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 Glossary

 Preview of The Kane Chronicles. Book One: The Red Pyramid

 To my wonderful readers: Sorry about that last cliff-hanger. Well, no, not really. HAHAHAHA. But seriously, I love you guys.
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 During the third attack, Hazel almost ate a boulder. She was peering into the fog, wondering how it could be so difficult to fly across one stupid mountain range, when the ship’s alarm bells sounded.

 “Hard to port!” Nico yelled from the foremast of the flying ship.

 Back at the helm, Leo yanked the wheel. The Argo II veered left, its aerial oars slashing through the clouds like rows of knives.

 Hazel made the mistake of looking over the rail. A dark spherical shape hurtled toward her. She thought: Why is the moon coming at us? Then she yelped and hit the deck. The huge rock passed so close overhead it blew her hair out of her face.

 CRACK!

 The foremast collapsed—sail, spars, and Nico all crashing to the deck. The boulder, roughly the size of a pickup truck, tumbled off into the fog like it had important business elsewhere.

 “Nico!” Hazel scrambled over to him as Leo brought the ship level.

 “I’m fine,” Nico muttered, kicking folds of canvas off his legs.

 She helped him up, and they stumbled to the bow. Hazel peeked over more carefully this time. The clouds parted just long enough to reveal the top of the mountain below them: a spearhead of black rock jutting from mossy green slopes. Standing at the summit was a mountain god—one of the numina montanum, Jason had called them. Or ourae, in Greek. Whatever you called them, they were nasty.

 Like the others they had faced, this one wore a simple white tunic over skin as rough and dark as basalt. He was about twenty feet tall and extremely muscular, with a flowing white beard, scraggly hair, and a wild look in his eyes, like a crazy hermit. He bellowed something Hazel didn’t understand, but it obviously wasn’t welcoming. With his bare hands, he pried another chunk of rock from his mountain and began shaping it into a ball.
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 The scene disappeared in the fog, but when the mountain god bellowed again, other numina answered in the distance, their voices echoing through the valleys.

 “Stupid rock gods!” Leo yelled from the helm. “That’s the third time I’ve had to replace that mast! You think they grow on trees?”

 Nico frowned. “Masts are from trees.”

 “That’s not the point!” Leo snatched up one of his controls, rigged from a Nintendo Wii stick, and spun it in a circle. A few feet away, a trapdoor opened in the deck. A Celestial bronze cannon rose. Hazel just had time to cover her ears before it discharged into the sky, spraying a dozen metal spheres that trailed green fire. The spheres grew spikes in midair, like helicopter blades, and hurtled away into the fog.

 A moment later, a series of explosions crackled across the mountains, followed by the outraged roars of mountain gods.

 “Ha!” Leo yelled.

 Unfortunately, Hazel guessed, judging from their last two encounters, Leo’s newest weapon had only annoyed the numina.

 Another boulder whistled through the air off to their starboard side.

 Nico yelled, “Get us out of here!”

 Leo muttered some unflattering comments about numina, but he turned the wheel. The engines hummed. Magical rigging lashed itself tight, and the ship tacked to port. The Argo II picked up speed, retreating northwest, as they’d been doing for the past two days.

 Hazel didn’t relax until they were out of the mountains. The fog cleared. Below them, morning sunlight illuminated the Italian countryside—rolling green hills and golden fields not too different from those in Northern California. Hazel could almost imagine she was sailing home to Camp Jupiter.

 The thought weighed on her chest. Camp Jupiter had only been her home for nine months, since Nico had brought her back from the Underworld. But she missed it more than her birthplace of New Orleans, and definitely more than Alaska, where she’d died back in 1942.

 She missed her bunk in the Fifth Cohort barracks. She missed dinners in the mess hall, with wind spirits whisking platters through the air and legionnaires joking about the war games. She wanted to wander the streets of New Rome, holding hands with Frank Zhang. She wanted to experience just being a regular girl for once, with an actual sweet, caring boyfriend.

 Most of all, she wanted to feel safe. She was tired of being scared and worried all the time.

 She stood on the quarterdeck as Nico picked mast splinters out of his arms and Leo punched buttons on the ship’s console.

 “Well, that was sucktastic,” Leo said. “Should I wake the others?”

 Hazel was tempted to say yes, but the other crew members had taken the night shift and had earned their rest. They were exhausted from defending the ship. Every few hours, it seemed, some Roman monster had decided the Argo II looked like a tasty treat.

 A few weeks ago, Hazel wouldn’t have believed that anyone could sleep through a numina attack, but now she imagined her friends were still snoring away belowdecks. Whenever she got a chance to crash, she slept like a coma patient.

 “They need rest,” she said. “We’ll have to figure out another way on our own.”
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 “Huh.” Leo scowled at his monitor. In his tattered work shirt and grease-splattered jeans, he looked like he’d just lost a wrestling match with a locomotive.

 Ever since their friends Percy and Annabeth had fallen into Tartarus, Leo had been working almost nonstop. He’d been acting angrier and even more driven than usual.

 Hazel worried about him. But part of her was relieved by the change. Whenever Leo smiled and joked, he looked too much like Sammy, his great-grandfather... Hazel’s first boyfriend, back in 1942.

 Ugh, why did her life have to be so complicated?

 “Another way,” Leo muttered. “Do you see one?”

 On his monitor glowed a map of Italy. The Apennine Mountains ran down the middle of the bootshaped country. A green dot for the Argo II blinked on the western side of the range, a few hundred miles north of Rome. Their path should have been simple. They needed to get to a place called Epirus in Greece and find an old temple called the House of Hades (or Pluto, as the Romans called him; or as Hazel liked to think of him: the World’s Worst Absent Lather).

 To reach Epirus, all they had to do was go straight east—over the Apennines and across the Adriatic Sea. But it hadn’t worked out that way. Each time they tried to cross the spine of Italy, the mountain gods attacked.

 Lor the past two days they’d skirted north, hoping to find a safe pass, with no luck. The numina montanum were sons of Gaea, Hazel’s least favorite goddess. That made them very determined enemies. The Argo II couldn’t fly high enough to avoid their attacks; and even with all its defenses, the ship couldn’t make it across the range without being smashed to pieces.

 “It’s our fault,” Hazel said. “Nico’s and mine. The numina can sense us.”

 She glanced at her half brother. Since they’d rescued him from the giants, he’d started to regain his strength, but he was still painfully thin. His black shirt and jeans hung off his skeletal frame. Long dark hair framed his sunken eyes. His olive complexion had turned a sickly greenish white, like the color of tree sap.

 In human years, he was barely fourteen, just a year older than Hazel, but that didn’t tell the whole story. Like Hazel, Nico di Angelo was a demigod from another era. He radiated a kind of old energy —a melancholy that came from knowing he didn’t belong in the modern world.

 Hazel hadn’t known him very long, but she understood, even shared, his sadness. The children of Hades (Pluto—whichever) rarely had happy lives. And judging from what Nico had told her the night before, their biggest challenge was yet to come when they reached the House of Hades—a challenge he’d implored her to keep secret from the others.

 Nico gripped the hilt of his Stygian iron sword. “Earth spirits don’t like children of the Underworld. That’s true. We get under their skin— literally. But I think the numina could sense this ship anyway. We’re carrying the Athena Parthenos. That thing is like a magical beacon.”

 Hazel shivered, thinking of the massive statue that took up most of the hold. They’d sacrificed so much saving it from the cavern under Rome; but they had no idea what to do with it. So far the only thing it seemed to be good for was alerting more monsters to their presence.

 Leo traced his finger down the map of Italy. “So crossing the mountains is out. Thing is, they go a long way in either direction.”

 “We could go by sea,” Hazel suggested. “Sail around the southern tip of Italy.”
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 “That’s a long way,” Nico said. “Plus, we don’t have...” His voice cracked. “You know.. .our sea expert, Percy.”

 The name hung in the air like an impending storm.

 Percy Jackson, son of Poseidon.. .probably the demigod Hazel admired most. He’d saved her life so many times on their quest to Alaska; but when he had needed Hazel’s help in Rome, she’d failed him She’d watched, powerless, as he and Annabeth had plunged into that pit.

 Hazel took a deep breath. Percy and Annabeth were still alive. She knew that in her heart. She could still help them if she could get to the House of Hades, if she could survive the challenge Nico had warned her about....

 “What about continuing north?” she asked. “There has to be a break in the mountains, or something.”

 Leo fiddled with the bronze Archimedes sphere that he’d installed on the console—his newest and most dangerous toy. Every time Hazel looked at the thing, her mouth went dry. She worried that Leo would turn the wrong combination on the sphere and accidentally eject them all from the deck, or blow up the ship, or turn the Argo II into a giant toaster.

 Fortunately, they got lucky. The sphere grew a camera lens and projected a 3-D image of the Apennine Mountains above the console.

 “I dunno.” Leo examined the hologram. “I don’t see any good passes to the north. But I like that idea better than backtracking south. I’m done with Rome.”

 No one argued with that. Rome had not been a good experience.

 “Whatever we do,” Nico said, “we have to hurry. Every day that Annabeth and Percy are in Tartarus...”

 He didn’t need to finish. They had to hope Percy and Annabeth could survive long enough to find the Tartarus side of the Doors of Death. Then, assuming the Argo II could reach the House of Hades, they might be able to open the Doors on the mortal side, save their friends, and seal the entrance, stopping Gaea’s forces from being reincarnated in the mortal world over and over.

 Yes.. .nothing could go wrong with that plan.

 Nico scowled at the Italian countryside below them. “Maybe we should wake the others. This decision affects us all.”

 “No,” Hazel said. “We can find a solution.”

 She wasn’t sure why she felt so strongly about it, but since leaving Rome, the crew had started to lose its cohesion. They’d been learning to work as a team. Then bam .. .their two most important members fell into Tartarus. Percy had been their backbone. He’d given them confidence as they sailed across the Atlantic and into the Mediterranean. As for Annabeth—she’d been the de facto leader of the quest. She’d recovered the Athena Parthenos single-handedly. She was the smartest of the seven, the one with the answers.

 If Hazel woke up the rest of the crew every time they had a problem, they’d just start arguing again, feeling more and more hopeless.

 She had to make Percy and Annabeth proud of her. She had to take the initiative. She couldn’t believe her only role in this quest would be what Nico had warned her of—removing the obstacle waiting for them in the House of Hades. She pushed the thought aside.
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 “We need some creative thinking,” she said. “Another way to cross those mountains, or a way to hide ourselves from the numinaP

 Nico sighed. “If I was on my own, I could shadow-travel. But that won’t work for an entire ship. And honestly, I’m not sure I have the strength to even transport myself anymore.”

 “I could maybe rig some kind of camouflage,” Leo said, “like a smoke screen to hide us in the clouds.” He didn’t sound very enthusiastic.

 Hazel stared down at the rolling farmland, thinking about what lay beneath it—the realm of her father, lord of the Underworld. She’d only met Pluto once, and she hadn’t even realized who he was. She certainly had never expected help from him—not when she was alive the first time, not during her time as a spirit in the Underworld, not since Nico had brought her back to the world of the living.

 Her dad’s servant Thanatos, god of death, had suggested that Pluto might be doing Hazel a favor by ignoring her. After all, she wasn’t supposed to be alive. If Pluto took notice of her, he might have to return her to the land of the dead.

 Which meant calling on Pluto would be a very bad idea. And yet...

 Please, Dad, she found herself praying. / have to find a way to your temple in Greece—the House of Hades. If you ’re down there, show me what to do.

 At the edge of the horizon, a flicker of movement caught her eye—something small and beige racing across the fields at incredible speed, leaving a vapor trail like a plane’s.

 Hazel couldn’t believe it. She didn’t dare hope, but it had to be.. .“Arion.”

 “What?” Nico asked.

 Leo let out a happy whoop as the dust cloud got closer. “It’s her horse, man! You missed that whole part. We haven’t seen him since Kansas!”

 Hazel laughed—the first time she’d laughed in days. It felt so good to see her old friend.

 About a mile to the north, the small beige dot circled a hill and stopped at the summit. He was difficult to make out, but when the horse reared and whinnied, the sound carried all the way to the Argo II. Hazel had no doubt—it was Arion.

 “We have to meet him,” she said. “He’s here to help.”

 “Yeah, okay.” Leo scratched his head. “But, uh, we talked about not landing the ship on the ground anymore, remember? You know, with Gaea wanting to destroy us and all.”

 “Just get me close, and I’ll use the rope ladder.” Hazel’s heart was pounding. “I think Arion wants to tell me something.”
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 Hazel had never felt so happy. Well, except for maybe on the night of the victory feast at Camp Jupiter, when she’d kissed Frank for the first time.. .but this was a close second.

 As soon as she reached the ground, she ran to Arion and threw her arms around him. “I missed you!” She pressed her face into the horse’s warm neck, which smelled of sea salt and apples. “Where have you been?”

 Arion nickered. Hazel wished she could speak Horse like Percy could, but she got the general idea. Arion sounded impatient, as if saying, No time for sentiment, girl! Come on!

 “You want me to go with you?” she guessed.

 Arion bobbed his head, trotting in place. His dark brown eyes gleamed with urgency.

 Hazel still couldn’t believe he was actually here. He could run across any surface, even the sea; but she’d been afraid he wouldn’t follow them into the ancient lands. The Mediterranean was too dangerous for demigods and their allies.

 He wouldn’t have come unless Hazel was in dire need. And he seemed so agitated.... Anything that could make a fearless horse skittish should have terrified Hazel.

 Instead, she felt elated. She was so tired of being seasick and airsick. Aboard the Argo II, she felt about as useful as a box of ballast. She was glad to be back on solid ground, even if it was Gaea’s territory. She was ready to ride.

 “Hazel!” Nico called down from the ship. “What’s going on?”

 “It’s fine!” She crouched down and summoned a gold nugget from the earth. She was getting better at controlling her power. Precious stones hardly ever popped up around her by accident anymore, and pulling gold from the ground was easy.

 She fed Arion the nugget.. .his favorite snack. Then she smiled up at Leo and Nico, who were watching her from the top of the ladder a hundred feet above. “Arion wants to take me somewhere.”
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 The boys exchanged nervous looks.

 “Uh..Leo pointed north. “Please tell me he’s not taking you into that?”

 Hazel had been so focused on Arion, she hadn’t noticed the disturbance. A mile away, on the crest of the next hill, a storm had gathered over some old stone ruins—maybe the remains of a Roman temple or a fortress. A funnel cloud snaked its way down toward the hill like an inky black finger.

 Hazel’s mouth tasted like blood. She looked at Arion. “You want to go there?”

 Arion whinnied, as if to say, Uh, duh!

 Well.. .Hazel had asked for help. Was this her dad’s answer?

 She hoped so, but she sensed something besides Pluto at work in that storm.. .something dark, powerful, and not necessarily friendly.

 Still, this was her chance to help her friends—to lead instead of follow.

 She tightened the straps of her Imperial gold cavalry sword and climbed onto Arion’s back.

 “I’ll be okay!” she called up to Nico and Leo. “Stay put and wait for me.”

 “Wait for how long?” Nico asked. “What if you don’t come back?”

 “Don’t worry, I will,” she promised, hoping it was true.

 She spurred Arion, and they shot across the countryside, heading straight for the growing tornado.
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 The storm swallowed the hill in a swirling cone of black vapor.

 Arion charged straight into it.

 Hazel found herself at the summit, but it felt like a different dimension. The world lost its color. The walls of the storm encircled the hill in murky black. The sky churned gray. The crumbling ruins were bleached so white, they almost glowed. Even Arion had turned from caramel brown to a dark shade of ash.

 In the eye of the tempest, the air was still. Hazel’s skin tingled coolly, as if she’d been rubbed with alcohol. In front of her, an arched gateway led through mossy walls into some sort of enclosure.

 Hazel couldn’t see much through the gloom, but she felt a presence within, as if she were a chunk of iron close to a large magnet. Its pull was irresistible, dragging her forward.

 Yet she hesitated. She reined in Arion, and he clopped impatiently, the ground crackling under his hooves. Wherever he stepped, the grass, dirt, and stones turned white like frost. Hazel remembered the Hubbard Glacier in Alaska—how the surface had cracked under their feet. She remembered the floor of that horrible cavern in Rome crumbling to dust, plunging Percy and Annabeth into Tartarus.

 She hoped this black-and-white hilltop wouldn’t dissolve under her, but she decided it was best to keep moving.

 “Let’s go, then, boy.” Her voice sounded muffled, as if she were speaking into a pillow.

 Arion trotted through the stone archway. Ruined walls bordered a square courtyard about the size of a tennis court. Three other gateways, one in the middle of each wall, led north, east, and west. In the center of the yard, two cobblestone paths intersected, making a cross. Mist hung in the air— hazy shreds of white that coiled and undulated as if they were alive.

 Not mist, Hazel realized. The Mist.
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 All her life, she’d heard about the Mist—the supernatural veil that obscured the world of myth from the sight of mortals. It could deceive humans, even demigods, into seeing monsters as harmless animals, or gods as regular people.

 Hazel had never thought of it as actual smoke, but as she watched it curling around Arion’s legs, floating through the broken arches of the ruined courtyard, the hairs stood up on her arms. Somehow she knew: this white stuff was pure magic.

 In the distance, a dog howled. Arion wasn’t usually scared of anything, but he reared, huffing nervously.

 “It’s okay.” Hazel stroked his neck. “We’re in this together. I’m going to get down, all right?”

 She slid off Arion’s back. Instantly he turned and ran.

 “Arion, wai—”

 But he’d already disappeared the way he’d come.

 So much for being in this together.

 Another howl cut through the air—closer this time.

 Hazel stepped toward the center of the courtyard. The Mist clung to her like freezer fog.

 “Hello?” she called.

 “Hello,” a voice answered.

 The pale figure of a woman appeared at the northern gateway. No, wait.. .she stood at the eastern entrance. No, the western. Three smoky images of the same woman moved in unison toward the center of the ruins. Her form was blurred, made from Mist, and she was trailed by two smaller wisps of smoke, darting at her heels like animals. Some sort of pets?

 She reached the center of the courtyard and her three forms merged into one. She solidified into a young woman in a dark sleeveless gown. Her golden hair was gathered into a high-set ponytail, Ancient Greek style. Her dress was so silky, it seemed to ripple, as if the cloth were ink spilling off her shoulders. She looked no more than twenty, but Hazel knew that meant nothing.

 “Hazel Levesque,” said the woman.

 She was beautiful, but deathly pale. Once, back in New Orleans, Hazel had been forced to attend a wake for a dead classmate. She remembered the lifeless body of the young girl in the open casket. Her face had been made up prettily, as if she were resting, which Hazel had found terrifying.

 This woman reminded Hazel of that girl—except the woman’s eyes were open and completely black. When she tilted her head, she seemed to break into three different people again.. .misty afterimages blurring together, like a photograph of someone moving too fast to capture.

 “Wfio are you?” Hazel’s fingers twitched at the hilt of her sword. “I mean.. .which goddess?”

 Hazel was sure of that much. This woman radiated power. Everything around them—the swirling Mist, the monochromatic storm, the eerie glow of the ruins—was because of her presence.

 “Ah.” The woman nodded. “Let me give you some light.”

 She raised her hands. Suddenly she was holding two old-fashioned reed torches, guttering with fire. The Mist receded to the edges of the courtyard. At the woman’s sandaled feet, the two wispy animals took on solid form. One was a black Labrador retriever. The other was a long, gray, furry rodent with a white mask around its face. A weasel, maybe?
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 The woman smiled serenely.

 “I am Hecate,” she said. “Goddess of magic. We have much to discuss if you’re to live through tonight.”
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 Hazel wanted to run, but her feet seemed stuck to the white-glazed ground.

 On either side of the crossroads, two dark metal torch-stands erupted from the dirt like plant stalks. Hecate fixed her torches in them, then walked a slow circle around Hazel, regarding her as if they were partners in some eerie dance.

 The black dog and the weasel followed in her wake.

 “You are like your mother,” Hecate decided.

 Hazel’s throat constricted. “You knew her?”

 “Of course. Marie was a fortune-teller. She dealt in charms and curses and gris-gris. I am the goddess of magic.”

 Those pure black eyes seemed to pull at Hazel, as if trying to extract her soul. During her first lifetime in New Orleans, Hazel had been tormented by the kids at St. Agnes School because of her mother. They called Marie Levesque a witch. The nuns muttered that Hazel’s mother was trading with the Devil.

 If the nuns were scared of my mom, Hazel wondered, what would they make of this goddess?

 “Many fear me,” Hecate said, as if reading her thoughts. “But magic is neither good nor evil. It is a tool, like a knife. Is a knife evil? Only if the wielder is evil.”

 “My—my mother...” Hazel stammered. “She didn’t believe in magic. Not really. She was just faking it, for the money.”

 The weasel chittered and bared its teeth. Then it made a squeaking sound from its back end. Under other circumstances, a weasel passing gas might have been funny, but Hazel didn’t laugh. The rodent’s red eyes glared at her balefully, like tiny coals.

 “Peace, Gale,” said Hecate. She gave Hazel an apologetic shrug. “Gale does not like hearing
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 about nonbelievers and con artists. She herself was once a witch, you see.”

 “Your weasel was a witch?”

 “She’s a polecat, actually,” Hecate said. “But, yes—Gale was once a disagreeable human witch. She had terrible personal hygiene, plus extreme—ah, digestive issues.” Hecate waved her hand in front of her nose. “It gave my other followers a bad name.”

 “Okay.” Hazel tried not to look at the weasel. She really didn’t want to know about the rodent’s intestinal problems.

 “At any rate,” Hecate said, “I turned her into a polecat. She’s much better as a polecat.”

 Hazel swallowed. She looked at the black dog, which was affectionately nuzzling the goddess’s hand. “And your Labrador...?”

 “Oh, she’s Hecuba, the former queen of Troy,” Hecate said, as if that should be obvious.

 The dog grunted.

 “You’re right, Hecuba,” the goddess said. “We don’t have time for long introductions. The point is, Hazel Levesque, your mother may have claimed not to believe, but she had true magic. Eventually, she realized this. When she searched for a spell to summon the god Pluto, / helped her find it.”

 “You...?”

 “Yes.” Hecate continued circling Hazel. “I saw potential in your mother. I see even more potential in you.”

 Hazel’s head spun. She remembered her mother’s confession just before she had died: how she’d summoned Pluto, how the god had fallen in love with her, and how, because of her greedy wish, her daughter Hazel had been born with a curse. Hazel could summon riches from the earth, but anyone who used them would suffer and die.

 Now this goddess was saying that she had made all that happen.

 “My mother suffered because of that magic. My whole life—”

 “Your life wouldn’t have happened without me,” Hecate said flatly. “I have no time for your anger. Neither do you. Without my help, you will die.”

 The black dog snarled. The polecat snapped its teeth and passed gas.

 Hazel felt like her lungs were filling with hot sand.

 “What kind of help?” she demanded.

 Hecate raised her pale arms. The three gateways she’d come from—north, east, and west— began to swirl with Mist. A flurry of black-and-white images glowed and flickered, like the old silent movies that were still playing in theaters sometimes when Hazel was small.

 In the western doorway, Roman and Greek demigods in frill armor fought one another on a hillside under a large pine tree. The grass was strewn with the wounded and the dying. Hazel saw herself riding Arion, charging through the melee and shouting—trying to stop the violence.

 In the gateway to the east, Hazel saw the Argo II plunging through the sky above the Apennines. Its rigging was in flames. A boulder smashed into the quarterdeck. Another punched through the hull. The ship burst like a rotten pumpkin, and the engine exploded.

 The images in the northern doorway were even worse. Hazel saw Leo, unconscious—or dead— falling through the clouds. She saw Frank staggering alone down a dark tunnel, clutching his arm, his
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 shirt soaked in blood. And Hazel saw herself in a vast cavern filled with strands of light like a luminous web. She was struggling to break through while, in the distance, Percy and Annabeth lay sprawled and unmoving at the foot of two black-and-silver metal doors.

 “Choices,” said Hecate. “You stand at the crossroads, Hazel Levesque. And I am the goddess of crossroads.”

 The ground rumbled at Hazel’s feet. She looked down and saw the glint of silver coins... thousands of old Roman denarii breaking the surface all around her, as if the entire hilltop was coming to a boil. She’d been so agitated by the visions in the doorways that she must have summoned every bit of silver in the surrounding countryside.

 “The past is close to the surface in this place,” Hecate said. “In ancient times, two great Roman roads met here. News was exchanged. Markets were held. Friends met, and enemies fought. Entire armies had to choose a direction. Crossroads are always places of decision.”

 “Like.. .like Janus.” Hazel remembered the shrine of Janus on Temple Hill back at Camp Jupiter. Demigods would go there to make decisions. They would flip a coin, heads or tails, and hope the two-faced god would guide them well. Hazel had always hated that place. She’d never understood why her friends were so willing to let a god take away their responsibility for choosing. After all Hazel had been through, she trusted the wisdom of the gods about as much as she trusted a New Orleans slot machine.

 The goddess of magic made a disgusted hiss. “Janus and his doorways. He would have you believe that all choices are black or white, yes or no, in or out. In fact, it’s not that simple. Whenever you reach the crossroads, there are always at least three ways to go.. .four, if you count going backward. You are at such a crossing now, Hazel.”

 Hazel looked again at each swirling gateway: a demigod war, the destruction of the Argo II, disaster for herself and her friends. “All the choices are bad.”

 “All choices have risks,” the goddess corrected. “But what is your goal?”

 “My goal?” Hazel waved helplessly at the doorways. “None of these.”

 The dog Hecuba snarled. Gale the polecat skittered around the goddess’s feet, farting and gnashing her teeth.

 “You could go backward,” Hecate suggested, “retrace your steps to Rome.. .but Gaea’s forces are expecting that. None of you will survive.”

 “So.. .what are you saying?”

 Hecate stepped to the nearest torch. She scooped a handful of fire and sculpted the flames until she was holding a miniature relief map of Italy.

 “You could go west.” Hecate let her finger drift away from her fiery map. “Go back to America with your prize, the Athena Parthenos. Your comrades back home, Greek and Roman, are on the brink of war. Leave now, and you might save many lives.”

 “Might, ” Hazel repeated. “But Gaea is supposed to wake in Greece. That’s where the giants are gathering.”

 “True. Gaea has set the date of August first, the Feast of Spes, goddess of hope, for her rise to power. By waking on the Day of Hope, she intends to destroy all hope forever. Even if you reached Greece by then, could you stop her? I do not know.” Hecate traced her finger along the tops of the fiery Apennines. “You could go east, across the mountains, but Gaea will do anything to stop you
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 from crossing Italy. She has raised her mountain gods against you.”

 “We noticed,” Hazel said.

 “Any attempt to cross the Apennines will mean the destruction of your ship. Ironically, this might be the safest option for your crew. I foresee that all of you would survive the explosion. It is possible, though unlikely, you could still reach Epirus and close the Doors of Death. You might find Gaea and prevent her rise. But by then, both demigod camps would be destroyed. You would have no home to return to.” Hecate smiled. “More likely, the destruction of your ship would strand you in the mountains. It would mean the end of your quest, but it would spare you and your friends much pain and suffering in the days to come. The war with the giants would have to be won or lost without you.”

 Won or lost without us.

 A small, guilty part of Hazel found that appealing. She’d been wishing for the chance to be a normal girl. She didn’t want any more pain or suffering for herself and her friends. They’d already been through so much.

 She looked behind Hecate at the middle gateway. She saw Percy and Annabeth sprawled helplessly before those black-and-silver doors. A massive dark shape, vaguely humanoid, now loomed over them, its foot raised as if to crush Percy.

 “What about them?” Hazel asked, her voice ragged. “Percy and Annabeth?”

 Hecate shrugged. “West, east, or south... they die.”

 “Not an option,” Hazel said.

 “Then you have only one path, though it is the most dangerous.”

 Hecate’s finger crossed her miniature Apennines, leaving a glowing white line in the red flames. “There is a secret pass here in the north, a place where I hold sway, where Hannibal once crossed when he marched against Rome.”

 The goddess made a wide loop.. .to the top of Italy, then east to the sea, then down along the western coast of Greece. “Once through the pass, you would travel north to Bologna, and then to Venice. From there, sail the Adriatic to your goal, here: Epirus in Greece.”

 Hazel didn’t know much about geography. She had no idea what the Adriatic Sea was like.

 She’d never heard of Bologna, and all she knew about Venice was vague stories about canals and gondolas. But one thing was obvious. “That’s so far out of the way.”

 “Which is why Gaea will not expect you to take this route,” Hecate said. “I can obscure your progress somewhat, but the success of your journey will depend on you. Hazel Levesque. You must learn to use the Mist.”

 “Me?” Hazel’s heart felt like it was tumbling down her rib cage. “Use the Mist how?”

 Hecate extinguished her map of Italy. She flicked her hand at the black dog Hecuba. Mist collected around the Labrador until she was completely hidden in a cocoon of white. The fog cleared with an audible poof! Where the dog had stood was a disgruntled-looking black kitten with golden eyes.

 “Mew,” it complained.

 “I am the goddess of the Mist,” Hecate explained. “I am responsible for keeping the veil that separates the world of the gods from the world of mortals. My children learn to use the Mist to their advantage, to create illusions or influence the minds of mortals. Other demigods can do this as well.
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 And so must you, Hazel, if you are to help your friends.”

 “But...” Hazel looked at the cat. She knew it was actually Hecuba, the black Labrador, but she couldn’t convince herself. The cat seemed so real. “I can’t do that.”

 “Your mother had the talent,” Hecate said. “You have even more. As a child of Pluto who has returned from the dead, you understand the veil between worlds better than most. You can control the Mist. If you do not.. .well, your brother Nico has already warned you. The spirits have whispered to him, told him of your future. When you reach the House of Hades, you will meet a formidable enemy. She cannot be overcome by strength or sword. You alone can defeat her, and you will require magic.”

 Hazel’s legs felt wobbly. She remembered Nico’s grim expression, his fingers digging into her arm. You can’t tell the others. Not yet. Their courage is already stretched to the limit.

 “Who?” Hazel croaked. “Who is this enemy?”

 “I will not speak her name,” Hecate said. “That would alert her to your presence before you are ready to face her. Go north, Hazel. As you travel, practice summoning the Mist. When you arrive in Bologna, seek out the two dwarfs. They will lead you to a treasure that may help you survive in the House of Hades.”

 “I don’t understand.”

 “Mew,” the kitten complained.

 “Yes, yes, Hecuba.” The goddess flicked her hand again, and the cat disappeared. The black Labrador was back in its place.

 “You will understand, Hazel,” the goddess promised. “From time to time, I will send Gale to check on your progress.”

 The polecat hissed, its beady red eyes full of malice.

 “Wonderful,” Hazel muttered.

 “Before you reach Epirus, you must be prepared,” Hecate said. “If you succeed, then perhaps we will meet again.. .for the final battle.”

 A final battle, Hazel thought. Oh, joy.

 Hazel wondered if she could prevent the revelations she saw in the Mist—Leo falling through the sky; Frank stumbling through the dark, alone and gravely wounded; Percy and Annabeth at the mercy of a dark giant.

