.
Kelli slashed at Annabeth. | tried to get to hen the demon was quick and
deadly. She turned over tables, smashed inventamswouldn’t let us get
close. Out of the corner of my eye, | saw Mrs. @lkyechomp her fangs into
a giant’'s arm. He wailed in pain and flung her amdutrying to shake her.
Daedalus grabbed for his sword, but the secondt gsmashed the
workbench with his fist, and the sword went flyidgclay jar of Greek fire
broke on the floor and began to burn, green flaspesading quickly.

“To me!” Minos cried. “Spirits of the dead!” He smd his ghostly hands
and the air began to hum.

“No!” Nico cried. He was on his feet now. He’d sdm& managed to
remove his shackles.

“You do not control me, young fool,” Minos sneerédll this time, |
have been controlling you! A soul for a soul, yBst it is not your sister
who will return from the dead. It is I, as soon aky the inventor!”

Spirits began to appear around Minos—shimmeringn$othat slowly
multiplied, solidifying into Cretan soldiers.

“I am the son of Hades,” Nico insisted. “Be gone!”

Minos laughed. “You have no power over me. | amitiné of spirits! The
ghost king!”

“No.” Nico drew his sword. Fam.”

He stabbed his black blade into the floor, andeaweed through the stone
like butter.

“Never!” Minos’s form rippled. “I will not—"

The ground rumbled. The windows cracked and sleattéo pieces,
letting in a blast of fresh air. A fissure openedtihe stone floor of the
workshop, and Minos and all his spirits were sucked the void with a
horrible walil.

The bad news: the fight was still going on all amdws, and | let myself
get distracted. Kelli pounced on me so fast | hadime to defend myself.
My sword skittered away and | hit my head hard avogtable as | fell. My
eyesight went fuzzy. | couldn’t raise my arms.

Kelli laughed. “You will taste wonderful!”

She bared her fangs. Then suddenly her body wgiit fHer red eyes
widened. She gasped, “No...school...spirit...”

And Annabeth took her knife out of teenpous& back. With an awful
screech, Kelli dissolved into yellow vapor.



Annabeth helped me up. | still felt dizzy, but wedmo time to lose. Mrs.
O’Leary and Daedalus were still locked in combathwihe giants, and |
could hear shouting in the tunnel. More monsterssw®ming toward the
workshop.

“We have to help Daedalus!” | said.

“No time,” Rachel said. “Too many coming!”

She’d already fitted herself with wings and was kuag on Nico, who
looked pale and sweaty from his struggle with Mindke wings grafted
instantly to his back and arms.

“Now you!” she told me.

In seconds, Nico, Annabeth, Rachel, and | haddfitbeirselves with
coppery wings. Already | could feel myself beinigeld by the wind coming
through the window. Greek fire was burning the éablnd furniture,
spreading up the circular stairs.

“Daedalus!” | yelled. “Come on!”

He was cut in a hundred places—but he was bleaghhden oil instead
of blood. He’d found his sword and was using p&ara esmashed table as a
shield against the giants. “l won't leave Mrs. Crg!” he said. “Go!”

There was no time to argue. Even if we stayed, $nitasure we could
help.

“None of us know how to fly!” Nico protested.

“Great time to find out,” | said. And together, tfoair of us jumped out
the window into open sky.



SIXTEEN

| OPEN A COFFIN

Jumping out a window five hundred feet abovegroisndot usually my
idea of fun. Especially when I'm wearing bronze ggnand flapping my
arms like a duck.

| plummeted toward the valley and the red rocksWwel was pretty sure |
was going to become a grease spot in the Garddredsods, as Annabeth
yelled from somewhere above me, “Spread your arikekp them
extended.”

The small part of my brain that wasn’'t engulfedpemic heard her, and
my arms responded. As soon as | spread them oaitwihgs stiffened,
caught the wind, and my descent slowed. | soaradndard, but at a
controlled angle, like a kite in a dive.

Experimentally, | flapped my arms once. | arcea itite sky, the wind
whistling in my ears.

“Yeah!” | yelled. The feeling was unbelievable. &fftgetting the hang of
it, | felt like the wings were part of my body. bwld soar and swoop and
dive anywhere | wanted to.

| turned and saw my friends—Rachel, Annabeth, amb-Nspiraling
above me, glinting in the sunlight. Behind themokm billowed from the
windows of Daedalus’s workshop.

“Land!” Annabeth yelled. “These wings won'’t lastéwer.”

“How long?” Rachel asked.

“I don’t want to find out!” Annabeth said.

We swooped down toward the Garden of the Godsl adiomplete circle
around one of the rock spires and freaked out pleaf climbers. Then the
four of us soared across the valley, over a road,|anded on the terrace of
the visitor center. It was late afternoon and tleeg looked pretty empty,
but we ripped off our wings as quickly as we colldoking at them, | could
see Annabeth was right. The self-adhesive sealdthand the wings to our
backs were already melting, and we were sheddimmzer feathers. It
seemed a shame, but we couldn’t fix them, and cduldave them around
for the mortals, so we stuffed the wings in trasts loutside the cafeteria.



| used the tourist binocular camera to look ughathill where Daedalus’s
workshop had been, but it had vanished. No morekemdlo broken
windows. Just the side of a hill.

“The workshop moved,” Annabeth guessed. “There’satilng where.”

“So what do we do now?” | asked. “How do we getkbiacthe maze?”

Annabeth gazed at the summit of Pikes Peak in istarce. “Maybe we
can't. If Daedalus died...he said his life force viesl into the Labyrinth.
The whole thing might've been destroyed. Maybe thdl stop Luke’s
invasion.”

| thought about Grover and Tyson, still down themmewhere. And
Daedalus...even though he’d done some terrible thamglsput everybody |
cared about at risk, it seemed like a pretty htenimy to die.

“No,” Nico said. “He isn’t dead.”

“How can you be sure?” | asked.

“I knowwhen people die. It's this feeling | get, like @zking in my ears.”

“What about Tyson and Grover, then?”

Nico shook his head. “That’s harder. They’'re notlans or half-bloods.
They don’t have mortal souls.”

“We have to get into town,” Annabeth decided. “Givances will be
better of finding an entrance to the Labyrinth. Wae to make it back to
camp before Luke and his army.”

“We could just take a plane,” Rachel said.

| shuddered. “l don't fly.”

“But you just did.”

“That was low flying,” | said, “and even that’s kis Flying up really
high—that's Zeus'’s territory. | can’t do it. BesgJave don’t even have time
for a flight. The labyrinth is the quickest way k&c

| didn’t want to say it, but | was also hoping tmaaybe, just maybe, we
would find Grover and Tyson along the way.

“So we need a car to take us into the city,” Antlalsaid.

Rachel looked down into the parking lot. She griethcas if she were
about to do something she regretted. “I'll take=oairit.”

“How?” Annabeth asked.

“Just trust me.”

Annabeth looked uneasy, but she nodded. “Okay, domg to buy a
prism in the gift shop, try to make a rainbow, a®ehd an Iris-message to
camp.”

“I'll go with you,” Nico said. “I'm hungry.”



“I'll stick with Rachel, then,” | said. “Meet youuys in the parking lot.”

Rachel frowned like she didn’t want me with heraflmade me feel kind
of bad, but | followed her down to the parking dotyway.

She headed toward a big black car parked at the efithe lot. It was a
chauffeured Lexus, like the kind | always saw dmyiaround Manhattan.
The driver was out front, reading a newspaper. desva dark suit and tie.

“What are you going to do?” | asked Rachel.

“Just wait here,” she said miserably. “Please.”

Rachel marched straight up to the driver and tatkedim. He frowned.
Rachel said something else. He turned pale andlyhdstded up his
magazine. He nodded and fumbled for his cell phéfier a brief call, he
opened the back door of the car for Rachel torgebhe pointed back in my
direction, and the driver bobbed his head some mide Yes, ma’am.
Whatever you want.

| couldn’t figure out why he was acting so flustire

Rachel came back to get me just as Nico and Anhagieared from the
gift shop.

“| talked to Chiron,” Annabeth said. “They’re doirnkeir best to prepare
for battle, but he still wants us back. They'rergpto need every hero they
can get. Did we find a ride?”

“The driver’s ready when we are,” Rachel said.

The chauffeur was now talking to another guy inkihand a polo shirt,
probably his client who'd rented the car. The diieas complaining, but |
could hear the driver saying, “I'm sorry, sir. Emency. I've ordered
another car for you.”

“Come on,” Rachel said. She led us to the car astdirgwithout even
looking at the flustered guy who’d rented it. A miie later we were cruising
down the road. The seats were leather. There wagypbf legroom. The
backseat had flat-panel TVs built into the headremtd a mini-fridge
stocked with bottled water, sodas, and snacks. téreed pigging out.

“Where to, Miss Dare?” the driver asked.

“I'm not sure yet, Robert,” she said. “We just neéedirive through town
and, uh, look around.”

“Whatever you say, miss.”

| looked at Rachel. “Do you know this guy?”

“No.”

“But he dropped everything to help you. Why?”

“Just keep your eyes peeled,” she said. “Help rok.fo

Which didn’t exactly answer my question.



We drove through Colorado Springs for about half reur and saw
nothing that Rachel considered a possible Labyraritrance. | was very
aware of Rachel’s shoulder pressing against mikept wondering who she
was exactly, and how she could walk up to some aandhauffeur and
immediately get a ride.

After about an hour we decided to head north towaedver, thinking
that maybe a bigger city would be more likely todv@a Labyrinth entrance,
but we were all getting nervous. We were losingetim

Then right as we were leaving Colorado Springs,hhsat bolt upright.
“Get off the highway!”

The driver glanced back. “Miss?”

“I saw something, | think. Get off here.”

The driver swerved across traffic and took the. exit

“What did you see?” | asked, because we were pnettyh out of the city
now. There wasn’t anything around except hills,sgl@and, and some
scattered farm buildings. Rachel had the drivem tlwwn this unpromising
dirt road. We drove by a sign too fast for me tadrét, but Rachel said,
“Western Museum of Mining & Industry.”

For a museum, it didn’t look like much—a little fsmu like an old-
fashioned railroad station, some drills and pumpsd @ld steam shovels on
display outside.

“There.” Rachel pointed to a hole in the side afearby hill—a tunnel
that was boarded up and chained. “An old mine an&d

“A door to the Labyrinth?” Annabeth asked. “How gau be sure?”

“Well, look at it!” Rachel said. “I| meanl.can see it, okay?”

She thanked the driver and we all got out. He didsk for money or
anything. “Are you sure you'll be all right, Missaile? I'd be happy to call
your—"

“No!” Rachel said. “No, really. Thanks, Robert. Bu¢'re fine.”

The museum seemed to be closed, so nobody bothsrad we climbed
the hill to the mine shaft. When we got to the amte, | saw the mark of
Daedalus engraved on the padlock, though how Rd@tekeen something
so tiny all the way from the highway | had no ides&ouched the padlock
and the chains fell away. We kicked down a few sand walked inside.
For better or worse, we were back in the Labyrinth.

* % %



The dirt tunnels turned to stone. They wound aroand split off and
basically tried to confuse us, but Rachel had ooltie guiding us. We told
her we needed to get back to New York, and shel\haken paused when
the tunnels offered a choice.

To my surprise, Rachel and Annabeth started upraersation as we
walked. Annabeth asked her more about her backdrdout Rachel was
evasive, so they started talking about architectiareirned out that Rachel
knew something about it from studying art. Theykedl about different
facades on buildings around New York—“Have you sdes one,” blah,
blah, blah, so | hung back and walked next to Niconcomfortable silence.

“Thanks for coming after us,” | told him at last.

Nico’s eyes narrowed. He didn't seem as angry asused to—just
suspicious, careful. “I owed you for the ranch,dyePlus...| wanted to see
Daedalus for myself. Minos was right, in a way. @ales should die.
Nobody should be able to avoid death that long.rtt natural.”

“That’'s what you were after all along,” | said. ‘dding Daedalus’s soul
for your sister’s.”

Nico walked for another fifty yards before answagrifit hasn’t been easy,
you know. Having only the dead for company. Knowthgt I'll never be
accepted by the living. Only the dead respect md,they only do that out
of fear.”

“You could be accepted,” | said. “You could haverfids at camp.”

He stared at me. “Do you really believe that, P@tcy

| didn’t answer. The truth was, | didn’'t know. Ni¢@md always been a
little different, but since Bianca’s death, he’dtga almost...scary. He had
his father's eyes—that intense, manic fire that engdu suspect he was
either a genius or a madman. And the way he’d badidvinos, and called
himself the king of ghosts—it was kind of impressive, hiuimade me
uncomfortable too.

Before | could figure out what to tell him, | rantdé Rachel, who'd
stopped in front of me. We'd come to a crossrodd® tunnel continued
straight ahead, but a side tunnel T'd off to tlyght+—a circular shaft carved
from volcanic rock.

“What is it?” | asked.

Rachel stared down the dark tunnel. In the dimhflght beam, her face
looked like one of Nico’s specters.

“Is it that way?” Annabeth asked.

“No,” Rachel said nervously. “Not at all.”

“Why are we stopping then?” | asked.



“Listen,” Nico said.

| heard wind coming down the tunnel, as if the exére close. And |
smelled something vaguely familiar—something thabulght back bad
memories.

“Eucalyptus trees,” | said. “Like in California.”

Last winter, when we’d faced Luke and the Titana8tbn top of Mount
Tamalpais, the air had smelled like that.

“There’s something evil down that tunnel,” Racha&lds “Something very
powerful.”

“And the smell of death,” Nico added, which made i®el a whole lot
better.

Annabeth and | exchanged glances.

“Luke’s entrance,” she guessed. “The one to Mouthiryg@—the Titans’
palace.”

“I have to check it out,” | said.

“Percy, no.”

“Luke could be right here,” | said. “Or...or Kronokhave to find out
what’s going on.”

Annabeth hesitated. “Then we’ll all go.”

“No,” | said. “It's too dangerous. If they got hotf Nico, or Rachel for
that matter, Kronos could use them. You stay hedegaiard them.”

What | didn’t say: | was also worried about Anndbdtdidn’t trust what
she would do if she saw Luke again. He had fooksdamd manipulated her
too many times before.

“Percy, don’t,” Rachel said. “Don’t go up there 0"

“I'll be quick,” | promised. “l won’t do anythingtapid.”

Annabeth took her Yankees cap out of her pocketléast take this. And
be careful.”

“Thanks.” | remembered the last time Annabeth arhd parted ways,
when she’d given me a kiss for luck in Mount Stld#e. This time, all | got
was the hat.

| put it on. “Here goes nothing.” And | sneakedigivly down the dark
stone tunnel.

* % %

Before | even got to the exit | heard voices: thending, barking sounds
of sea-demon smiths, the telekhines.



“At least we salvaged the blade,” one said. “Thesterawill still reward
us.”

“Yes! Yes!” a second shrieked. “Rewards beyond mesd$

Another voice, this one more human, said: “Um, yeadéll that's great.
Now, if you're done with me—"

“No, half-blood!” a telekhine said. “You must helps make the
presentation. It is a great honor!”

“Gee, thanks,” the half-blood said, and | realitedas Ethan Nakamura,
the guy who’'d run away after I'd saved his sorfg In the arena.

| crept toward the end of the tunnel. | had to redmnyself | was invisible.
They shouldn’t be able to see me.

A Dblast of cold air hit me as | emerged. | was dtag near the top of
Mount Tam. The Pacific Ocean spread out below, grajer a cloudy sky.
About twenty feet downhill, two telekhines were@fay something on a big
rock—something long and thin and wrapped in a blelckh. Ethan was
helping them open it.

“Careful, fool,” the telekhine scolded. “One toudmd the blade will
sever your soul from your body.”

Ethan swallowed nervously. “Maybe I'll let you uragprit, then.”

| glanced up at the mountain’s peak, where a blackble fortress
loomed, just like I'd seen in my dreams. It remiddae of an oversized
mausoleum, with walls fifty feet high. | had no &leow mortals could miss
the fact that it was here. But then again, evengthibelow the summit
seemed fuzzy to me, as if there were a thick veiveen me and the lower
half of the mountain. There was magic going on-keaeally powerful Mist.
Above me, the sky swirled into a huge funnel cldugbuldn’t see Atlas, but
| could hear him groaning in the distance, stiildang under the weight of
the sky, just beyond the fortress.

“There!” the telekhine said. Reverently, he liftdte weapon, and my
blood turned to ice.

It was a scythe—a six foot-long blade curved likerescent moon, with a
wooden handle wrapped in leather. The blade glinteddifferent colors—
steel and bronze. It was the weapon of Kronosptieehe'd used to slice up
his father, Ouranos, before the gods had takemvayarom him and cut
Kronosto pieces, casting him into Tartarus. Now the veeapas re-forged.

“We must sanctify it in blood,” the telekhine saf@hen you, half-blood,
shall help present it when the lord awakes.”



| ran toward the fortress, my pulse pounding ineays. | didn’t want to
get anywhere close to that horrible black mauso)durh| knew what | had
to do. | had to stop Kronos from rising. This miglet my only chance.

| dashed through a dark foyer and into the maih fak floor shined like
a mahogany piano—pure black and yet full of ligBkack marble statues
lined the walls. | didn’t recognize the faces, blknew | was looking at
images of the Titans who'd ruled before the godsth& end of the room,
between two bronze braziers, was a dais. And ondtie, the golden
sarcophagus.

The room was silent except for the crackle of thesf Luke wasn't here.
No guards. Nothing.

It was too easy, but | approached the dais.

The sarcophagus was just like | remembered—aboutetet long, much
too big for a human. It was carved with elaboratenss of death and
destruction, pictures of the gods being troddeneumithariots, temples and
famous world landmarks being smashed and burnesl wiole coffin gave
off an aura of extreme cold, like | was walkingoira freezer. My breath
began to steam.

| drew Riptide and too a little comfort from thenfdiar weight of the
sword in my hand.

Whenever I'd approached Kronos before, his evitgdiad spoken in my
mind. Why was he silent now? He’d been shred intboaisand pieces, cut
with his own scythe. What would | find if | openduht lid? How could they
make a new body for him?

| had no answers. | just knew that if he was altoutse, | had to strike
him down before he got his scythe. | had to figunea way to stop him.

| stood over the coffin. The lid was decorated erere intricately than
the sides—with scenes of carnage and power. Inntiddle was an
inscription carved in letters even older than Greekanguage of magic. |
couldn’t read it, exactly, but | knew what it saldRONOS, LORD OF
TIME.

My hand touched the lid. My fingertips turned bl&eost gathered on my
sword.

Then | heard noises behind me—voices approachingad now or never.
| pushed back the golden lid and it fell to theoflavith a hugagVHOOOOM

| lifted my sword, ready to strike. But when | leak inside, | didn’t
comprehend what | was seeing. Mortal legs, dreBsegay pants. A white
T-shirt, hands folded over his stomach. One pietehie chest was
missing—a clean black hole about the size of aebwibund, right where his



heart should’'ve been. His eyes were closed. Hia skas pale. Blond
hair...and a scar running along the left side off&e.
The body in the coffin was Luke’s.

* % %

| should have stabbed him right then. | should’'veught the point of
Riptide down with all my strength.

But | was too stunned. | didn’t understand. As mashl hated Luke, as
much as he had betrayed me, | just didn’t get wlawhs in the coffin, and
why he looked so very, very dead.

Then the voices of the telekhines were right benned

“What has happened!” one of the demons screamed Wwhesaw the lid. |
stumbled away from the dais, forgetting that | waassible, and hid behind
a column as they approached.

“Careful!” the other demon warned. “Perhaps hesstWe must present
the gifts now. Immediately!”

The two telekhines shuffled forward and knelt, haddup the scythe on
its wrapping cloth. “My lord,” one said. “Your syrabof power is remade.”

Silence. Nothing happened in the coffin.

“You fool,” the other telekhine muttered. “He remps the half-blood
first.”

Ethan stepped back. “Whoa, what do you mean, héresgme?”

“Don’t be a coward!” the first telekhine hissed.€loes not require your
death. Only your allegiance. Pledge him your servRRenounce the gods.
That is all.”

“No!” | yelled. It was a stupid thing to do, butharged into the room and
took off the cap. “Ethan, don't!”

“Trespasser!” The telekhines bared their seal tédttne master will deal
with you soon enough. Hurry, boy!”

“Ethan,” | pleaded, “don't listen to them. Help mestroy it.”

Ethan turned toward me, his eye patch blendingith the shadows on
his face. His expression was something like pikyold you not to spare me,
Percy. ‘An eye for an eye.” You ever hear that 8g9il learned what it
means the hard way—when | discovered my godly paten the child of
Nemesis, Goddess of Revenge. And this is what Imade to do.”

He turned toward the dais. “I renounce the godslaiNtave they ever
done for me? | will see them destroyed. | will ®Kronos.”



The building rumbled. A wisp of blue light rose fmathe floor at Ethan
Nakamura’s feet. It drifted toward the coffin anelghn to shimmer, like a
cloud of pure energy. Then it descended on thephsgus.

Luke sat bolt upright. His eyes opened, and theyew® longer blue.
They were golden, the same color as the coffin. Adle in his chest was
gone. He was complete. He leaped out of the coffin ease, and where his
feet touched the floor, the marble froze like astH ice.

He looked at Ethan and the telekhines with htoselile golden eyes, as
if he were a newborn baby, not sure what he wasge€&hen he looked at
me, and a smile of recognition crept across histmou

“This body has been well prepared.” His voice wiae la razor blade
running over my skin. It was Luke’s, but not Luketsxderneath his voice
was another, more horrible sound—an ancient, cadnd like metal
scraping against rock. “Don’t you think so, Peragkkon?”

| couldn’t move. | couldn’t answer.

Kronos threw back his head and laughed. The schrsdiace rippled.

“Luke feared you,” the Titan’s voice said. “His jeasly and hatred have
been powerful tools. It has kept him obedient. that | thank you.”

Ethan collapsed in terror. He covered his face with hands. The
telekhines trembled, holding up the scythe.

Finally 1 found my nerve. | lunged at the thing tthesed to be Luke,
thrusting my blade straight at his chest, but kia geflected the blow like
he was made of pure steel. He looked at me withsamant. Then he
flicked his hand, and | flew across the room.

| slammed against a pillar. | struggled to my fédinking the stars out of
my eyes, but Kronos had already grasped the hafdiis scythe.

“Ah...much better,” he said. “Backbiter, Luke calléd An appropriate
name. now that it is re-forged completely, it slradleedbite back’

“What have you done to Luke?” | groaned.

Kronos raised his scythe. “He serves me with hisle/being, as | require.
The difference is, he feared you, Percy Jacksda.rot.”

That’s when | ran. There wasn’t even any thought.tblo debate in my
mind about—qgee, should | stand up to him and trfight again? Nope, |
simply ran.

But my feet felt like lead. Time slowed down aroumd, like the world
was turning to Jell-O. I'd had this feeling oncddre, and | knew it was the
power of Kronos. His presence was so strong itccbehd time itself.

“Run, little hero,” he laughed. “Run!”



| glanced back and saw him approaching leisur@§nging his scythe as
if he were enjoying the feel of having it in hisldlia again. No weapon in the
world could stop him. No amount of celestial branze

He was ten feet away when | heard, “PERCY!”

Rachel’s voice.