 She hated the gods’ riddles and their unclear advice. She was starting to despise crossroads.

 “Why are you helping me?” Hazel demanded. “At Camp Jupiter, they said you sided with the Titans in the last war.”

 Hecate’s dark eyes glinted. “Because I am a Titan—daughter of Perses and Asteria. Long before the Olympians came to power, I ruled the Mist. Despite this, in the First Titan War, millennia ago, I sided with Zeus against Kronos. I was not blind to Kronos’s cruelty. I hoped Zeus would prove a better king.”

 She gave a small, bitter laugh. “When Demeter lost her daughter Persephone, kidnapped by your father, I guided Demeter through the darkest night with my torches, helping her search. And when the giants rose the first time, I again sided with the gods. I fought my archenemy Clytius, made by Gaea to absorb and defeat all my magic.”

 “Clytius.” Hazel had never heard that name— Clai-tee-us —but saying it made her limbs feel
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 heavy. She glanced at the images in the northern doorway—the massive dark shape looming over Percy and Annabeth. “Is he the threat in the House of Hades?”

 “Oh, he waits for you there,” Hecate said. “But first you must defeat the witch. Unless you manage that.

 She snapped her fingers, and all of the gateways turned dark. The Mist dissolved, the images

 gone.

 “We all face choices,” the goddess said. “When Kronos arose the second time, I made a mistake. I supported him. I had grown tired of being ignored by the so-called major gods. Despite my years of faithful service, they mistrusted me, refused me a seat in their hall...”

 The polecat Gale chittered angrily.

 “It does not matter anymore.” The goddess sighed. “I have made peace again with Olympus. Even now, when they are laid low—their Greek and Roman personas fighting each other—I will help them. Greek or Roman, I have always been only Hecate. I will assist you against the giants, if you prove yourself worthy. So now it is your choice, Hazel Levesque. Will you trust me.. .or will you shun me, as the Olympian gods have done too often?”

 Blood roared in Hazel’s ears. Could she trust this dark goddess, who’d given her mother the magic that ruined her life? Sorry, no. She didn’t much like Hecate’s dog or her gassy polecat, either.

 But she also knew she couldn’t let Percy and Annabeth die.

 “I’ll go north,” she said. “We’ll take your secret pass through the mountains.”

 Hecate nodded, the slightest hint of satisfaction in her face. “You have chosen well, though the path will not be easy. Many monsters will rise against you. Even some of my own servants have sided with Gaea, hoping to destroy your mortal world.”

 The goddess took her double torches from their stands. “Prepare yourself, daughter of Pluto. If you succeed against the witch, we will meet again.”

 “I’ll succeed,” Hazel promised. “And Hecate? I’m not choosing one of your paths. I’m making my own.”

 The goddess arched her eyebrows. Her polecat writhed, and her dog snarled.

 “We’re going to find a way to stop Gaea,” Hazel said. “We’re going to rescue our friends from Tartarus. We’re going keep the crew and the ship together, and we’re going to stop Camp Jupiter and Camp Half-Blood from going to war. We’re going to do it all.”

 The storm howled, the black walls of the funnel cloud swirling faster.

 “Interesting,” Hecate said, as if Hazel were an unexpected result in a science experiment. “That would be magic worth seeing.”

 A wave of darkness blotted out the world. When Hazel’s sight returned, the storm, the goddess, and her minions were gone. Hazel stood on the hillside in the morning sunlight, alone in the ruins except for Arion, who paced next to her, nickering impatiently.

 “I agree,” Hazel told the horse. “Let’s get out of here.”

 “What happened?” Leo asked as Hazel climbed aboard the Argo II.

 Hazel’s hands still shook from her talk with the goddess. She glanced over the rail and saw the dust of Arion’s wake stretching across the hills of Italy. She had hoped her friend would stay, but
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 couldn’t blame him for wanting to get away from this place as fast as possible.

 The countryside sparkled as the summer sun hit the morning dew. On the hill, the old ruins stood white and silent—no sign of ancient paths, or goddesses, or farting weasels.

 “Hazel?” Nico asked.

 Her knees buckled. Nico and Leo grabbed her arms and helped her to the steps of the foredeck. She felt embarrassed, collapsing like some fairy-tale damsel, but her energy was gone. The memory of those glowing scenes at the crossroads filled her with dread.

 “I met Hecate,” she managed.

 She didn’t tell them everything. She remembered what Nico had said: Their courage is already stretched to the limit. But she told them about the secret northern pass through the mountains, and the detour Hecate described that could take them to Epirus.

 When she was done, Nico took her hand. His eyes were full of concern. “Hazel, you met Hecate at a crossroads. That’s.. .that’s something many demigods don’t survive. And the ones who do survive are never the same. Are you sure you’re—”

 “I’m fine,” she insisted.

 But she knew she wasn’t. She remembered how bold and angry she’d felt, telling the goddess she’d find her own path and succeed at everything. Now her boast seemed ridiculous. Her courage had abandoned her.

 “What if Hecate is tricking us?” Leo asked. “This route could be a trap.”

 Hazel shook her head. “If it was a trap, I think Hecate would’ve made the northern route sound tempting. Believe me, she didn’t.”

 Leo pulled a calculator out of his tool belt and punched in some numbers. “That’s.. .something like three hundred miles out of our way to get to Venice. Then we’d have to backtrack down the Adriatic. And you said something about baloney dwarfs?”

 “Dwarfs in Bologna,” Hazel said. “I guess Bologna is a city. But why we have to find dwarfs there.. .1 have no idea. Some sort of treasure to help us with the quest.”

 “Huh,” Leo said. “I mean, Email about treasure, but—”

 “It’s our best option.” Nico helped Hazel to her feet. “We have to make up for lost time, travel as fast as we can. Percy’s and Annabeth’s lives might depend on it.”

 “Past?” Leo grinned. “I can do fast.”

 He hurried to the console and started flipping switches.

 Nico took Hazel’s arm and guided her out of earshot. “What else did Hecate say? Anything about

 “I can’t.” Hazel cut him off. The images she’d seen had almost overwhelmed her: Percy and Annabeth helpless at the feet of those black metal doors, the dark giant looming over them, Hazel herself trapped in a glowing maze of light, unable to help.

 You must defeat the witch, Hecate had said. You alone can defeat her. Unless you manage that...

 The end, Hazel thought. All gateways closed. All hope extinguished.

 Nico had warned her. He’d communed with the dead, heard them whispering hints about their
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 future. Two children of the Underworld would enter the House of Hades. They would face an impossible foe. Only one of them would make it to the Doors of Death.

 Hazel couldn’t meet her brother’s eyes.

 “I’ll tell you later,” she promised, trying to keep her voice from trembling. “Right now, we should rest while we can. Tonight, we cross the Apennines.”
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 V

 ANNABETH

 Nine days.

 As she fell, Annabeth thought about Hesiod, the old Greek poet who’d speculated it would take nine days to fall from earth to Tartarus.

 She hoped Hesiod was wrong. She’d lost track of how long she and Percy had been falling— hours? A day? It felt like an eternity. They’d been holding hands ever since they dropped into the chasm Now Percy pulled her close, hugging her tight as they tumbled through absolute darkness.

 Wind whistled in Annabeth’s ears. The air grew hotter and damper, as if they were plummeting into the throat of a massive dragon. Her recently broken ankle throbbed, though she couldn’t tell if it was still wrapped in spiderwebs.

 That cursed monster Arachne. Despite having been trapped in her own webbing, smashed by a car, and plunged into Tartarus, the spider lady had gotten her revenge. Somehow her silk had entangled Annabeth’s leg and dragged her over the side of the pit, with Percy in tow.

 Annabeth couldn’t imagine that Arachne was still alive, somewhere below them in the darkness. She didn’t want to meet that monster again when they reached the bottom. On the bright side, assuming there was a bottom, Annabeth and Percy would probably be flattened on impact, so giant spiders were the least of their worries.

 She wrapped her arms around Percy and tried not to sob. She’d never expected her life to be easy. Most demigods died young at the hands of terrible monsters. That was the way it had been since ancient times. The Greeks invented tragedy. They knew the greatest heroes didn’t get happy endings.

 Still, this wasn’t fair. She’d gone through so much to retrieve that statue of Athena. Just when she’d succeeded, when things had been looking up and she’d been reunited with Percy, they had plunged to their deaths.

 Even the gods couldn’t devise a fate so twisted.
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 But Gaea wasn’t like other gods. The Earth Mother was older, more vicious, more bloodthirsty. Annabeth could imagine her laughing as they fell into the depths.

 Annabethpressed her lips to Percy’s ear. “I love you.”

 She wasn’t sure he could hear her—but if they were going to die she wanted those to be her last words.

 She tried desperately to think of a plan to save them. She was a daughter of Athena. She’d proven herself in the tunnels under Rome, beaten a whole series of challenges with only her wits. But she couldn’t think of any way to reverse or even slow their fall.

 Neither of them had the power to fly—not like Jason, who could control the wind, or Frank, who could turn into a winged animal. If they reached the bottom at terminal velocity.. .well, she knew enough science to know it would be terminal.

 She was seriously wondering whether they could fashion a parachute out of their shirts— that’s how desperate she was—when something about their surroundings changed. The darkness took on a gray-red tinge. She realized she could see Percy’s hair as she hugged him. The whistling in her ears turned into more of a roar. The air became intolerably hot, permeated with a smell like rotten eggs.

 Suddenly, the chute they’d been falling through opened into a vast cavern. Maybe half a mile below them, Annabeth could see the bottom. For a moment she was too stunned to think properly. The entire island of Manhattan could have fit inside this cavern—and she couldn’t even see its full extent. Red clouds hung in the air like vaporized blood. The landscape—at least what she could see of it— was rocky black plains, punctuated by jagged mountains and fiery chasms. To Annabeth’s left, the ground dropped off in a series of cliffs, like colossal steps leading deeper into the abyss.

 The stench of sulfur made it hard to concentrate, but she focused on the ground directly below them and saw a ribbon of glittering black liquid—a river.

 “Percy!” she yelled in his ear. “Water!”

 She gestured frantically. Percy’s face was hard to read in the dim red light. He looked shellshocked and terrified, but he nodded as if he understood.

 Percy could control water—assuming that was water below them. He might be able to cushion their fall somehow. Of course Annabeth had heard horrible stories about the rivers of the Underworld. They could take away your memories, or burn your body and soul to ashes. But she decided not to think about that. This was their only chance.

 The river hurtled toward them. At the last second, Percy yelled defiantly. The water erupted in a massive geyser and swallowed them whole.
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 ANNABETH

 The impact didn’t kill her, but the cold nearly did.

 Freezing water shocked the air right out of her lungs. Her limbs turned rigid, and she lost her grip on Percy. She began to sink. Strange wailing sounds filled her ears—millions of heartbroken voices, as if the river were made of distilled sadness. The voices were worse than the cold. They weighed her down and made her numb.

 What’s the point of struggling? they told her. You ’re dead anyway. You ’ll never leave this place.

 She could sink to the bottom and drown, let the river carry her body away. That would be easier. She could just close her eyes....

 Percy gripped her hand and jolted her back to reality. She couldn’t see him in the murky water, but suddenly she didn’t want to die. Together they kicked upward and broke the surface.

 Annabeth gasped, grateful for the air, no matter how sulfiirous. The water swirled around them, and she realized Percy was creating a whirlpool to buoy them up.

 Though she couldn’t make out their surroundings, she knew this was a river. Rivers had shores.

 “Land,” she croaked. “Go sideways.”

 Percy looked near dead with exhaustion. Usually water reinvigorated him, but not this water. Controlling it must have taken every bit of his strength. The whirlpool began to dissipate. Annabeth hooked one arm around his waist and struggled across the current. The river worked against her: thousands of weeping voices whispering in her ears, getting inside her brain.

 Life is despair, they said. Everything is pointless, and then you die.

 “Pointless,” Percy murmured. His teeth chattered from the cold. He stopped swimming and began to sink.
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 “Percy!” she shrieked. “The river is messing with your mind. It’s the Cocytus—the River of Lamentation. It’s made of pure misery!”

 “Misery,” he agreed.

 “Fight it!”

 She kicked and struggled, trying to keep both of them afloat. Another cosmic joke for Gaea to laugh at: Annabeth dies trying to keep her boyfriend, the son of Poseidon, from drowning.

 Not going to happen, you hag, Annabeth thought.

 She hugged Percy tighter and kissed him. “Tell me about New Rome,” she demanded. “What were your plans for us?”

 “New Rome...For us...”

 “Yeah, Seaweed Brain. You said we could have a future there! Tell me!”

 Annabeth had never wanted to leave Camp Half-Blood. It was the only real home she’d ever known. But days ago, on the Argo II, Percy had told her that he imagined a future for the two of them among the Roman demigods. In their city of New Rome, veterans of the legion could settle down safely, go to college, get married, even have kids.

 “Architecture,” Percy murmured. The fog started to clear from his eyes. “Thought you’d like the houses, the parks. There’s one street with all these cool fountains.”

 Annabeth started making progress against the current. Her limbs felt like bags of wet sand, but Percy was helping her now. She could see the dark line of the shore about a stone’s throw away.

 “College,” she gasped. “Could we go there together?”

 “Y-yeah,” he agreed, a little more confidently.

 “What would you study, Percy?”

 “Dunno,” he admitted.

 “Marine science,” she suggested. “Oceanography?”

 “Surfing?” he asked.

 She laughed, and the sound sent a shock wave through the water. The wailing faded to background noise. Annabeth wondered if anyone had ever laughed in Tartarus before—just a pure, simple laugh of pleasure. She doubted it.

 She used the last of her strength to reach the riverbank. Her feet dug into the sandy bottom She and Percy hauled themselves ashore, shivering and gasping, and collapsed on the dark sand.

 Annabeth wanted to curl up next to Percy and go to sleep. She wanted to shut her eyes, hope all of this was just a bad dream, and wake up to find herself back on the Argo II, safe with her friends (well.. .as safe as a demigod can ever be).

 But, no. They were really in Tartarus. At their feet, the River Cocytus roared past, a flood of liquid wretchedness. The sulfurous air stung Annabeth’s lungs and prickled her skin. When she looked at her arms, she saw they were already covered with an angry rash. She tried to sit up and gasped in pain.

 The beach wasn’t sand. They were sitting on a field of jagged black-glass chips, some of which were now embedded in Annabeth’s palms.

 So the air was acid. The water was misery. The ground was broken glass. Everything here was
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 designed to hurt and kill. Annabeth took a rattling breath and wondered if the voices in the Cocytus were right. Maybe fighting for survival was pointless. They would be dead within the hour.

 Next to her, Percy coughed. “This place smells like my ex-stepfather.”

 Annabeth managed a weak smile. She’d never met Smelly Gabe, but she’d heard enough stories. She loved Percy for trying to lift her spirits.

 If she’d fallen into Tartarus by herself, Annabeth thought, she would have been doomed. After all she’d been through beneath Rome, finding the Athena Parthenos, this was simply too much. She would’ve curled up and cried until she became another ghost, melting into the Cocytus.

 But she wasn’t alone. She had Percy. And that meant she couldn’t give up.

 She forced herself to take stock. Her foot was still wrapped in its makeshift cast of board and Bubble Wrap, still tangled in cobwebs. But when she moved it, it didn’t hurt. The ambrosia she’d eaten in the tunnels under Rome must have finally mended her bones.

 Her backpack was gone—lost during the fall, or maybe washed away in the river. She hated losing Daedalus’s laptop, with all its fantastic programs and data, but she had worse problems. Her Celestial bronze dagger was missing—the weapon she’d carried since she was seven years old.

 The realization almost broke her, but she couldn’t let herself dwell on it. Time to grieve later. What else did they have?

 No food, no water... basically no supplies at all.

 Yep. Off to a promising start.

 Annabeth glanced at Percy. He looked pretty bad. His dark hair was plastered across his forehead, his T-shirt ripped to shreds. His fingers were scraped raw from holding on to that ledge before they fell. Most worrisome of all, he was shivering and his lips were blue.

 “We should keep moving or we’ll get hypothermia,” Annabeth said. “Can you stand?”

 He nodded. They both struggled to their feet.

 Annabeth put her arm around his waist, though she wasn’t sure who was supporting whom. She scanned their surroundings. Above, she saw no sign of the tunnel they’d fallen down. She couldn’t even see the cavern roof—just blood-colored clouds floating in the hazy gray air. It was like staring through a thin mix of tomato soup and cement.

 The black-glass beach stretched inland about fifty yards, then dropped off the edge of a cliff. From where she stood, Annabeth couldn’t see what was below, but the edge flickered with red light as if illuminated by huge fires.

 A distant memory tugged at her—something about Tartarus and fire. Before she could think too much about it, Percy inhaled sharply.

 “Look.” He pointed downstream

 A hundred feet away, a familiar-looking baby-blue Italian car had crashed headfirst into the sand. It looked just like the Fiat that had smashed into Arachne and sent her plummeting into the pit.

 Annabeth hoped she was wrong, but how many Italian sports cars could there be in Tartarus? Part of her didn’t want to go anywhere near it, but she had to find out. She gripped Percy’s hand, and they stumbled toward the wreckage. One of the car’s tires had come off and was floating in a backwater eddy of the Cocytus. The Fiat’s windows had shattered, sending brighter glass like frosting across the dark beach. Under the crushed hood lay the tattered, glistening remains of a giant silk
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 cocoon—the trap that Annabeth had tricked Arachne into weaving. It was unmistakably empty. Slash marks in the sand made a trail downriver.. .as if something heavy, with multiple legs, had scuttled into the darkness.

 “She’s alive.” Annabeth was so horrified, so outraged by the unfairness of it all, she had to suppress the urge to throw up.

 “It’s Tartarus,” Percy said. “Monster home court. Down here, maybe they can’t be killed.”

 He gave Annabeth an embarrassed look, as if realizing he wasn’t helping team morale. “Or maybe she’s badly wounded, and she crawled away to die.”

 “Let’s go with that,” Annabeth agreed.

 Percy was still shivering. Annabeth wasn’t feeling any warmer either, despite the hot, sticky air. The glass cuts on her hands were still bleeding, which was unusual for her. Normally, she healed fast. Her breathing got more and more labored.

 “This place is killing us,” she said. “I mean, it’s literally going to kill us, unless...”

 Tartarus. Fire. That distant memory came into focus. She gazed inland toward the cliff, illuminated by flames from below.

 It was an absolutely crazy idea. But it might be their only chance.

 “Unless what?” Percy prompted. “You’ve got a brilliant plan, haven’t you?”

 “It’s a plan,” Annabeth murmured. “I don’t know about brilliant. We need to find the River of Fire.”
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 V I I

 ANNABETH

 When they reached the ledge, Annabeth was sure she’d signed their death warrants.

 The cliff dropped more than eighty feet. At the bottom stretched a nightmarish version of the Grand Canyon: a river of fire cutting a path through a jagged obsidian crevasse, the glowing red current casting horrible shadows across the cliff faces.

 Even from the top of the canyon, the heat was intense. The chill of the River Cocytus hadn’t left Annabeth’s bones, but now her face felt raw and sunburned. Every breath took more effort, as if her chest was filled with Styrofoam peanuts. The cuts on her hands bled more rather than less. Annabeth’s foot, which had been almost healed, seemed to be reinjuring itself. She’d taken off her makeshift cast, but now she regretted it. Each step made her wince.

 Assuming they could make it down to the fiery river, which she doubted, her plan seemed certifiably insane.

 “Uh...” Percy examined the cliff. He pointed to a tiny fissure running diagonally from the edge to the bottom. “We can try that ledge there. Might be able to climb down.”

 He didn’t say they’d be crazy to try. He managed to sound hopeful. Annabeth was grateful for that, but she also worried that she was leading him to his doom.

 Of course if they stayed here, they would die anyway. Blisters had started to form on their arms from exposure to the Tartarus air. The whole environment was about as healthy as a nuclear blast zone.

 Percy went first. The ledge was barely wide enough to allow a toehold. Their hands clawed for any crack in the glassy rock. Every time Annabeth put pressure on her bad foot, she wanted to yelp. She’d ripped off the sleeves of her T-shirt and used the cloth to wrap her bloody palms, but her fingers were still slippery and weak.

 A few steps below her, Percy grunted as he reached for another handhold. “So.. .what is this fire
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 river called?”

 “The Phlegethon,” she said. “You should concentrate on going down.”

 “The Phlegethon ?” He shinnied along the ledge. They’d made it roughly a third of the way down the cliff—still high enough up to die if they fell. “Sounds like a marathon for hawking spitballs.”

 “Please don’t make me laugh,” she said.

 “Just trying to keep things light.”

 “Thanks,” she grunted, nearly missing the ledge with her bad foot. “I’ll have a smile on my face as I plummet to my death.”

 They kept going, one step at a time. Annabeth’s eyes stung with sweat. Her arms trembled. But to her amazement, they finally made it to the bottom of the cliff

 When she reached the ground, she stumbled. Percy caught her. She was alarmed by how feverish his skin felt. Red boils had erupted on his face, so he looked like a smallpox victim.

 Her own vision was blurry. Her throat felt blistered, and her stomach was clenched tighter than a fist.

 We have to hurry, she thought.

 “Just to the river,” she told Percy, trying to keep the panic out of her voice. “We can do this.”

 They staggered over slick glass ledges, around massive boulders, avoiding stalagmites that would’ve impaled them with any slip of the foot. Their tattered clothes steamed from the heat of the river, but they kept going until they crumpled to their knees at the banks of the Phlegethon.

 “We have to drink,” Annabeth said.

 Percy swayed, his eyes half-closed. It took him a three-count to respond. “Uh.. .drink fire?”

 “The Phlegethon flows from Hades’s realm down into Tartarus.” Annabeth could barely talk.

 Her throat was closing up from the heat and the acidic air. “The river is used to punish the wicked.

 But also.. .some legends call it the River of Healing.”

 “Some legends?”

 Annabeth swallowed, trying to stay conscious. “The Phlegethon keeps the wicked in one piece so that they can endure the torments of the Fields of Punishment. I think.. .it might be the Underworld equivalent of ambrosia and nectar.”

 Percy winced as cinders sprayed from the river, curling around his face. “But it’s fire. How can we—”

 “Like this.” Annabeth thrust her hands into the river.

 Stupid? Yes, but she was convinced they had no choice. If they waited any longer, they would pass out and die. Better to try something foolish and hope it worked.

 On first contact, the fire wasn’t painful. It felt cold, which probably meant it was so hot it was overloading Annabeth’s nerves. Before she could change her mind, she cupped the fiery liquid in her palms and raised it to her mouth.

 She expected a taste like gasoline. It was so much worse. Once, at a restaurant back in San Francisco, she’d made the mistake of tasting a ghost chili pepper that came with a plate of Indian food. After barely nibbling it, she thought her respiratory system was going to implode. Drinking from the Phlegethon was like gulping down a ghost chili smoothie. Her sinuses filled with liquid flame.
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 Her mouth felt like it was being deep-fried. Her eyes shed boiling tears, and every pore on her face popped. She collapsed, gagging and retching, her whole body shaking violently.

 “Annabeth!” Percy grabbed her arms and just managed to stop her from rolling into the river.

 The convulsions passed. She took a ragged breath and managed to sit up. She felt horribly weak and nauseous, but her next breath came more easily. The blisters on her arms were starting to fade.

 “It worked,” she croaked. “Percy, you’ve got to drink.”

 “I...” His eyes rolled up in his head, and he slumped against her.

 Desperately, she cupped more fire in her palm. Ignoring the pain, she dripped the liquid into Percy’s mouth. He didn’t respond.

 She tried again, pouring a whole handful down his throat. This time he spluttered and coughed. Annabeth held him as he trembled, the magical fire coursing through his system. His fever disappeared. His boils faded. He managed to sit up and smack his lips.

 “Ugh,” he said. “Spicy, yet disgusting.”


  

 Annabeth laughed weakly. She was so relieved, she felt light-headed. “Yeah. That pretty much sums it up.”

 “You saved us.”

 “For now,” she said. “The problem is, we’re still in Tartarus.”

 Percy blinked. He looked around as if just coming to terms with where they were. “Holy Hera. I never thought.. .well, I’m not sure what I thought. Maybe that Tartarus was empty space, a pit with no bottom. But this is a real place.”

 Annabeth recalled the landscape she’d seen while they fell—a series of plateaus leading ever downward into the gloom.

 “We haven’t seen all of it,” she warned. “This could be just the first tiny part of the abyss, like the front steps.”

 “The welcome mat,” Percy muttered.

 They both gazed up at the blood-colored clouds swirling in the gray haze. No way would they have the strength to climb backup that cliff, even if they wanted to. Now there were only two choices: downriver or upriver, skirting the banks of the Phlegethon.

 “We’ll find a way out,” Percy said. “The Doors of Death.”

 Annabeth shuddered. She remembered what Percy had said just before they fell into Tartarus. He’d made Nico di Angelo promise to lead the Argo II to Epirus, to the mortal side of the Doors of Death.

 We ’ll see you there, Percy had said.

 That idea seemed even crazier than drinking fire. How could the two of them wander through Tartarus and find the Doors of Death? They’d barely been able to stumble a hundred yards in this poisonous place without dying.

 “We have to,” Percy said. “Not just for us. For everybody we love. The Doors have to be closed on both sides, or the monsters will just keep coming through. Gaea’s forces will overrun the world.”

 Annabeth knew he was right. Still.. .when she tried to imagine a plan that could succeed, the logistics overwhelmed her. They had no way of locating the Doors. They didn’t know how much time
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 it would take, or even if time flowed at the same speed in Tartarus. How could they possibly synchronize a meeting with their friends? And Nico had mentioned a legion of Gaea’s strongest monsters guarding the Doors on the Tartarus side. Annabeth and Percy couldn’t exactly launch a frontal assault.

 She decided not to mention any of that. They both knew the odds were bad. Besides, after swimming in the River Cocytus, Annabeth had heard enough whining and moaning to last a lifetime. She promised herself never to complain again.

 “Well.” She took a deep breath, grateful at least that her lungs didn’t hurt. “If we stay close to the river, we’ll have a way to heal ourselves. If we go downstream—”

 It happened so fast, Annabeth would have been dead if she’d been on her own.

 Percy’s eyes locked on something behind her. Annabeth spun as a massive dark shape hurtled down at her—a snarling, monstrous blob with spindly barbed legs and glinting eyes.

 She had time to think: Arachne. But she was frozen in terror, her senses smothered by the sickly sweet smell.

 Then she heard the familiar SHINK of Percy’s ballpoint pen transforming into a sword. His blade swept over her head in a glowing bronze arc. A horrible wail echoed through the canyon.

 Annabeth stood there, stunned, as yellow dust—the remains of Arachne—rained around her like tree pollen.

 “You okay?” Percy scanned the cliffs and boulders, alert for more monsters, but nothing else appeared. The golden dust of the spider settled on the obsidian rocks.

 Annabeth stared at her boyfriend in amazement. Riptide’s Celestial bronze blade glowed even brighter in the gloom of Tartarus. As it passed through the thick hot air, it made a defiant hiss like a riled snake.

 “She.. .she would’ve killed me,” Annabeth stammered.

 Percy kicked the dust on the rocks, his expression grim and dissatisfied. “She died too easily, considering how much torture she put you through. She deserved worse.”

 Annabeth couldn’t argue with that, but the hard edge in Percy’s voice made her unsettled. She’d never seen someone get so angry or vengeful on her behalf. It almost made her glad Arachne had died quickly. “How did you move so fast?”

 Percy shrugged. “Gotta watch each other’s backs, right? Now, you were saying.. .downstream?”

 Annabeth nodded, still in a daze. The yellow dust dissipated on the rocky shore, turning to steam. At least now they knew monsters could be killed in Tartarus.. .though she had no idea how long Arachne would remain dead. Annabeth didn’t plan on staying long enough to find out.

 “Yeah, downstream,” she managed. “If the river comes from the upper levels of the Underworld, it should flow deeper into Tartarus—”

 “So it leads into more dangerous territory,” Percy finished. “Which is probably where the Doors are. Lucky us.”

 VIII

 ANNABETH

 They’d only traveled a few hundred yards when Annabeth heard voices.

 Annabeth plodded along, half in a stupor, trying to form a plan. Since she was a daughter of Athena, plans were supposed to be her specialty; but it was hard to strategize with her stomach growling and her throat baking. The fiery water of the Phlegethon may have healed her and given her strength, but it didn’t do anything for her hunger or thirst. The river wasn’t about making you feel good, Annabeth guessed. It just kept you going so you could experience more excruciating pain.

 Her head started to droop with exhaustion. Then she heard them—female voices having some sort of argument—and she was instantly alert.

 She whispered, “Percy, down!”

 She pulled him behind the nearest boulder, wedging herself so close against the riverbank that her shoes almost touched the river’s fire. On the other side, in the narrow path between the river and the cliffs, voices snarled, getting louder as they approached from upstream.

 Annabeth tried to steady her breathing. The voices sounded vaguely human, but that meant nothing. She assumed anything in Tartarus was their enemy. She didn’t know how the monsters could have failed to spot them already. Besides, monsters could smell demigods—especially powerful ones like Percy, son of Poseidon. Annabeth doubted that hiding behind a boulder would do any good when the monsters caught their scent.

 Still, as the monsters got nearer, their voices didn’t change in tone. Their uneven footsteps — scrap, clump, scrap, clump —didn’t get any faster.

 “Soon?” one of them asked in a raspy voice, as if she’d been gargling in the Phlegethon.

 “Oh my gods!” said another voice. This one sounded much younger and much more human, like a teenaged mortal girl getting exasperated with her friends at the mall. For some reason, she sounded familiar to Annabeth. “You guys are totally annoying! I told you, it’s like three days from here.”
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 Percy gripped Annabeth’s wrist. He looked at her with alarm, as if he recognized the mall girl’s voice too.

 There was a chorus of growling and grumbling. The creatures—maybe half a dozen, Annabeth guessed—had paused just on the other side of the boulder, but still they gave no indication that they’d caught the demigods’ scent. Annabeth wondered if demigods didn’t smell the same in Tartarus, or if the other scents here were so powerful, they masked a demigod’s aura.

 “I wonder,” said a third voice, gravelly and ancient like the first, “if perhaps you do not know the way, young one.”

 “Oh, shut your fang hole, Serephone,” said the mall girl. “When’s the last time you escaped to the mortal world? I was there a couple of years ago. I know the way! Besides, / understand what we’re facing up there. You don’t have a clue!”

 “The Earth Mother did not make you boss!” shrieked a fourth voice.

 More hissing, scuffling, and feral moans—like giant alley cats fighting. At last the one called Serephone yelled, “Enough!”

 The scuffling died down.

 “We will follow for now,” Serephone said. “But if you do not lead us well, if we find you have lied about the summons of Gaea—”

 “I don’t lie!” snapped the mall girl. “Believe me, I’ve got good reason to get into this battle. I have some enemies to devour, and you’ll feast on the blood of heroes. Just leave one special morsel for me—the one named Percy Jackson.”