Something flew past me, and a blue plastic haitbhisKronos in the eye.

“Ow!” he yelled. For a moment it was only Luke’siee, full of surprise
and pain. My limbs were freed and | ran straighb iRachel, Nico, and
Annabeth, who were standing in the entry hall,rteges filled with dismay.

“Luke?” Annabeth called. “What—"

| grabbed her by the shirt and hauled her afterlman as fast as I've ever
run, straight out of the fortress. We were almoatkbto the Labyrinth
entrance when | heard the loudest bellow in thddxethe voice of Kronos,
coming back into control. “AFTER THEM!”

“No!” Nico yelled. He clapped his hands togetherd a jagged spire of
rock the size of an eighteen-wheeler erupted frioenground right in front
of the fortress. The tremor it caused was so pawdhne front columns of
the building came crashing down. | heard muffledeams from the
telekhines inside. Dust billowed everywhere.

We plunged into the Labyrinth and kept running, ltbevl of the Titan
lord shaking the entire world behind us.



SEVENTEEN

THE LOST GOD SPEAKS

We ran until we were exhausted. Rachel steeredvay rom traps, but
we had no destination in mind—ordyvay from that dark mountain and the
roar of Kronos.

We stopped in a tunnel of wet white rock, like pafrta natural cave. |
couldn’t hear anything behind us, but | didn’t fesly safer. | could still
remember those unnatural golden eyes staring ouuké’s face, and the
feeling that my limbs were slowly turning to stone.

“I can’t go any farther,” Rachel gasped, hugging dteest.

Annabeth had been crying the entire time we’d besgming. Now she
collapsed and put her head between her knees.odsreghoed in the tunnel.
Nico and | sat next to each other. He dropped Wwizrg next to mine and
took a shaky breath.

“That sucked,” he said, which | thought summeddbinp pretty well.

“You saved our lives,” | said.

Nico wiped the dust off his face. “Blame the giids dragging me along.
That's the only thing they could agree on. We ndedehelp you or you'd
mess things up.”

“Nice that they trust me so much,” | shined my Hliaght across the
cavern. Water dripped from the stalactites like lawsmotion rain.
“Nico...you, uh, kind of gave yourself away.”

“What do you mean?”

“That wall of black stone? That was pretty impressilf Kronos didn’t
know who you were before, he does now—a child efliimderworld.”

Nico frowned. “Big deal.”

| let it drop. | figured he was just trying to hilew scared he was, and |
couldn’t blame him.

Annabeth lifted her head. Her eyes were red fropmgr “What...what
was wrong with Luke? What did they do to him?”

| told her what I'd seen in the coffin, the way tlast piece of Kronos'’s
spirit had entered Luke’s body when Ethan Nakampladged his service.

“No,” Annabeth said. “That can’t be true. He coutdr’



“He gave himself over to Kronos,” | said. “I'm sgrrAnnabeth. But Luke
Is gone.”

“No!” she insisted. “You saw when Rachel hit him.”

| nodded, looking at Rachel with respect. “Youthi¢ Lord of the Titans
in the eye with a blue plastic hairbrush.”

Rachel looked embarrassed. “It was the only thihgd.”

“But you saw” Annabeth insisted. “When it hit him, just forsacond, he
was dazed. He came back to his senses.”

“So maybe Kronos wasn’t completely settled in thelyy or whatever,” |
said. “It doesn’t mean Luke was in control.”

“You wanthim to be evil, is that it?” Annabeth yelled. “Yolidn't know
him before, Percy. | did!”

“What is it with you?” | snapped. “Why do you keeefending him?”

“Whoa, you two,” Rachel said. “Knock it off!”

Annabeth turned on her. “Stay out of it, mortall'glf it wasn’t for
you...”

Whatever she was going to say, her voice broke.pshdéer head down
and sobbed miserably. | wanted to comfort her | loidn’t know how. 1 still
felt stunned, like Kronos’s time-slow effect hadeated my brain. | just
couldn’t comprehend what I'd seen. Kronos was allde was armed. And
the end of the world was probably close at hand.

“We have to keep moving,” Nico said. “He’ll send nsters after us.”

Nobody was in any shape to run, but Nico was righauled myself up
and helped Rachel to her feet.

“You did good back there,” | told her.

She managed a weak smile. “Yeah, well. | didn’t iwaou to die.” She
blushed. “I mean...just because, you know. You owetonemany favors.
How am | going to collect if you die?”

| knelt next to Annabeth. “Hey, I'm sorry. We needmove.”

“I know,” she said. “I'm...I'm all right.”

She was clearlynot all right. But she got to her feet, and we started
straggling back through the Labyrinth again.

“Back to New York,” | said. “Rachel, can you—"

| froze. A few feet in front of us, my flashligheam fixed on a trampled
clump of red fabric lying on the ground. It was ask cap: the one Grover
always wore.



My hands shook as | picked up the cap. It lookkd ii had been stepped
on by a huge muddy boot. After all that I'd goneotigh today, | couldn’t
stand the thought that something might've happ¢o&srover, too.

Then | noticed something else. The cave floor washym and wet from
the water dripping off the stalactites. There wéaege footprints like
Tyson’s, and smaller ones—goat hooves—Ileadingoatie left.

“We have to follow them,” | said. “They went thaay It must have been
recently.”

“What about Camp Half-Blood?” Nico said. “There's time.”

“We have to find them,” Annabeth insisted. “Theyter friends.”

She picked up Grover's smashed cap and forged ahead

| followed bracing myself for the worst. The tunmvehs treacherous. It
sloped at weird angles and was slimy with moistt&f the time we were
slipping and sliding rather than walking.

Finally we got to the bottom of a slope and founaselves in a large
cave with huge stalagmite columns. Through theezenit the room ran an
underground river, and Tyson was sitting by thekisawradling Grover in
his lap. Grover’'s eyes were closed. He wasn’t mpvin

“Tyson!” | yelled.

“Percy! Come quick!”

We ran over to him. Grover wasn't dead, thank thdsg but his whole
body trembled like he was freezing to death.

“What happened?” | asked.

“So many things,” Tyson murmured. “Large snake. geatlogs. Men with
swords. But then...we got close to here. Grover wa#exl. He ran. Then
we reached this room, and he fell. Like this.”

“Did he say anything?” | asked.

“He said, ‘We’re close.’ Then hit his head on ratks

| knelt next to him. The only other time I'd seermoer pass out was New
Mexico, when he’d felt the presence of Pan.

| shined my flashlight around the cavern. The roghtered. At the far
end was the entrance to another cave, flankeddangc columns of crystal
that looked like diamonds. And beyond that entrance

“Grover,” | said. “Wake up.”

“Uhhhhhhhh.”

Annabeth knelt next to him and splashed icy coldrrivater in his face.

“Splurg!” His eyelids fluttered. “Percy? AnnabetWhere...”



“It's okay,” | said. “You passed out. The presemaes too much for you.”
“l—I remember. Pan.”
“Yeah,” | said. “Something powerful is just beyotit doorway.”

* % %

| made quick introductions, since Tyson and Grdwaet never met Rachel.
Tyson told Rachel she was pretty, which made Antebeaostrils flare like
she was going to blow fire.

“Anyway,” | said. “Come on, Grover. Lean on me.”

Annabeth and | helped him up, and together we waaedss the
underground river. The current was strong. The me@dee up to our waists.
| willed myself to stay dry, which is a handy &thbility, but that didn’t help
the others, and | could still feel the cold, likading through a snowdrift.

“I think we’re in Carlsbad Caverns,” Annabeth sdiéy teeth chattering.
“Maybe an unexplored section.”

“How do you know?”

“Carlsbad is in New Mexico,” she said. “That woeblain last winter.”

| nodded. Grover's swooning episode had happeneenwhe passed
through New Mexico. That's where he’d felt closesthe power of Pan.

We got out of the water and kept walking. As thestal pillars loomed
larger, | started to feel the power emanating ftaernext room. I'd been in
the presence of gods before, but this was differtyt skin tingled with
living energy. My weariness fell away, as if I'dsjugotten a good night’s
sleep. | could feel myself growing stronger, likeeoof those plants in a
time-lapse video. And the scent coming from theecasas nothing like the
dank wet underground. It smelled of trees and flsvesnd a warm summer
day.

Grover whimpered with excitement. | was too stunteethlk. Even Nico
seemed speechless. We stepped into the cave, ahdlRaid, “Oh, wow.”

The walls glittered with crystals—red, green, ahgebln the strange light,
beautiful plants grew—giant orchids, star-shapenvdrs, vines bursting
with orange and purple berries that crept amongitystals. The cave floor
was covered with green moss. Overhead, the ceWiag higher than a
cathedral, sparkling like a galaxy of stars. In tleater of the cave stood a
Roman-style bed, gilded wood shaped like a curlyith velvet cushions.
Animals lounged around it—but they were animalg #teuldn’t have been
alive. There was a dodo bird, something that lodkdezla cross between a
wolf and a tiger, a huge rodent like the motherafifguinea pigs, and



roaming behind the bed, picking berries with iteank, was a wooly
mammoth.

On the bed lay an old satyr. He watched us as weoaphed, his eyes as
blue as the sky. His curly hair was white and ss hia pointed beard. Even
the goat fur on his legs was frosted with gray. hisns were enormous—
glossy brown and curved. There was no way he ceeldidden those under
a hat the way Grover did. Around his neck hungtateeed pipes.

Grover fell to his knees in front of the bed. “Ldpdn!”

The god smiled kindly, but there was sadness inefies. “Grover, my
dear, brave satyr. | have waited a very long tioreybu.”

“l...got lost,” Grover apologized.

Pan laughed. It was a wonderful sound, like thet fireeze of springtime,
filling the whole cavern with hope. The tiger-wslfhed and rested his head
on the god’s knee. The dodo bird pecked affectelpait the god’s hooves,
making a strange sound in the back of its billould swear it was humming
“It's a Small World.”

Still, Pan looked tired. His whole form shimmeresdiahe were made of
Mist.

| noticed my other friends were kneeling. They laaed looks on their
faces. | got to my knees.

“You have a humming dodo bird,” | said stupidly.

The god’s eyes twinkled. “Yes, that's Dede. Myldithctress.”

Dede the dodo looked offended. She pecked at Fkaes and hummed
something that sounded like a funeral dirge.

“This is the most beautiful place!” Annabeth sdill's better than any
building ever designed.”

“I am glad you like it, dear,” Pan said. “It is ooé the last wild places.
My realm above is gone, I'm afraid. Only pocketain. Tiny pieces of life.
This one shall stay undisturbed...for a little longer

“My lord,” Grover said, “please, you must come baskh me! The
Elders will never believe it! They’ll be overjoyedbu can save the wild!”

Pan placed his hand on Grover’'s head and rufflectinily hair. “You are
so young, Grover. So good and true. | think | chosh.”

“Chose?” Grover said. “I—I don’t understand.”

Pan’s image flickered, momentarily turning to smok&e giant guinea
pig scuttled under the bed with a terrified squ@de wooly mammoth
grunted nervously. Dede stuck her head under hag.Wihen Pan re-formed.



“I have slept many eons,” the god said forlornlyly*dreams have been
dark. | wake fitfully, and each time my waking tsoster. Now we are near
the end.”

“What?” Grover cried. “But no! You're right here!”

“My dear satyr,” Pan said. “I tried to tell the vaytwo thousand years
ago. | announced it to Lysas, a satyr very muah Yu. he lived in Ephesos,
and he tried to spread the word.”

Annabeth’s eyes widened. “The old story. A sailasging by the coast of
Ephesos heard a voice crying from the shore, fheln the great god Pan is
dead.”

“But that wasn’t true!” Grover said.