 Annabeth fought down a snarl of her own. She forgot about her fear. She wanted to jump over the boulder and slash the monsters to dust with her knife.. .except she didn’t have it anymore.

 “Believe me,” said the mall girl. “Gaea has called us, and we’re going to have so much fun. Before this war is over, mortals and demigods will tremble at the sound of my name—Kelli!”

 Annabeth almost yelped aloud. She glanced at Percy. Even in the red light of the Phlegethon, his face seemed waxy.

 Empousai, she mouthed. Vampires.

 Percy nodded grimly.

 She remembered Kelli. Two years ago, at Percy’s freshman orientation, he and their friend Rachel Dare had been attacked by empousai disguised as cheerleaders. One of them had been Kelli. Later, the same empousa had attacked them in Daedalus’s workshop. Annabeth had stabbed her in the back and sent her.. .here. To Tartarus.

 The creatures shuffled off, their voices getting fainter. Annabeth crept to the edge of the boulder and risked a glimpse. Sure enough, five women staggered along on mismatched legs—mechanical bronze on the left, shaggy and cloven-hooved on the right. Their hair was made of fire, their skin as white as bone. Most of them wore tattered Ancient Greek dresses, except for the one in the lead,

 Kelli, who wore a burned and torn blouse with a short pleated skirt.. .her cheerleader’s outfit.

 Annabeth gritted her teeth. She had faced a lot of bad monsters over the years, but she hated empousai more than most.

 In addition to their nasty claws and fangs, they had a powerful ability to manipulate the Mist. They could change shape and charmspeak, tricking mortals into letting down their guard. Men were
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 especially susceptible. The empouscC s favorite tactic was to make a guy fall in love with her, then drink his blood and devour his flesh. Not a great first date.

 Kelli had almost killed Percy. She had manipulated Annabeth’s oldest friend, Luke, urging him to commit darker and darker deeds in the name ofKronos.

 Annabeth really wished she still had her dagger.

 Percy rose. “They’re heading for the Doors of Death,” he murmured. “You know what that means?”

 Annabeth didn’t want to think about it, but sadly, this squad of flesh-eating horror-show women might be the closest thing to good luck they were going to get in Tartarus.

 “Yeah,” she said. “We need to follow them.”
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 LEO

 Leo spent the night wrestling with a forty-foot-tall Athena.

 Ever since they’d brought the statue aboard, Leo had been obsessed with figuring out how it worked. He was sure it had primo powers. There had to be a secret switch or a pressure plate or something.

 He was supposed to be sleeping, but he just couldn’t. He spent hours crawling over the statue, which took up most of the lower deck. Athena’s feet stuck into sickbay, so you had to squeeze past her ivory toes if you wanted some Advil. Her body ran the length of the port corridor, her outstretched hand jutting into the engine room, offering the life-sized figure of Nike that stood in her palm, like, Here, have some Victory! Athena’s serene face took up most of the aft pegasus stables, which were fortunately unoccupied. If Leo were a magic horse, he wouldn’t have wanted to live in a stall with an oversized goddess of wisdom staring at him.

 The statue was wedged tight in the corridor, so Leo had to climb over the top and wriggle under her limbs, searching for levers and buttons.

 As usual, he found nothing.

 He’d done some research on the statue. He knew it was made from a hollow wooden frame covered in ivory and gold, which explained why it was so light. It was in pretty good shape, considering it was more than two thousand years old, had been pillaged from Athens, toted to Rome, and secretly stored in a spider’s cavern for most of the past two millennia. Magic must’ve kept it intact, Leo figured, combined with really good craftsmanship.

 Annabeth had said.. .well, he tried not to think about Annabeth. He still felt guilty about her and Percy falling into Tartarus. Leo knew it was his fault. He should have gotten everyone safely on board the Argo II before he started securing the statue. He should have realized the cavern floor was unstable.

 Still, moping around wasn’t going to get Percy and Annabeth back. He had to concentrate on fixing the problems he could fix.

 Anyway, Annabeth had said the statue was the key to defeating Gaea. It could heal the rift between Greek and Roman demigods. Leo figured there had to be more to it than just symbolism. Maybe Athena’s eyes shot lasers, or the snake behind her shield could spit poison. Or maybe the smaller figure of Nike came to life and busted out some ninja moves.

 Leo could think of all kinds of fun things the statue might do if he had designed it, but the more he examined it, the more frustrated he got. The Athena Parthenos radiated magic. Even he could feel that. But it didn’t seem to do anything except look impressive.

 The ship careened to one side, taking evasive maneuvers. Leo resisted the urge to run to the helm. Jason, Piper, and Frank were on duty with Hazel now. They could handle whatever was going on. Besides, Hazel had insisted on taking the wheel to guide them through the secret pass that the magic goddess had told her about.

 Leo hoped Hazel was right about the long detour north. He didn’t trust this Hecate lady. He didn’t see why such a creepy goddess would suddenly decide to be helpful.

 Of course, he didn’t trust magic in general. That’s why he was having so much trouble with the Athena Parthenos. It had no moving parts. Whatever it did, it apparently operated on pure sorcery... and Leo didn’t appreciate that. He wanted it to make sense, like a machine.

 Finally he got too exhausted to think straight. He curled up with a blanket in the engine room and listened to the soothing hum of the generators. Buford the mechanical table sat in the corner on sleep mode, making little steamy snores: Shhh, pfft, shh, pfft.

 Feo liked his quarters okay, but he felt safest here in the heart of the ship—in a room filled with mechanisms he knew how to control. Besides, maybe if he spent more time close to the Athena Parthenos, he would eventually soak in its secrets.

 “It’s you or me, Big Fady,” he murmured as he pulled the blanket up to his chin. “You’re gonna cooperate eventually.”

 He closed his eyes and slept. Unfortunately, that meant dreams.

 He was running for his life through his mother’s old workshop, where she’d died in a fire when Feo was eight.

 He wasn’t sure what was chasing him, but he sensed it closing fast—something large and dark and full of hate.

 He stumbled into workbenches, knocked over toolboxes, and tripped on electrical cords. He spotted the exit and sprinted toward it, but a figure loomed in front of him—a woman in robes of dry swirling earth, her face covered in a veil of dust.

 Where are you going, little hero? Gaea asked. Stay, and meet my favorite son.

 Feo darted to the left, but the Earth Goddess’s laughter followed him.

 The night your mother died, I warned you. I said the Fates would not allow me to kill you then. But now you have chosen your path. Your death is near, Leo Valdez.

 He ran into a drafting table—his mother’s old workstation. The wall behind it was decorated with Feo’s crayon drawings. He sobbed in desperation and turned, but the thing pursuing him now stood in his path—a colossal being wrapped in shadows, its shape vaguely humanoid, its head almost
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 scraping the ceiling twenty feet above.

 Leo’s hands burst into flame. He blasted the giant, but the darkness consumed his fire. Leo reached for his tool belt. The pockets were sewn shut. He tried to speak—to say anything that would save his life—but he couldn’t make a sound, as if the air had been stolen from his lungs.

 My son will not allow any fires tonight, Gaea said from the depths of the warehouse. He is the void that consumes all magic, the cold that consumes all fire, the silence that consumes all speech.

 Leo wanted to shout: And I’m the dude that’s all out of here!

 His voice didn’t work, so he used his feet. He dashed to the right, ducking under the shadowy giant’s grasping hands, and burst through the nearest doorway.

 Suddenly, he found himself at Camp Half-Blood, except the camp was in ruins. The cabins were charred husks. Burned fields smoldered in the moonlight. The dining pavilion had collapsed into a pile of white rubble, and the Big House was on fire, its windows glowing like demon eyes.

 Leo kept running, sure the shadow giant was still behind him.

 He wove around the bodies of Greek and Roman demigods. He wanted to check if they were alive. He wanted to help them. But somehow he knew he was running out of time.

 He jogged toward the only living people he saw—a group of Romans standing at the volleyball pit. Two centurions leaned casually on their javelins, chatting with a tall skinny blond guy in a purple toga. Leo stumbled. It was that freak Octavian, the augur from Camp Jupiter, who was always screaming for war.

 Octavian turned to face him, but he seemed to be in a trance. His features were slack, his eyes closed. When he spoke, it was in Gaea’s voice: This cannot be prevented. The Romans move east from New York. They advance on your camp, and nothing can slow them down.

 Leo was tempted to punch Octavian in the face. Instead he kept running.

 He climbed Half-Blood Hill. At the summit, lightning had splintered the giant pine tree.

 He faltered to a stop. The back of the hill was shorn away. Beyond it, the entire world was gone. Leo saw nothing but clouds far below—a rolling silver carpet under the dark sky.

 A sharp voice said, “Well?”

 Leo flinched.

 At the shattered pine tree, a woman knelt at a cave entrance that had cracked open between the tree’s roots.

 The woman wasn’t Gaea. She looked more like a living Athena Parthenos, with the same golden robes and bare ivory arms. When she rose, Leo almost stumbled off the edge of the world.

 Her face was regally beautiful, with high cheekbones, large dark eyes, and braided licorice-colored hair piled in a fancy Greek hairdo, set with a spiral of emeralds and diamonds so that it reminded Leo of a Christmas tree. Her expression radiated pure hatred. Her lip curled. Her nose wrinkled.

 “The tinkerer god’s child,” she sneered. “You are no threat, but I suppose my vengeance must start somewhere. Make your choice.”

 Leo tried to speak, but he was about to crawl out of his skin with panic. Between this hate queen and the giant chasing him, he had no idea what to do.

 “He’ll be here soon,” the woman warned. “My dark friend will not give you the luxury of a
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 choice. It’s the cliff or the cave, boy!”

 Suddenly Leo understood what she meant. He was cornered. He could jump off the cliff, but that was suicide. Even if there was land under those clouds, he would die in the fall, or maybe he would just keep falling forever.

 But the cave... He stared at the dark opening between the tree roots. It smelled of rot and death. He heard bodies shuffling inside, voices whispering in the shadows.

 The cave was the home of the dead. If he went down there, he would never come back.

 “Yes,” the woman said. Around her neck hung a strange bronze-and-emerald pendant, like a circular labyrinth. Her eyes were so angry, Leo finally understood why mad was a word for crazy. This lady had been driven nuts by hatred. “The House of Hades awaits. You will be the first puny rodent to die in my maze. You have only one chance to escape, Leo Valdez. Take it.”

 She gestured toward the cliff.

 “You’re bonkers,” he managed.

 That was the wrong thing to say. She seized his wrist. “Perhaps I should kill you now, before my dark friend arrives?”

 Steps shook the hillside. The giant was coming, wrapped in shadows, huge and heavy and bent on murder.

 “Have you heard of dying in a dream, boy?” the woman asked. “It is possible, at the hands of a sorceress!”

 Leo’s arm started to smoke. The woman’s touch was acid. He tried to free himself, but her grip was like steel.

 He opened his mouth to scream. The massive shape of the giant loomed over him, obscured by layers of black smoke.

 The giant raised his fist, and a voice cut through the dream

 “Leo!” Jason was shaking his shoulder. “Hey, man, why are you hugging Nike?”

 Leo’s eyes fluttered open. His arms were wrapped around the human-sized statue in Athena’s hand. He must have been thrashing in his sleep. He clung to the victory goddess like he used to cling to his pillow when he had nightmares as a kid. (Man, that had been so embarrassing in the foster homes.)

 He disentangled himself and sat up, rubbing his face.

 “Nothing,” he muttered. “We were just cuddling. Um, what’s going on?”

 Jason didn’t tease him. That’s one thing Leo appreciated about his friend. Jason’s ice-blue eyes were level and serious. The little scar on his mouth twitched like it always did when he had bad news to share.

 “We made it through the mountains,” he said. “We’re almost to Bologna. You should join us in the mess hall. Nico has new information.”
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 X

 LEO

 Leo had designed the mess hall’s walls to show real-time scenes from Camp Half-Blood. At first he had thought that was a pretty awesome idea. Now he wasn’t so sure.

 The scenes from back home—the campfire sing-alongs, dinners at the pavilion, volleyball games outside the Big House—just seemed to make his friends sad. The farther they got from Long Island, the worse it got. The time zones kept changing, making Leo feel the distance every time he looked at the walls. Here in Italy the sun had just come up. Back at Camp Half-Blood it was the middle of the night. Torches sputtered at the cabin doorways. Moonlight glittered on the waves of Long Island Sound. The beach was covered in footprints, as if a big crowd had just left.

 With a start, Leo realized that yesterday—last night, whatever—had been the Fourth of July. They’d missed Camp Half-Blood’s annual party at the beach with awesome fireworks prepared by Leo’s siblings in Cabin Nine.

 He decided not to mention that to the crew, but he hoped their buddies back home had had a good celebration. They needed something to keep their spirits up, too.

 He remembered the images he’d seen in his dream—the camp in ruins, littered with bodies; Octavian standing at the volleyball pit, casually talking in Gaea’s voice.

 He stared down at his eggs and bacon. He wished he could turn off the wall videos.

 “So,” Jason said, “now that we’re here...”

 He sat at the head of the table, kind of by default. Since they’d lost Annabeth, Jason had done his best to act as the group’s leader. Having been praetor back at Camp Jupiter, he was probably used to that; but Leo could tell his friend was stressed. His eyes were more sunken than usual. His blond hair was uncharacteristically messy, like he’d forgotten to comb it.

 Leo glanced at the others around the table. Hazel was bleary-eyed, too, but of course she’d been up all night guiding the ship through the mountains. Her curly cinnamon-colored hair was tied back in
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 a bandana, which gave her a commando look that Leo found kind of hot—and then immediately felt guilty about.

 Next to her sat her boyfriend Frank Zhang, dressed in black workout pants and a Roman tourist T-shirt that said ciao! (was that even a word?). Frank’s old centurion badge was pinned to his shirt, despite the fact that the demigods of the Argo II were now Public Enemies Numbers 1 through 7 back at Camp Jupiter. His grim expression just reinforced his unfortunate resemblance to a sumo wrestler. Then there was Hazel’s half brother, Nico di Angelo. Dang, that kid gave Leo the freaky-deakies. He sat back in his leather aviator jacket, his black T-shirt and jeans, that wicked silver skull ring on his finger, and the Stygian sword at his side. His tufts of black hair stuck up in curls like baby bat wings. His eyes were sad and kind of empty, as if he’d stared into the depths of Tartarus—which he had.

 The only absent demigod was Piper, who was taking her turn at the helm with Coach Hedge, their satyr chaperone.

 Leo wished Piper were here. She had a way of calming things down with that Aphrodite charm of hers. After his dreams last night, Leo could use some calm

 On the other hand, it was probably good she was above deck chaperoning their chaperone. Now that they were in the ancient lands, they had to be constantly on guard. Leo was nervous about letting Coach Hedge fly solo. The satyr was a little trigger-happy, and the helm had plenty of bright, dangerous buttons that could cause the picturesque Italian villages below them to go BOOM!

 Leo had zoned out so totally he didn’t realize Jason was still talking.

 “—the House of Hades,” he was saying. “Nico?”

 Nico sat forward. “I communed with the dead last night.”

 He just tossed that line out there, like he was saying he got a text from a buddy.

 “I was able to learn more about what we’ll face,” Nico continued. “In ancient times, the House of Hades was a major site for Greek pilgrims. They would come to speak with the dead and honor their ancestors.”

 Leo frowned. “Sounds like Dia de los Muertos. My Aunt Rosa took that stuff seriously.”

 He remembered being dragged by her to the local cemetery in Houston, where they’d cleanup their relatives’ gravesites and put out offerings of lemonade, cookies, and fresh marigolds. Aunt Rosa would force Leo to stay for a picnic, as if hanging out with dead people were good for his appetite.

 Frank grunted. “Chinese have that, too—ancestor worship, sweeping the graves in the springtime.” He glanced at Leo. “Your Aunt Rosa would’ve gotten along with my grandmother.”

 Leo had a terrifying image of his Aunt Rosa and some old Chinese woman in wrestlers’ outfits, whaling on each other with spiked clubs.

 “Yeah,” Leo said. “I’m sure they would’ve been best buds.”

 Nico cleared his throat. “A lot of cultures have seasonal traditions to honor the dead, but the House of Hades was open year-round. Pilgrims could actually speak to the ghosts. In Greek, the place was called the Necromanteion, the Oracle of Death. You’d work your way through different levels of tunnels, leaving offerings and drinking special potions—”

 “Special potions,” Leo muttered. “Yum.”

 Jason flashed him a look like, Dude, enough. “Nico, go on.”

 “The pilgrims believed that each level of the temple brought you closer to the Underworld, until
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 the dead would appear before you. If they were pleased with your offerings, they would answer your questions, maybe even tell you the future.”

 Frank tapped his mug of hot chocolate. “And if the spirits weren ’t pleased?”

 “Some pilgrims found nothing,” Nico said. “Some went insane, or died after leaving the temple. Others lost their way in the tunnels and were never seen again.”

 “The point is,” Jason said quickly, “Nico found some information that might help us.”

 “Yeah.” Nico didn’t sound very enthusiastic. “The ghost I spoke to last night.. .he was a former priest of Hecate. He co nfi rmed what the goddess told Hazel yesterday at the crossroads. In the first war with the giants, Hecate fought for the gods. She slew one of the giants—one who’d been designed as the anti-Hecate. A guy named Clytius.”

 “Dark dude,” Leo guessed. “Wrapped in shadows.”

 Hazel turned toward him, her gold eyes narrowing. “Leo, how did you know that?”

 “Kind of had a dream.”

 No one looked surprised. Most demigods had vivid nightmares about what was going on in the world.

 His friends paid close attention as Leo explained. He tried not to look at the wall images of Camp Half-Blood as he described the place in ruins. He told them about the dark giant, and the strange woman on Half-Blood Hill, offering him a multiple-choice death.

 Jason pushed away his plate of pancakes. “So the giant is Clytius. I suppose he’ll be waiting for us, guarding the Doors of Death.”

 Frank rolled up one of the pancakes and started munching—not a guy to let impending death stand in the way of a hearty breakfast. “And the woman in Leo’s dream?”

 “She’s my problem.” Hazel passed a diamond between her fingers in a sleight of hand. “Hecate mentioned a formidable enemy in the House of Hades—a witch who couldn’t be defeated except by me, using magic.”

 “Do you know magic?” Leo asked.

 “Not yet.”

 “Ah.” He tried to think of something hopeful to say, but he recalled the angry woman’s eyes, the way her steely grip made his skin smoke. “Any idea who she is?”

 Hazel shook her head. “Only that...” She glanced at Nico, and some sort of silent argument happened between them. Leo got the feeling that the two of them had had private conversations about the House of Hades, and they weren’t sharing all the details. “Only that she won’t be easy to defeat.”

 “But there is some good news,” Nico said. “The ghost I talked to explained how Hecate defeated Clytius in the first war. She used her torches to set his hair on fire. He burned to death. In other words, fire is his weakness.”

 Everybody looked at Leo.

 “Oh,” he said. “Okay.”

 Jason nodded encouragingly, like this was great news—like he expected Leo to walk up to a towering mass of darkness, shoot a few fireballs, and solve all their problems. Leo didn’t want to bring him down, but he could still hear Gaea’s voice: He is the void that consumes all magic, the cold that consumes all fire, the silence that consumes all speech.
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 Leo was pretty sure it would take more than a few matches to set that giant ablaze.

 “It’s a good lead,” Jason insisted. “At least we know how to kill the giant. And this sorceress... well, if Hecate believes Hazel can defeat her, then so do I.”

 Hazel dropped her eyes. “Now we just have to reach the House of Hades, battle our way through Gaea’s forces—”

 “Plus a bunch of ghosts,” Nico added grimly. “The spirits in that temple may not be friendly.”

 “—and find the Doors of Death,” Hazel continued. “Assuming we can somehow arrive at the same time as Percy and Annabeth and rescue them.”

 Frank swallowed a bite of pancake. “We can do it. We have to.”

 Leo admired the big guy’s optimism. He wished he shared it.

 “So, with this detour,” Leo said, “I’m estimating four or five days to arrive at Epirus, assuming no delays for, you know, monster attacks and stuff.”

 Jason smiled sourly. “Yeah. Those never happen.”

 Leo looked at Hazel. “Hecate told you that Gaea was planning her big Wake Up party on August first, right? The Feast of Whatever?”

 “Spes,” Hazel said. “The goddess of hope.”

 Jason turned his fork. “Theoretically, that leaves us enough time. It’s only July fifth. We should be able to close the Doors of Death, then find the giants’ HQ and stop them from waking Gaea before August first.”

 “Theoretically,” Hazel agreed. “But I’d still like to know how we make our way through the House of Hades without going insane or dying.”

 Nobody volunteered any ideas.

 Frank set down his pancake roll like it suddenly didn’t taste so good. “It’s July fifth. Oh, jeez, I hadn’t even thought of that....”

 “Hey, man, it’s cool,” Leo said. “You’re Canadian, right? I didn’t expect you to get me an Independence Day present or anything.. .unless you wanted to.”

 “It’s not that. My grandmother.. .she always told me that seven was an unlucky number. It was a ghost number. She didn’t like it when I told her there would be seven demigods on our quest. And July is the seventh month.”

 “Yeah, but...” Leo tapped his fingers nervously on the table. He realized he was doing the Morse code for I love you , the way he used to do with his mom, which would have been pretty embarrassing if his friends understood Morse code. “But that’s just coincidence, right?”

 Frank’s expression didn’t reassure him.

 “Back in China,” Frank said, “in the old days, people called the seventh month the ghost month. That’s when the spirit world and the human world were closest. The living and the dead could go back and forth. Tell me it’s a coincidence we’re searching for the Doors of Death during the ghost month.”

 No one spoke.

 Leo wanted to think that an old Chinese belief couldn’t have anything to do with the Romans and the Greeks. Totally different, right? But Frank’s existence was proof that the cultures were tied
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 together. The Zhang family went all the way back to Ancient Greece. They’d found their way through Rome and China and finally to Canada.

 Also, Leo kept thinking about his meeting with the revenge goddess Nemesis at the Great Salt Lake. Nemesis had called him the seventh wheel , the odd man out on the quest. She didn’t mean seventh as in ghost, did she?

 Jason pressed his hands against the arms of his chair. “Let’s focus on the things we can deal with. We’re getting close to Bologna. Maybe we’ll get more answers once we find these dwarfs that Hecate—”

 The ship lurched as if it had hit an iceberg. Leo’s breakfast plate slid across the table. Nico fell backward out of his chair and banged his head against the sideboard. He collapsed on the floor, with a dozen magic goblets and platters crashing down on top of him.

 “Nico!” Hazel ran to help him.

 “What—?” Frank tried to stand, but the ship pitched in the other direction. He stumbled into the table and went face-first into Leo’s plate of scrambled eggs.

 “Look!” Jason pointed at the walls. The images of Camp Half-Blood were flickering and changing.

 “Not possible,” Leo murmured.

 No way those enchantments could show anything other than scenes from camp, but suddenly a huge, distorted face filled the entire port-side wall: crooked yellow teeth, a scraggly red beard, a warty nose, and two mismatched eyes—one much larger and higher than the other. The face seemed to be trying to eat its way into the room.

 The other walls flickered, showing scenes from above deck. Piper stood at the helm, but something was wrong. From the shoulders down she was wrapped in duct tape, her mouth gagged and her legs bound to the control console.

 At the mainmast, Coach Hedge was similarly bound and gagged, while a bizarre-looking creature—a sort of gnome/chimpanzee combo with poor fashion sense—danced around him, doing the coach’s hair in tiny pigtails with pink rubber bands.

 On the port-side wall, the huge ugly face receded so that Leo could see the entire creature— another gnome chimp, in even crazier clothes. This one began leaping around the deck, stuffing things in a burlap bag—Piper’s dagger, Leo’s Wii controllers. Then he pried the Archimedes sphere out of the command console.

 “No!” Leo yelled.

 “Uhhh,” Nico groaned from the floor.

 “Piper!” Jason cried.

 “Monkey!” Frank yelled.

 “Not monkeys,” Hazel grumbled. “I think those are dwarfs.”

 “Stealing my stuff!” Leo yelled, and he ran for the stairs.
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 X I

 LEO

 Leo was vaguely aware of Hazel shouting, “Go! I’ll take care of Nico!”

 As if Leo was going to turn back. Sure, he hoped di Angelo was okay, but he had headaches of his own.

 Leo bounded up the steps, with Jason and Frank behind him.

 The situation on deck was even worse than he’d feared.

 Coach Hedge and Piper were struggling against their duct tape bonds while one of the demon monkey dwarfs danced around the deck, picking up whatever wasn’t tied down and sticking it in his bag. He was maybe four feet tall, even shorter than Coach Hedge, with bowed legs and chimp-like feet, his clothes so loud they gave Leo vertigo. His green-plaid pants were pinned at the cuffs, and held up with bright-red suspenders over a striped pink-and-black woman’s blouse. He wore half a dozen gold watches on each arm, and a zebra-patterned cowboy hat with a price tag dangling from the brim. His skin was covered with patches of scraggly red fur, though ninety percent of his body hair seemed to be concentrated in his magnificent eyebrows.

 Leo was just forming the thought Where’s the other dwarf? when he heard a click behind him and realized he’d led his friends into a trap.

 “Duck!” He hit the deck as the explosion blasted his eardrums.

 Note to self, Leo thought groggily. Do not leave boxes of magic grenades where dwarfs can reach them.

 At least he was alive. Leo had been experimenting with all sorts of weapons based on the Archimedes sphere that he’d recovered in Rome. He’d built grenades that could spray acid, fire, shrapnel, or freshly buttered popcorn. (Hey, you never knew when you’d get hungry in battle.) Judging from the ringing in Leo’s ears, the dwarf had detonated the flash-bang grenade, which Leo had filled with a rare vial of Apollo’s music, pure liquid extract. It didn’t kill, but it left Leo feeling like he’d
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 just done a belly flop off the deep end.

 He tried to get up. His limbs were useless. Someone was tugging at his waist, maybe a friend trying to help him up? No. His friends didn’t smell like heavily perfumed monkey cages.

 He managed to turn over. His vision was out of focus and tinted pink, like the world had been submerged in strawberry jelly. A grinning, grotesque face loomed over him The brown-furred dwarf was dressed even worse than his friend, in a green bowler hat like a leprechaun’s, dangly diamond earrings, and a white-and-black referee’s shirt. He showed off the prize he’d just stolen—Leo’s tool belt—then danced away.

 Leo tried to grab him, but his fingers were numb. The dwarf frolicked over to the nearest ballista, which his red-furred friend was priming to launch.

 The brown-furred dwarf jumped onto the projectile like it was a skateboard, and his friend shot him into the sky.

 Red Fur pranced over to Coach Hedge. He gave the satyr a big smack on the cheek, then skipped to the rail. He bowed to Leo, doffing his zebra cowboy hat, and did a backflip over the side.

 Leo managed to get up. Jason was already on his feet, stumbling and running into things. Frank had turned into a silverback gorilla (why, Leo wasn’t sure; maybe to commune with the monkey dwarfs?) but the flash grenade had hit him hard. He was sprawled on the deck with his tongue hanging out and his gorilla eyes rolled up in his head.

 “Piper!” Jason staggered to the helm and carefully pulled the gag out of her mouth.

 “Don’t waste your time on me!” she said. “Go after them \”

 At the mast, Coach Hedge mumbled, “HHHrnrnrnrnm-hmmm!”

 Leo figured that meant: “KILL THEM!” Easy translation, since most of the coach’s sentences involved the word kill.

 Leo glanced at the control console. His Archimedes sphere was gone. He put his hand to his waist, where his tool belt should have been. His head started to clear, and his sense of outrage came to a boil. Those dwarfs had attacked his ship. They’d stolen his most precious possessions.

 Below him spread the city of Bologna—a jigsaw puzzle of red-tiled buildings in a valley hemmed by green hills. Unless Leo could find the dwarfs somewhere in that maze of streets.. .Nope. Failure wasn’t an option. Neither was waiting for his friends to recover.

 He turned to Jason. “You feeling good enough to control the winds? I need a lift.”

 Jason frowned. “Sure, but—”

 “Good,” Leo said. “We’ve got some monkey dudes to catch.”

 Jason and Leo touched down in a big piazza lined with white marble government buildings and outdoor cafes. Bikes and Vespas clogged the surrounding streets, but the square itself was empty except for pigeons and a few old men drinking espresso.

 None of the locals seemed to notice the huge Greek warship hovering over the piazza, or the fact that Jason and Leo had just flown down, Jason wielding a gold sword, and Leo.. .well, Leo pretty much empty-handed.

 “Where to?” Jason asked.

 Leo stared at him “Well, I dunno. Let me pull my dwarf-tracking GPS out of my tool belt.... Oh,
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 wait! I don’t have a dwarf-tracking GPS—or my tool belt!”

 “Fine,” Jason grumbled. He glanced up at the ship as if to get his bearings, then pointed across the piazza. “The ballista fired the first dwarf in that direction, I think. Come on.”

 They waded through a lake of pigeons, then maneuvered down a side street of clothing stores and gelato shops. The sidewalks were lined with white columns covered in graffiti. A few panhandlers asked for change (Leo didn’t know Italian, but he got the message loud and clear).

 He kept patting his waist, hoping his tool belt would magically reappear. It didn’t. He tried not to freak, but he’d come to depend on that belt for almost everything. He felt like somebody had stolen one of his hands.

 “We’ll find it,” Jason promised.

 Usually, Leo would have felt reassured. Jason had a talent for staying levelheaded in a crisis, and he’d gotten Leo out of plenty of bad scrapes. Today, though, all Leo could think about was the stupid fortune cookie he had opened in Rome. The goddess Nemesis had promised him help, and he’d gotten it: the code to activate the Archimedes sphere. At the time, Leo had had no choice but to use it if he wanted to save his friends—but Nemesis had warned that her help came with a price.

 Leo wondered if that price would ever be paid. Percy and Annabeth were gone. The ship was hundreds of miles off course, heading toward an impossible challenge. Leo’s friends were counting on him to beat a terrifying giant. And now he didn’t even have his tool belt or his Archimedes sphere.

 He was so absorbed with feeling sorry for himself that he didn’t notice where they were until Jason grabbed his arm “Check it out.”

 Leo looked up. They’d arrived in a smaller piazza. Looming over them was a huge bronze statue of a buck-naked Neptune.

 “Ah, jeez.” Leo averted his eyes. He really didn’t need to see a godly groin this early in the morning.

 The sea god stood on a big marble column in the middle of a fountain that wasn’t working (which seemed kind of ironic). On either side of Neptune, little winged Cupid dudes were sitting, kind of chillin’, like, What’s up? Neptune himself (avoid the groin) was throwing his hip to one side in an Elvis Presley move. He gripped his trident loosely in his right hand and stretched his left hand out like he was blessing Leo, or possibly attempting to levitate him.

 “Some kind of clue?” Leo wondered.

 Jason frowned. “Maybe, maybe not. There are statues of the gods all over the place in Italy. I’d just feel better if we ran across Jupiter. Or Minerva. Anybody but Neptune, really.”

 Leo climbed into the dry fountain. He put his hand on the statue’s pedestal, and a rush of impressions surged through his fingertips. He sensed Celestial bronze gears, magical levers, springs, and pistons.

 “It’s mechanical,” he said. “Maybe a doorway to the dwarfs’ secret lair?”

 “Ooooo!” shrieked a nearby voice. “Secret lair?”

 “I want a secret lair!” yelled another voice from above.

 Jason stepped back, his sword ready. Leo almost got whiplash trying to look in two places at once. The red-furred dwarf in the cowboy hat was sitting about thirty feet away at the nearest cafe table, sipping an espresso held by his monkey-like foot. The brown-furred dwarf in the green bowler
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 was perched on the marble pedestal at Neptune’s feet, just above Leo’s head.

 “If we had a secret lair,” said Red Fur, “I would want a firehouse pole.”

 “And a waterslide!” said Brown Fur, who was pulling random tools out of Leo’s belt, tossing aside wrenches, hammers, and staple guns.

 “Stop that!” Leo tried to grab the dwarfs feet, but he couldn’t reach the top of the pedestal.

 “Too short?” Brown Fur sympathized.

 “You’re calling me short?” Leo looked around for something to throw, but there was nothing but pigeons, and he doubted he could catch one. “Give me my belt, you stupid—”

 “Now, now!” said Brown Fur. “We haven’t even introduced ourselves. I’m Akmon. And my brother over there—”

 “—is the handsome one!” The red-furred dwarf lifted his espresso. Judging from his dilated eyes and his maniacal grin, he didn’t need any more caffeine. “Passalos! Singer of songs! Drinker of coffee! Stealer of shiny stuff!”

 “Please!” shrieked his brother, Akmon. “I steal much better than you.”

 Passalos snorted. “Stealing naps, maybe!” He took out a knife—Piper’s knife—and started picking his teeth with it.

 “Hey!” Jason yelled. “That’s my girlfriend’s knife!”

 He lunged at Passalos, but the red-furred dwarf was too quick. He sprang from his chair, bounced off Jason’s head, did a flip, and landed next to Leo, his hairy arms around Leo’s waist.

 “Save me?” the dwarf pleaded.

 “Get off!” Leo tried to shove him away, but Passalos did a backward somersault and landed out of reach. Leo’s pants promptly fell around his knees.

 He stared at Passalos, who was now grinning and holding a small zigzaggy strip of metal. Somehow, the dwarf had stolen the zipper right off Leo’s pants.

 “Give—stupid—zipper!” Leo stuttered, trying to shake his fist and hoist up his pants at the same

 time.

 “Eh, not shiny enough.” Passalos tossed it away.

 Jason lunged with his sword. Passalos launched himself straight up and was suddenly sitting on the statue’s pedestal next to his brother.

 “Tell me I don’t have moves,” Passalos boasted.

 “Okay,” Akmon said. “You don’t have moves.”

 “Bah!” Passalos said. “Give me the tool belt. I want to see.”

 “No!” Akmon elbowed him away. “You got the knife and the shiny ball.”

 “Yes, the shiny ball is nice.” Passalos took off his cowboy hat. Like a magician producing a rabbit, he pulled out the Archimedes sphere and began tinkering with the ancient bronze dials.

 “Stop!” Leo yelled. “That’s a delicate machine.”

 Jason came to his side and glared up at the dwarfs. “Who are you two, anyway?”

 “The Kerkopes!” Akmon narrowed his eyes at Jason. “I bet you’re a son of Jupiter, eh? I can always tell.”
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 “Just like Black Bottom,” Passalos agreed.

 “Black Bottom?” Leo resisted the urge to jump at the dwarfs’ feet again. He was sure Passalos was going to ruin the Archimedes sphere any second now.

 “Yes, you know.” Akmon grinned. “Hercules. We called him Black Bottom because he used to go around without clothes. He got so tan that his backside, well—”

 “At least he had a sense of humor!” Passalos said. “He was going to kill us when we stole from him, but he let us go because he liked our jokes. Not like you two. Grumpy, grumpy!”

 “Hey, I’ve got a sense of humor,” Leo snarled. “Give me back our stuff, and I’ll tell you a joke with a good punch line.”

 “Nice try!” Akmon pulled a ratchet wrench from the tool belt and spun it like a noisemaker. “Oh, very nice! I’m definitely keeping this! Thanks, Blue Bottom!”

 Blue Bottom?

 Leo glanced down. His pants had slipped around his ankles again, revealing his blue undershorts. “That’s it!” he shouted. “My stuff. Now. Or I’ll show you how funny a flaming dwarf is.”

 His hands caught fire.

 “Now we’re talking.” Jason thrust his sword into the sky. Dark clouds began to gather over the piazza. Thunder boomed.

 “Oh, scary!” Akmon shrieked.

 “Yes,” Passalos agreed. “If only we had a secret lair to hide in.”

 “Alas, this statue isn’t the doorway to a secret lair,” Akmon said. “It has a different purpose.”

 Leo’s gut twisted. The fires died in his hands, and he realized something was very wrong. He yelled, “Trap!” and dove out of the fountain. Unfortunately, Jason was too busy summoning his storm.

 Leo rolled on his back as five golden cords shot from the Neptune statue’s fingers. One barely missed Leo’s feet. The rest homed in on Jason, wrapping him like a rodeo calf and yanking him upside down.

 A bolt of lightning blasted the tines of Neptune’s trident, sending arcs of electricity up and down the statue, but the Kerkopes had already disappeared.

 “Bravo!” Akmon applauded from a nearby cafe table. “You make a wonderful pinata, son of Jupiter!”

 “Yes!” Passalos agreed. “Hercules hung us upside down once, you know. Oh, revenge is sweet!”

 Leo summoned a fireball. He lobbed it at Passalos, who was trying to juggle two pigeons and the Archimedes sphere.

 “Eek!” The dwarf jumped free of the explosion, dropping the sphere and letting the pigeons fly.

 “Time to leave!” Akmon decided.

 He tipped his bowler and sprang away, jumping from table to table. Passalos glanced at the Archimedes sphere, which had rolled between Leo’s feet.

 Leo summoned another fireball. “Try me,” he snarled.

 “Bye!” Passalos did a backflip and ran after his brother.

 Leo scooped up the Archimedes sphere and ran over to Jason, who was still hanging upside down, thoroughly hog-tied except for his sword arm. He was trying to cut the cords with his gold
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 blade but having no luck.

 “Hold on,” Leo said. “If I can find a release switch—”

 “Just go!” Jason growled. “I’ll follow you when I get out of this.”

 “But—”

 “Don’t lose them!”

 The last thing Leo wanted was some alone time with the monkey dwarfs, but the Kerkopes were already disappearing around the far corner of the piazza. Leo left Jason hanging and ran after them
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 LEO

 The dwarfs didn’t try very hard to lose him, which made Leo suspicious. They stayed just at the edge of his vision, scampering over red-tiled rooftops, knocking over window boxes, whooping and hollering and leaving a trail of screws and nails from Leo’s tool belt—almost as if they wanted Leo to follow.

 He jogged after them, cursing every time his pants fell down. He turned a corner and saw two ancient stone towers jutting into the sky, side by side, much taller than anything else in the neighborhood—maybe medieval watchtowers? They leaned in different directions like gearshifts on a race car.

 The Kerkopes scaled the tower on the right. When they reached the top, they climbed around the back and disappeared.

 Had they gone inside? Leo could see some tiny windows at the top, covered with metal grates; but he doubted those would stop the dwarfs. He watched for a minute, but the Kerkopes didn’t reappear. Which meant Leo had to get up there and look for them.

 “Great,” he muttered. No flying friend to carry him up. The ship was too far away to call for help. He could jury-rig the Archimedes sphere into some sort of flying device, maybe, but only if he had his tool belt—which he didn’t. He scanned the neighborhood, trying to think. Half a block down, a set of double glass doors opened and an old lady hobbled out, carrying plastic shopping bags.

 A grocery store? Hmm...

 Leo patted his pockets. To his amazement, he still had some euro notes from his time in Rome. Those stupid dwarfs had taken everything except his money.

 He ran for the store as fast as his zipperless pants allowed.

 Leo scoured the aisles, looking for things he could use. He didn’t know the Italian for Hello, where are your dangerous chemicals, please? But that was probably just as well. He didn’t want to
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 end up in an Italian jail.

 Fortunately, he didn’t need to read labels. He could tell just from picking up a toothpaste tube whether it contained potassium nitrate. He found charcoal. He found sugar and baking soda. The store sold matches, and bug spray, and aluminum foil. Pretty much everything he needed, plus a laundry cord he could use as a belt. He added some Italian junk food to the basket, just to sort of disguise his more suspicious purchases, then dumped his stuff at the register. A wide-eyed checkout lady asked him some questions he didn’t understand, but he managed to pay, get a bag, and race out.

 He ducked into the nearest doorway where he could keep an eye on the towers. He started to work, summoning fire to dry out materials and do a little cooking that otherwise would have taken days to complete.

 Every once in a while he sneaked a look at the tower, but there was no sign of the dwarfs. Leo could only hope they were still up there. Making his arsenal took just a few minutes—he was that good—but it felt like hours.

 Jason didn’t show. Maybe he was still tangled at the Neptune fountain, or scouring the streets looking for Leo. No one else from the ship came to help. Probably it was taking them a long time to get all those pink rubber bands out of Coach Hedge’s hair.

 That meant Leo had only himself, his bag of junk food, and a few highly improvised weapons made from sugar and toothpaste. Oh, and the Archimedes sphere. That was kind of important. He hoped he hadn’t ruined it by filling it with chemical powder.

 He ran to the tower and found the entrance. He started up the winding stairs inside, only to be stopped at a ticket booth by some caretaker who yelled at him in Italian.

 “Seriously?” Leo asked. “Look, man, you’ve got dwarfs in your belfry. I’m the exterminator.” He held up his can of bug spray. “See? Exterminator Molto Buono. Squirt, squirt. Ahhh!” He pantomimed a dwarf melting in terror, which for some reason the Italian didn’t seem to understand.

 The guy just held out his palm for money.

 “Dang, man,” Leo grumbled, “I just spent all my cash on homemade explosives and whatnot.” He dug around in his grocery bag. “Don’t suppose you’d accept.. .uh.. .whatever these are?”

 Leo held up a yellow-and-red bag of junk food called Fonzies. He assumed they were some kind of chips. To his surprise, the caretaker shrugged and took the bag. “Avanti!”

 Leo kept climbing, but he made a mental note to stock up on Fonzies. Apparently they were better than cash in Italy.

 The stairs went on, and on, and on. The whole tower seemed to be nothing but an excuse to build a staircase.

 He stopped on a landing and slumped against a narrow barred window, trying to catch his breath. He was sweating like crazy, and his heart thumped against his ribs. Stupid Kerkopes. Leo figured that as soon as he reached the top, they would jump away before he could use his weapons; but he had to try.

 He kept climbing.

 Finally, his legs feeling like overcooked noodles, he reached the summit.

 The room was about the size of a broom closet, with barred windows on all four walls. Shoved in the corners were sacks of treasure, shiny goodies spilling all over the floor. Leo spotted Piper’s
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 knife, an old leather-bound book, a few interesting-looking mechanical devices, and enough gold to give Hazel’s horse a stomachache.

 At first, he thought the dwarfs had left. Then he looked up. Akmon and Passalos were hanging upside down from the rafters by their chimp feet, playing antigravity poker. When they saw Leo, they threw their cards like confetti and broke out in applause.

 “I told you he’d do it!” Akmon shrieked in delight.

 Passalos shrugged and took off one of his gold watches and handed it to his brother. “You win. I didn’t think he was that dumb.”

 They both dropped to the floor. Akmon was wearing Leo’s tool belt—he was so close that Leo had to resist the urge to lunge for it.

 Passalos straightened his cowboy hat and kicked open the grate on the nearest window. “What should we make him climb next, brother? The dome of San Luca?”

 Leo wanted to throttle the dwarfs, but he forced a smile. “Oh, that sounds fun! But before you guys go, you forgot something shiny.”

 “Impossible!” Akmon scowled. “We were very thorough.”

 “You sure?” Leo held up his grocery bag.

 The dwarfs inched closer. As Leo had hoped, their curiosity was so strong that they couldn’t resist.

 “Look.” Leo brought out his first weapon—a lump of dried chemicals wrapped in aluminum foil —and lit it with his hand.

 He knew enough to turn away when it popped, but the dwarfs were staring right at it. Toothpaste, sugar, and bug spray weren’t as good as Apollo’s music, but they made for a pretty decent flash-bang.

 The Kerkopes wailed, clawing at their eyes. They stumbled toward the window, but Leo set off his homemade firecrackers—snapping them around the dwarfs’ bare feet to keep them off balance. Then, for good measure, Leo turned the dial on his Archimedes sphere, which unleashed a plume of foul white fog that filled the room

 Leo wasn’t bothered by smoke. Being immune to fire, he’d stood in smoky bonfires, endured dragon breath, and cleaned out blazing forges plenty of times. While the dwarfs were hacking and wheezing, he grabbed his tool belt from Akmon, calmly summoned some bungee cords, and tied up the dwarfs.

 “My eyes!” Akmon coughed. “My tool belt!”

 “My feet are on fire!” Passalos wailed. “Not shiny! Not shiny at all!”

 After making sure they were securely bound, Leo dragged the Kerkopes into one corner and began rifling through their treasures. He retrieved Piper’s dagger, a few of his prototype grenades, and a dozen other odds and ends the dwarfs had taken from the Argo II.

 “Please!” Akmon wailed. “Don’t take our shinies!”

 “We’ll make you a deal!” Passalos suggested. “We’ll cut you in for ten percent if you let us go!”

 “Afraid not,” Leo muttered. “It’s all mine now.”

 “Twenty percent!”

 Just then, thunder boomed overhead. Lightning flashed, and the bars on the nearest window burst
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 into sizzling, melted stubs of iron.

 Jason flew in like Peter Pan, electricity sparking around him and his gold sword steaming.

 Leo whistled appreciatively. “Man, you just wasted an awesome entrance.”

 Jason frowned. He noticed the hog-tied Kerkopes. “What the—”

 “All by myself,” Leo said. “I’m special that way. How did you find me?”

 “Uh, the smoke,” Jason managed. “And I heard popping noises. Were you having a gunfight in here?”

 “Something like that.” Leo tossed him Piper’s dagger, then kept rummaging through the bags of dwarf shinies. He remembered what Hazel had said about finding a treasure that would help them with the quest, but he wasn’t sure what he was looking for. There were coins, gold nuggets, jewelry, paper clips, foil wrappers, cufflinks.

 He kept coming back to a couple of things that didn’t seem to belong. One was an old bronze navigation device, like an astrolabe from a ship. It was badly damaged and seemed to be missing some pieces, but Leo still found it fascinating.

 “Take it!” Passalos offered. “Odysseus made it, you know! Take it and let us go.”

 “Odysseus?” Jason asked. “Like, the Odysseus?”

 “Yes!” Passalos squeaked. “Made it when he was an old man in Ithaca. One of his last inventions, and we stole it!”

 “How does it work?” Leo asked.

 “Oh, it doesn’t,” Akmon said. “Something about a missing crystal?” He glanced at his brother for

 help.

 “‘My biggest what-if,’” Passalos said. “‘Should’ve taken a crystal.’ That’s what he kept muttering in his sleep, the night we stole it.” Passalos shrugged. “No idea what he meant. But the shiny is yours! Can we go now?”

 Leo wasn’t sure why he wanted the astrolabe. It was obviously broken, and he didn’t get the sense that this was what Hecate meant for them to find. Still, he slipped it into one of his tool belt’s magic pockets.

 He turned his attention to the other strange piece of loot—the leather-bound book. Its title was in gold leaf, in a language Leo couldn’t understand, but nothing else about the book seemed shiny. He didn’t figure the Kerkopes for big readers.

 “What’s this?” He wagged it at the dwarfs, who were still teary-eyed from the smoke.

 “Nothing!” Akmon said. “Just a book. It had a pretty gold cover, so we took it from him”

 “Him?” Leo asked.

 Akmon and Passalos exchanged a nervous look.

 “Minor god,” Passalos said. “In Venice. Really, it’s nothing.”

 “Venice.” Jason frowned at Leo. “Isn’t that where we’re supposed to go next?”

 “Yeah.” Leo examined the book. He couldn’t read the text, but it had lots of illustrations: scythes, different plants, a picture of the sun, a team of oxen pulling a cart. He didn’t see how any of that was important, but if the book had been stolen from a minor god in Venice—the next place Hecate had told them to visit—then this had to be what they were looking for.


 
[image: picture72] 




 “Where exactly can we find this minor god?” Leo asked.

 “No!” Akmon shrieked. “You can’t take it back to him! If he finds out we stole it—”

 “He’ll destroy you,” Jason guessed. “Which is what we’ll do if you don’t tell us, and we’re a lot closer.” He pressed the point of his sword against Akmon’s furry throat.

 “Okay, okay!” the dwarf shrieked. “La Casa Nera! Calle Frezzeria!”

 “Is that an address?” Leo asked.

 The dwarfs both nodded vigorously.

 “Please don’t tell him we stole it,” Passalos begged. “He isn’t nice at all!”

 “Who is he?” Jason asked. “What god?”

 “I—I can’t say,” Passalos stammered.

 “You’d better,” Leo warned.

 “No,” Passalos said miserably. “I mean, I really can’t say. I can’t pronounce it! Tr—tri—It’s too hard!”

 “Truh,” Akmon said. “Tru-toh—Too many syllables!”

 They both burst into tears.

 Leo didn’t know if the Kerkopes were telling them the truth, but it was hard to stay mad at weeping dwarfs, no matter how annoying and badly dressed they were.

 Jason lowered his sword. “What do you want to do with them, Leo? Send them to Tartarus?” “Please, no!” Akmon wailed. “It might take us weeks to come back.”

 “Assuming Gaea even lets us!” Passalos sniffled. “She controls the Doors of Death now. She’ll be very cross with us.”

 Leo looked at the dwarfs. He’d fought lots of monsters before and never felt bad about dissolving them, but this was different. He had to admit he sort of admired these little guys. They played cool pranks and liked shiny things. Leo could relate. Besides, Percy and Annabeth were in Tartarus right now, hopefully still alive, trudging toward the Doors of Death. The idea of sending these twin monkey boys there to face the same nightmarish problem.. .well, it didn’t seem right.

 He imagined Gaea laughing at his weakness—a demigod too softhearted to kill monsters. He remembered his dream about Camp Half-Blood in ruins, Greek and Roman bodies littering the fields. He remembered Octavian speaking with the Earth Goddess’s voice: The Romans move east from New York. They advance on your camp, and nothing can slow them down.

 “Nothing can slow them down,” Leo mused. “I wonder...”

 “What?” Jason asked.

 Leo looked at the dwarfs. “I’ll make you a deal.”

 Akmon’s eyes lit up. “Thirty percent?”

 “We’ll leave you all your treasure,” Leo said, “except the stuff that belongs to us, and the astrolabe, and this book, which we’ll take back to the dude in Venice.”

 “But he’ll destroy us!” Passalos wailed.

 “We won’t say where we got it,” Leo promised. “And we won’t kill you. We’ll let you go free.” “Uh, Leo...?” Jason asked nervously.


 
[image: picture73] 




 Akmon squealed with delight. “I knew you were as smart as Hercules! I will call you Black Bottom, the Sequel!”

 “Yeah, no thanks,” Leo said. “But in return for us sparing your lives, you have to do something for us. I’m going to send you somewhere to steal from some people, harass them, make life hard for them any way you can. You have to follow my directions exactly. You have to swear on the River Styx.” 

 “We swear!” Passalos said. “Stealing from people is our specialty!”

 “I love harassment!” Akmon agreed. “Where are we going?”

 Leo grinned. “Ever heard of New York?”
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 XIII

 PERCY

 Percy had taken his girlfriend on some romantic walks before. This wasn’t one of them.

 They followed the River Phlegethon, stumbling over the glassy black terrain, jumping crevices, and hiding behind rocks whenever the vampire girls slowed in front of them.

 It was tricky to stay far enough back to avoid getting spotted but close enough to keep Kelli and her comrades in view through the dark hazy air. The heat from the river baked Percy’s skin. Every breath was like inhaling sulfur-scented fiberglass. When they needed a drink, the best they could do was sip some refreshing liquid fire.

 Yep. Percy definitely knew how to show a girl a good time.

 At least Annabeth’s ankle seemed to have healed. She was hardly limping at all. Her various cuts and scrapes had faded. She’d tied her blond hair back with a strip of denim torn from her pants leg, and in the fiery light of the river, her gray eyes flickered. Despite being beat-up, sooty, and dressed like a homeless person, she looked great to Percy.

 So what if they were in Tartarus? So what if they stood a slim chance of surviving? He was so glad that they were together, he had the ridiculous urge to smile.

 Physically, Percy felt better too, though his clothes looked like he’d been through a hurricane of broken glass. He was thirsty, hungry, and scared out of his mind (though he wasn’t going to tell Annabeth that), but he’d shaken off the hopeless cold of the River Cocytus. And as nasty as the firewater tasted, it seemed to keep him going.

 Time was impossible to judge. They trudged along, following the river as it cut through the harsh landscape. Fortunately the empousai weren’t exactly speed walkers. They shuffled on their mismatched bronze and donkey legs, hissing and fighting with each other, apparently in no hurry to reach the Doors of Death.

 Once, the demons sped up in excitement and swarmed something that looked like a beached

 carcass on the riverbank. Percy couldn’t tell what it was—a fallen monster? An animal of some kind? The empousai attacked it with relish.

 When the demons moved on, Percy and Annabeth reached the spot and found nothing left except a few splintered bones and glistening stains drying in the heat of the river. Percy had no doubt the empousai would devour demigods with the same gusto.

 “Come on.” He led Annabeth gently away from the scene. “We don’t want to lose them.”

 As they walked, Percy thought about the first time he’d fought the empousa Kelli at Goode High School’s freshman orientation, when he and Rachel Elizabeth Dare got trapped in the band hall. At the time, it seemed like a hopeless situation. Now, he’d give anything to have a problem that simple. At least he’d been in the mortal world then. Here, there was nowhere to run.

 Wow. When he started looking back on the war with Kronos as the good old days—that was sad. He kept hoping things would get better for Annabeth and him, but their lives just got more and more dangerous, as if the Three Fates were up there spinning their futures with barbed wire instead of thread just to see how much two demigods could tolerate.

 After a few more miles, the empousai disappeared over a ridge. When Percy and Annabeth caught up, they found themselves at the edge of another massive cliff. The River Phlegethon spilled over the side in jagged tiers of fiery waterfalls. The demon ladies were picking their way down the cliff, jumping from ledge to ledge like mountain goats.

 Percy’s heart crept into his throat. Even if he and Annabeth reached the bottom of the cliff alive, they didn’t have much to look forward to. The landscape below them was a bleak, ash-gray plain bristling with black trees, like insect hair. The ground was pocked with blisters. Every once in a while, a bubble would swell and burst, disgorging a monster like a larva from an egg.

 Suddenly Percy wasn’t hungry anymore.

 All the newly formed monsters were crawling and hobbling in the same direction—toward a bank of black fog that swallowed the horizon like a storm front. The Phlegethon flowed in the same direction until about halfway across the plain, where it met another river of black water—maybe the Cocytus? The two floods combined in a steaming, boiling cataract and flowed on as one toward the black fog.

 The longer Percy looked into that storm of darkness, the less he wanted to go there. It could be hiding anything—an ocean, a bottomless pit, an army of monsters. But if the Doors of Death were in that direction, it was their only chance to get home.

 He peered over the edge of the cliff.

 “Wish we could fly,” he muttered.

 Annabeth rubbed her arms. “Remember Luke’s winged shoes? I wonder if they’re still down here somewhere.”

 Percy remembered. Those shoes had been cursed to drag their wearer into Tartarus. They’d almost taken his best friend, Grover. “I’d settle for a hang glider.”

 “Maybe not a good idea.” Annabeth pointed. Above them, dark winged shapes spiraled in and out of the bloodred clouds.

 “Furies?” Percy wondered.

 “Or some other kind of demon,” Annabeth said. “Tartarus has thousands.”
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 “Including the kind that eats hang gliders,” Percy guessed. “Okay, so we climb.”

 He couldn’t see the empousai below them anymore. They’d disappeared behind one of the ridges, but that didn’t matter. It was clear where he and Annabeth needed to go. Like all the maggot monsters crawling over the plains of Tartarus, they should head toward the dark horizon. Percy was just brimming with enthusiasm for that.
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 X I V

 PERCY

 As they started down the CLIFF, Percy concentrated on the challenges at hand: keeping his footing, avoiding rockslides that would alert the empousai to their presence, and of course making sure he and Annabeth didn’t plummet to their deaths.

 About halfway down the precipice, Annabeth said, “Stop, okay? Just a quick break.”

 Her legs wobbled so badly, Percy cursed himself for not calling a rest earlier.

 They sat together on a ledge next to a roaring fiery waterfall. Percy put his arm around Annabeth, and she leaned against him, shaking from exhaustion.

 He wasn’t much better. His stomach felt like it had shrunk to the size of a gumdrop. If they came across any more monster carcasses, he was afraid he might pull an empousa and try to devour it.

 At least he had Annabeth. They would find a way out of Tartarus. They had to. He didn’t think much of fates and prophecies, but he did believe in one thing: Annabeth and he were supposed to be together. They hadn’t survived so much just to get killed now.

 “Things could be worse,” Annabeth ventured.

 “Yeah?” Percy didn’t see how, but he tried to sound upbeat.

 She snuggled against him. Her hair smelled of smoke, and if he closed his eyes, he could almost imagine they were at the campfire at Camp Half-Blood.

 “We could’ve fallen into the River Lethe,” she said. “Lost all our memories.”

 Percy’s skin crawled just thinking about it. He’d had enough trouble with amnesia for one lifetime. Only last month, Hera had erased his memories to put him among the Roman demigods.

 Percy had stumbled into Camp Jupiter with no idea who he was or where he came from. And a few years before that, he’d fought a Titan on the banks of the Lethe, near Hades’s palace. He’d blasted the Titan with water from that river and completely wiped his memory clean. “Yeah, the Lethe,” he muttered. “Not my favorite.”

 “What was the Titan’s name?” Annabeth asked.

 “Uh.. .Iapetus. He said it meant the Impaler or something.”

 “No, the name you gave him after he lost his memory. Steve?”

 “Bob,” Percy said.

 Annabeth managed a weak laugh. “Bob the Titan.”

 Percy’s lips were so parched, it hurt to smile. He wondered what had happened to Iapetus after they’d left him in Hades’s palace.. .if he was still content being Bob, friendly, happy, and clueless. Percy hoped so, but the Underworld seemed to bring out the worst in everyone—monsters, heroes, and gods.

 He gazed across the ashen plains. The other Titans were supposed to be here in Tartarus— maybe bound in chains, or roaming aimlessly, or hiding in some of those dark crevices. Percy and his allies had destroyed the worst Titan, Kronos, but even his remains might be down here somewhere— a billion angry Titan particles floating through the blood-colored clouds or lurking in that dark fog.

 Percy decided not to think about that. He kissed Annabeth’s forehead. “We should keep moving. You want some more fire to drink?”

 “Ugh. I’ll pass.”

 They struggled to their feet. The rest of the cliff looked impossible to descend—nothing more than a crosshatching of tiny ledges—but they kept climbing down.

 Percy’s body went on autopilot. His fingers cramped. He felt blisters popping up on his ankles. He got shaky from hunger.

 He wondered if they would die of starvation, or if the firewater would keep them going. He remembered the punishment of Tantalus, who’d been permanently stuck in a pool of water under a fruit tree but couldn’t reach either food or drink.

 Jeez, Percy hadn’t thought about Tantalus in years. That stupid guy had been paroled briefly to serve as director at Camp Half-Blood. Probably he was back in the Fields of Punishment. Percy had never felt sorry for the jerk before, but now he was starting to sympathize. He could imagine what it would be like, getting hungrier and hungrier for eternity but never being able to eat.

 Keep climbing, he told himself.

 Cheeseburgers, his stomach replied.

 Shut up, he thought.

 With fries, his stomach complained.

 A billion years later, with a dozen new blisters on his feet, Percy reached the bottom. He helped Annabeth down, and they collapsed on the ground.

 Ahead of them stretched miles of wasteland, bubbling with monstrous larvae and big insect-hair trees. To their right, the Phlegethon split into branches that etched the plain, widening into a delta of smoke and fire. To the north, along the main route of the river, the ground was riddled with cave entrances. Here and there, spires of rock jutted up like exclamation points.

 Under Percy’s hand, the soil felt alarmingly warm and smooth. He tried to grab a handful, then realized that under a thin layer of dirt and debris, the ground was a single vast membrane.. .like skin.

 He almost threw up, but forced himself not to. There was nothing in his stomach but fire.


 
[image: picture77] 




 He didn’t mention it to Annabeth, but he started to feel like something was watching them— something vast and malevolent. He couldn’t zero in on it, because the presence was all around them. Watching was the wrong word, too. That implied eyes, and this thing was simply aware of them. The ridges above them now looked less like steps and more like rows of massive teeth. The spires of rock looked like broken ribs. And if the ground was skin...

 Percy forced those thoughts aside. This place was just freaking him out. That was all.

 Annabeth stood, wiping soot from her face. She gazed toward the darkness on the horizon. “We’re going to be completely exposed, crossing this plain.”

 About a hundred yards ahead of them, a blister burst on the ground. A monster clawed its way out.. .a glistening telkhine with slick fur, a seal-like body, and stunted human limbs. It managed to crawl a few yards before something shot out of the nearest cave, so fast that Percy could only register a dark green reptilian head. The monster snatched the squealing telkhine in its jaws and dragged it into the darkness.

 Reborn in Tartarus for two seconds, only to be eaten. Percy wondered if that telkhine would pop up some other place in Tartarus, and how long it would take to re-form.

 He swallowed down the sour taste of firewater. “Oh, yeah. This’ll be fun.”

 Annabeth helped him to his feet. He took one last look at the cliffs, but there was no going back. He would’ve given a thousand golden drachmas to have Frank Zhang with them right now—good old Frank, who always seemed to show up when needed and could turn into an eagle or a dragon to fly them across this stupid wasteland.

 They started walking, trying to avoid the cave entrances, sticking close to the bank of the river.

 They were just skirting one of the spires when a glint of movement caught Percy’s eye— something darting between the rocks to their right.

 A monster following them? Or maybe it was just some random baddie, heading for the Doors of Death.

 Suddenly he remembered why they’d started following this route, and he froze in his tracks.

 “The empousai .” He grabbed Annabeth’s arm. “Where are they?”

 Annabeth scanned a three-sixty, her gray eyes bright with alarm

 Maybe the demon ladies had been snapped up by that reptile in the cave. If the empousai were still ahead of them, they should’ve been visible somewhere on the plains.

 Unless they were hiding...

 Too late, Percy drew his sword.

 The empousai emerged from the rocks all around them—five of them forming a ring. A perfect

 trap.