“Your kind never believed it,” Pan said. “You swestubborn satyrs
refused to accept my passing. And | love you fat,tbut you only delayed
the inevitable. You only prolonged my long, painfohssing, my dark
twilight sleep. It must end.”

“No!” Grover’s voice trembled.

“Dear Grover,” Pan said. “You must accept the trotbur companion,
Nico, he understands.”

Nico nodded slowly. “He’s dying. He should have ddieong ago.
This...this is more like a memory.”

“But gods can’t die,” Grover said.

“They can fade,” Pan said, “when everything thegodt for is gone.
When they cease to have power, and their sacredgtiisappear. The wild,
my dear Grover, is so small now, so shattered, ribagod can save it. My
realm is gone. That is why | need you to carry @sage. You must go back
to the council. You must tell the satyrs, and thgads, and the other spirits
of nature, that the great god Fardead. Tell them of my passing. Because
they must stop waiting for me to save them. | canfloe only salvation you
must make yourself. Each of you must—"

He stopped and frowned at the dodo bird, who hadest humming again.

“Dede, what are you doing?” Pan demanded. “Are sioging Kumbaya
again?”

Dede looked up innocently and blinked her yellowsy

Pan sighed. “Everybody’s a cynic. But as | was sgyimy dear Grover,
each of you must take up my calling.”

“But...no!” Grover whimpered.

“Be strong,” Pan said. “You have found me. And ngou must release
me. You must carry on my spirit. It can no longer darried by a god. It
must be taken up by all of you.”



Pan looked straight at me with his clear blue eyes] | realized he
wasn't just talking about satyrs. He meant halledl® too, and humans.
Everyone.

“Percy Jackson,” the god said. “I know what youdaeen today. | know
your doubts. But | give you this news: when theetioomes, you will not be
ruled by fear.”

He turned to Annabeth. “Daughter of Athena, youoretiis coming. You
will play a great role, though it may not be theergou imagined.”

Then he looked at Tyson. “Master Cyclops, do napde. Heroes rarely
live up to our expectations. But you, Tyson—youmeashall live among
the Cyclopes for generations. And Miss Rachel Ddre...

Rachel flinched when he said her name. She bagkdéilaishe was guilty
of something, but Pan only smiled. He raised higdha a blessing.

“I know you believe you cannot make amends,” hd.s&@ut you are just
as important as your father.”

“l—" Rachel faltered. A tear traced her cheek.

“I know you don’'t believe this now,” Pan said. “Bubok for
opportunities. They will come.”

Finally he turned back toward Grover. “My dear satPan said kindly,
“will you carry my message?”

“I—I can’t.”

“You can,” Pan said. “You are the strongest andbttaeest. Your heart is
true. You have believed in me more than anyone leasrwhich is why you
must bring the message, and why you must be thitdirelease me.”

“I don’t want to.”

“I know,” the god said. “But my namdlan...originally it meantrustic.
Did you know that? But over the years it has comméanall. The spirit of
the wild must pass to all of you now. You must &dlch one you meet: if
you would find Pan, take up Pan’s spirit. Remaleelid, a little at a time,
each in your own corner of the world. You cannoit\ic@ anyone else, even
a god, to do that for you.”

Grover wiped his eyes. Then slowly he stood. “Isgent my whole life
looking for you. Now...| release you.”

Pan smiled. “Thank you, dear satyr. My final blagsi

He closed his eyes, and the god dissolved. Whigt divided into wisps
of energy, but this kind of energy wasn’t scarelike blue power I'd seen
from Kronos. It filled the room. A curl of smoke mtestraight into my
mouth, and Grover’s and the others. But | thinkteelmore of it went into
Grover. The crystals dimmed. The animals gave sadlook. Dede the



dodo sighed. Then they all turned gray and crumliitedust. The vines
withered. And we were alone in a dark cave, witleapty bed.

| switched on my flashlight.

Grover took a deep breath.

“Are...are you okay?” | asked him.

He looked older and sadder. He took his cap fromateth, brushed off
the mud, and stuck it firmly on his curly head.

“We should go now,” he said, “and tell them. Theajrgod Pan is dead.”



EIGHTEEN

GROVER CAUSES A
STAMPEDE

Distance was shorter in the Labyrinth. Still, by ttime Rachel got us
back to Times Square, | felt like we'd pretty muah all the way from New
Mexico. We climbed out of the Marriott basement at@bd on the sidewalk
in the bright summer daylight, squinting at thdficaand crowds.

| couldn’t decide which seemed less real—New Yarkhe crystal cave
where I'd watched a god die.

| led the way into an alley, where | could get eenecho. Then | whistled
as loud as | could, five times.

A minute later, Rachel gasped. “They’re beautiful!”

A flock of pegasi descended from the sky, swoopbwjween the
skyscrapers. Blackjack was in the lead, followedduy of his white friends.

Yo, bossHe spoke in my mindyou lived!

“Yeah,” | told him. “I'm lucky that way. Listen, waeed a ride to camp
quick”

That’s my specialty! Oh man, you got that Cyclofk wou? Yo, Guido!
How'’s your back holding up?

The Pegasus Guido groaned and complained, butualgnhe agreed to
carry Tyson. Everybody started saddling up—exceuthiel.

“Well,” she told me, “I guess this is it.”

| nodded uncomfortably. We both knew she couldrét tg camp. |
glanced at Annabeth, who was pretending to be lvesy with her Pegasus.

“Thanks, Rachel,” | said. “We couldn’t have dongithout you.”

“I wouldn’t have missed it. | mean, except for abhaying, and Pan...”
Her voice faltered.

“He said something about your father,” | remember&that did he
mean?”

Rachel twisted the strap on her backpack. “My dady.ddd’s job. He's
kind of a famous businessman.”

“You mean...you'rerich?”

“Well, yeah.”



“So that’s how you got the chauffeur to help us?Yst said your dad’s
name and—"

“Yes,” Rachel cut me off. “Percy...my dad’s a landreleper. He flies all
over the world, looking for tracts of undevelopamd.” She took a shaky
breath. “The wild. He—he buys it up. | hate it, & plows it down and
builds ugly subdivisions and shopping centers. Awiv that I've seen
Pan...Pan’s death—"

“Hey, you can’t blame yourself for that.”

“You don’t know the worst of it. I—I don't like tealk about my family. |
didn’t want you to know. I'm sorry. | shouldn’t hawaid anything.”

“No,” | said. “It's cool. Look, Rachel, you did aweme. You led us
through the maze. You were so brave. That's thg tnhg I'm going to
judge you on. | don’'t care what your dad does.”

Rachel looked at me gratefully. “Well...if you everet like hanging out
with a mortal again...you could call me or sometHing.

“Uh, yeah. Sure.”

She knit her eyebrows. | guess | sounded unentticsiar something, but
that’'s not how | meant it. | just wasn’t sure whatsay with all my friends
standing around. And | guess my feelings had gagiretty missed up the
last couple of days.

“I mean...l'd like that,” | said.

“My number’s not in the book,” she said.

“I've got it.”

“Still on your hand? No way.”

“No. | kinda...memorized it.”

Her smile came back slowly, but a lot happier. “Seea later, Percy
Jackson. Go save the world for me, okay?”

She walked off down Seventh Avenue and disappeatedhe crowds.

* % %

When | got back to the horses. Nico was havingaieHis Pegasus kept
shying away from him, reluctant to let him mount.

He smells like dead peopl€he Pegasus complained.

Hey now Blackjack saidCome on, Porkpie. Lotsa demigods smell weird.
It ain’t their fault. Oh—uh, | didn’t mean you, l®0s

“Go without me!” Nico said. “I don’t want to go blado that camp
anyway.”



“Nico,” | said, “we need your help.”

He folded his arms and scowled. Then Annabeth puthand on his
shoulder.

“Nico,” she said. “Please.”

Slowly, his expression softened. “All right,” hegaeluctantly. “Foryou
but I'm not staying.”

| raised an eyebrow at Annabeth, likéow come all of a sudden Nico
listens to youShe stuck her tongue out at me.

At last we got everybody on a Pegasus. We shotti@air, and soon we
were over the East river with Long Island spreaidoadfiore us.

* % %

We landed in the middle of the cabin area and wareediately met by
Chiron, the potbellied satyr Silenus, and a coublépollo cabin archers.
Chiron raised an eyebrow when he saw Nico, butakpected him to be
surprised by our latest news about Quintus beingdBlas, or Kronos rising,
| was mistaken.

“| feared as much,” Chiron said. “We must hurry.ogéfully you have
slowed down the Titan lord, but his vanguard wiilll e coming through.
They will be anxious for blood. Most of our deferslare already in place.
Come!”

“Wait a moment,” Silenus demanded. “What of thergedor Pan? You
are almost three weeks overdue, Grover Underwoodlir Ysearcher’s
license is revoked!”

Grover took a deep breath. He stood up straighti@riced Silenus in the
eye. “Searcher’s licenses don’'t matter any more giteat god Pan is dead.
He has passed on and left us his spirit.”

“What?” Silenus’s face turned bright red. “Sacrilege aies!| Grover
Underwood, | will have you exiled for speaking thius

“It's true,” | said. “We were there when he died| &f us.”

“Impossible! You are all liars! Nature-destroyers!”

Chiron studied Grover’s face. “We will speak ofsthater.”

“We will speak of it now!” Silenus said. “We must¢a with this—"

“Silenus,” Chiron cut in. “My camp is under attadke matter of Pan has
waited two thousand years. | fear it will have taitva bit longer. Assuming
we are still here this evening.”

And on that happy note, he readied his bow andogedl toward the
woods, leaving us to follow as best we could.



* % %

It was the biggest military operation I'd ever se¢itamp. Everyone was
at the clearing, dressed in full battle armor, thig time it wasn’t for capture
the flag. The Hephaestus cabin had set up trapsdrthe entrance to the
Labyrinth—razor wire, pits filled with pots of Gredre, rows of sharpened
sticks to deflect a charge. Beckendorf was mantvirigcatapults the size of
pickup trucks, already primed and aimed at Zeuss Fhe Ares cabin was
on the front line, drilling in phalanx formation thiClarisse calling orders.
Apollo’s and Hermes’s cabins were scattered irvibeds with bows ready.
Many had taken up positions in the trees. Everdtiyads were armed with
bows, and the satyrs trotted around with woodergelsdand shields made
of rough tree bark.

Annabeth went to join her brethren from the Atheahin, who had set up
a command tent and were directing operations. A& genner with an owl
fluttered outside the tent. Our security chief, dggstood guard at the door.
Aphrodite’s children were running around straiglimgneverybody’s armor
and offering to comb the tangles out of our horselpumes. Even
Dionysus’s kids had found something to do. The dauself was still
nowhere to be seen, but his two blond twin sonsewenning around
providing all the sweaty warriors with water bostiend juice boxes.

It looked like a pretty good setup, but Chiron ratgtd next to me. “It
isn’t enough.”

| thought about what I'd seen in the Labyrinth, #le monsters in
Antaeus’s stadium, and the power of Kronos I'd tdltMt. Tam. My heart
sank. Chiron was right, but it was all we could teusFor once | wished
Dionysus was here, but even if he had been, | tdkimw if he could do
anything. When it came to war, gods were forbidtemnterfere directly.
Apparently, the Titans didn’t believe in restrict®like that.

Over at the edge of the clearing, Grover was tglitcm Juniper. She held
his hands while he told her our story. Green téamwed in her eyes as he
delivered the news about Pan.

Tyson helped the Hephaestus kids prepare the defeite picked up
boulders and piled them next to the catapultsiforg.

“Stay with me, Percy,” Chiron said. “When the figig begins, | want
you to wait until we know what we’re dealing witfiou must go where we
most need reinforcements.”



“I saw Kronos,” | said, still stunned by the fadtlooked straight into his
eyes. It was Luke...but it wasn’t.”