 Kelli limped forward on her mismatched legs. Her fiery hair burned across her shoulders like a miniature Phlegethon waterfall. Her tattered cheerleader outfit was splattered with rusty-brown stains, and Percy was pretty sure they weren’t ketchup. She fixed him with her glowing red eyes and bared her fangs.

 “Percy Jackson,” she cooed. “How awesome! I don’t even have to return to the mortal world to destroy you!”
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 PERCY

 Percy recalled how dangerous Kelli had been the last time they’d fought in the Labyrinth. Despite those mismatched legs, she could move fast when she wanted to. She’d dodged his sword strikes and would have eaten his face if Annabeth hadn’t stabbed her from behind.

 Now she had four friends with her.

 “And your friend Annabeth is with you!” Kelli hissed with laughter. “Oh, yeah, I totally remember her.”

 Kelli touched her own sternum, where the tip of the knife had exited when Annabeth stabbed her in the back. “What’s the matter, daughter of Athena? Don’t have your weapon? Bummer. I’d use it to kill you.”

 Percy tried to think. He and Annabeth stood shoulder to shoulder as they had many times before, ready to fight. But neither of them was in good shape for battle. Annabeth was empty-handed. They were hopelessly outnumbered. There was nowhere to run. No help coming.

 Briefly Percy considered calling for Mrs. O’Leary, his hellhound friend who could shadow-travel. Even if she heard him, could she make it into Tartarus? This was where monsters went when they died. Calling her here might kill her, or turn her back to her natural state as a fierce monster.

 No.. .he couldn’t do that to his dog.

 So, no help. Fighting was a long shot.

 That left Annabeth’s favorite tactics: trickery, talk, delay.

 “So...” he started, “I guess you’re wondering what we’re doing in Tartarus.”

 Kelli snickered. “Not really. I just want to kill you.”

 That would’ve been it, but Annabeth chimed in.

 “Too bad,” she said. “Because you have no idea what’s going on in the mortal world.”
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 The other empousai circled, watching Kelli for a cue to attack; but the ex-cheerleader only snarled, crouching out of reach of Percy’s sword.

 “We know enough,” Kelli said. “Gaea has spoken.”

 “You’re heading toward a major defeat.” Annabeth sounded so confident, even Percy was impressed. She glanced at the other empousai , one by one, then pointed accusingly at Kelli. “This one claims she’s leading you to a victory. She’s lying. The last time she was in the mortal world, Kelli was in charge of keeping my friend Luke Castellan faithful to Kronos. In the end, Luke rejected him. He gave his life to expel Kronos. The Titans lost because Kelli failed. Now Kelli wants to lead you to another disaster.”

 The other empousai muttered and shifted uneasily.

 “Enough!” Kelli’s fingernails grew into long black talons. She glared at Annabeth as if imagining her sliced into small pieces.

 Percy was pretty sure Kelli had had a thing for Luke Castellan. Luke had that effect on girls— even donkey-legged vampires—and Percy wasn’t sure bringing up his name was such a good idea.

 “The girl lies,” Kelli said. “So the Titans lost. Fine! That was part of the plan to wake Gaea! Now the Earth Mother and her giants will destroy the mortal world, and we will totally feast on demigods!”


  



 The other vampires gnashed their teeth in a frenzy of excitement. Percy had been in the middle of a school of sharks when the water was full of blood. That wasn’t nearly as scary as empousai ready to feed.

 He prepared to attack, but how many could he dispatch before they overwhelmed him? It wouldn’t be enough.

 “The demigods have united!” Annabeth yelled. “You’d better think twice before you attack us. Romans and Greeks will fight you together. You don’t stand a chance!”

 The empousai backed up nervously, hissing, “Romani. ”

 Percy guessed they’d had experience with the Twelfth Legion before, and it hadn’t worked out well for them.

 “Yeah, you bet Romani .” Percy bared his forearm and showed them the brand he’d gotten at Camp Jupiter—the SPQR mark, with the trident of Neptune. “You mix Greek and Roman, and you know what you get? You get BAMl ”

 He stomped his foot, and the empousai scrambled back. One fell off the boulder where she’d been perched.

 That made Percy feel good, but they recovered quickly and closed in again.

 “Bold talk,” Kelli said, “for two demigods lost in Tartarus. Lower your sword, Percy Jackson, and I’ll kill you quickly. Believe me, there are worse ways to die down here.”

 “Wait!” Annabeth tried again. “Aren’t empousai the servants of Hecate?”

 Kelli curled her lip. “So?”

 “So Hecate is on our side now,” Annabeth said. “She has a cabin at Camp Half-Blood. Some of her demigod children are my friends. If you fight us, she’ll be angry.”

 Percy wanted to hug Annabeth, she was so brilliant.

 One of the other empousai growled. “Is this true, Kelli? Has our mistress made peace with
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 Olympus?”

 “Shut up, Serephone!” Kelli screeched. “Gods, you’re annoying!”

 “I will not cross the Dark Lady.”

 Annabeth took the opening. “You’d all be better following Serephone. She’s older and wiser.”

 “Yes!” Serephone shrieked. “Follow me!”

 Kelli struck so fast, Percy didn’t have the chance to raise his sword. Fortunately, she didn’t attack him Kelli lashed out at Serephone. For half a second, the two demons were a blur of slashing claws and fangs.

 Then it was over. Kelli stood triumphant over a pile of dust. From her claws hung the tattered remains of Serephone’s dress.

 “Any more issues ?” Kelli snapped at her sisters. “Hecate is the goddess of the Mist! Her ways are mysterious. Who knows which side she truly favors? She is also the goddess of the crossroads, and she expects us to make our own choices. I choose the path that will bring us the most demigod blood! I choose Gaea!”

 Her friends hissed in approval.

 Annabeth glanced at Percy, and he saw that she was out of ideas. She’d done what she could. She’d gotten Kelli to eliminate one of her own. Now there was nothing left but to fight.

 “For two years I churned in the void,” Kelli said. “Do you know how completely annoying it is to be vaporized, Annabeth Chase? Slowly re-forming, fully conscious, in searing pain for months and years as your body regrows, then finally breaking the crust of this hellish place and clawing your way back to daylight? All because some little girl stabbed you in the back?”

 Her baleful eyes held Annabeth’s. “I wonder what happens if a demigod is killed in Tartarus. I doubt it’s ever happened before. Let’s find out.”

 Percy sprang, slashing Riptide in a huge arc. He cut one of the demons in half, but Kelli dodged and charged Annabeth. The other two empousai launched themselves at Percy. One grabbed his sword arm. Her friend jumped on his back.

 Percy tried to ignore them and staggered toward Annabeth, determined to go down defending her if he had to; but Annabeth was doing pretty well. She tumbled to one side, evading Kelli’s claws, and came up with a rock in her hand, which she smacked into Kelli’s nose.

 Kelli wailed. Annabeth scooped up gravel and flung it in the empousa’s eyes.

 Meanwhile Percy thrashed from side to side, trying to throw off his empousa hitchhiker, but her claws sank deeper into his shoulders. The second empousa held his arm, preventing him from using Riptide.

 Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Kelli lunge, raking her talons across Annabeth’s arm. Annabeth screamed and fell.

 Percy stumbled in her direction. The vampire on his back sank her teeth into his neck. Searing pain coursed through his body. His knees buckled.

 Stay on your feet, he told himself. You have to beat them.

 Then the other vampire bit his sword arm, and Riptide clattered to the ground.

 That was it. His luck had finally run out. Kelli loomed over Annabeth, savoring her moment of triumph. The other two empousai circled Percy, their mouths slavering, ready for another taste.
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 Then a shadow fell across Percy. A deep war cry bellowed from somewhere above, echoing across the plains of Tartarus, and a Titan dropped onto the battlefield.
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 X V I

 PERCY

 Percy thought he was hallucinating. It just wasn’t possible that a huge, silvery figure could drop out of the sky and stomp Kelli flat, trampling her into a mound of monster dust.

 But that’s exactly what happened. The Titan was ten feet tall, with wild silver Einstein hair, pure silver eyes, and muscular arms protruding from a ripped-up blue janitor’s uniform. In his hand was a massive push broom His name tag, incredibly, read bob.

 Annabeth yelped and tried to crawl away, but the giant janitor wasn’t interested in her. He turned to the two remaining empousai, who stood over Percy.

 One was foolish enough to attack. She lunged with the speed of a tiger, but she never stood a chance. A spearhead jutted from the end of Bob’s broom. With a single deadly swipe, he cut her to dust. The last vampire tried to run. Bob threw his broom like a massive boomerang (was there such a thing as a broomerang?). It sliced through the vampire and returned to Bob’s hand.

 “SWEEP!” The Titan grinned with delight and did a victory dance. “Sweep, sweep, sweep!”

 Percy couldn’t speak. He couldn’t bring himself to believe that something good had actually happened. Annabeth looked just as shocked.

 “H-how...?” she stammered.

 “Percy called me!” the janitor said happily. “Yes, he did.”

 Annabeth crawled a little farther away. Her arm was bleeding badly. “Called you? He—wait. You’re Bob? The Bob?”

 The janitor frowned when he noticed Annabeth’s wounds. “Owie.”

 Annabeth flinched as he knelt next to her.

 “It’s okay,” Percy said, still woozy with pain. “He’s friendly.”

 He remembered when he’d first met Bob. The Titan had healed a bad wound on Percy’s
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 shoulder just by touching it. Sure enough, the janitor tapped Annabeth’s forearm and it mended instantly.

 Bob chuckled, pleased with himself, then bounded over to Percy and healed his bleeding neck and arm. The Titan’s hands were surprisingly warm and gentle.

 “All better!” Bob declared, his eerie silver eyes crinkling with pleasure. “I am Bob, Percy’s friend!”

 “Uh.. .yeah,” Percy managed. “Thanks for the help, Bob. It’s really good to see you again.”

 “Yes!” the janitor agreed. “Bob. That’s me. Bob, Bob, Bob.” He shuffled around, obviously pleased with his name. “I am helping. I heard my name. Upstairs in Hades’s palace, nobody calls for Bob unless there is a mess. Bob, sweep up these bones. Bob, mop up these tortured souls. Bob, a zombie exploded in the dining room”

 Annabeth gave Percy a puzzled look, but he had no explanation.

 “Then I heard my friend call!” The Titan beamed. “Percy said, Bob!”

 He grabbed Percy’s arm and hoisted him to his feet.

 “That’s awesome,” Percy said. “Seriously. But how did you—”

 “Oh, time to talk later.” Bob’s expression turned serious. “We must go before they find you. They are coming. Yes, indeed.”

 “They? ” Annabeth asked.

 Percy scanned the horizon. He saw no approaching monsters—nothing but the stark gray wasteland.

 “Yes,” Bob agreed. “But Bob knows a way. Come on, friends! We will have fun!”
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 XVII

 FRANK

 Frank woke up as a python, which puzzled him.

 Changing into an animal wasn’t confusing. He did that all the time. But he had never changed from one animal to another in his sleep before. He was pretty sure he hadn’t dozed off as a snake. Usually, he slept like a dog.

 He’d discovered that he got through the night much better if he curled up on his bunk in the shape of a bulldog. For whatever reason, his nightmares didn’t bother him as much. The constant screaming in his head almost disappeared.

 He had no idea why he’d become a reticulated python, but it did explain his dream about slowly swallowing a cow. His jaw was still sore.

 He braced himself and changed back to human form. Immediately, his splitting headache returned, along with the voices.

 Fight them! yelled Mars. Take this ship! Defend Rome!

 The voice of Ares shouted back: Kill the Romans! Blood and death! Large guns!

 His father’s Roman and Greek personalities screamed back and forth in Frank’s mind with the usual soundtrack of battle noises—explosions, assault rifles, roaring jet engines—all throbbing like a subwoofer behind Frank’s eyes.

 He sat up on his berth, dizzy with pain. As he did every morning, he took a deep breath and stared at the lamp on his desk—a tiny flame that burned night and day, fueled by magic olive oil from the supply room.

 Fire.. .Frank’s biggest fear. Keeping an open flame in his room terrified him, but it also helped him focus. The noise in his head faded to the background, allowing him to think.

 He’d gotten better at this, but for days he’d been almost worthless. As soon as the fighting broke out at Camp Jupiter, the war god’s two voices had started screaming nonstop. Ever since, Frank had


 
[image: picture85] 




 been stumbling around in a daze, barely able to function. He’d acted like a fool, and he was sure his friends thought he’d lost his marbles.

 He couldn’t tell them what was wrong. There was nothing they could do, and from listening to them talk, Frank was pretty sure they didn’t have the same problem with their godly parents yelling in their ears.

 Just Frank’s luck, but he had to pull it together. His friends needed him—especially now, with Annabeth gone.

 Annabeth had been kind to him. Even when he was so distracted he’d acted like a buffoon, Annabeth had been patient and helpful. While Ares screamed that Athena’s children couldn’t be trusted, and Mars bellowed at him to kill all the Greeks, Frank had grown to respect Annabeth.

 Now that they were without her, Frank was the next best thing the group had to a military strategist. They would need him for the trip ahead.

 He rose and got dressed. Fortunately he’d managed to buy some new clothes in Siena a couple of days ago, replacing the laundry that Leo had sent flying away on Buford the table. (Long story.) He tugged on some Levi’s and an army-green T-shirt, then reached for his favorite pullover before remembering he didn’t need it. The weather was too warm. More important, he didn’t need the pockets anymore to protect the magical piece of firewood that controlled his life span. Hazel was keeping it safe for him

 Maybe that should have made him nervous. If the firewood burned, Frank died: end of story. But he trusted Hazel more than he trusted himself. Knowing she was safeguarding his big weakness made him feel better—like he’d fastened his seat belt for a high-speed chase.

 He slung his bow and quiver over his shoulder. Immediately they morphed into a regular backpack. Frank loved that. He never would’ve known about the quiver’s camouflage power if Leo hadn’t figured it out for him

 Leo! Mars raged. He must die!

 Throttle him! Ares cried. Throttle everyone! Who are we talking about again?

 The two began shouting at each other again, over the sound of bombs exploding in Frank’s skull.

 He steadied himself against the wall. For days, Frank had listened to those voices demanding Leo Valdez’s death.

 After all, Leo had started the war with Camp Jupiter by firing a ballista into the Forum Sure, he’d been possessed at the time; but still Mars demanded vengeance. Leo made things harder by constantly teasing Frank, and Ares demanded that Frank retaliate for every insult.

 Frank kept the voices at bay, but it wasn’t easy.

 On their trip across the Atlantic, Leo had said something that still stuck in Frank’s mind. When they’d learned that Gaea the evil earth goddess had put a bounty on their heads, Leo had wanted to know for how much.

 I can understand not being as pricey as Jason or Percy, he’d said, but am I worth, like, two or three Franks?

 Just another one of Leo’s stupid jokes, but the comment hit a little too close to home. On the Argo II, Frank definitely felt like the LVP—Least Valuable Player. Sure, he could turn into animals. So what? His biggest claim to helpfulness so far had been changing into a weasel to escape from an
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 underground workshop, and even that had been Leo’s idea. Frank was better known for the Giant Goldfish Fiasco in Atlanta, and, just yesterday, for turning into a two-hundred-kilo gorilla only to get knocked senseless by a flash-bang grenade.

 Leo hadn’t made any gorilla jokes at his expense yet. But it was only a matter of time.

 Kill him!

 Torture him! Then kill him!

 The two sides of the war god seemed to be kicking and punching each other inside Frank’s head, using his sinuses as a wrestling mat.

 Blood! Guns!

 Rome! War!

 Quiet down, Frank ordered.

 Amazingly, the voices obeyed.

 Okay, then, Frank thought.

 Maybe he could finally get those annoying screaming mini-gods under control. Maybe today would be a good day.

 That hope was shattered as soon as he climbed above deck.

 “What are they?” Hazel asked.

 The Argo II was docked at a busy wharf. On one side stretched a shipping channel about half a kilometer wide. On the other spread the city of Venice—red-tiled roofs, metal church domes, steepled towers, and sun-bleached buildings in all the colors of Valentine candy hearts—red, white, ochre, pink, and orange.

 Everywhere there were statues of lions—on top of pedestals, over doorways, on the porticoes of the largest buildings. There were so many, Frank figured the lion must be the city’s mascot.

 Where streets should have been, green canals etched their way through the neighborhoods, each one jammed with motorboats. Along the docks, the sidewalks were mobbed with tourists shopping at the T-shirt kiosks, overflowing from stores, and lounging across acres of outdoor cafe tables, like pods of sea lions. Frank had thought Rome was full of tourists. This place was insane.

 Hazel and the rest of his friends weren’t paying attention to any of that, though. They had gathered at the starboard rail to stare at the dozens of weird shaggy monsters milling through the crowds.

 Each monster was about the size of a cow, with a bowed back like a broken-down horse, matted gray fur, skinny legs, and black cloven hooves. The creatures’ heads seemed much too heavy for their necks. Their long, anteater-like snouts drooped to the ground. Their overgrown gray manes completely covered their eyes.

 Frank watched as one of the creatures lumbered across the promenade, snuffling and licking the pavement with its long tongue. The tourists parted around it, unconcerned. A few even petted it. Frank wondered how the mortals could be so calm. Then the monster’s appearance flickered. For a moment it turned into an old, fat beagle.

 Jason grunted. “The mortals think they’re stray dogs.”

 “Or pets roaming around,” Piper said. “My dad shot a film in Venice once. I remember him
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 telling me there were dogs everywhere. Venetians love dogs.”

 Frank frowned. He kept forgetting that Piper’s dad was Tristan McLean, A-list movie star. She didn’t talk about him much. She seemed pretty down-to-earth for a kid raised in Hollywood. That was fine with Frank. The last thing they needed on this quest was paparazzi taking pictures of all Frank’s epic fails.

 “But what are they?” he asked, repeating Hazel’s question. “They look like.. .starving, shaggy cows with sheepdog hair.”

 He waited for someone to enlighten him. Nobody volunteered any information.

 “Maybe they’re harmless,” Leo suggested. “They’re ignoring the mortals.”

 “Harmless!” Gleeson Hedge laughed. The satyr wore his usual gym shorts, sports shirt, and coach’s whistle. His expression was as gruff as ever, but he still had one pink rubber band stuck in his hair from the prankster dwarfs in Bologna. Frank was kind of scared to mention it to him. “Valdez, how many harmless monsters have we met? We should just aim the ballistae and see what happens!”

 “Uh, no,” Leo said.

 For once, Frank agreed with Leo. There were too many monsters. It would be impossible to target one without causing collateral damage in the crowds of tourists. Besides, if those creatures panicked and stampeded...

 “We’ll have to walk through them and hope they’re peaceful,” Frank said, hating the idea already. “It’s the only way we’re going to track down the owner of that book.”

 Leo pulled the leather-bound manual from underneath his arm. He’d slapped a sticky note on the cover with the address the dwarfs in Bologna had given him

 “La Casa Neva, ” he read. “Calle Frezzeria. ”

 “The Black House,” Nico di Angelo translated. “Calle Frezzeria is the street.”

 Frank tried not to flinch when he realized Nico was at his shoulder. The guy was so quiet and brooding, he almost seemed to dematerialize when he wasn’t speaking. Hazel might have been the one who came back from the dead, but Nico was way more ghostlike.

 “You speak Italian?” Frank asked.

 Nico shot him a warning look, like: Watch the questions. He spoke calmly, though. “Frank is right. We have to find that address. The only way to do it is to walk the city. Venice is a maze. We’ll have to risk the crowds and those.. .whatever they are.”

 Thunder rumbled in the clear summer sky. They’d passed through some storms the night before. Frank had thought they were over, but now he wasn’t sure. The air felt as thick and warm as sauna steam.

 Jason frowned at the horizon. “Maybe I should stay on board. Lots of venti in that storm last night. If they decide to attack the ship again...”

 He didn’t need to finish. They’d all had experiences with angry wind spirits. Jason was the only one who had much luck fighting them.

 Coach Hedge grunted. “Well, I’m out, too. If you softhearted cupcakes are going to stroll through Venice without even whacking those furry animals on the head, forget it. I don’t like boring expeditions.”

 “It’s okay, Coach.” Leo grinned. “We still have to repair the foremast. Then I need your help in
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 the engine room. I’ve got an idea for a new installation.”

 Frank didn’t like the gleam in Leo’s eye. Since Leo had found that Archimedes sphere, he’d been trying out a lot of “new installations.” Usually, they exploded or sent smoke billowing upstairs into Frank’s cabin.

 “Well...” Piper shifted her feet. “Whoever goes should be good with animals. I, uh.. .I’ll admit Fm not great with cows.”

 Frank figured there was a story behind that comment, but he decided not to ask.

 “I’ll go,” he said.

 He wasn’t sure why he volunteered—maybe because he was anxious to be useful for a change.

 Or maybe he didn’t want anyone beating him to the punch. Animals? Frank can turn into animals! Send him!

 Leo patted him on shoulder and handed him the leather-bound book. “Awesome. If you pass a hardware store, could you get me some two-by-fours and a gallon of tar?”

 “Leo,” Hazel chided, “it’s not a shopping trip.”

 “I’ll go with Frank,” Nico offered.

 Frank’s eye started twitching. The war gods’ voices rose to a crescendo in his head: Kill him! Graecus scum!

 No! I love Graecus scum!

 “Uh.. .you’re good with animals?” he asked.

 Nico smiled without humor. “Actually, most animals hate me. They can sense death. But there’s something about this city....” His expression turned grim. “Lots of death. Restless spirits. If I go, I may be able to keep them at bay. Besides, as you noticed, I speak Italian.”

 Leo scratched his head. “Lots of death, huh? Personally, I’m trying to avoid lots of death, but you guys have fun!”

 Frank wasn’t sure what scared him more: shaggy-cow monsters, hordes of restless ghosts, or going somewhere alone with Nico di Angelo.

 “I’ll go too.” Hazel slipped her arm through Frank’s. “Three is the best number for a demigod quest, right?”

 Frank tried not to look too relieved. He didn’t want to offend Nico. But he glanced at Hazel and told her with his eyes: Thank you thank you thank you.

 Nico stared at the canals, as if wondering what new and interesting forms of evil spirits might be lurking there. “All right, then. Let’s go find the owner of that book.”
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 XVIII

 FRANK

 Frank might have liked Venice if it hadn’t been summertime and tourist season, and if the city wasn’t overrun with large hairy creatures. Between the rows of old houses and the canals, the sidewalks were already too narrow for the crowds jostling one another and stopping to take pictures. The monsters made things worse. They shuffled around with their heads down, bumping into mortals and sniffing the pavement.

 One seemed to find something it liked at the edge of a canal. It nibbled and licked at a crack between the stones until it dislodged some sort of greenish root. The monster sucked it up happily and shambled along.

 “Well, they’re plant-eaters,” Frank said. “That’s good news.”

 Hazel slipped her hand into his. “Unless they supplement their diet with demigods. Let’s hope

 not.”

 Frank was so pleased to be holding her hand, the crowds and the heat and the monsters suddenly didn’t seem so bad. He felt needed —useful.

 Not that Hazel required his protection. Anybody who’d seen her charging on Arion with her sword drawn would know she could take care of herself. Still, Frank liked being next to her, imagining he was her bodyguard. If any of these monsters tried to hurt her, Frank would gladly turn into a rhinoceros and push them into the canal.

 Could he do a rhino? Frank had never tried that before.

 Nico stopped. “There.”

 They’d turned onto a smaller street, leaving the canal behind. Ahead of them was a small plaza lined with five-story buildings. The area was strangely deserted—as if the mortals could sense it wasn’t safe. In the middle of the cobblestone courtyard, a dozen shaggy cow creatures were sniffing around the mossy base of an old stone well.
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 “A lot of cows in one place,” Frank said.

 “Yeah, but look,” Nico said. “Past that archway.”

 Nico’s eyes must’ve been better than his. Frank squinted. At the far end of the plaza, a stone archway carved with lions led into a narrow street. Just past the arch, one of the town houses was painted black—the only black building Frank had seen so far in Venice.

 “La Casa Nera,” he guessed.

 Hazel’s grip tightened on his fingers. “I don’t like that plaza. It feels.. .cold.”

 Frank wasn’t sure what she meant. He was still sweating like crazy.

 But Nico nodded. He studied the town-house windows, most of which were covered with wooden shutters. “You’re right, Hazel. This neighborhood is filled with lemures .”

 “Lemurs?” Frank asked nervously. “I’m guessing you don’t mean the lurry little guys from Madagascar?”

 “Angry ghosts,” Nico said. “Lemures go back to Roman times. They hang around a lot of Italian cities, but I’ve never felt so many in one place. My mom told me...” He hesitated. “She used to tell me stories about the ghosts of Venice.”

 Again Frank wondered about Nico’s past, but he was afraid to ask. He caught Hazel’s eye.

 Go ahead, she seemed to be saying. Nico needs practice talking to people.

 The sounds of assault rifles and atom bombs got louder in Frank’s head. Mars and Ares were trying to outsing each other with “Dixie” and “The Battle Hymn of the Republic.” Frank did his best to push that aside.

 “Nico, your mom was Italian?” he guessed. “She was from Venice?”

 Nico nodded reluctantly. “She met Hades here, back in the 1930s. As World War Two got closer, she fled to the U.S. with my sister and me. I mean.. .Bianca, my other sister. I don’t remember much about Italy, but I can still speak the language.”

 Frank tried to think of a response. Oh, that’s nice didn’t seem to cut it.

 He was hanging out with not one but two demigods who’d been pulled out of time. They were both, technically, about seventy years older than he was.

 “Must’ve been hard on your mom,” Frank said. “I guess we’ll do anything for someone we love.”

 Hazel squeezed his hand appreciatively. Nico stared at the cobblestones. “Yeah,” he said bitterly. “I guess we will.”

 Frank wasn’t sure what Nico was thinking. He had a hard time imagining Nico di Angelo acting out of love for anybody, except maybe Hazel. But Frank decided he’d gone as far as he dared with the personal questions.

 “So, the lemures.. .” He swallowed. “How do we avoid them?”

 “I’m already on it,” Nico said. “I’m sending out the message that they should stay away and ignore us. Hopefully that’s enough. Otherwise.. .things could get messy.”

 Hazel pursed her lips. “Let’s get going,” she suggested.

 Halfway across the piazza, everything went wrong; but it had nothing to do with ghosts.

 They were skirting the well in the middle of the square, trying to give the cow monsters some
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 distance, when Hazel stumbled on a loose piece of cobblestone. Frank caught her. Six or seven of the big gray beasts turned to look at them. Frank glimpsed a glowing green eye under one’s mane, and instantly he was hit with a wave of nausea, the way he felt when he ate too much cheese or ice cream

 The creatures made deep throbbing sounds in their throats like angry foghorns.

 “Nice cows,” Frank murmured. He put himself between his friends and the monsters. “Guys, I’m thinking we should back out of here slowly.”

 “I’m such a klutz,” Hazel whispered. “Sorry.”

 “It’s not your fault,” Nico said. “Look at your feet.”

 Frank glanced down and caught his breath.

 Under their shoes, the paving stones were moving—spiky plant tendrils were pushing up from the cracks.

 Nico stepped back. The roots snaked out in his direction, trying to follow. The tendrils got thicker, exuding a steamy green vapor that smelled of boiled cabbage.

 “These roots seem to like demigods,” Frank noted.

 Hazel’s hand drifted to her sword hilt. “And the cow creatures like the roots.”

 The entire herd was now looking their direction, making foghorn growls and stamping their hooves. Frank understood animal behavior well enough to get the message: You are standing on our food. That makes you enemies.

 Frank tried to think. There were too many monsters to fight. Something about their eyes hidden under those shaggy manes.. .Frank had gotten sick from the barest glimpse. He had a bad feeling that if those monsters made direct eye contact, he might get a lot worse than nauseous.

 “Don’t meet their eyes,” Frank warned. “I’ll distract them. You two back up slowly toward that black house.”

 The creatures tensed, ready to attack.

 “Never mind,” Frank said. “Run!”

 As it turned out, Frank could not turn into a rhino, and he lost valuable time trying.

 Nico and Hazel bolted for the side street. Frank stepped in front of the monsters, hoping to keep their attention. He yelled at the top of his lungs, imagining himself as a fearsome rhinoceros, but with Ares and Mars screaming in his head, he couldn’t concentrate. He remained regular-old Frank.

 Two of the cow monsters peeled off from the herd to chase Nico and Hazel.

 “No!” Frank yelled after them. “Me! I’m the rhino!”

 The rest of the herd surrounded Frank. They growled, emerald-green gas billowing from their nostrils. Frank stepped back to avoid the stuff, but the stench nearly knocked him over.

 Okay, so not a rhino. Something else. Frank knew he had only seconds before the monsters trampled or poisoned him, but he couldn’t think. He couldn’t hold the image of any animal long enough to change form

 Then he glanced up at one of the town-house balconies and saw a stone carving—the symbol of Venice.

 The next instant, Frank was a full-grown lion. He roared in challenge, then sprang from the
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 middle of the monster herd and landed eight meters away, on top of the old stone well.

 The monsters growled in reply. Three of them sprang at once, but Frank was ready. His lion reflexes were built for speed in combat.

 He slashed the first two monsters into dust with his claws, then sank his fangs into the third one’s throat and tossed it aside.

 There were seven left, plus the two chasing his friends. Not great odds, but Frank had to keep the bulk of herd focused on him. He roared at the monsters, and they edged away.

 They outnumbered him, yes. But Frank was a top-of-the-chain predator. The herd monsters knew it. They had also just watched him send three of their friends to Tartarus.

 He pressed his advantage and leaped off the well, still baring his fangs. The herd backed off.

 If he could just maneuver around them, then turn and run after his friends...

 He was doing all right, until he took his first backward step toward the arch. One of cows, either the bravest or the stupidest, took that as a sign of weakness. It charged and blasted Frank in the face with green gas.

 He slashed the monster to dust, but the damage was already done. He forced himself not to breathe. Regardless, he could feel the fur burning off his snout. His eyes stung. He staggered back, half-blind and dizzy, dimly aware of Nico screaming his name.

 “Frank! Frank 7”

 He tried to focus. He was back in human form, retching and stumbling. His face felt like it was peeling off. In front of him, the green cloud of gas floated between him and the herd. The remaining cow monsters eyed him warily, probably wondering if Frank had any more tricks up his sleeve.

 He glanced behind him. Under the stone arch, Nico di Angelo was holding his black Stygian iron sword, gesturing at Frank to hurry. At Nico’s feet, two puddles of darkness stained the pavement—no doubt the remains of the cow monsters that had chased them.

 And Hazel.. .she was propped against the wall behind her brother. She wasn’t moving.

 Frank ran toward them, forgetting about the monster herd. He rushed past Nico and grabbed Hazel’s shoulders. Her head slumped against her chest.

 “She got a blast of green gas right in the face,” Nico said miserably. “I—I wasn’t fast enough.”

 Frank couldn’t tell if she was breathing. Rage and despair battled inside him. He’d always been scared of Nico. Now he wanted to drop-kick the son of Hades into the nearest canal. Maybe that wasn’t fair, but Frank didn’t care. Neither did the war gods screaming in his head.

 “We need to get her back to the ship,” Frank said.

 The cow monster herd prowled cautiously just beyond the archway. They bellowed their foghorn cries. From nearby streets, more monsters answered. Reinforcements would soon have the demigods surrounded.

 “We’ll never make it on foot,” Nico said. “Frank, turn into a giant eagle. Don’t worry about me. Get her back to the Argo 77!”

 With his face burning and the voices screaming in his mind, Frank wasn’t sure he could change shape; but he was about to try when a voice behind them said, “Your friends can’t help you. They don’t know the cure.”

 Frank spun. Standing in the threshold of the Black House was a young man in jeans and a denim
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 shirt. He had curly black hair and a friendly smile, though Frank doubted he was friendly. Probably he wasn’t even human.

 At the moment, Frank didn’t care.

 “Can you cure her?” he asked.

 “Of course,” the man said. “But you’d better hurry inside. I think you’ve angered every katobleps in Venice.”
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 X I X

 FRANK

 They barely made it inside.

 As soon as their host threw the bolts, the cow monsters bellowed and slammed into the door, making it shudder on its hinges.

 “Oh, they can’t get in,” the man in denim promised. “You’re safe now!”

 “Safe?” Frank demanded. “Hazel is dying!”

 Their host frowned as if he didn’t appreciate Frank ruining his good mood. “Yes, yes. Bring her this way.”

 Frank carried Hazel as they followed the man farther into the building. Nico offered to help, but Frank didn’t need it. Hazel weighed nothing, and Frank’s body hummed with adrenaline. He could feel Hazel shivering, so at least he knew she was alive; but her skin was cold. Her lips had taken on a greenish tinge—or was that just Frank’s blurry vision?

 His eyes still burned from the monster’s breath. His lungs felt like he’d inhaled a flaming cabbage. He didn’t know why the gas had affected him less than it had Hazel. Maybe she’d gotten more of it in her lungs. He would have given anything to change places if it meant saving her.

 The voices of Mars and Ares yelled in his head, urging him to kill Nico and the man in denim and anyone else he could find, but Frank forced down the noise.

 The house’s front room was some sort of greenhouse. The walls were lined with tables of plant trays under fluorescent lights. The air smelled of fertilizer solution. Maybe Venetians did their gardening inside, since they were surrounded by water instead of soil? Frank wasn’t sure, but he didn’t spend much time worrying about it.

 The back room looked like a combination garage, college dorm, and computer lab. Against the left wall glowed a bank of servers and laptops, their screen savers flashing pictures of plowed fields and tractors. Against the right wall sat a single bed, a messy desk, and an open wardrobe filled with
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 extra denim clothes and a stack of farm implements, like pitchforks and rakes.

 The back wall was a huge garage door. Parked next to it was a red-and-gold chariot with an open carriage and a single axle, like the chariots Frank had raced at Camp Jupiter. Sprouting from the sides of the driver’s box were giant feathery wings. Wrapped around the rim of the left wheel, a spotted python snored loudly.

 Frank hadn’t known that pythons could snore. He hoped he hadn’t done that himself in python form last night.

 “Set your friend here,” said the man in denim.

 Frank placed Hazel gently on the bed. He removed her sword and tried to make her comfortable, but she was as limp as a scarecrow. Her complexion definitely had a greenish tint.

 “What were those cow things?” Frank demanded. “What did they do to her?”

 “Katoblepones, ” said their host. “Singular: katobleps. In English, it means down-looker. Called that because—”

 “They’re always looking down.” Nico smacked his forehead. “Right. I remember reading about them.”

 Frank glared at him “Now you remember?”

 Nico hung his head almost as low as a katobleps. “I, uh.. .used to play this stupid card game when I was younger. Mythomagic. The katobleps was one of the monster cards.”

 Frank blinked. “I played Mythomagic. I never saw that card.”

 “It was in the Africanus Extreme expansion deck.”

 “Oh.”

 Their host cleared his throat. “Are you two done, ah, geeking out , as they say?”

 “Right, sorry,” Nico muttered. “Anyway, katoblepones have poison breath and a poison gaze. I thought they only lived in Africa.”

 The man in denim shrugged. “That’s their native land. They were accidentally imported to Venice hundreds of years ago. You’ve heard of Saint Mark?”

 Frank wanted to scream with frustration. He didn’t see how any of this was relevant, but if their host could heal Hazel, Frank decided maybe it would be best not to make him angry. “Saints? They’re not part of Greek mythology.”

 The man in denim chuckled. “No, but Saint Mark is the patron saint of this city. He died in Egypt, oh, a long time ago. When the Venetians became powerful.. .well, the relics of saints were a big tourist attraction back in the Middle Ages. The Venetians decided to steal Saint Mark’s remains and bring them to their big church of San Marco. They smuggled out his body in a barrel of pickled pig parts.”

 “That’s.. .disgusting,” Frank said.

 “Yes,” the man agreed with a smile. “The point is, you can’t do something like that and not have consequences. The Venetians unintentionally smuggled something else out of Egypt—the katoblepones. They came here aboard that ship and have been breeding like rats ever since. They love the magical poison roots that grow here—swampy, foul-smelling plants that creep up from the canals. It makes their breath even more poisonous! Usually the monsters ignore mortals, but demigods.. .especially demigods who get in their way—”
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 “Got it,” Frank snapped. “Can you cure her?”

 The man shrugged. “Possibly.”

 “Possibly? ” Frank had to use all his willpower not to throttle the guy.

 He put his hand under Hazel’s nose. He couldn’t feel her breath. “Nico, please tell me she’s doing that death-trance thing, like you did in the bronze jar.”

 Nico grimaced. “I don’t know if Hazel can do that. Her dad is technically Pluto, not Hades, so

 “Hades!” cried their host. He backed away, staring at Nico with distaste. “So that’s what I smell. Children of the Underworld? If I’d known that, I would never have let you in!”

 Frank rose. “Hazel’s a good person. You promised you would help her!”

 “I did not promise.”

 Nico drew his sword. “She’s my sister,” he growled. “I don’t know who you are, but if you can cure her, you have to, or so help me by the River Styx—”

 “Oh, blah, blah, blah!” The man waved his hand. Suddenly where Nico di Angelo had been standing was a potted plant about five feet tall, with drooping green leaves, tufts of silk, and half a dozen ripe yellow ears of corn.

 “There,” the man huffed, wagging his finger at the corn plant. “Children of Hades can’t order me around! You should talk less and listen more. Now at least you have ears.”

 Frank stumbled against the bed. “What did you—why—■?”

 The man raised an eyebrow. Frank made a squeaky noise that wasn’t very courageous. He’d been so focused on Hazel, he’d forgotten what Leo had told them about the guy they were looking for. “You’re a god,” he remembered.

 “Triptolemus.” The man bowed. “My friends call me Trip, so don’t call me that. And if you’re another child of Hades—”

 “Mars!” Frank said quickly. “Child of Mars!”

 Triptolemus sniffed. “Well.. .not much better. But perhaps you deserve to be something better than a corn plant. Sorghum? Sorghum is very nice.”

 “Wait!” Frank pleaded. “We’re here on a friendly mission. We brought a gift.” Very slowly, he reached into his backpack and brought out the leather-bound book. “This belongs to you?”

 “My almanac!” Triptolemus grinned and seized the book. He thumbed through the pages and started bouncing on the balls of his feet. “Oh, this is fabulous! Where did you find it?”

 “Um, Bologna. There were these”—Frank remembered that he wasn’t supposed to mention the dwarfs—“terrible monsters. We risked our lives, but we knew this was important to you. So could you maybe, you know, turn Nico back to normal and heal Hazel?”

 “Hmm?” Trip looked up from his book. He’d been happily reciting lines to himself—something about turnip-planting schedules. Frank wished that Ella the harpy were here. She would get along great with this guy.

 “Oh, heal them?” Triptolemus clucked disapprovingly. “Fm grateful for the book, of course. I can definitely let you go free, son of Mars. But I have a long-standing problem with Hades. After all, I owe my godly powers to Demeter!”
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 Frank racked his brain, but it was hard with the voices screaming in his head and the katobleps poison making him dizzy.

 “Uh, Demeter,” he said, “the plant goddess. She—she didn’t like Hades because...” Suddenly he recalled an old story he’d heard at Camp Jupiter. “Her daughter, Proserpine—”

 “Persephone,” Trip corrected. “I prefer the Greek, if you don’t mind.”

 Kill him! Mars screamed.

 I love this guy! Ares yelled back. Kill him anyway!

 Frank decided not to take offense. He didn’t want to get turned into a sorghum plant. “Okay. Hades kidnapped Persephone.”

 “Exactly!” Trip said.

 “So.. .Persephone was a friend of yours?”

 Trip snorted. “I was just a mortal prince back then. Persephone wouldn’t have noticed me. But when her mother, Demeter, went searching for her, scouring the whole earth, not many people would help her. Hecate lit her way at night with her torches. And I.. .well, when Demeter came to my part of Greece, I gave her a place to stay. I comforted her, gave her a meal, and offered my assistance. I didn’t know she was a goddess at the time, but my good deed paid off. Later, Demeter rewarded me by making me a god of farming!”

 “Wow,” Frank said. “Farming. Congratulations.”

 “I know! Pretty awesome, right? Anyway, Demeter never got along with Hades. So naturally, you know, I have to side with my patron goddess. Children of Hades—forget it! In fact, one of them— this Scythian king named Lynkos? When I tried to teach his countrymen about farming, he killed my right python!”

 “Your.. .right python?”

 Trip marched over to his winged chariot and hopped in. He pulled a lever, and the wings began to flap. The spotted python on the left wheel opened his eyes. He started to writhe, coiling around the axle like a spring. The chariot whirred into motion, but the right wheel stayed in place, so Triptolemus spun in circles, the chariot beating its wings and bouncing up and down like a defective merry-go-round.

 “You see?” he said as he spun. “No good! Ever since I lost my right python, I haven’t been able to spread the word about farming—at least not in person. Now I have to resort to giving online courses.”

 “What?” As soon as he said it, Frank was sorry he’d asked.

 Trip hopped off the chariot while it was still spinning. The python slowed to a stop and went back to snoring. Trip jogged over to the line of computers. He tapped the keyboards and the screens woke up, displaying a Web site in maroon and gold, with a picture of a happy farmer in a toga and a John Deere cap, standing with his bronze scythe in a field of wheat.

 “Triptolemus Farming University!” he announced proudly. “In just six weeks, you can get your bachelor’s degree in the exciting and vibrant career of the future—farming!”

 Frank felt a bead of sweat trickle down his cheek. He didn’t care about this crazy god or his snake-powered chariot or his online degree program. But Hazel was turning greener by the moment. Nico was a corn plant. And he was alone.
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 “Look,” he said. “We did bring you the almanac. And my friends are really nice. They’re not like those other children of Hades you’ve met. So if there’s any way—”

 “Oh!” Trip snapped his fingers. “I see where you’re going!”

 “Uh.. .you do?”

 “Absolutely! If I cure your friend Hazel and return the other one, Nicholas—”

 “Nico.”

 “—if I return him to normal...”

 Frank hesitated. “Yes?”

 “Then in exchange, you stay with me and take up farming! A child of Mars as my apprentice? It’s perfect! What a spokesman you’ll be. We can beat swords into plowshares and have so much fun!”

 “Actually...” Frank tried frantically to come up with a plan. Ares and Mars screamed in his head, Swords! Guns! Massive ka-booms!

 If he declined Trip’s offer, Frank figured he would offend the guy and end up as sorghum or wheat or some other cash crop.

 If it was the only way to save Hazel, then sure, he could agree to Trip’s demands and become a farmer. But that couldn’t be the only way. Frank refused to believe he’d been chosen by the Fates to go on this quest just so he could take online courses in turnip cultivation.

 Frank’s eyes wandered to the broken chariot. “I have a better offer,” he blurted out. “I can fix that.”

 Trip’s smile melted. “Fix...my chariot?”

 Frank wanted to kick himself. What was he thinking ? He wasn’t Leo. He couldn’t even figure out a stupid pair of Chinese handcuffs. He could barely change the batteries in a TV remote. He couldn’t fix a magical chariot!

 But something told him it was his only chance. That chariot was the one thing Triptolemus might really want.

 “I’ll go find a way to fix the chariot,” he said. “In return, you fix Nico and Hazel. Let us go in peace. And—and give us whatever aid you can to defeat Gaea’s forces.”

 Triptolemus laughed. “What makes you think I can aid you with that ?”

 “Hecate told us so,” Frank said. “She sent us here. She—she decided Hazel is one of her favorites.”

 The color drained from Trip’s face. “Hecate?”

 Frank hoped he wasn’t overstating things. He didn’t need Hecate mad at him too. But if Triptolemus and Hecate were both friends of Demeter, maybe that would convince Trip to help.

 “The goddess guided us to your almanac in Bologna,” Frank said. “She wanted us to return it to you, because.. .well, she must’ve known you had some knowledge that would help us get through the House of Hades in Epirus.”

 Trip nodded slowly. “Yes. I see. I know why Hecate sent you to me. Very well, son of Mars. Go find a way to fix my chariot. If you succeed, I will do all you ask. If not—”

 “I know,” Frank grumbled. “My friends die.”

 “Yes,” Trip said cheerfully. “And you’ll make a lovely patch of sorghum!”
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 FRANK

 Frank stumbled out of the Black House. The door shut behind him, and he collapsed against the wall, overcome with guilt. Fortunately the katoblepones had cleared off, or he might have just sat there and let them trample him. He deserved nothing better. He’d left Hazel inside, dying and defenseless, at the mercy of a crazy farmer god.

 Kill farmers! Ares screamed in his head.

 Return to the legion and fight Greeks! Mars said. What are we doing here?

 Killing farmers! Ares screamed back.

 “Shut up!” Frank yelled aloud. “Both of you!”

 A couple of old ladies with shopping bags shuffled past. They gave Frank a strange look, muttered something in Italian, and kept going.

 Frank stared miserably at Hazel’s cavalry sword, lying at his feet next to his backpack. He could run back to the Argo II and get Leo. Maybe Leo could fix the chariot.

 But Frank somehow knew this wasn’t a problem for Leo. It was Frank’s task. He had to prove himself. Besides, the chariot wasn’t exactly broken. There was no mechanical problem. It was missing a serpent.

 Frank could turn himself into a python. When he’d woken up that morning as a giant snake, perhaps it had been a sign from the gods. He didn’t want to spend the rest of his life turning the wheel of a farmer’s chariot, but if it meant saving Hazel...

 No. There had to be another way.

 Serpents, Frank thought. Mars.

 Did his father have some connection to snakes? Mars’s sacred animal was the wild boar, not the serpent. Still, Frank was sure he’d heard something once....
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 He could think of only one person to ask. Reluctantly, he opened his mind to the voices of the war god.

 I need a snake, he told them. How?

 Ha, ha! Ares screamed. Yes, the serpent!

 Like that vile Cadmus, Mars said. We punished him for killing our dragon!

 They both started yelling, until Frank thought his brain would split in half.

 “Okay! Stop!”

 The voices quieted.

 “Cadmus,” Frank muttered. “Cadmus...”

 The story came back to him. The demigod Cadmus had slain a dragon that happened to be a child of Ares. How Ares had ended up with a dragon for a son, Frank didn’t want to know; but as punishment for the dragon’s death, Ares turned Cadmus into a snake.

 “So you can turn your enemies into snakes,” Frank said. “That’s what I need. I need to find an enemy. Then I need you to turn him into a snake.”

 You think I would do that for you? Ares roared. You have not proven your worth!

 Only the greatest hero could ask such a boon, Mars said. A hero like Romulus!

 Too Roman! Ares shouted. Diomedes!

 Never! Mars shouted back. That coward fell to Heracles!

 Horatius, then, Ares suggested.

 Mars went silent. Frank sensed a grudging agreement.

 “Horatius,” Frank said. “Fine. If that’s what it takes, I’ll prove I’m as good as Horatius. Uh... what did he do?”

 Images flooded into Frank’s mind. He saw a lone warrior standing on a stone bridge, facing an entire army massed on the far side of the Tiber River.

 Frank remembered the legend. Horatius, the Roman general, had single-handedly held off a horde of invaders, sacrificing himself on that bridge to keep the barbarians from crossing the Tiber. By giving his fellow Romans time to finish their defenses, he’d saved the Republic.

 Venice is overrun, Mars said, as Rome was about to be. Cleanse it!

 Destroy them all! Ares said. Put them to the sword!

 Frank pushed the voices to the back of his mind. He looked at his hands and was amazed they weren’t trembling.

 For the first time in days, his thoughts were clear. He knew exactly what he needed to do. He didn’t know how he would pull it off. The odds of dying were excellent, but he had to try. Hazel’s life depended on him.

 He strapped Hazel’s sword to his belt, morphed his backpack into a quiver and bow, and raced toward the piazza where he’d fought the cow monsters.

 The plan had three phases: dangerous, really dangerous, and insanely dangerous.

 Frank stopped at the old stone well. No katoblepones in sight. He drew Hazel’s sword and used it to pry up some cobblestones, unearthing a big tangle of spiky roots. The tendrils unfurled, exuding
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 their stinky green fumes as they crept toward Frank’s feet.

 In the distance, a katobleps’s foghorn moan filled the air. Others joined in from all different directions. Frank wasn’t sure how the monsters could tell he was harvesting their favorite food— maybe they just had an excellent sense of smell.

 He had to move fast now. He sliced off a long cluster of vines and laced them through one of his belt loops, trying to ignore the burning and itching in his hands. Soon he had a glowing, stinking lasso of poisonous weeds. Hooray.

 The first few katoblepones lumbered into the piazza, bellowing in anger. Green eyes glowed under their manes. Their long snouts blew clouds of gas, like furry steam engines.

 Frank nocked an arrow. He had a momentary pang of guilt. These were not the worst monsters he’d met. They were basically grazing animals that happened to be poisonous.

 Hazel is dying because of them, he reminded himself.

 He let the arrow fly. The nearest katobleps collapsed, crumbling to dust. He nocked a second arrow, but the rest of the herd was almost on top of him. More were charging into the square from the opposite direction.

 Frank turned into a lion. He roared defiantly and leaped toward the archway, straight over the heads of the second herd. The two groups of katoblepones slammed into each other, but quickly recovered and ran after him.

 Frank hadn’t been sure the roots would still smell when he changed form. Usually his clothes and possessions just sort of melted into his animal shape, but apparently he still smelled like a yummy poison dinner. Each time he raced past a katobleps , it roared with outrage and joined the Kill Frank! Parade.

 He turned onto a larger street and pushed through the crowds of tourists. What the mortals saw, he had no idea—a cat being chased by a pack of dogs? People cursed at Frank in about twelve different languages. Gelato cones went flying. A woman spilled a stack of carnival masks. One dude toppled into the canal.

 When Frank glanced back, he had at least two dozen monsters on his tail, but he needed more.

 He needed all the monsters in Venice, and he had to keep the ones behind him enraged.

 He found an open spot in the crowd and turned back into a human. He drew Hazel’s spatha — never his preferred weapon, but he was big enough and strong enough that the heavy cavalry sword didn’t bother him In fact he was glad for the extra reach. He slashed the golden blade, destroying the first katobleps and letting the others bunch up in front of him.

 He tried to avoid their eyes, but he could feel their gaze burning into him. He figured that if all these monsters breathed on him at once, their combined noxious cloud would be enough to melt him into a puddle. The monsters crowded forward and slammed into one another.

 Frank yelled, “You want my poison roots? Come and get them!”

 He turned into a dolphin and jumped into the canal. He hoped katoblepones couldn’t swim At the very least, they seemed reluctant to follow him in, and he couldn’t blame them. The canal was disgusting—smelly and salty and as warm as soup—but Frank forged through it, dodging gondolas and speedboats, pausing occasionally to chitter dolphin insults at the monsters who followed him on the sidewalks. When he reached the nearest gondola dock, Frank turned back into a human again, stabbed a few more katoblepones to keep them angry, and took off running.


 
[image: picture102] 




 So it went.

 After a while, Frank fell into a kind of daze. He attracted more monsters, scattered more crowds of tourists, and led his now massive following of katoblepones through the winding streets of the old city. Whenever he needed a quick escape, he dove into a canal as a dolphin, or turned into an eagle and soared overhead, but he never got too far ahead of his pursuers.

 Whenever he felt like the monsters might be losing interest, he stopped on a rooftop and drew his bow, picking off a few of the katoblepones in the center of the herd. He shook his lasso of poison vines and insulted the monsters’ bad breath, stirring them into a fury. Then he continued the race.

 He backtracked. He lost his way. Once he turned a corner and ran into the tail end of his own monster mob. He should have been exhausted, yet somehow he found the strength to keep going— which was good. The hardest part was yet to come.

 He spotted a couple of bridges, but they didn’t look right. One was elevated and completely covered; no way could he get the monsters to funnel through it. Another was too crowded with tourists. Even if the monsters ignored the mortals, that noxious gas couldn’t be good for anyone to breathe. The bigger the monster herd got, the more mortals would get pushed aside, knocked into the water, or trampled.

 Finally Frank saw something that would work. Just ahead, past a big piazza, a wooden bridge spanned one of the widest canals. The bridge itself was a latticed arc of timber, like an old-fashioned roller coaster, about fifty meters long.

 From above, in eagle form, Frank saw no monsters on the far side. Every katobleps in Venice seemed to have joined the herd and was pushing through the streets behind him as tourists screamed and scattered, maybe thinking they were caught in the midst of a stray dog stampede.

 The bridge was empty of foot traffic. It was perfect.

 Frank dropped like a stone and turned back to human form He ran to the middle of the bridge—a natural choke point—and threw his bait of poisonous roots on the deck behind him

 As the front of the katobleps herd reached the base of the bridge, Frank drew Hazel’s golden spatha.

 “Come on!” he yelled. “You want to know what Frank Zhang is worth? Come on!”

 He realized he wasn’t just shouting at the monsters. He was venting weeks of fear, rage, and resentment. The voices of Mars and Ares screamed right along with him.

 The monsters charged. Frank’s vision turned red.

 Later, he couldn’t remember the details clearly. He sliced through monsters until he was ankle-deep in yellow dust. Whenever he got overwhelmed and the clouds of gas began to choke him, he changed shape—became an elephant, a dragon, a lion—and each transformation seemed to clear his lungs, giving him a fresh burst of energy. His shape-shifting became so fluid, he could start an attack in human form with his sword and finish as a lion, raking his claws across a katobleps ’s snout.

 The monsters kicked with their hooves. They breathed noxious gas and glared straight at Frank with their poisonous eyes. He should have died. He should have been trampled. But somehow, he stayed on his feet, unharmed, and unleashed a hurricane of violence.

 He didn’t feel any sort of pleasure in this, but he didn’t hesitate, either. He stabbed one monster and beheaded another. He turned into a dragon and bit a katobleps in half, then changed into an elephant and trampled three at once under his feet. His vision was still tinted red, and he realized his
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 eyes weren’t playing tricks on him. He was actually glowing—surrounded by a rosy aura.

 He didn’t understand why, but he kept fighting until there was only one monster left.

 Frank faced it with his sword drawn. He was out of breath, sweaty, and caked in monster dust, but he was unharmed.

 The katobleps snarled. It must not have been the smartest monster. Despite the fact that several hundred of its brethren had just died, it did not back down.

 “Mars!” Frank yelled. “I’ve proven myself. Now I need a snake!”

 Frank doubted anyone had ever shouted those words before. It was kind of a weird request. He got no answer from the skies. For once, the voices in his head were silent.

 The katobleps lost patience. It launched itself at Frank and left him no choice. He slashed upward. As soon as his blade hit the monster, the katobleps disappeared in a flash of blood-red light. When Frank’s vision cleared, a mottled brown Burmese python was coiled at his feet.

 “Well done,” said a familiar voice.

 Standing a few feet away was his dad, Mars, wearing a red beret and olive fatigues with the insignia of the Italian Special Forces, an assault rifle slung over his shoulder. His face was hard and angular, his eyes covered with dark sunglasses.

 “Father,” Frank managed.

 He couldn’t believe what he’d just done. The terror started to catch up to him He felt like sobbing, but he guessed that would not be a good idea in front of Mars.

 “It’s natural to feel fear.” The war god’s voice was surprisingly warm, frill of pride. “All great warriors are afraid. Only the stupid and the delusional are not. But you faced your fear, my son. You did what you had to do, like Horatius. This was your bridge, and you defended it.”

 “I—” Frank wasn’t sure what to say. “I...I just needed a snake.”

 A tiny smile tugged at Mars’s mouth. “Yes. And now you have one. Your bravery has united my forms, Greek and Roman, if only for a moment. Go. Save your friends. But hear me, Frank. Your greatest test is yet to come. When you face the armies of Gaea at Epirus, your leadership—”

 Suddenly the god doubled over, clutching his head. His form flickered. His fatigues turned into a toga, then a biker’s jacket and jeans. His rifle changed into a sword and then a rocket launcher.

 “Agony!” Mars bellowed. “Go! Hurry!”

 Frank didn’t ask questions. Despite his exhaustion, he turned into a giant eagle, snatched up the python in his massive claws, and launched himself into the air.

 When he glanced back, a miniature mushroom cloud erupted from the middle of the bridge, rings of fire washing outward, and a pair of voices—Mars and Ares—screamed, “Noooo!”

 Frank wasn’t sure what had just happened, but he had no time to think about it. He flew over the city—now completely empty of monsters—and headed for the house of Triptolemus.

 “You found one!” the farmer god exclaimed.

 Frank ignored him He stormed into La Casa Nera, dragging the python by its tail like a very strange Santa Claus bag, and dropped it next to the bed.

 He knelt at Hazel’s side.
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 She was still alive—green and shivering, barely breathing, but alive. As for Nico, he was still a corn plant.

 “Heal them,” Frank said. “Now.”

 Triptolemus crossed his arms. “How do I know the snake will work?”

 Frank gritted his teeth. Since the explosion on the bridge, the voices of the war god had gone silent in his head, but he still felt their combined anger churning inside him. He felt physically different, too. Had Triptolemus gotten shorter?

 “The snake is a gift from Mars,” Frank growled. “It will work.”

 As if on cue, the Burmese python slithered over to the chariot and wrapped itself around the right wheel. The other snake woke up. The two serpents checked each other out, touching noses, then turned their wheels in unison. The chariot inched forward, its wings flapping.

 “You see?” Frank said. “Now, heal my friends!”

 Triptolemus tapped his chin. “Well, thank you for the snake, but I’m not sure I like your tone, demigod. Perhaps I’ll turn you into—”

 Frank was faster. He lunged at Trip and slammed him into the wall, his fingers locked around the god’s throat.

 “Think about your next words,” Frank warned, deadly calm. “Or instead of beating my sword into a plowshare, I will beat it into your head.”

 Triptolemus gulped. “You know.. .1 think I’ll heal your friends.”

 “Swear it on the River Styx.”

 “I swear it on the River Styx.”

 Frank released him. Triptolemus touched his throat, as if making sure it was still there. He gave Frank a nervous smile, edged around him, and scurried off to the front room. “Just—-just gathering herbs!”

 Frank watched as the god picked leaves and roots and crushed them in a mortar. He rolled a pillsized ball of green goop and jogged to Hazel’s side. He placed the gunk ball under Hazel’s tongue.

 Instantly, she shuddered and sat up, coughing. Her eyes flew open. The greenish tint in her skin disappeared.

 She looked around, bewildered, until she saw Frank. “What—?”

 Frank tackled her in a hug. “You’re going to be fine,” he said fiercely. “Everything is fine.”

 “But...” Hazel gripped his shoulders and stared at him in amazement. “Frank, what happened to you?”

 “To meT ’ He stood, suddenly self-conscious. “I don’t...”

 He looked down and realized what she meant. Triptolemus hadn’t gotten shorter. Frank was taller. His gut had shrunk. His chest seemed bulkier.

 Frank had had growth spurts before. Once he’d woken up two centimeters taller than when he’d gone to sleep. But this was nuts. It was as if some of the dragon and lion had stayed with him when he’d turned back to human.

 “Uh.. .1 don’t.. .Maybe I can fix it.”

 Hazel laughed with delight. “Why? You look amazing!”
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 “I—I do?”

 “I mean, you were handsome before! But you look older, and taller, and so distinguished—”

 Triptolemus heaved a dramatic sigh. “Yes, obviously some sort of blessing from Mars. Congratulations, blah, blah, blah. Now, if we’re done here...?”

 Frank glared at him “We’re not done. Heal Nico.”

 The farm god rolled his eyes. He pointed at the corn plant, and BAM! Nico di Angelo appeared in an explosion of corn silk.

 Nico looked around in a panic. “I—I had the weirdest nightmare about popcorn.” He frowned at Frank. “Why are you taller ?”

 “Everything’s fine,” Frank promised. “Triptolemus was about to tell us how to survive the House of Hades. Weren’t you. Trip?”

 The farm god raised his eyes to the ceiling, like, Why me, Demeter?

 “Fine,” Trip said. “When you arrive at Epirus, you will be offered a chalice to drink from.”

 “Offered by whom?” Nico asked.

 “Doesn’t matter,” Trip snapped. “Just know that it is filled with deadly poison.”

 Hazel shuddered. “So you’re saying that we shouldn’t drink it.”

 “No!” Trip said. “You must drink it, or you’ll never be able to make it through the temple. The poison connects you to the world of the dead, lets you pass into the lower levels. The secret to surviving is”—his eyes twinkled— “barley. ”

 Frank stared at him. “Barley.”

 “In the front room, take some of my special barley. Make it into little cakes. Eat these before you step into the House of Hades. The barley will absorb the worst of the poison, so it will affect you, but not kill you.”

 “That’s it?” Nico demanded. “Hecate sent us halfway across Italy so you could tell us to eat barley?”

 “Good luck!” Triptolemus sprinted across the room and hopped in his chariot. “And, Frank Zhang, I forgive you! You’ve got spunk. If you ever change your mind, my offer is open. I’d love to see you get a degree in farming!”

 “Yeah,” Frank muttered. “Thanks.”

 The god pulled a lever on his chariot. The snake-wheels turned. The wings flapped. At the back of the room, the garage doors rolled open.

 “Oh, to be mobile again!” Trip cried. “So many ignorant lands in need of my knowledge. I will teach them the glories of tilling, irrigation, fertilizing!” The chariot lifted off and zipped out of the house, Triptolemus shouting to the sky, “Away, my serpents! Away!”

 “That,” Hazel said, “was very strange.”

 “The glories of fertilizing.” Nico brushed some corn silk off his shoulder. “Can we get out of here now?”

 Hazel put her hand on Frank’s shoulder. “Are you okay, really? You bartered for our lives. What did Triptolemus make you do?”

 Frank tried to hold it together. He scolded himself for feeling so weak. He could face an army of
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 monsters, but as soon as Hazel showed him kindness, he wanted to break down and cry. “Those cow monsters.. .the katoblepones that poisoned you.. .1 had to destroy them.”