Chiron ran his fingers along his bowstring. “He htpadden eyes, | would
guess. And in his presence, time seemed to turquial.”

| nodded. “How could he take over a mortal body?”

“I do not know, Percy. Gods have assumed the shafpesrtals for ages,
but to actually become one...to merge the divine fovith the mortal. |
don’t know how this could be done without Luke’srfoturning into ashes.”

“Kronos said his body had been prepared.”

“I shudder to think what that means. But perhapwilit limit Kronos'’s
power. For a time, at least, he is confined to mdnu form. It binds him
together. Hopefully it also restricts him.”

“Chiron, if he leads the attack—"

“I do not think so, my boy. | would sense if he watrawing near. No
doubt he planned to, but | believe you inconvereenicim when you pulled
down his throne room on top of him.” He looked & raproachfully. “You
and your friend Nico, son of Hades.”

A lump formed in my throat. “I'm sorry, Chiron. hkw | should’ve told
you. It's just—"

Chiron raised his hand. “I understand why you djdPercy. You felt
responsible. You sought to protect him. But, my ,bibyve are to survive
this war, we must trust each other. We must...”

His voice wavered. The ground underneath us wasbireg.

Everyone in the clearing stopped what they weragldClarisse barked a
single order: “Lock shields!”

Then the Titan lord’s army exploded from the Labghi

* % %

| mean I'd been in fights before, but this was &duale battle. The first
thing | saw were a dozen Laistrygonian giants engpfrom the ground,
yelling so loudly my ears felt like bursting. Thegrried shields made from
flattened cars, and clubs that were tree trunkh wisty spikes bristling at
the end. One of the giants bellowed at the Aresgplxasmashed it sideways
with his club, and the entire cabin was thrown esaldozen warriors tossed
to the wind like rag dolls.

“Fire!” Beckendorf yelled. The catapults swung imiction. Two boulders
hurtled toward the giants. One deflected off astaeld with hardly a dent,
but the other caught a Laistrygonian in the chesd, the giant went down.
Apollo’s archers fired a volley, dozens of arrowisksng in the thick armor



of the giants like porcupine quills. Several fowstinks in armor, and some
of the giants vaporized at the touch of celestiahbe.

But just when it looked like the Laistrygonians weabout to get
overwhelmed, the next wave surged out of the mtzdy, maybe forty
dracaenadn full battle armor, wielding spears and nets. yidespersed in
all directions. Some hit the traps the Hephaestisnchad laid. One got
struck on the spikes and became an easy targatdoers. Another triggered
a trip wire, and pots of Greek fire exploded inteen flames, engulfing
several of the snake women. But many more kept mpmArgus and
Athena’s warriors rushed forward to meet them. w ssnnabeth draw a
sword and engage one of them. Nearby, Tyson wagyralgiant. Somehow
he’d managed to climb onto the giant’s back and mthiimg him on the head
with a bronze shield-BONG! BONG! BONG!

Chiron calmly aimed arrow after arrow, taking dosvmonster with every
shot. But more enemies just kept climbing out of tmaze. Finally a
hellhound—not Mrs. O’Leary—leaped out of the tunraeid barreled
straight toward the satyrs.

“GO!” Chiron yelled at me.

| drew Riptide and charged.

As | raced across the battlefield, | saw horrilliangs. An enemy half-
blood was fighting with a son of Dionysus, but i&ism’t much of a contest.
The enemy stabbed him in the arm then clubbed en the head with the
butt of his sword, and Dionysus’s son went downoter enemy warrior
shot flaming arrows into the trees, sending ouhens and dryads into a
panic.

A dozen dracaenaesuddenly broke away from the main fight and
slithered down the path that led toward camp, tiey knew where they
were going. If they got out, they could burn dowme tentire place,
completely unopposed.

The only person anywhere near was Nico di Angele. dthbbed a
telekhine, and his black Stygian blade absorbed niomster's essence,
drinking its energy until there was nothing left loust.

“Nico!” | yelled.

He looked where | was pointing, saw the serpent mmand
immediately understood.

He took a deep breath and held out his black sw&etve me,” he called.

The earth trembled. A fissure opened in front ¢ dinacaenae and a
dozen undead warriors crawled from the earth—nhler@orpses in military
uniforms from all different time periods—U.S. Rewtbnaries, Roman



centurions, Napoleonic cavalry on skeletal horéesone, they drew their
swords and engaged tdeacaenaeNico crumpled to his knees, but | didn’t
have time to make sure he was okay.

| closed on the hellhound, which was now pushirgggiityrs back toward
the woods. The beast snapped at one satyr, whaedand of its way, but
then it pounced on another who was too slow. Th’saree-bark shield
cracked as he fell.

“Hey!” | yelled.

The hellhound turned. It snarled at me and lealedould’'ve clawed me
to pieces, but as | fell backward, my fingers atbasound a clay jar—one of
Beckendorf's containers of Greek fire. | tossenhtio the hellhound’s maw,
and the creature went up in flames. | scrambled/abr@athing heavily.

The satyr who'd gotten trampled wasn’t moving. shrad over to check
on him, but then | heard Grover’s voice: “Percy!”

A forest fire had started. Flames roared within fiegt of Juniper’s tree,
and Juniper and Grover were going nuts trying teesa Grover played a
rain song on his pipes. Juniper desperately toeletat out the flames with
her green shawl, but it was only making things wors

| ran toward them, jumping past duels, weaving kemthe legs of giants.
The nearest water was the creek, half a mile away..lbhad to do
something. | concentrated. There was a pull in ml g roar in my ears.
Then a wall of water came rushing through the tréedoused the fire,
Juniper, Grover, and pretty much everything else.

Grover blew a spout of water. “Thanks, Percy!”

“No problem!” | ran back toward the fight, and Gesvand Juniper
followed. Grover had a cudgel in his hand and Jemheld a stick—Ilike an
old-fashioned whipping switch. She looked reallgamn like she was going
to tan somebody’s backside.

Just when it seemed like the battle had balancedgain—Iike we might
stand a chance—an unearthly shriek echoed outeof dhyrinth, a sound |
had heard before.

Kampé shot into the sky, her bat wings fully exemhdShe landed on the
top of Zeus’s Fist and surveyed the carnage. Her faas filled with evil
glee. The mutant animal heads growled at her w&sakes hissed and
swirled around her legs. In her right hand she freeldlittering ball of
thread—Ariadne’s string—but she popped it intooa’s mouth at her waist
and drew her curved swords. The blades glowed grétbnpoison. Kampé
screeched in triumph, and some of the campersmeegkeDthers tried to run
and got trampled by hellhounds or giants.



“Di Immortales!” Chiron yelled. He quickly aimed an arrow, but Kamp
seemed to sense his presence. She took flight avithzing speed, and
Chrion’s arrow whizzed harmlessly past her head.

Tyson untangled himself from the giant whom he’dnmeled into
unconsciousness. He ran at our lines, shoutingnt8tDo not run from her!
Flight!”

But then a hellhound leaped on him, and Tyson dmd hound went
rolling away.

Kampé landed on the Athena command tent, smashiftef.il ran after
her and found Annabeth at my side, keeping pagesverd in her hand.

“This might be it,” she said.

“Could be.”

“Nice fighting with you, Seaweed Brain.”

“Ditto.”

Together we leaped into the monster’'s path. Kamgéed and sliced at
us. | dodged, trying to distract her, while Anndibetent in for a strike, but
the monster seemed able to fight with both handkependently. She
blocked Annabeth’s sword, and Annabeth had to jurapk to avoid the
cloud of poison. Just being near the thing was $itending in an acid fog.
My eyes burned. My lungs couldn’t get enough aiknew we couldn’t
stand our ground for more than a few seconds.

“Come on!” | shouted. “We need help!”

But no help came. Everyone was either down, ortifighfor their lives,
or too scared to move forward. Three of Chiron’soas sprouted from
Kampé’s chest, but she just roared louder.

“Now!” Annabeth said.

Together we charged, dodged the monster’s slagbésside her guard,
and almost. almostmanaged to stab Kampé in the chest, but a hugébea
head lashed out from the monster’s waist, and wetbatumble backward
to avoid getting bitten.

Slam!

My eyesight went black. The next thing | knew, Aabeth and | were on
the ground. The monster had its forelegs on oustshéolding us down.
Hundreds of snakes slithered right above me, tygsiéke laughter. Kampé
raised her green-tinged swords, and | knew Annabeth | were out of
options.

Then, behind me, something howled. A wall of dagsnelammed into
Kampé, sending the monster sideways. And Mrs. QiLeas standing over
us, snarling and snapping at Kampé.



“Good girl!"” said a familiar voice. Daedalus waghting his way out of
the Labyrinth, slashing down enemies left and righthe made his way
toward us. Next to him was someone else—a fangi@mt, much taller than
the Laistrygonians, with a hundred rippling arnagleholding a huge chunk
of rock.

“Briares!” Tyson cried in wonder.

“Hail, little brother!” Briares bellowed. “Standrfn!”

And as Mrs. O’Leary leaped out of the way, the HedeHanded One
launched a volley of boulders at Kampé. The rodeansed to enlarge as
they left Briares’'s hands. There were so manygokéd like half the earth
had learned to fly.

BOOOOOM!

Where Kampé had stood a moment before was a mouotdoulders,
almost as tall as Zeus'’s Fist. The only sign thatrhonster had ever existed
were two green sword points sticking through treeks.

A cheer went up from the campers, but our enemiexemit done yet.
One of thedracaenagyelled, “Ssssslay them! Kill them all or Kronossa
flay you alive!”

Apparently, that threat was more terrifying than were. The giants
surged forward in a last desperate attempt. Onprisad Chiron with a
glancing blow to the back legs, and he stumbledfalhdSix giants cried in
glee and rushed forward.

“No!” | screamed, but | was too far away to help.

Then it happened. Grover opened his mouth, andnttst horrible sound
I'd ever heard came out. It was like a brass trummpagnified a thousand
times—the sound of pure fear.

As one, the forces of Kronos dropped their weagasran for their lives.
The giants trampled thdracaenaetrying to get into the Labyrinth first.
Telekhines and hellhounds and enemy half-bloodandgled after them.
The tunnel rumbled shut, and the battle was ovbe dlearing was quiet
except for the fires burning in the woods, anddhes of the wounded.

| helped Annabeth to her feet. We ran to Chiron.

“Are you all right?” | asked.

He was lying on his side, trying in vain to get Ugow embarrassing,” he
muttered. “l think | will be fine. Fortunately, wab not shoot centaurs with
broken... Ow! ...broken legs.

“You need help,” Annabeth said. “I'll get a medrorn Apollo’s cabin.”

“No,” Chiron insisted. “There are more serious mgsg to attend to. Go! |
am fine. But, Grover...later we must talk about haw ylid that.”



“That was amazing,” | agreed.

Grover blushed. “I don’'t know where it came from.”

Juniper hugged him fiercely. “I do!”

Before she could say more, Tyson called, “Percgneequick! It is Nico!”

* % %

There was smoke curling off his black clothes. titigers were clenched,
and the grass all around his body had turned yediioavdied.

| rolled him over as gently as | could and put ngaiast his chest. His
heart was beating faintly. “Get some nectar!” lge!

One of the Ares campers hobbled over and handedh manteen. |
trickled some of the magic drink into Nico’s moutHe coughed and
spluttered, but his eyelids fluttered open.

“Nico, what happened?” | asked. “Can you talk?”

He nodded weakly. “Never tried to summon so marfpree |[—I'll be
fine.”

We helped him sit up and gave him some more ndd&ahlinked at all of
us, like he was trying to remember who we were, teth he focused on
someone behind me.

“Daedalus,” he croaked.

“Yes, my boy,” the inventor said. “I made a venydbaistake. | came to
correct it.”