 “That was brave,” Nico said. “There must have been, what, six or seven left in that herd.”

 “No.” Frank cleared his throat. “All of them I killed all of them in the city.”

 Nico and Hazel stared at him in stunned silence. Frank was afraid they might doubt him, or start to laugh. How many monsters had he killed on that bridge—two hundred? Three hundred?

 But he saw in their eyes that they believed him. They were children of the Underworld. Maybe they could sense the death and carnage he’d unleashed.

 Hazel kissed his cheek. She had to stand on her tiptoes to do it now. Her eyes were incredibly sad, as if she realized something had changed in Frank—something much more important than the physical growth spurt.

 Frank knew it too. He would never be the same. He just wasn’t sure if that was a good thing.

 “Well,” Nico said, breaking the tension, “does anyone know what barley looks like?”
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 X X I

 ANNABETH

 Annabeth decided the monsters wouldn’t kill her. Neither would the poisonous atmosphere, nor the treacherous landscape with its pits, cliffs, and jagged rocks.

 Nope. Most likely she would die from an overload of weirdness that would make her brain explode.

 First, she and Percy had had to drink fire to stay alive. Then they were attacked by a gaggle of vampires, led by a cheerleader Annabeth had killed two years ago. Finally, they were rescued by a Titan janitor named Bob who had Einstein hair, silver eyes, and wicked broom skills.

 Sure. Why not?

 They followed Bob through the wasteland, tracing the route of the Phlegethon as they approached the storm front of darkness. Every so often they stopped to drink firewater, which kept them alive, but Annabeth wasn’t happy about it. Her throat felt like she was constantly gargling with battery acid.

 Her only comfort was Percy. Every so often he would glance over and smile, or squeeze her hand. He had to be just as scared and miserable as she was, and she loved him for trying to make her feel better.

 “Bob knows what he’s doing,” Percy promised.

 “You have interesting friends,” Annabeth murmured.

 “Bob is interesting!” The Titan turned and grinned. “Yes, thank you!”

 The big guy had good ears. Annabeth would have to remember that.

 “So, Bob...” She tried to sound casual and friendly, which wasn’t easy with a throat scorched by firewater. “How did you get to Tartarus?”

 “I jumped,” he said, like it was obvious.

 “You jumped into Tartarus,” she said, “because Percy said your name?”
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 “He needed me.” Those silver eyes gleamed in the darkness. “It is okay. I was tired of sweeping the palace. Come along! We are almost at a rest stop.”

 A rest stop.

 Annabeth couldn’t imagine what those words meant in Tartarus. She remembered all the times she, Luke, and Thalia had relied on highway rest stops when they were homeless demigods, trying to survive.

 Wherever Bob was taking them, she hoped it had clean restrooms and a snack machine. She repressed the giggles. Yes, she was definitely losing it.

 Annabeth hobbled along, trying to ignore the rumble in her stomach. She stared at Bob’s back as he led them toward the wall of darkness, now only a few hundred yards away. His blue janitor’s coveralls were ripped between the shoulder blades, as if someone had tried to stab him Cleaning rags stuck out of his pocket. A squirt bottle swung from his belt, the blue liquid inside sloshing hypnotically.

 Annabeth remembered Percy’s story about meeting the Titan. Thalia Grace, Nico di Angelo, and Percy had worked together to defeat Bob on the banks of the Lethe. After wiping his memory, they didn’t have the heart to kill him. He became so gentle and sweet and cooperative that they left him at the palace of Hades, where Persephone promised he would be looked after.

 Apparently, the Underworld king and queen thought “looking after” someone meant giving him a broom and having him sweep up their messes. Annabeth wondered how even Hades could be so callous. She’d never felt sorry for a Titan before, but it didn’t seem right taking a brainwashed immortal and turning him into an unpaid janitor.

 He’s not your friend, she reminded herself.

 She was terrified that Bob would suddenly remember himself. Tartarus was where monsters came to regenerate. What if it healed his memory? If he became Iapetus again.. .well, Annabeth had seen the way he had dealt with those empousai. Annabeth had no weapon. She and Percy were in no condition to fight a Titan.

 She glanced nervously at Bob’s broom handle, wondering how long it would be before that hidden spearhead jutted out and got pointed at her.

 Following Bob through Tartarus was a crazy risk. Unfortunately, she couldn’t think of a better

 plan.

 They picked their way across the ashen wasteland as red lightning flashed overhead in the poisonous clouds. Just another lovely day in the dungeon of creation. Annabeth couldn’t see far in the hazy air, but the longer they walked, the more certain she became that the entire landscape was a downward curve.

 She’d heard conflicting descriptions of Tartarus. It was a bottomless pit. It was a fortress surrounded by brass walls. It was nothing but an endless void.

 One story described it as the inverse of the sky—a huge, hollow, upside-down dome of rock. That seemed the most accurate, though if Tartarus was a dome, Annabeth guessed it was like the sky —with no real bottom but made of multiple layers, each one darker and less hospitable than the last.

 And even that wasn’t the full, horrible truth....

 They passed a blister in the ground—a writhing, translucent bubble the size of a minivan. Curled inside was the half-formed body of a drakon. Bob speared the blister without a second thought. It
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 burst in a geyser of steaming yellow slime, and the drakon dissolved into nothing.

 Bob kept walking.

 Monsters are zits on the skin of Tartarus, Annabeth thought. She shuddered. Sometimes she wished she didn’t have such a good imagination, because now she was certain they were walking across a living thing. This whole twisted landscape—the dome, pit, or whatever you called it—was the body of the god Tartarus—the most ancient incarnation of evil. Just as Gaea inhabited the surface of the earth, Tartarus inhabited the pit.

 If that god noticed them walking across his skin, like fleas on a dog.. .Enough. No more thinking.

 “Here,” Bob said.

 They stopped at the top of a ridge. Below them, in a sheltered depression like a moon crater, stood a ring of broken black marble columns surrounding a dark stone altar.

 “Hermes’s shrine,” Bob explained.

 Percy frowned. “A Hermes shrine in Tartarus ?”

 Bob laughed in delight. “Yes. It fell from somewhere long ago. Maybe mortal world. Maybe Olympus. Anyway, monsters steer clear. Mostly.”

 “How did you know it was here?” Annabeth asked.

 Bob’s smile faded. He got a vacant look in his eyes. “Can’t remember.”

 “That’s okay,” Percy said quickly.

 Annabeth felt like kicking herself. Before Bob became Bob, he had been Iapetus the Titan. Like all his brethren, he’d been imprisoned in Tartarus for eons. Of course he knew his way around. If he remembered this shrine, he might start recalling other details of his old prison and his old life. That would not be good.

 They climbed into the crater and entered the circle of columns. Annabeth collapsed on a broken slab of marble, too exhausted to take another step. Percy stood over her protectively, scanning their surroundings. The inky storm front was less than a hundred feet away now, obscuring everything ahead of them. The crater’s rim blocked their view of the wasteland behind. They’d be well hidden here, but if monsters did stumble across them, they would have no warning.

 “You said someone was chasing us,” Annabeth said. “Who?”

 Bob swept his broom around the base of the altar, occasionally crouching to study the ground as if looking for something. “They are following, yes. They know you are here. Giants and Titans. The defeated ones. They know.”

 The defeated ones...

 Annabeth tried to control her fear. How many Titans and giants had she and Percy fought over the years? Each one had seemed like an impossible challenge. If all of them were down here in Tartarus, and if they were actively hunting Percy and Annabeth...

 “Why are we stopping, then?” she said. “We should keep moving.”

 “Soon,” Bob said. “But mortals need rest. Good place here. Best place for.. .oh, long, long way. I will guard you.”

 Annabeth glanced at Percy, sending him the silent message: Uh, no. Hanging out with a Titan was bad enough. Going to sleep while the Titan guarded you.. .she didn’t need to be a daughter of Athena to know that was one hundred percent unwise.
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 “You sleep,” Percy told her. “I’ll keep the first watch with Bob.”

 Bob rumbled in agreement. “Yes, good. When you wake, food should be here!”

 Annabeth’s stomach did a rollover at the mention of food. She didn’t see how Bob could summon food in the midst of Tartarus. Maybe he was a caterer as well as a janitor.

 She didn’t want to sleep, but her body betrayed her. Her eyelids turned to lead. “Percy, wake me for second watch. Don’t be a hero.”

 He gave her that smirk she’d come to love. “Who, me?”

 He kissed her, his lips parched and feverishly warm “Sleep.”

 Annabeth felt like she was back in the Hypnos cabin at Camp Half-Blood, overcome with drowsiness. She curled up on the hard ground and closed her eyes.
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 ANNABETH

 Later, she made a resolution: Never EVER sleep in Tartarus.

 Demigod dreams were always bad. Even in the safety of her bunk at camp, she’d had horrible nightmares. In Tartarus, they were a thousand times more vivid.

 First, she was a little girl again, struggling to climb Half-Blood Hill. Luke Castellan held her hand, pulling her along. Their satyr guide Grover Underwood pranced nervously at the summit, yelling, “Hurry! Hurry!”

 Thalia Grace stood behind them, holding back an army of hellhounds with her terror-invoking shield, Aegis.

 From the top of the hill, Annabeth could see the camp in the valley below—the warm lights of the cabins, the possibility of sanctuary. She stumbled, twisting her ankle, and Luke scooped her up to carry her. When they looked back, the monsters were only a few yards away—dozens of them surrounding Thalia.

 “Go!” Thalia yelled. “Til hold them off”

 She brandished her spear, and forked lightning slashed through the monsters’ ranks; but as the hellhounds fell, more took their place.

 “We have to run!” Grover cried.

 He led the way into camp. Luke followed, with Annabeth crying, beating at his chest, and screaming that they couldn’t leave Thalia alone. But it was too late.

 The scene shifted.

 Annabeth was older, climbing to the summit of Half-Blood Hill. Where Thalia had made her last stand, a tall pine tree now rose. Overhead a storm was raging.

 Thunder shook the valley. A blast of lightning split the tree down to its roots, opening a smoking
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 crevice. In the darkness below stood Reyna, the praetor of New Rome. Her cloak was the color of blood fresh from a vein. Her gold armor glinted. She stared up, her face regal and distant, and spoke directly into Annabeth’s mind.

 You have done well, Reyna said, but the voice was Athena’s. The rest of my journey must be on the wings of Rome.

 The praetor’s dark eyes turned as gray as storm clouds.

 I must stand here, Reyna told her. The Roman must bring me.

 The hill shook. The ground rippled as the grass became folds of silk—the dress of a massive goddess. Gaea rose over Camp Half-Blood—her sleeping face as large as a mountain.

 Hellhounds poured over the hills. Giants, six-armed Earthborn, and wild Cyclopes charged from the beach, tearing down the dining pavilion, setting fire to the cabins and the Big House.

 Hurry, said the voice of Athena. The message must be sent.

 The ground split at Annabeth’s feet and she fell into darkness.

 Her eyes flew open. She cried out, grasping Percy’s arms. She was still in Tartarus, at the shrine of Hermes.

 “It’s okay,” Percy promised. “Bad dreams?”

 Her body tingled with dread. “Is it—is it my turn to watch?”

 “No, no. We’re good. I let you sleep.”

 “Percy!”

 “Hey, it’s fine. Besides, I was too excited to sleep. Look.”

 Bob the Titan sat cross-legged by the altar, happily munching a piece of pizza.

 Annabeth rubbed her eyes, wondering if she was still dreaming. “Is that.. .pepperoni?”

 “Burnt offerings,” Percy said. “Sacrifices to Hermes from the mortal world, I guess. They appeared in a cloud of smoke. We’ve got half a hot dog, some grapes, a plate of roast beef, and a package of peanut M&M’s.”


  

 “M&M’s for Bob!” Bob said happily. “Uh, that okay?”

 Annabeth didn’t protest. Percy brought her the plate of roast beef, and she wolfed it down. She’d never tasted anything so good. The brisket was still hot, with exactly the same spicy sweet glaze as the barbecue at Camp Half-Blood.

 “I know,” said Percy, reading her expression. “I think it is from Camp Half-Blood.”

 The idea made Annabeth giddy with homesickness. At every meal, the campers would burn a portion of their food to honor their godly parents. The smoke supposedly pleased the gods, but Annabeth had never thought about where the food went when it was burned. Maybe the offerings reappeared on the gods’ altars in Olympus.. .or even here, in the middle of Tartarus.

 “Peanut M&M’s,” Annabeth said. “Connor Stoll always burned a pack for his dad at dinner.”

 She thought about sitting in the dining pavilion, watching the sunset over Long Island Sound. That was the first place she and Percy had truly kissed. Her eyes smarted.

 Percy put his hand on her shoulder. “Hey, this is good. Actual food from home, right?”

 She nodded. They finished eating in silence.

 Bob chomped down the last of his M&M’s. “Should go now. They will be here in a few
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 minutes.”

 “A few minutes ?” Annabeth reached for her dagger, then remembered she didn’t have it.

 “Yes.. .well, I think minutes...” Bob scratched his silvery hair. “Time is hard in Tartarus. Not the same.”

 Percy crept to the edge of the crater. He peered back the way they’d come. “I don’t see anything, but that doesn’t mean much. Bob, which giants are we talking about? Which Titans?”

 Bob grunted. “Not sure of names. Six, maybe seven. I can sense them.”

 “Six or seven? ” Annabeth wasn’t sure her barbecue would stay down. “And can they sense

 your

 “Don’t know.” Bob smiled. “Bob is different! But they can smell demigods, yes. You two smell very strong. Good strong. Like.. .hmm. Like buttery bread!”

 “Buttery bread,” Annabeth said. “Well, that’s great.”

 Percy climbed back to the altar. “Is it possible to kill a giant in Tartarus? I mean, since we don’t have a god to help us?”

 He looked at Annabeth as if she actually had an answer.

 “Percy, I don’t know. Traveling in Tartarus, fighting monsters here.. .it’s never been done before. Maybe Bob could help us kill a giant? Maybe a Titan would count as a god? I just don’t know.”

 “Yeah,” Percy said. “Okay.”

 She could see the worry in his eyes. For years, he’d depended on her for answers. Now, when he needed her most, she couldn’t help. She hated being so clueless, but nothing she’d ever learned at camp had prepared her for Tartarus. There was only one thing she was sure of: they had to keep moving. They couldn’t be caught by six or seven hostile immortals.

 She stood, still disoriented from her nightmares. Bob started cleaning up, collecting their trash in a little pile, using his squirt bottle to wipe off the altar.

 “Where to now?” Annabeth asked.

 Percy pointed at the stormy wall of darkness. “Bob says that way. Apparently the Doors of Death

 “You told him?” Annabeth didn’t mean it to come out so harsh, but Percy winced.

 “While you were asleep,” he admitted. “Annabeth, Bob can help. We need a guide.”

 “Bob helps!” Bob agreed. “Into the Dark Lands. The Doors of Death.. .hmm, walking straight to them would be bad. Too many monsters gathered there. Even Bob could not sweep that many. They would kill Percy and Annabeth in about two seconds.” The Titan frowned. “I think seconds. Time is hard in Tartarus.”

 “Right,” Annabeth grumbled. “So is there another way?”

 “Hiding,” said Bob. “The Death Mist could hide you.”

 “Oh...” Annabeth suddenly felt very small in the shadow of the Titan. “Uh, what is Death Mist?”

 “It is dangerous,” Bob said. “But if the lady will give you Death Mist, it might hide you. If we can avoid Night. The lady is very close to Night. That is bad.”

 “The lady,” Percy repeated.
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 “Yes.” Bob pointed ahead of them into the inky blackness. “We should go.”

 Percy glanced at Annabeth, obviously hoping for guidance, but she had none. She was thinking about her nightmare—Thalia’s tree splintered by lightning, Gaea rising on the hillside and unleashing her monsters on Camp Half-Blood.

 “Okay, then,” Percy said. “I guess we’ll see a lady about some Death Mist.”

 “Wait,” Annabeth said.

 Her mind was buzzing. She thought of her dream about Luke and Thalia. She recalled the stories Luke had told her about his father, Hermes—god of travelers, guide to the spirits of the dead, god of communication.

 She stared at the black altar.

 “Annabeth?” Percy sounded concerned.

 She walked to the pile of trash and picked out a reasonably clean paper napkin.

 She remembered her vision of Reyna, standing in the smoking crevice beneath the ruins of Thalia’s pine tree, speaking with the voice of Athena:

 I must stand here. The Roman must bring me.

 Hurry. The message must be sent.

 “Bob,” she said, “offerings burned in the mortal world appear on this altar, right?”

 Bob frowned uncomfortably, like he wasn’t ready for a pop quiz. “Yes?”

 “So what happens if I burn something on the altar here?”

 “Uh...”

 “That’s all right,” Annabeth said. “You don’t know. Nobody knows, because it’s never been done.”

 There was a chance, she thought, just the slimmest chance that an offering burned on this altar might appear at Camp Half-Blood.

 Doubtful, but if it did work...

 “Annabeth?” Percy said again. “You’re planning something. You’ve got that I’m-planning-something look.”

 “I don’t have an I’m-planning-something look.”

 “Yeah, you totally do. Your eyebrows knit and your lips press together and—”

 “Do you have a pen?” she asked him “You’re kidding, right?” He brought out Riptide.

 “Yes, but can you actually write with it?”

 “I—I don’t know,” he admitted. “Never tried.”

 He uncapped the pen. As usual, it sprang into a full-sized sword. Annabeth had watched him do this hundreds of times. Normally when he fought, Percy simply discarded the cap. It always appeared in his pocket later, as needed. When he touched the cap to the point of the sword, it would turn back into a ballpoint pen.

 “What if you touch the cap to the other end of the sword?” Annabeth said. “Like where you’d put the cap if you were actually going to write with the pen.”
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 “Uh..Percy looked doubtful, but he touched the cap to the hilt of the sword. Riptide shrank back into a ballpoint pen, but now the writing point was exposed.

 “May I?” Annabeth plucked it from his hand. She flattened the napkin against the altar and began to write. Riptide’s ink glowed Celestial bronze.

 “What are you doing?” Percy asked.

 “Sending a message,” Annabeth said. “I just hope Rachel gets it.”

 “Rachel?” Percy asked. “You mean our Rachel? Oracle of Delphi Rachel?”

 “That’s the one.” Annabeth suppressed a smile.

 Whenever she brought up Rachel’s name, Percy got nervous. At one point, Rachel had been interested in dating Percy. That was ancient history. Rachel and Annabeth were good friends now. But Annabeth didn’t mind making Percy a little uneasy. You had to keep your boyfriend on his toes.

 Annabeth finished her note and folded the napkin. On the outside, she wrote:

 Connor,

 Give this to Rachel. Not a prank. Don’t be a moron.

 Love,

 Annabeth

 She took a deep breath. She was asking Rachel Dare to do something ridiculously dangerous, but it was the only way she could think of to communicate with the Romans—the only way that might avoid bloodshed.

 “Now I just need to burn it,” she said. “Anybody got a match?”

 The point of Bob’s spear shot from his broom handle. It sparked against the altar and erupted in silvery fire.

 “Uh, thanks.” Annabeth lit the napkin and set it on the altar. She watched it crumble to ash and wondered if she was crazy. Could the smoke really make it out of Tartarus?

 “We should go now,” Bob advised. “Really, really go. Before we are killed.”

 Annabeth stared at the wall of blackness in front of them Somewhere in there was a lady who dispensed a Death Mist that might hide them from monsters—a plan recommended by a Titan, one of their bitterest enemies. Another dose of weirdness to explode her brain.

 “Right,” she said. “I’m ready.”
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 XXIII

 ANNABETH

 Annabeth literally stumbled over the second Titan.

 After entering the storm front, they plodded on for what seemed like hours, relying on the light of Percy’s Celestial bronze blade, and on Bob, who glowed faintly in the dark like some sort of crazy janitor angel.

 Anna beth could only see about five feet in front of her. In a strange way, the Dark Lands reminded her of San Francisco, where her dad lived—on those summer afternoons when the fog bank rolled in like cold, wet packing material and swallowed Pacific Heights. Except here in Tartarus, the fog was made of ink.

 Rocks loomed out of nowhere. Pits appeared at their feet, and Annabeth barely avoided falling in. Monstrous roars echoed in the gloom, but Annabeth couldn’t tell where they came from. All she could be certain of was that the terrain was still sloping down.

 Down seemed to be the only direction allowed in Tartarus. If Annabeth backtracked even a step, she felt tired and heavy, as if gravity were increasing to discourage her. Assuming that the entire pit was the body of Tartarus, Annabeth had a nasty feeling they were marching straight down his throat.

 She was so preoccupied with that thought, she didn’t notice the ledge until it was too late.

 Percy yelled, “Whoa!” He grabbed for her arm, but she was already falling.

 Fortunately, it was only a shallow depression. Most of it was filled with a monster blister. She had a soft landing on a warm bouncy surface and was feeling lucky—until she opened her eyes and found herself staring through a glowing gold membrane at another, much larger face.

 She screamed and flailed, toppling sideways off the mound. Her heart did a hundred jumping jacks.

 Percy helped her to her feet. “You okay?”

 She didn’t trust herself to answer. If she opened her mouth, she might scream again, and that
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 would be undignified. She was a daughter of Athena, not some shrill girlie victim in a horror movie.

 But gods of Olympus... Curled in the membrane bubble in front of her was a fully formed Titan in golden armor, his skin the color of polished pennies. His eyes were closed, but he scowled so deeply he appeared to be on the verge of a bloodcurdling war cry. Even through the blister, Annabeth could feel the heat radiating from his body.

 “Hyperion,” Percy said. “I hate that guy.”

 Annabeth’s shoulder suddenly ached from an old wound. During the Battle of Manhattan, Percy had fought this Titan at the Reservoir—water against fire. It had been the first time Percy had summoned a hurricane—which wasn’t something Annabeth would ever forget. “I thought Grover turned this guy into a maple tree.”

 “Yeah,” Percy agreed. “Maybe the maple tree died, and he wound up back here?”

 Annabeth remembered how Hyperion had summoned fiery explosions, and how many satyrs and nymphs he’d destroyed before Percy and Grover stopped him.

 She was about to suggest that they burst Hyperion’s bubble before he woke up. He looked ready to pop out at any moment and start charbroiling everything in his path.

 Then she glanced at Bob. The silvery Titan was studying Hyperion with a frown of concentration —maybe recognition. Their faces looked so much alike....

 Annabeth bit back a curse. Of course they looked alike. Hyperion was his brother. Hyperion was the Titan lord of the east. Iapetus, Bob, was the lord of the west. Take away Bob’s broom and his janitor’s clothes, put him in armor and cut his hair, change his color scheme from silver to gold, and Iapetus would have been almost indistinguishable from Hyperion.

 “Bob,” she said, “we should go.”

 “Gold, not silver,” Bob murmured. “But he looks like me.”

 “Bob,” Percy said. “Hey, buddy, over here.”

 The Titan reluctantly turned.

 “Am I your friend?” Percy asked.

 “Yes.” Bob sounded dangerously uncertain. “We are friends.”

 “You know that some monsters are good,” Percy said. “And some are bad.”

 “Hmm,” Bob said. “Like.. .the pretty ghost ladies who serve Persephone are good. Exploding zombies are bad.”

 “Right,” Percy said. “And some mortals are good, and some are bad. Well, the same thing is true for Titans.”

 “Titans...” Bob loomed over them, glowering. Annabeth was pretty sure her boyfriend had just made a big mistake.

 “That’s what you are,” Percy said calmly. “Bob the Titan. You’re good. You’re awesome, in fact. But some Titans are not. This guy here, Hyperion, is full-on bad. He tried to kill me.. .tried to kill a lot of people.”

 Bob blinked his silver eyes. “But he looks.. .his face is so—”

 “He looks like you,” Percy agreed. “He’s a Titan, like you. But he’s not good like you are.”

 “Bob is good.” His fingers tightened on his broom handle. “Yes. There is always at least one
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 good one—monsters, Titans, giants.”

 “Uh..Percy grimaced. “Well, I’m not sure about the giants.”

 “Oh, yes.” Bob nodded earnestly.

 Annabeth sensed they’d already been in this place too long. Their pursuers would be closing in.

 “We should go,” she urged. “What do we do about...?”

 “Bob,” Percy said, “it’s your call. Hyperion is your kind. We could leave him alone, but if he wakes up—”

 Bob’s broom-spear swept into motion. If he’d been aiming at Annabeth or Percy, they would’ve been cut in half. Instead, Bob slashed through the monstrous blister, which burst in a geyser of hot golden mud.

 Annabeth wiped the Titan sludge out of her eyes. Where Hyperion had been, there was nothing but a smoking crater.

 “Hyperion is a bad Titan,” Bob announced, his expression grim. “Now he can’t hurt my friends. He will have to re-form somewhere else in Tartarus. Hopefully it will take a long time.”

 The Titan’s eyes seemed brighter than usual, as if he were about to cry quicksilver.

 “Thank you. Bob,” Percy said.

 How was he keeping his cool? The way he talked to Bob left Annabeth awestruck.. .and maybe a little uneasy, too. If Percy had been serious about leaving the choice to Bob, then she didn’t like how much he trusted the Titan. If he’d been manipulating Bob into making that choice.. .well, then, Annabeth was stunned that Percy could be so calculating.

 He met her eyes, but she couldn’t read his expression. That bothered her too.

 “We’d better keep going,” he said.

 She and Percy followed Bob, the golden mud flecks from Hyperion’s burst bubble glowing on his janitor’s uniform.
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 XXIV

 ANNABETH

 After a while, Annabeth’ s feet felt like Titan mush. She marched along, following Bob, listening to the monotonous slosh of liquid in his cleaning bottle.

 Stay alert, she told herself, but it was hard. Her thoughts were as numb as her legs. From time to time, Percy took her hand or made an encouraging comment; but she could tell the dark landscape was getting to him as well. His eyes had a dull sheen—like his spirit was being slowly extinguished.

 He fell into Tartarus to be with you, said a voice in her head. If he dies, it will be your fault.

 “Stop it,” she said aloud.

 Percy frowned. “What?”

 “No, not you.” She tried for a reassuring smile, but she couldn’t quite muster one. “Talking to myself. This place.. .it’s messing with my mind. Giving me dark thoughts.”

 The worry lines deepened around Percy’s sea-green eyes. “Hey, Bob, where exactly are we heading?”

 “The lady,” Bob said. “Death Mist.”

 Annabeth fought down her irritation. “But what does that mean? Who is this lady?”

 “Naming her?” Bob glanced back. “Not a good idea.”

 Annabeth sighed. The Titan was right. Names had power, and speaking them here in Tartarus was probably very dangerous.

 “Can you at least tell us how far?” she asked.

 “I do not know,” Bob admitted. “I can only feel it. We wait for the darkness to get darker. Then we go sideways.”

 “Sideways,” Annabeth muttered. “Naturally.”

 She was tempted to ask for a rest, but she didn’t want to stop. Not here in this cold, dark place.
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 The black fog seeped into her body, turning her bones into moist Styrofoam.

 She wondered if her message would get to Rachel Dare. If Rachel could somehow carry her proposal to Reyna without getting killed in the process...

 A ridiculous hope, said the voice in her head. You have only put Rachel in danger. Even if she finds the Romans, why should Reyna trust you after all that has happened?

 Annabeth was tempted to shout back at the voice, but she resisted. Even if she were going crazy, she didn’t want to look like she was going crazy.

 She desperately needed something to lift her spirits. A drink of actual water. A moment of sunlight. A warm bed. A kind word from her mother.

 Suddenly Bob stopped. He raised his hand: Wait.

 “What?” Percy whispered.

 “Shh,” Bob warned. “Ahead. Something moves.”

 Annabeth strained her ears. From somewhere in the fog came a deep thrumming noise, like the idling engine of a large construction vehicle. She could feel the vibrations through her shoes.

 “We will surround it,” Bob whispered. “Each of you, take a flank.”

 For the millionth time, Annabeth wished she had her dagger. She picked up a chunk of jagged black obsidian and crept to the left. Percy went right, his sword ready.

 Bob took the middle, his spearhead glowing in the fog.

 The humming got louder, shaking the gravel at Annabeth’s feet. The noise seemed to be coming from immediately in front of them

 “Ready?” Bob murmured.

 Annabeth crouched, preparing to spring. “On three?”

 “One,” Percy whispered. “Two—”

 A figure appeared in the fog. Bob raised his spear.

 “Wait!” Annabeth shrieked.

 Bob froze just in time, the point of his spear hovering an inch above the head of a tiny calico kitten.

 “Rrow?” said the kitten, clearly unimpressed by their attack plan. It butted its head against Bob’s foot and purred loudly.

 It seemed impossible, but the deep rumbling sound was coming from the kitten. As it purred, the ground vibrated and pebbles danced. The kitten fixed its yellow, lamp-like eyes on one particular rock, right between Annabeth’s feet, and pounced.

 The cat could’ve been a demon or a horrible Underworld monster in disguise. But Annabeth couldn’t help it. She picked it up and cuddled it. The little thing was bony under its fur, but otherwise it seemed perfectly normal.

 “How did...?” She couldn’t even form the question. “What is a kitten doing...?”

 The cat grew impatient and squirmed out of her arms. It landed with a thump, padded over to Bob, and started purring again as it rubbed against his boots.

 Percy laughed. “Somebody likes you. Bob.”

 “It must be a good monster.” Bob looked up nervously. “Isn’t it?”
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 Annabeth felt a lump in her throat. Seeing the huge Titan and this tiny kitten together, she suddenly felt insignificant compared to the vastness of Tartarus. This place had no respect for anything—good or bad, small or large, wise or unwise. Tartarus swallowed Titans and demigods and kittens indiscriminately.

 Bob knelt down and scooped up the cat. It fit perfectly in Bob’s palm, but it decided to explore. It climbed the Titan’s arm, made itself at home on his shoulder, and closed its eyes, purring like an earthmover. Suddenly its fur shimmered. In a flash, the kitten became a ghostly skeleton, as if it had stepped behind an X-ray machine. Then it was a regular kitten again.

 Annabeth blinked. “Did you see—?”

 “Yeah.” Percy knit his eyebrows. “Oh, man.. .1 know that kitten. It’s one of the ones from the Smithsonian.”

 Annabeth tried to make sense of that. She’d never been to the Smithsonian with Percy.... Then she recalled several years ago, when the Titan Atlas had captured her. Percy and Thalia had led a quest to rescue her. Along the way, they’d watched Atlas raise some skeleton warriors from dragon teeth in the Smithsonian Museum.

 According to Percy, the Titan’s first attempt went wrong. He’d planted saber-toothed tiger teeth by mistake, and raised a batch of skeleton kittens from the soil.

 “ That’s one of them?” Annabeth asked. “How did it get here?”

 Percy spread his hands helplessly. “Atlas told his servants to take the kittens away. Maybe they destroyed the cats and they were reborn in Tartarus? I don’t know.”

 “It’s cute,” Bob said, as the kitten sniffed his ear.

 “But is it safe?” Annabeth asked.