Daedalus had a few scratches that were bleedimtpgdil, but he looked
better than most of us. Apparently his automatosyduoealed itself quickly.
Mrs. O’Leary loomed behind him, licking the wounais her master’s head
so Daedalus’s hair stood up funny. Briares stood toehim, surrounded by
a group of awed campers and satyrs. He looked ddifmhshful, but he was
signing autographs on armor, shields, and T-shirts.

“| found the Hundred-Handed One as | came throhgntaze,” Daedalus
explained. “It seems he had the same idea, to dwt®e but he was lost.
And so we fell in together. We both came to makeraafs.”

“Yay!” Tyson jumped up and down. “Briares! | knewtywould come!”

“I did not know,” the Hundred-Handed One said. “Bwou reminded me
who | am, Cyclops. You are the hero.”

Tyson blushed, but | patted him on the back. “I krtbat a long time
ago,” | said. “But, Daedalus...the Titan army isIstibwn there. Even
without the string, they’ll be back. They'll findaay sooner or later, with
Kronos leading them.”



Daedalus sheathed his sword. “You are right. Ag las the Labyrinth is
here, your enemies can use it. Which is why theytiath cannot continue.”

Annabeth stared at him. “But you said the Labyriigthied to your life
force! As long as you're alive—"

“Yes, my young architect,” Daedalus agreed. “Whethel the Labyrinth
will die as well. And so | have a present for you.”

He slung a leather satchel off his back, unzippednd produced a sleek
silver laptop computer—one of the ones I'd seethéworkshop. On the lid
was the blue symba.

“My work is here,” he said. “It's all | managed &ave from the fire.
Notes on projects | never started. Some of my fevatesigns. | couldn’t
develop these over the last few millennia. | did dare reveal my work to
the mortal world. But perhaps you will find it imésting.”

He handed the computer to Annabeth, who stared léeiit was solid
gold. “You're giving me this? But this is priceléskhis is worth...l don’t
even know how much!”

“Small compensation for the way | have acted,” Cxdiasl said. “You
were right, Annabeth, about children of Athena. $t%%euld be wise, and |
was not. Someday you will be a greater architeah thever was. Take my
ideas and improve them. It is the least | can dorkd pass on.”

“Whoa,” | said. “Pass on? But you can'’t just kidyrself. That's wrong.”

He shook his head. “Not as wrong as hiding from enynes for two
thousand years. Genius does not excuse evil, Pelgytime has come. |
must face my punishment.”

“You won't get a fair trial,” Annabeth said. “Theisit of Minos sits in
judgment—"

“I will take what comes,” he said. “And trust inethjustice of the
Underworld, such as itis. That is all we can da;tiit?”

He looked straight at Nico, and Nico’s face darkene

“Yes,” he said.

“Will you take my soul for ransom, then?” Daedahsked. “You could
use it to reclaim your sister.”

“No,” Nico said. “I will help you release your sjiir But Bianca has
passed. She must stay where she is.”

Daedalus nodded. “Well done, son of Hades. Youba&®ming wise.”
Then he turned toward me. “One last favor, Perckstan. | cannot leave
Mrs. O’Leary alone. And she has no desire to retortime Underworld. Will
you care for her?”



| looked at the massive black hound, who whimpepadully, still
licking Daedalus’s hair. | was thinking that my msmpartment wouldn’t
allow dogs, especially dogs bigger than the apartnmut | said, “Yeah. Of
course | will.”

“Then | am ready to see my son...and Perdix,” he. Shichust tell them
how sorry | am.”

Annabeth had tears in her eyes.

Daedalus turned toward Nico, who drew his swordfiit | was afraid
Nico would kill the old inventor, but he simply dai“Your time is long
since come. Be released and rest.”

A smile of relief spread across Daedalus’s facefrbiee like a statue. His
skin turned transparent, revealing the bronze gaadsmachinery whirring
inside his body. Then the statue turned to grayaashdisintegrated.

Mrs. O’Leary howled. | patted her head, trying tmrdort her as best |
could. The earth rumbled—an earthquake that coutibgbly be felt in
every major city across the country—as the ancieiiyrinth collapsed.
Somewhere, | hoped, the remains of the Titan’kesfiorce had been buried.

| looked around at the carnage in the clearing,thedveary faces of my
friends.

“Come on,” | told them. “We have work to do.”



NINETEEN

THE COUNCIL GETS
CLOVEN

There were too many good-byes.

That night was the first time | actually saw campidl shrouds used on
bodies, and it was not something | wanted to saeag

Among the dead, Lee Fletcher from the Apollo cdiad been downed by
a giant’s club. He was wrapped in a golden shroiidont any decoration.
The son of Dionysus who’'d gone down fighting anrenédalf-blood was
wrapped in a deep purple shroud embroidered widpayines. His name
was Castor. | was ashamed that I'd seen him arcantp for three years
and never even bothered to learn his name. He'd beeenteen years old.
His twin brother, Pollux, tried to say a few wor@sit he choked up and just
took the torch. He lit the funeral pyre in the maldf the amphitheater, and
within seconds the row of shrouds was engulfedre sending smoke and
sparks up to the stars.

We spent the next day treating the wounded, whias almost everybody.
The satyrs and dryads worked to repair the dan@agestwoods.

At noon, the Council of Cloven Elders held an emmagy meeting in their
sacred grove. The three senior satyrs were thérg avith Chiron, who
was in wheelchair form. His broken horse leg wdkmnsénding, so he would
be confined to the chair for a few months, untd tbg was strong enough to
take his weight. The grove was filled with satyngl alryads and naiads up
from the water—hundreds of them, anxious to heaatwkould happen.
Juniper, Annabeth, and | stood by Grover’s side.

Silenus wanted to exile Grover immediately, butr@hipersuaded him to
at least hear evidence first, so we told everyohatwad happened in the
crystal cavern, and what Pan had said. Then seggealitnesses from the
battle described the weird sound Grover had made&hndrove the Titan's
army back underground.

“It was panic,” insisted Juniper. “Grover summortled power of the wild
god.”

“Panic?” | asked.

“Percy,” Chiron explained, “during the first war thfe gods and the Titans,
Lord Pan let forth a horrible cry that scared awsenemy armies. It is—it



washis greatest power—a massive wave of fear thaieldethe gods win the
day. The wordpanic is named after Pan, you see. And Grover used that
power, calling it forth from within himself.”

“Preposterous!” Silenus bellowed. “Sacrilege! Peshahe wild god
favored us with a blessing. Or perhaps Grover'sicnuwsas so awful it
scared the enemy away!”

“That wasn't it, sir,” Grover said. He sounded & ¢almer than | would
have if I'd been insulted like that. “He let hisirippass into all of us. We
must act. Each of us must work to renew the widyrbtect what's left of it.
We must spread the word. Pan is dead. There is@duot us.”

“After two thousand years of searching, this is tWau would have us
believe?” Silenus cried. “Never! We must continbe tsearch! Exile the
traitor!”

Some of the older satyrs muttered assent.

“A vote!” Silenus demanded. “Who would believe thidiculous young
satyr, anyway?”

“I would,” said a familiar voice.

Everyone turned. Striding into the grove was DiarsydHe wore a formal
black suit, so | almost didn’'t recognize him, a miqmrple tie and violet
dress shirt, his curly dark hair carefully combEds eyes were bloodshot as
usual, and his pudgy face was flushed, but he bdke he was suffering
from grief more than wine-withdrawal.

The satyrs all stood respectfully and bowed asgpeaached. Dionysus
waved his hand, and a new chair grew out of thamgtmext to Silenus’'s—a
throne made of grapevines.

Dionysus sat down and crossed his legs. He snadmpduhgers and satyr
hurried forward with a plate of cheese and crackaksa Diet Coke.

The god of wine looked around at the assembledaréMiss me?”

The satyrs fell over themselves nodding and bowi@d, yes, very much,
sire!”

“Well, I did not miss this place!” Dionysus snappédoear bad news, my
friends. Evil news. The minor gods are changingsidMorpheus has gone
over to the enemy. Hecate, Janus, and NemesisglhsAsus knows how
many more.”

Thunder rumbled in the distance.

“Strike that,” Dionysus said. “Evedeusdoesn’t know. Now, | want to
hear Grover’s story. Again, from the top.”

“But, my lord,” Silenus protested. “It's just nomse!”



Dionysus’s eyes flared with purple fire. “I havesjuearned that my son
Castor is dead, Silenus. | am not in a good moam Would do well to
humor me.”

Silenus gulped, and waved at Grover to start again.

When Grover was done, Mr. D nodded. “It sounds |ik& the sort of
thing Pan would do. Grover is right. The searctiressome. You must start
thinking for yourselves.” He turned to a satyr. itRy me some peeled
grapes, right away!”

“Yes, sire!” The satyr scampered off.

“We must exile the traitor!” Silenus insisted.

“I say no,” Dionysus countered. “That is my vote.”

“I vote no as well,” Chiron put in.

Silenus set his jaw stubbornly. “All in favor ofetlexile?”

He and the two other old satyrs raised their hands.

“Three to two,” Silenus said.

“Ah, yes,” Dionysus said. “But unfortunately foryoa god’s vote counts
twice. And as | voted against, we are tied.”

Silenus stood, indignant. “This is an outrage! €bancil cannot stand at
an impasse.”

“Then let it be dissolved!” Mr. D said. “l don’t oa”

Silenus bowed stiffly, along with his two friends)d they left the grove.
About twenty satyrs went with them. The rest st@vdund murmuring
uncomfortably.

“Don’t worry,” Grover told them. “We don’t need thmuncil to tell us
what to do. We can figure it out ourselves.”

He told them again the words of Pan—how they masge she wild a little
at a time. He started dividing the satyrs into gsss-which ones would go
to the national parks, which ones would searchtbatlast wild places,
which ones would defend the parks in the big cities

“Well,” Annabeth said to me, “Grover seems to bevgng up.”

* % %

Later that afternoon | found Tyson at the beadkirtg to Briares. Briares
was building a sand castle with about fifty of h@snds. He wasn'’t really
paying attention to it, but his hands had constédi three-story compound
with fortified walls, a moat, and a drawbridge.

Tyson was drawing a map in the sand.



“Go left at the reef,” he told Briares. “Straighbwin when you see the
sunken ship. Then about one mile east, past thmamigraveyard, you will
start to see fires burning.”

“You're giving him directions to the forges?” | ask

Tyson nodded. “Briares wants to help. He will te&yctlopes ways we
have forgotten, how to make better weapons andrdrmo

“[ want to see Cyclopes,” Briares agreed. “I dowant to be lonely
anymore.”

“I doubt you'll be lonely down there,” | said atlé wistfully, because I'd
never even been in Poseidon’s kingdom. “They’rengdd keep you really
busy.”

Briares’s face morphed to a happy expression. “Baggynds good! | only
wish Tyson could go, too.”

Tyson blushed. “I need to stay here with my brathéyu will do fine,
Briares. Thank you.”

The Hundred-Handed One shook my hand about a hdiriones. “We
will meet again, Percy. | know it!”

Then he gave Tyson a big octopus hug and wadethtouthe ocean. We
watched until his enormous head disappeared uhdexaves.

| clapped Tyson on the back. “You helped him d lot.

“l only talked to him.”

“You believed in him. Without Briares, we never dive taken down
Kampé.”

Tyson grinned. “He throws good rocks!”

| laughed. “Yeah. He throws really good rocks. Camne big guy. Let's
have dinner.”

It felt good to have a regular dinner at camp. Tiysat with me at the
Poseidon table. The sunset over Long Island Souwesl veautiful. Things
weren’t back to normal by a long shot, but wherehtwp to the brazier and
scraped part of my meal into the flames as aniafiego Poseidon, | felt like
| really did have a lot to be grateful for. My fngs and | were alive. The
camp was safe. Kronos had suffered a setbackasitfier a while.

The only thing that bothered me was Nico, hangmthe shadows at the
edge of the pavilion. He'd been offered a placehat Hermes table, and
even at the head table with Chiron, but he hadsesfu



After dinner, the campers headed toward the amedién, where
Apollo’s cabin promised an awesome sing-along @k pip our spirits, but
Nico turned and disappeared into the woods. | éecldl better follow him.

As | passed under the shadows of the trees, Izezshlhow dark it was
getting. I'd never been scared in the forest beftbreugh | knew there were
plenty of monsters. Still, | thought about yestgtddattle, and | wondered
if I'd ever be able to walk in those woods agairtheut remembering the
horror of so much fighting.

| couldn’t see Nico, but after a few minutes of kvad) | saw a glow up
ahead. At first | thought Nico had lit a torch. Agot closer, | realized the
glow was a ghost. The shimmering form of Bianca\dgelo stood in the
clearing, smiling at her brother. She said somegtthihim and touched his
face—or tried to. Then her image faded.

Nico turned and saw me, but he didn’t look mad.

“Saying good-bye,” he said hoarsely.

“We missed you at dinner,” | said. “You could've sath me.”

“No.”

“Nico, you can’'t miss every meal. If you don’t wantstay with Hermes,
maybe they can make an exception and put you imifp¢House. They've
got plenty of rooms.”

“I’'m not staying, Percy.”

“But...you can't just leave. It's too dangerous olkere for a lone half-
blood. You need to train.”

“| train with the dead,” he said flatly. “This canmgn’t for me. There’s a
reason they didn’t put a cabin to Hades here, Péteis not welcome, any
more than he is on Olympus. | don’t belong. | hewvgo.”

| wanted to argue, but part of me knew he was righidn’t like it, but
Nico would have to find his own, dark way. | remardd in Pan’s cave,
how the wild god had addressed each one of usithdilly...except Nico.”

“When will you go?” | asked.

“Right away. I've got tons of questions. Like wha@asvmy mother? Who
paid for Bianca and me to go to school? Who wasl#vayer guy who got
us out of the Lotus Hotel? | knomothingabout my past. | need to find out.”

“Makes sense,” | admitted. “But | hope we don’t bdw be enemies.”

He lowered his gaze. “I'm sorry | was a brat. | glaove listened to you
about Bianca.”

“By the way...” | fished something out of my pocké&fyson found this
while we were cleaning the cabin. Thought you mighnt it.” | held out a



lead figurine of Hades—the little Mythomagic statNeo had abandoned
when he fled camp last winter.

Nico hesitated. “I don't play that game anymors. fior kids.”

“It's got four thousand attack power,” | coaxed.

“Five thousand,” Nico corrected. “But only if yowpponent attacks
first.”

| smiled. “Maybe it's okay to still be a kid once a while.” | tossed him
the statue.

Nico studied it in his palm for a few seconds, ttsfipped it into his
pocket. “Thanks.”

| put out my hand. He shook reluctantly. His haras\as cold as ice.

“I've got a lot of things to investigate,” he sai®&ome of them...Well, if
| learn anything useful, I'll let you know.”

| wasn't sure what he meant, but | nodded. “Keeuch, Nico.”

He turned and trudged off into the woods. The shadseemed to bend
toward him as he walked, like they were reachingf@uhis attention.

A voice right behind me said, “There goes a veoultted young man.”

| turned and found Dionysus standing there, stihis black suit.

“Walk with me,” he said.

“Where to?” | asked suspiciously.

“Just to the campfire,” he said. “I was beginnirgy feel better, so |
thought | would talk with you a bit. You always naae to annoy me.”

“Uh, thanks.”

We walked through the woods in silence. | notickdt tDionysus was
treading on air, his polished black shoes hoveangnch off the ground. |
guess he didn’t want to get dirty.

“We have had many betrayals,” he said. “Thingsrexielooking good for
Olympus. Yet you and Annabeth saved this camp. dh sure | should
thank you for that.”

“It was a group effort.”

He shrugged. “Regardless, | suppose it was mildipmetent, what you
two did. | thought you should know—it wasn't a tidtass.”

We reached the amphitheater, and Dionysus pointedrtl the campfire.
Clarisse was sitting shoulder to shoulder with g Hispanic kid who was
telling her a joke. It was Chris Rodriguez, thefflddbod who’'d gone insane
in the Labyrinth.

| turned to Dionysus. “You cured him?”

“Madness is my specialty. It was quite simple.”



“But...you did something nice. Why?”

He raised an eyebrow. “I am nice! | simply oozeeniss, Perry
Johansson. Haven't you noticed?”

“Uh—r

“Perhaps | felt grieved by my son’s death. Perhapfoought this Chris
boy deserved a second chance. At any rate, it seéenfsmve improved
Clarisse’s mood.”

“Why are you telling me this?”

The wine god sighed. “Oh, Hades if | know. But rember, boy, that a
kind act can sometimes be as powerful as a swad Aortal, | was never
a great fighter or athlete or poet. | only madeeawifine people in my village
laughed at me. They said | would never amount tghamg. Look at me
now. Sometimes small things can become very largedd.”

He left me alone to think about that. And as | \watt Clarisse and Chris
singing a stupid campfire song together, holdingdsan the darkness,
where they thought nobody could see them, | haunite.



TWENTY

MY BIRTHDAY PARTY
TAKES A DARK TURN

The rest of the summer seemed strange becausesisavaormal. The
daily activities continued: archery, rock climbirRggasus riding. We played
capture the flag (though we all avoided Zeus’'s)FiS¥e sang at the
campfire and raced chariots and played practidéa@gamn the other cabins. |
spent a lot of time with Tyson, playing with Mrs!L@ary, but she would
still how! at night when she got lonely for her ofthster. Annabeth and |
pretty much skirted around each other. | was gbaldet with her, but it also
kind of hurt, and it hurt when | wasn’t with heopt

| wanted to talk to her about Kronos, but | coutddd that anymore
without bringing up Luke. And that was one subjecobuldn’t raise. She
would shut me out every time | tried.

July passed, with fireworks on the beach on thetRodugust turned so
hot the strawberries started baking in the fiekdsally, the last day of camp
arrived. The standard form letter appeared on my after breakfast,
warning me that the cleaning harpies would devoaiifrhstayed past noon.

At ten o’clock | stood on the top of Half-Blood Hilvaiting for the camp
van that would take me into the city. I'd made ag@aments to leave Mrs.
O’Leary at camp, where Chiron promised she’d b&dooafter. Tyson and |
would take turns visiting her during the year.

| hoped Annabeth would be riding into Manhattanhwite, but she only
came to see me off. She said she’d arranged toastegmp a little longer.
She would tend to Chiron until his leg was fullycogered, and keep
studying Deadalus’s laptop, which had engrosseddnehe last two months.
Then she would head back to her father’s placemfancisco.

“There’s a private school out there that I'll beirgpto,” she said. “I'll
probably hate it, but...” she shrugged.

“Yeah, well, call me, okay?”

“Sure,” she said half-heartedly. “I'll keep my eygsen for...”

There it was agairLuke She couldn’t even say his name without opening
up a huge box of hurt and worry and anger.

“Annabeth,” | said. “What was the rest of the prepy?”



She fixed her eyes on the woods in the distance,sha didn't say
anything.

“You shall delve in the darkness of the endlessenialzremembered.
“The dead, the traitor, and the lost one raigée raised a lot of the dead.
We saved Ethan Nakamura, who turned out to beit@rir&Ve raised the
spirit of Pan, the lost one.”

Annabeth shook her head like she wanted me to stop.

“You shall rise or fall by the ghost king’s hand|”pressed on. “That
wasn’t Minos, like I'd thought. It was Nico. By cbsing to be on our side,
he saved us. Antthe child of Athena’s final standthat was Daedalus.”

“‘Percy—"

“Destroy with a hero’s final breatffhat makes sense now. Daedalus died
to destroy the Labyrinth. But what was the last—"

“And lose a love to worse than death®hnabeth had tears in her eyes.
“That was the last line, Percy. Are you happy now?”

The sun seemed colder than it had a moment ago,” “ilOaid. “So
Luke—"

“Percy, | didn’t know who the prophecy was talkiagout. |—I didn’t
know if...” She faltered helplessly. “Luke and |—fpears, he was the only
one who really cared about me. | thought...”

Before she could continue, a sparkle of light apgeganext to us, like
someone had opened a gold curtain in the air.

“You have nothing to apologize for, my dear.” Stigngdon the hill was a
tall woman in a white dress, her dark hair braideer her shoulder.

“Hera,” Annabeth said.

The goddess smiled. “You found the answers, agWkyou would. Your
quest was a success.”

“A success?” Annabeth said. “Luke is gone. Daedalus is dead. iBa
dead. How is that—"

“Our family is safe,” Hera insisted. “Those othense better gone, my
dear. | am proud of you.”

| balled my fists. | couldn’t believe she was saythis. “You're the one
who paid Geryon to let us through the ranch, wengm?”

Hera shrugged. Her dress shimmered in rainbow softrwanted to
speed you on your way.”

“But you didn’t care about Nico. You were happysee him turned over
to the Titans.”

“Oh, please.” Hera waved her hand dismissively.¢Bon of Hades said
it himself. No one wants him around. He does néirge”



“Hephaestus was right,” | growled. “You only carboat your perfect
family, not real people.”

Her eyes turned dangerously bright. “Watch yoursah of Poseidon. |
guided you more than you know in the maze. | wagoat side when you
faced Geryonl let your arrow fly straight. | sent you to Calyfsasland. |
opened the way to the Titan’s mountain. Annabeth demar, surely you see
how I've helped. | would welcome a sacrifice for efyorts.”

Annabeth stood still as a statue. She could’'ve shahk you. She
could’'ve promised to throw some barbecue on thei&raor Hera and
forget the whole thing. But she clenched her jaybisornly. She looked just
the way she had when she’d faced the Sphinx—Ililee wshsn’'t going to
accept an easy answer, even if it got her in sericauble. | realized that
was one of the things | liked best about Annabeth.

“Percy is right.” she turned her back on the godd&éou’re the one who
doesn’t belong, Queen Hera. So next time, thartkst no thanks.”

Hera’s sneer was worse than ampousa’s Her form began to glow.
“You will regret this insult, Annabeth. You will geet this very much.”

| averted my eyes as the goddess turned into berdivine form and
disappeared in a blaze of light.

The hilltop was peaceful again. Over at the piee,tPeleus the dragon
dozed under the Golden Fleece as if nothing hadédregal.

“I'm sorry,” Annabeth told me. “I—I should get bacKl keep in touch.”

“Listen, Annabeth—" | thought about Mount St. HedeiCalypso’s Island,
Luke and Rachel Elizabeth Dare, and how suddendyy#ving had gotten
so complicated. | wanted to tell Annabeth thatdndi really want to be so
distant from her.

Then Argus honked his horn down at the road, dadtimy chance.

“You’d better get going,” Annabeth said. “Take ¢aseaweed Brain.”

She jogged down the hill. | watched her until shached the cabins. She
didn’t look back once.

* % %

Two days later it was my birthday. | never advedishe date, because it
always fell right after camp, so none of my camenids could usually come,
and | didn’t have that many mortal friends. Besjdgstting older didn’t
seem like anything to celebrate since I'd gottes kiig prophecy about me
destroying or saving the world when | turned sintedow | was turning
fifteen. | was running out of time.



My mom threw me a small party at our apartmentl Béfis came over,
but that was okay because Chiron had manipulated\ist to convince
everyone at Goode High School that | had nothingatavith the band room
explosion. Now Paul and the other witnesses wenginoed that Kelli had
been a crazy, firebomb-throwing cheerleader, whitead simply been an
innocent bystander who'd panicked and ran fromsttene. | would still be
allowed to start as a freshman at Goode next mdintlwanted to keep my
record of getting kicked out of school every ydarhave to try harder.

Tyson came to my party, too, and my mother bakedewtra blue cakes
just for him. While Tyson helped my mom blow up tgaballoons, Paul
Blofis asked me to help him in the kitchen.

As we were pouring punch, he said, “I hear your nsgmed you up for
driver’s ed this fall.”

“Yeah. It's cool. | can’t wait.”

Seriously, I'd been excited about getting my lieefgrever, but | guess
my heart wasn’t in it anymore, and Paul could t&ll.a weird way he
reminded me of Chiron sometimes, how he could labyour and actually
seeyour thoughts. | guess it was that teacher aura.

“You've had a rough summer,” he said. “I'm guessyuy lost someone
important. And...girl trouble?”

| stared at him. “How do you know that? Did my morh—

He held up his hands. “Your mom hasn’t said a thAwgd | won't pry. |
just know there’s something unusual about you, yPeYou've got a lot
going on that | can't figure. But | was also fifte@nce, and I'm just
guessing from your expression...Well, you've hadwgtotime.”

| nodded. I'd promised my mom | would tell Paul tineth about me, but
now didn’t seem the time. Not yet. “| lost a couplefriends at this camp |
go to,” | said. “I mean, not close friends, butl-st’

“I'm sorry.”

“Yeah. And, uh, | guess the girl stuff...”

“Here.” Paul handed me some punch. “To your fiftedmrthday. And to
a better year to come.”

We tapped our paper cups together and drank.

“Percy, | kind of feel bad giving you one more fipito think about,” Paul
said. “But | wanted to ask you something.”

“Yeah?”

“Girl stuff.”

| frowned. “What do you mean?”

“Your mom,” Paul said. “I'm thinking about propogjiio her.”



| almost dropped my cup. “You mean...marrying her? édad her?”

“Well, that was the genera idea. Would that be okdly you?”

“You're asking my permission?”

Paul scratched his beard. “l don’t know if it's pession, so much, but
she’s your mother. And | know you’re going throughot. | wouldn'’t feel
right if | didn’t talk to you about it first, mamtman.”

“Man to man,” | repeated. It sounded strange, sayat. | thought about
Paul and my mom, how she smiled and laughed momnewer he was
around, and how Paul had gone out of his way targeinto high school. |
found myself saying, “I think that’s a great id@aul. Go for it.”

He smiled really wide then. “Cheers, Percy. Latis jthe party.”

* % %

| was just getting ready to blow out the candlegmvthe doorbell rang.

My mom frowned. “Who could that be?”

It was weird, because our new building had a doarnmat he hadn’t
called up or anything. My mom opened the door aampgd.

It was my dad. He was wearing Bermuda shorts arddvaaiian shirt and
Birkenstocks, like he usually does. His black beaas neatly trimmed and
his sea-green eyes twinkled. He wore a battereddeaprated with fishing
lures. It said NEPTUNE’S LUCKY FISHING HAT.

“Pos—" My mother stopped herself. She was blushiggt to the roots
of her hair. “Um, hello.”

“Hello, Sally,” Poseidon said. “You look as beautis ever. May | come
in?”

My mother made a squeaking sound that might've leter a “Yes” or
“Help.” Poseidon took it as a yes and came in.

Paul was looking back and forth between us, trytogread our
expressions. Finally he stepped forward. “Hi, I'euPBlofis.”

Poseidon raised his eyebrows as they shook haBdewfish, did you
say?”

“Ah, no. Blofis, actually.”

“Oh, | see,” Poseidon said. “A shame. | quite likbowfish. | am
Poseidon.”

“Poseidon? That’s an interesting name.”

“Yes, | like it. I've gone by other names, but | pieefer Poseidon.”

“Like the god of the sea.”



“Very much like that, yes.”

“Well”” my mom interrupted. “Um, we’re so glad yaould drop by. Paul,
this is Percy’s father.”

“Ah.” Paul nodded, though he didn't look real pleds‘| see.”

Poseidon smiled at me. “There you are, my boy. Aysbn, hello, son!”

“Daddy!” Tyson bounded across the room and gavesidos a big hug,
which almost knocked off his fishing hat.

Paul’s jaw dropped. He stared at my mom. “Tyson’is...

“Not mine,” she promised. “It's a long story.”

“I couldn’t miss Percy'’s fifteenth birthday,” Poden said. “Why, if this
were Sparta, Percy would be a man today!”

“That’s true,” Paul said. “l used to teach ancikistory.”

Poseidon’s eyes twinkled. “That's me. Ancient higtoSally, Paul,
Tyson...would you mind if | borrowed Percy for a mon#&

He put his arm around me and steered me into thiedq.

* % %

Once we were alone, his smile faded.

“Are you all right, my boy?”

“Yeah. I'm fine. | guess.”

“I heard stories,” Poseidon said. “But | wantedh&ar it directly from you.
Tell me everything.”

So | did. It was kind of disconcerting, because dittim listened so
intently. His eyes never left my face. His expressilidn’t change the whole
time | talked. When | was done, he nodded slowly.

“So Kronos is indeed back. It will not be long befdull war is upon us.”

“What about Luke?” | asked. “Is he really gone?”

“I don’t know, Percy. It is most disturbing.”

“But his body is mortal. Couldn’t you just destrioyn?”

“Mortal, perhaps, but there is something differabbut Luke, my boy. |
don’t know how he was prepared to host the Titaoisl, but he will not be
easily killed. And yet, | fear he must be killedne are to send Kronos back
to the pit. | will have to think on this. Unfortutedy, | have other problems
of my own.”

| remembered what Tyson had told me at the beginointhe summer.
“The old sea gods?”



“Indeed. The battle came first to me, Percy. Int,facannot stay long.
Even now the ocean is at war with itself. It islatbn do to keep hurricanes
and typhoons from destroying your surface world,ftghting is so intense.”

“Let me come down there,” | said. “Let me help.”

Poseidon’s eyes crinkled as he smiled. “Not yet,boy. | sense you will
be needed here. Which reminds me...” He brought osdral dollar and
pressed it into my hand. “Your birthday presener&pit wisely.”

“Uh, spend a sand dollar?”

“Oh, yes. In my day, you could buy quite a lot warsand dollar. | think
you will find it still buys a lot, if used in theght situation.”

“What situation?”

“When the time comes,” Poseidon said, “I think ybkinhow.”

| closed my hand around the sand dollar, but somgtlvas really
bothering me.

“Dad,” | said, “when | was in the maze, | met AniaeHe said...well, he
said he was your favorite son. He decorated hisaangth skulls and—"

“He dedicated them to me,” Poseidon supplied. “And are wondering
how someone could do something so horrible in myen&a

| nodded uncomfortably.

Poseidon put his weathered hand on my shouldercyPkesser beings do
many horrible things in the name of the gods. Twds not mean we gods
approve. The way our sons and daughters act imames...well, it usually
says more abouhemthan it does about us. Aydu, Percy, are my favorite
son.”

He smiled, and at that moment, just being in thehkin with him was the
best birthday present | ever got. Then my mom d&lem the living room.
“Percy? The candles are melting!”

“You'd better go,” Poseidon said. “But, Percy, dast thing you should
know. That incident at Mount St. Helens...”

For a second | thought he was talking about Anrrakesising me, and |
blushed, but then | realized he was talking abouatething a lot bigger.

“The eruptions are continuing,” he said. “Typhonsigring. It is very
likely that soon, in a few months, perhaps a ye¢drest, he will escape his
bonds.”

“I'm sorry,” | said. “I didn’t mean—"

Poseidon raised his hand. “It is not your faultrclye It would've
happened sooner or later, with Kronos awakeningatieéent monsters. But
be aware, if Typhon stirsit.will be unlike anything you have faced before.
The first time he appeared, all the forces of Olymprere barely enough to



battle him. And when he stirs again, he will consrel) to New York. He
will make straight for Olympus.”

That was just the kind of wonderful news | wantedyét on my birthday,
but Poseidon patted me on the back like everythiag fine. “I should go.
Enjoy your cake.”

And just like that he turned to mist and was swayitthe window on a
warm ocean breeze.

It took a little work to convince Paul that Poseidead left via the fire
escape, but since people can’t vanish into thinherhad no choice but to
believe it.

We ate blue cake and ice cream until we couldrt'ta@gmore. Then we
played a bunch of cheesy party games like charadédvionopoly. Tyson
didn’t get charades. He kept shouting out the answavas trying to mime,
but it turned out he was really good at Monopolg. kiiocked me out of the
game in the first five rounds and started bankngptny mom and Paul. |
left them playing and went into my bedroom.

| set an uneaten slice of blue cake on my dreS3e¥n | took off my
Camp Half-Blood necklace and laid it on the windiw3here were three
beads now, representing my three summers at camnpdeat, the Golden
Fleece, and the latest: an intricate maze, synihglithe Battle of the
Labyrinth, as the campers had started to callvitohdered what next year’s
bead would be, if | was still around to get ittHe camp survived until next
summer.

| looked at the phone by my bedside. | thought almalling Rachel
Elizabeth Dare. My mom had asked me if there wasma else | wanted to
have over tonight, and I'd thought about Rachelt Bdidn’t call. | don't
know why. The idea made me almost as nervous asmimto the Labyrinth.

| patted my pockets and emptied out my stuff—Riptid Kleenex, my
apartment key. Then | patted my shirt pocket attdafemall lump. | hadn’t
even realized it, but | was wearing the white qotbirt Calypso had given
me on Ogygia. | brought out a little piece of clatimwrapped it, and found
the clipping of moonlace. It was a tiny sprig, skted up after two months,
but | could still smell the faint scent of the eanted garden. It made me sad.

| remembered Calypso’s last request of Pkant a garden in Manhattan
for me, will you? opened the window and stepped onto the firepesca



My mom kept a planter box out there. In the spishg usually filled it
with flowers, but now it was all dirt, waiting f@omething new. It was a
clear night. The moon was full over Eighty-secom@@&. | planted the dried
sprig of moonlace carefully in the dirt and spratkla little nectar on it from
my camp canteen.

Nothing happened at first.

Then, as | watched, a tiny silver plant sprang @uthe soil—a baby
moonlace, growing in the warm summer night.

“Nice plant,” a voice said.

| jJumped. Nico di Angelo was standing on the fiseape right next to me.
He’'d just appeared there.

“Sorry,” he said. “Didn’t mean to startle you.”

“That's—that’s okay. | mean...what are you doing ?ére

He’d grown about an inch taller over the last ceupl months. His hair
was a shaggy black mess. He wore a black T-shatkhgeans, and a new
silver ring shaped like a skull. His Stygian iramosd hung at his side.

“'ve done some exploring,” he said. “Thought youlike to know,
Daedalus got his punishment.”

“You saw him?”

Nico nodded. “Minos wanted to boil him in cheesedoe for an eternity,
but my father had other ideas. Daedalus will béding overpasses and exit
ramps in Asphodel for all time. It'll help ease thmaffic congestion.
Truthfully, | think the old guy is pretty happy Wwithat. He’s still building.
Still creating. And he gets to see his son andiRemthe weekends.”

“That’s good.”

Nico tapped at his silver ring. “But that's not treal reason I've come.
I've found out some things. | want to make you #erg’

“What?”

“The way to beat Luke,” he said. “If I'm right, #'theonly way you'll
stand a chance.”

| took a deep breath. “Okay. I'm listening.”

Nico glanced inside my room. His eyebrows furrowéd.that...is that
blue birthday cake?”

He sounded hungry, maybe a little wistful. | woretkif the poor kid had
ever had a birthday party, or if he'd ever evembegited to one.

“Come inside for some cake and ice cream,” | sdidsounds like we've
got a lot to talk about.”