 The Titan scratched the kitten’s chin. Annabeth didn’t know if it was a good idea, carrying around a cat grown from a prehistoric tooth; but obviously it didn’t matter now. The Titan and the cat had bonded.

 “I will call him Small Bob,” said Bob. “He is a good monster.”

 End of discussion. The Titan hefted his spear and they continued marching into the gloom.

 Annabeth walked in a daze, trying not to think about pizza. To keep herself distracted, she watched Small Bob the kitten pacing across Bob’s shoulders and purring, occasionally turning into a glowing kitty skeleton and then back to a calico fuzz-ball.

 “Here,” Bob announced.

 He stopped so suddenly, Annabeth almost ran into him.

 Bob stared off to their left, as if deep in thought.

 “Is this the place?” Annabeth asked. “Where we go sideways ?”

 “Yes,” Bob agreed. “Darker, then sideways.”

 Annabeth couldn’t tell if it was actually darker, but the air did seem colder and thicker, as if they’d stepped into a different microclimate. Again she was reminded of San Francisco, where you could walk from one neighborhood to the next and the temperature might drop ten degrees. She wondered if the Titans had built their palace on Mount Tamalpais because the Bay Area reminded them of Tartarus.
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 What a depressing thought. Only Titans would see such a beautiful place as a potential outpost of the abyss—a hellish home away from home.

 Bob struck off to the left. They followed. The air definitely got colder. Annabeth pressed against Percy for warmth. He put his arm around her. It felt good being close to him, but she couldn’t relax.

 They’d entered some sort of forest. Towering black trees soared into the gloom, perfectly round and bare of branches, like monstrous hair follicles. The ground was smooth and pale.

 With our luck, Annabeth thought, we’re marching through the armpit of Tartarus.

 Suddenly her senses were on high alert, as if somebody had snapped a rubber band against the base of her neck. She rested her hand on the trunk of the nearest tree.

 “What is it?” Percy raised his sword.

 Bob turned and looked back, confused. “We are stopping?”

 Annabeth held up her hand for silence. She wasn’t sure what had set her off. Nothing looked different. Then she realized the tree trunk was quivering. She wondered momentarily if it was the kitten’s purr; but Small Bob had fallen asleep on Large Bob’s shoulder.

 A few yards away, another tree shuddered.

 “Something’s moving above us,” Annabeth whispered. “Gather up.”

 Bob and Percy closed ranks with her, standing back to back.

 Annabeth strained her eyes, trying to see above them in the dark, but nothing moved.

 She had almost decided she was being paranoid when the first monster dropped to the ground only five feet away.

 Annabeth’s first thought: The Furies.

 The creature looked almost exactly like one: a wrinkled hag with batlike wings, brass talons, and glowing red eyes. She wore a tattered dress of black silk, and her face was twisted and ravenous, like a demonic grandmother in the mood to kill.

 Bob grunted as another one dropped in front of him, and then another in front of Percy. Soon there were half a dozen surrounding them. More hissed in the trees above.

 They couldn’t be Furies, then. There were only three of those, and these winged hags didn’t carry whips. That didn’t comfort Annabeth. The monsters’ talons looked plenty dangerous.

 “What are you?” she demanded.

 The arai, hissed a voice. The curses!

 Annabeth tried to locate the speaker, but none of the demons had moved their mouths. Their eyes looked dead; their expressions were frozen, like a puppet’s. The voice simply floated overhead like a movie narrator’s, as if a single mind controlled all the creatures.

 “What—what do you want?” Annabeth asked, trying to maintain a tone of confidence.

 The voice cackled maliciously. To curse you, of course! To destroy you a thousand times in the name of Mother Night!

 “Only a thousand times?” Percy murmured. “Oh, good.. .1 thought we were in trouble.”

 The circle of demon ladies closed in.
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 XXV

 HAZEL

 Everything smelled like poison. Two days after leaving Venice, Hazel still couldn’t get the noxious scent of eau de cow monster out of her nose.

 The seasickness didn’t help. The Argo II sailed down the Adriatic, a beautiful glittering expanse of blue; but Hazel couldn’t appreciate it, thanks to the constant rolling of the ship. Above deck, she tried to keep her eyes fixed on the horizon—the white cliffs that always seemed just a mile or so to the east. What country was that, Croatia? She wasn’t sure. She just wished she were on solid ground again.

 The thing that nauseated her most was the weasel.

 Last night, Hecate’s pet Gale had appeared in her cabin. Hazel woke from a nightmare, thinking, What is that smell? She found a furry rodent propped on her chest, staring at her with its beady black eyes.

 Nothing like waking up screaming, kicking off your covers, and dancing around your cabin while a weasel scampers between your feet, screeching and farting.

 Her friends rushed to her room to see if she was okay. The weasel was difficult to explain.

 Hazel could tell that Leo was trying hard not to make a joke.

 In the morning, once the excitement died down, Hazel decided to visit Coach Hedge, since he could talk to animals.

 She’d found his cabin door ajar and heard the coach inside, talking as if he were on the phone with someone—except they had no phones on board. Maybe he was sending a magical Iris-message? Hazel had heard that the Greeks used those a lot.

 “Sure, hon,” Hedge was saying. “Yeah, I know, baby. No, it’s great news, but—” His voice broke with emotion. Hazel suddenly felt horrible for eavesdropping.

 She would’ve backed away, but Gale squeaked at her heels. Hazel knocked on the coach’s door.
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 Hedge poked his head out, scowling as usual, but his eyes were red.

 “What?” he growled.

 “Um.. .sorry,” Hazel said. “Are you okay?”

 The coach snorted and opened his door wide. “Kinda question is that?”

 There was no one else in the room.

 “I—” Hazel tried to remember why she was there. “I wondered if you could talk to my weasel.”

 The coach’s eyes narrowed. He lowered his voice. “Are we speaking in code? Is there an intruder aboard?”

 “Well, sort of.”

 Gale peeked out from behind Hazel’s feet and started chattering.

 The coach looked offended. He chattered back at the weasel. They had what sounded like a very intense argument.

 “What did she say?” Hazel asked.

 “A lot of rude things,” grumbled the satyr. “The gist of it: she’s here to see how it goes.”

 “How what goes?”

 Coach Hedge stomped his hoof. “How am I supposed to know? She’s a polecat! They never give a straight answer. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ve got, uh, stuff...”

 He closed the door in her face.

 After breakfast, Hazel stood at the port rail, trying to settle her stomach. Next to her, Gale ran up and down the railing, passing gas; but the strong wind off the Adriatic helped whisk it away.

 Hazel wondered what was wrong with Coach Hedge. He must have been using an Iris-message to talk with someone, but if he’d gotten great news, why had he looked so devastated? She’d never seen him so shaken up. Unfortunately, she doubted the coach would ask for help if he needed it. He wasn’t exactly the warm and open type.

 She stared at the white cliffs in the distance and thought about why Hecate had sent Gale the polecat.

 She’s here to see how it goes.

 Something was about to happen. Hazel would be tested.

 She didn’t understand how she was supposed to learn magic with no training. Hecate expected her to defeat some super-powerful sorceress—the lady in the gold dress, whom Leo had described from his dream. But howl

 Hazel had spent all her free time trying to figure that out. She’d stared at her spat ha, trying to make it look like a walking stick. She’d tried to summon a cloud to hide the full moon. She’d concentrated until her eyes crossed and her ears popped, but nothing happened. She couldn’t manipulate the Mist.

 The last few nights, her dreams had gotten worse. She found herself back in the Fields of Asphodel, drifting aimlessly among the ghosts. Then she was in Gaea’s cave in Alaska, where Hazel and her mother had died as the ceiling collapsed and the voice of the Earth Goddess wailed in anger. She was on the stairs of her mother’s apartment building in New Orleans, face-to-face with her father,
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 Pluto. His cold fingers gripped her arm. The fabric of his black wool suit writhed with imprisoned souls. He fixed her with his dark angry eyes and said: The dead see what they believe they will see. So do the living. That is the secret.

 He’d never said that to her in real life. She had no idea what it meant.

 The worst nightmares seemed like glimpses of the future. Hazel was stumbling through a dark tunnel while a woman’s laughter echoed around her.

 Control this if you can, child of Pluto, the woman taunted.

 And always, Hazel dreamed about the images she’d seen at Hecate’s crossroads: Leo falling through the sky; Percy and Annabeth lying unconscious, possibly dead, in front of black metal doors; and a shrouded figure looming above them—the giant Clytius wrapped in darkness.

 Next to her on the rail, Gale the weasel chittered impatiently. Hazel was tempted to push the stupid rodent into the sea.

 I can’t even control my own dreams, she wanted to scream. How am I supposed to control the Mist?

 She was so miserable, she didn’t notice Frank until he was standing at her side.

 “Feeling any better?” he asked.

 He took her hand, his fingers completely covering hers. She couldn’t believe how much taller he’d gotten. He had changed into so many animals, she wasn’t sure why one more transformation should amaze her.. .but suddenly he’d grown into his weight. No one could call him pudgy or cuddly anymore. He looked like a football player, solid and strong, with a new center of gravity. His shoulders had broadened. He walked with more confidence.

 What Frank had done on that bridge in Venice.. .Hazel was still in awe. None of them had actually seen the battle, but no one doubted it. Frank’s whole bearing had changed. Even Leo had stopped making jokes at his expense.

 “I’m—Email right,” Hazel managed. “You?”

 He smiled, the corners of his eyes crinkling. “I’m, uh, taller. Otherwise, yeah. I’m good. I haven’t really, you know, changed inside....”

 His voice held a little of the old doubt and awkwardness—the voice of her Frank, who always worried about being a klutz and messing up.

 Hazel felt relieved. She liked that part of him. At first, his new appearance had shocked her. She’d been worried that his personality had changed as well.

 Now she was starting to relax about that. Despite all his strength, Frank was the same sweet guy. He was still vulnerable. He still trusted her with his biggest weakness—the piece of magical firewood she carried in her coat pocket, next to her heart.

 “I know, and I’m glad.” She squeezed his hand. “It’s.. .it’s actually not you I’m worried about.”

 Frank grunted. “How’s Nico doing?”

 She’d been thinking about herself not Nico, but she followed Frank’s gaze to the top of the foremast, where Nico was perched on the yardarm.

 Nico claimed that he liked to keep watch because he had good eyes. Hazel knew that wasn’t the reason. The top of the mast was one of the few places on board where Nico could be alone. The others had offered him the use of Percy’s cabin, since Percy was... well, absent. Nico adamantly
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 refused. He spent most of his time up in the rigging, where he didn’t have to talk with the rest of the crew.

 Since he’d been turned into a corn plant in Venice, he’d only gotten more reclusive and morose.

 “I don’t know,” Hazel admitted. “He’s been through a lot. Getting captured in Tartarus, being held prisoner in that bronze jar, watching Percy and Annabeth fall...”

 “And promising to lead us to Epirus.” Frank nodded. “I get the feeling Nico doesn’t play well with others.”

 Frank stood up straight. He was wearing a beige T-shirt with a picture of a horse and the words palio di siena. He’d only bought it a couple of days ago, but now it was too small. When he stretched, his midriff was exposed.

 Hazel realized she was staring. She quickly looked away, her face flushed.

 “Nico is my only relative,” she said. “He’s not easy to like, but.. .thanks for being kind to him.”

 Frank smiled. “Hey, you put up with my grandmother in Vancouver. Talk about not easy to like.”

 “I loved your grandmother!”

 Gale the polecat scampered up to them, farted, and ran away.

 “Ugh.” Frank waved away the smell. “Why is that thing here, anyway?”

 Hazel was almost glad she wasn’t on dry land. As agitated as she felt, gold and gems would probably be popping up all around her feet.

 “Hecate sent Gale to observe,” she said.

 “Observe what?”

 Hazel tried to take comfort in Frank’s presence, his new aura of solidity and strength.

 “I don’t know,” she said at last. “Some kind of test.”

 Suddenly the boat lurched forward.
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 HAZEL

 Hazel and Frank tumbled over each other. Hazel accidentally gave herself the Heimlich maneuver with the pommel of her sword and curled on the deck, moaning and coughing up the taste of katobleps poison.

 Through a fog of pain, she heard the ship’s figurehead, Festus the bronze dragon, creaking in alarm and shooting fire.

 Dimly, Hazel wondered if they’d hit an iceberg—but in the Adriatic, in the middle of summer?

 The ship rocked to port with a massive commotion, like telephone poles snapping in half.

 “Gahh!” Leo yelled somewhere behind her. “It’s eating the oars!”

 What is? Hazel wondered. She tried to stand, but something large and heavy was pinning her legs. She realized it was Frank, grumbling as he tried to extract himself from a pile of loose rope.

 Everyone else was scrambling. Jason jumped over them, his sword drawn, and raced toward the stern. Piper was already on the quarterdeck, shooting food from her cornucopia and yelling, “Hey! HEY! Eat this, ya stupid turtle!”

 Turtle?

 Frank helped Hazel to her feet. “You okay?”

 “Yeah,” Hazel lied, clutching her stomach. “Go!”

 Frank sprinted up the steps, slinging off his backpack, which instantly transformed into a bow and quiver. By the time he reached the helm, he had already fired one arrow and was nocking the second.

 Leo frantically worked the ship’s controls. “Oars won’t retract. Get it away! Get it away!”

 Up in the rigging, Nico’s face was slack with shock.

 “Styx—it’s huge!” he yelled. “Port! Go port!”
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 Coach Hedge was the last one on deck. He compensated for that with enthusiasm. He bounded up the steps, waving his baseball bat, and without hesitation goat-galloped to the stern and leaped over the rail with a gleeful “Ha-HA!”

 Hazel staggered toward the quarterdeck to join her friends. The boat shuddered. More oars snapped, and Leo yelled, “No, no, no! Dang slimy-shelled son of a mother!”

 Hazel reached the stern and couldn’t believe what she saw.

 When she heard the word turtle , she thought of a cute little thing the size of a jewelry box, sitting on a rock in the middle of a fishpond. When she heard huge , her mind tried to adjust—okay, perhaps it was like the Galapagos tortoise she’d seen in the zoo once, with a shell big enough to ride on.

 She did not envision a creature the size of an island. When she saw the massive dome of craggy black and brown squares, the word turtle simply did not compute. Its shell was more like a landmass —hills of bone, shiny pearl valleys, kelp and moss forests, rivers of seawater trickling down the grooves of its carapace.

 On the ship’s starboard side, another part of the monster rose from the water like a submarine.

 Lares of Rome.. .was that its head ?

 Its gold eyes were the size of wading pools, with dark sideways slits for pupils. Its skin glistened like wet army camouflage—brown flecked with green and yellow. Its red, toothless mouth could’ve swallowed the Athena Parthenos in one bite.

 Hazel watched as it snapped off half a dozen oars.

 “Stop that!” Leo wailed.

 Coach Hedge clambered around the turtle’s shell, whacking at it uselessly with his baseball bat and yelling, “Take that! And that!”

 Jason flew from the stern and landed on the creature’s head. He stabbed his golden sword straight between its eyes, but the blade slipped sideways, as if the turtle’s skin were greased steel. Frank shot arrows at the monster’s eyes with no success. The turtle’s filmy inner eyelids blinked with uncanny precision, deflecting each shot. Piper shot cantaloupes into the water, yelling, “Fetch, ya stupid turtle!” But the turtle seemed fixated on eating the Argo II.

 “How did it get so close?” Hazel demanded.

 Leo threw his hands up in exasperation. “Must be that shell. Guess it’s invisible to sonar. It’s a freaking stealth turtle!”

 “Can the ship fly?” Piper asked.

 “With half our oars broken off?” Leo punched some buttons and spun his Archimedes sphere.

 “I’ll have to try something else.”

 “There!” Nico yelled from above. “Can you get us to those straits?”

 Hazel looked where he was pointing. About half a mile to the east, a long strip of land ran parallel to the coastal cliffs. It was hard to be sure from a distance, but the stretch of water between them looked to be only twenty or thirty yards across—possibly wide enough for the Argo II to slip through, but definitely not wide enough for the giant turtle’s shell.

 “Yeah. Yeah.” Leo apparently understood. He turned the Archimedes sphere. “Jason, get away from that thing’s head! I have an idea!”

 Jason was still hacking away at the turtle’s face, but when he heard Leo say I have an idea, he
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 made the only smart choice. He flew away as fast as possible.

 “Coach, come on!” Jason said.

 “No, I got this!” Hedge said, but Jason grabbed him around the waist and took off. Unfortunately, the coach struggled so much that Jason’s sword fell out of his hand and splashed into the sea.

 “Coach!” Jason complained.

 “What?” Hedge said. “I was softening him up!”

 The turtle head-butted the hull, almost tossing the whole crew off the port side. Hazel heard a cracking sound, like the keel had splintered.

 “Just another minute,” Leo said, his hands flying over the console.

 “We might not be here in another minute!” Frank fired his last arrow.

 Piper yelled at the turtle, “Go away!”

 For a moment, it actually worked. The turtle turned from the ship and dipped its head underwater. But then it came right back and rammed them even harder.

 Jason and Coach Hedge landed on the deck.

 “You all right?” Piper asked.

 “Fine,” Jason muttered. “Without a weapon, but fine.”

 “Fire in the shell!” Leo cried, spinning his Wii controller.

 Hazel thought the stern had exploded. Jets of fire blasted out behind them, washing over the turtle’s head. The ship shot forward and threw Hazel to the deck again.

 She hauled herself up and saw that the ship was bouncing over the waves at incredible speed, trailing fire like a rocket. The turtle was already a hundred yards behind them, its head charred and smoking.

 The monster bellowed in frustration and started after them, its paddle feet scooping through the water with such power that it actually started to gain on them. The entrance to the straits was still a quarter mile ahead.

 “A distraction,” Leo muttered. “We’ll never make it unless we get a distraction.”

 “A distraction,” Hazel repeated.

 She concentrated and thought: Avion!

 She had no idea whether it would work. But instantly, Hazel spotted something on the horizon— a flash of light and steam. It streaked across the surface of the Adriatic. In a heartbeat, Arion stood on the quarterdeck.

 Gods of Olympus, Hazel thought. I love this horse.

 Arion snorted as if to say, Of course you do. You ’re not stupid.

 Hazel climbed on his back. “Piper, I could use that charmspeak of yours.”

 “Once upon a time, I liked turtles,” Piper muttered, accepting a hand up. “Not anymore!”

 Hazel spurred Arion. He leaped over the side of the boat, hitting the water at a full gallop.

 The turtle was a fast swimmer, but it couldn’t match Arion’s speed. Hazel and Piper zipped around the monster’s head, Hazel slicing with her sword, Piper shouting random commands like, “Dive! Turn left! Look behind you!”
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 The sword did no damage. Each command only worked for a moment, but they were making the turtle very annoyed. Arion whinnied derisively as the turtle snapped at him, only to get a mouthful of horse vapor.

 Soon the monster had completely forgotten the Argo II. Hazel kept stabbing at its head. Piper kept yelling commands and using her cornucopia to bounce coconuts and roasted chickens off the turtle’s eyeballs.

 As soon as the Argo II had passed into the straits, Arion broke off his harassment. They sped after the ship, and a moment later were back on deck.

 The rocket fire had extinguished, though smoking bronze exhaust vents still jutted from the stern. The Argo II limped forward under sail power, but their plan had paid off. They were safely harbored in the narrow waters, with a long, rocky island to starboard and the sheer white cliffs of the mainland to port. The turtle stopped at the entrance to the straits and glared at them balefiilly, but it made no attempt to follow. Its shell was obviously much too wide.

 Hazel dismounted and got a big hug from Frank. “Nice work out there!” he said.

 Her face flushed. “Thanks.”

 Piper slid down next to her. “Leo, since when do we have jet propulsion?”

 “Aw, you know...” Leo tried to look modest and failed. “Just a little something I whipped up in my spare time. Wish I could give you more than a few seconds of burn, but at least it got us out of there.”

 “And roasted the turtle’s head,” Jason said appreciatively. “So what now?”

 “Kill it!” Coach said. “You even have to ask? We got enough distance. We got ballistae. Lock and load, demigods!”

 Jason frowned. “Coach, first of all, you made me lose my sword.”

 “Hey! I didn’t ask for an evac!”

 “Second, I don’t think the ballistae will do any good. That shell is like Nemean Lion skin. Its head isn’t any softer.”

 “So we chuck one right down its throat,” Coach said, “like you guys did with that shrimp monster thing in the Atlantic. Light it up from the inside.”

 Frank scratched his head. “Might work. But then you’ve got a five-million-kilo turtle carcass blocking the entrance to the straits. If we can’t fly with the oars broken, how do we get the ship out?”

 “You wait and fix the oars!” Coach said. “Or just sail the other direction, you big galoot.”

 Frank looked confused. “What’s a galoot?”

 “Guys!” Nico called down from the mast. “About sailing the other direction? I don’t think that’s going to work.”

 He pointed past the prow.

 A quarter mile ahead of them, the long rocky strip of land curved in and met the cliffs. The channel ended in a narrow V.

 “We’re not in a strait,” Jason said. “We’re in a dead end.”

 Hazel got a cold feeling in her fingers and toes. On the port rail, Gale the weasel sat up on her haunches, staring at Hazel expectantly.
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 “This is a trap,” Hazel said.

 The others looked at her.

 “Nah, it’s fine,” Leo said. “Worse that happens, we make repairs. Might take overnight, but I can get the ship flying again.”

 At the mouth of the inlet, the turtle roared. It didn’t appear interested in leaving.

 “Well...” Piper shrugged. “At least the turtle can’t get us. We’re safe here.”

 That was something no demigod should ever say. The words had barely left Piper’s mouth when an arrow sank into the mainmast, six inches from her face.

 The crew scattered for cover, except for Piper, who stood frozen in place, gaping at the arrow that had almost pierced her nose the hard way.

 “Piper, duck!” Jason whispered harshly.

 But no other missiles rained down.

 Frank studied the angle of the bolt in the mast and pointed toward the top of the cliffs.

 “Up there,” he said. “Single shooter. See him?”

 The sun was in her eyes, but Hazel spotted a tiny figure standing at the top of the ledge. His bronze armor glinted.

 “Who the heck is he?” Leo demanded. “Why is he firing at us?”

 “Guys?” Piper’s voice was thin and watery. “There’s a note.”

 Hazel hadn’t seen it before, but a parchment scroll was tied to the arrow shaft. She wasn’t sure why, but that made her angry. She stormed over and untied it.

 “Uh, Hazel?” Leo said. “You sure that’s safe?”

 She read the note out loud. “First line: Stand and deliver .”

 “What does that mean?” Coach Hedge complained. “We are standing. Well, crouching, anyway. And if that guy is expecting a pizza delivery, forget it!”

 “There’s more,” Hazel said. “This is a robbery. Send two of your party to the top of the cliff with all your valuables. No more than two. Leave the magic horse. No flying. No tricks. Just climb. ”

 “Climb what?” Piper asked.

 Nico pointed. “There.”

 A narrow set of steps was carved into the cliff, leading to the top. The turtle, the dead-end channel, the cliff.. .Hazel got the feeling this was not the first time the letter writer had ambushed a ship here.

 She cleared her throat and kept reading aloud: “I do mean all your valuables. Otherwise my turtle and I will destroy you. You have five minutes. ”

 “Use the catapults!” cried the coach.

 “P.S., ” Hazel read, “Don’t even think about using your catapults. ”

 “Curse it!” said the coach. “This guy is good.”

 “Is the note signed?” Nico asked.
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 Hazel shook her head. She’d heard a story back at Camp Jupiter, something about a robber who worked with a giant turtle; but as usual, as soon as she needed the information, it sat annoyingly in the back of her memory, just out of reach.

 The weasel Gale watched her, waiting to see what she would do.

 The test hasn’t happened yet, Hazel thought.

 Distracting the turtle hadn’t been enough. Hazel hadn’t proven anything about how she could manipulate the Mist.. .mostly because she couldn ’t manipulate the Mist.

 Leo studied the cliff top and muttered under his breath. “That’s not a good trajectory. Even if I could arm the catapult before that guy pincushioned us with arrows, I don’t think I could make the shot. That’s hundreds of feet, almost straight up.”

 “Yeah,” Frank grumbled. “My bow is useless too. He’s got a huge advantage, being above us like that. I couldn’t reach him.”

 “And, um...” Piper nudged the arrow that was stuck in the mast. “I have a feeling he’s a good shot. I don’t think he meant to hit me. But if he did...”

 She didn’t need to elaborate. Whoever that robber was, he could hit a target from hundreds of feet away. He could shoot them all before they could react.

 “I’ll go,” Hazel said.

 She hated the idea, but she was sure Hecate had set this up as some sort of twisted challenge. This was Hazel’s test —her turn to save the ship. As if she needed confirmation, Gale scampered along the railing and jumped on her shoulder, ready to hitch a ride.

 The others stared at her.

 Frank gripped his bow. “Hazel—”

 “No, listen,” she said, “this robber wants valuables. I can go up there, summon gold, jewels, whatever he wants.”

 Feo raised an eyebrow. “If we pay him off, you think he’ll actually let us go?”

 “We don’t have much choice,” Nico said. “Between that guy and the turtle.

 Jason raised his hand. The others fell silent.

 “I’ll go too,” he said. “The letter says two people. I’ll take Hazel up there and watch her back. Besides, I don’t like the look of those steps. If Hazel falls.. .well, I can use the winds to keep us both from coming down the hard way.”

 Arion whinnied in protest, as if to say, You ’re going without me? You ’re kidding, right?

 “I have to, Arion,” Hazel said. “Jason.. .yes. I think you’re right. It’s the best plan.”

 “Only wish I had my sword.” Jason glared at the coach. “It’s back there at the bottom of the sea, and we don’t have Percy to retrieve it.”

 The name Percy passed over them like a cloud. The mood on deck got even darker.

 Hazel stretched out her arm She didn’t think about it. She just concentrated on the water and called for Imperial gold.

 A stupid idea. The sword was much too far away, probably hundreds of feet underwater. But she felt a quick tug in her fingers, like a bite on a fishing line, and Jason’s blade flew out of the water and into her hand.


 
[image: picture140] 




 “Here,” she said, handing it over.

 Jason’s eyes widened. “How... That was like half a mile!”

 “Fve been practicing,” she said, though it wasn’t true.

 She hoped she hadn’t accidentally cursed Jason’s sword by summoning it, the way she cursed jewels and precious metals.

 Somehow, though, she thought, weapons were different. After all, she’d raised a bunch of Imperial gold equipment from Glacier Bay and distributed it to the Fifth Cohort. That had worked out okay.

 She decided not to worry about it. She felt so angry at Hecate and so tired of being manipulated by the gods that she wasn’t going to let any trifling problems stand in her way. “Now, if there are no other objections, we have a robber to meet.”
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 Hazel liked the great outdoors —but climbing a two-hundred-foot cliff on a stairway without rails, with a bad-tempered weasel on her shoulder? Not so much. Especially when she could have ridden Arion to the top in a matter of seconds.

 Jason walked behind her so he could catch her if she fell. Hazel appreciated that, but it didn’t make the sheer drop any less scary.

 She glanced to her right, which was a mistake. Her foot almost slipped, sending a spray of gravel over the edge. Gale squeaked in alarm.

 “You all right?” Jason asked.

 “Yes.” Hazel’s heart jackhammered at her ribs. “Fine.”

 She had no room to turn and look at him She just had to trust he wouldn’t let her plummet to her death. Since he could fly, he was the only logical backup. Still, she wished it was Frank at her back, or Nico, or Piper, or Feo. Or even.. .well, okay, maybe not Coach Hedge. But still, Hazel couldn’t get a read on Jason Grace.

 Ever since she’d arrived at Camp Jupiter, she’d heard stories about him. The campers spoke with reverence about the son of Jupiter who’d risen from the lowly ranks of the Fifth Cohort to become praetor, led them to victory in the Battle of Mount Tam, then disappeared. Even now, after all the events of the past couple of weeks, Jason seemed more like a legend than a person. She had a hard time warming up to him, with those icy blue eyes and that careful reserve, like he was calculating every word before he said it. Also, she couldn’t forget how he had been ready to write off her brother, Nico, when they’d learned he was a captive in Rome.

 Jason had thought Nico was bait for a trap. He had been right. And maybe, now that Nico was safe, Hazel could see why Jason’s caution was a good idea. Still, she didn’t quite know what to think of the guy. What if they got themselves in trouble at the top of this cliff, and Jason decided that saving
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 Hazel wasn’t in the best interest of the quest?

 She glanced up. She couldn’t see the thief from here, but she sensed he was waiting. Hazel was confident she could produce enough gems and gold to impress even the greediest robber. She wondered if the treasures she summoned would still bring bad luck. She’d never been sure whether that curse had been broken when she had died the first time. This seemed like a good opportunity to find out. Anybody who robbed innocent demigods with a giant turtle deserved a few nasty curses.

 Gale the weasel jumped off her shoulder and scampered ahead. She glanced back and barked eagerly.

 “Going as fast as I can,” Hazel muttered.

 She couldn’t shake the feeling that the weasel was anxious to watch her fail.

 “This, uh, controlling the Mist,” Jason said. “Have you had any luck?”

 “No,” Hazel admitted.

 She didn’t like to think about her failures—the seagull she couldn’t turn into a dragon, Coach Hedge’s baseball bat stubbornly refusing to turn into a hot dog. She just couldn’t make herself believe any of it was possible.

 “You’ll get it,” Jason said.

 His tone surprised her. It wasn’t a throwaway comment just to be nice. He sounded truly convinced. She kept climbing, but she imagined him watching her with those piercing blue eyes, his jaw set with confidence.

 “How can you be sure?” she asked.

 “Just am. I’ve got a good instinct for what people can do—demigods, anyway. Hecate wouldn’t have picked you if she didn’t believe you had power.”

 Maybe that should have made Hazel feel better. It didn’t.

 She had a good instinct for people too. She understood what motivated most of her friends— even her brother, Nico, who wasn’t easy to read.

 But Jason? She didn’t have a clue. Everybody said he was a natural leader. She believed it.

 Here he was, making her feel like a valued member of the team, telling her she was capable of anything. But what was Jason capable of?

 She couldn’t talk to anyone about her doubts. Frank was in awe of the guy. Piper, of course, was head-over-heels. Leo was his best friend. Even Nico seemed to follow his lead without question.

 But Hazel couldn’t forget that Jason had been Hera’s first move in the war against the giants. The Queen of Olympus had dropped Jason into Camp Half-Blood, which had started this entire chain of events to stop Gaea. Why Jason first? Something told Hazel he was the linchpin. Jason would be the final play, too.

 To storm or fire the world must fall. That’s what the prophecy said. As much as Hazel feared fire, she feared storms more. Jason Grace could cause some pretty huge storms.

 She glanced up and saw the rim of the cliff only a few yards above her.

 She reached the top, breathless and sweaty. A long sloping valley marched inland, dotted with scraggly olive trees and limestone boulders. There were no signs of civilization.

 Hazel’s legs trembled from the climb. Gale seemed anxious to explore. The weasel barked and farted and scampered into the nearest bushes. Far below, the Argo II looked like a toy boat in the
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 channel. Hazel didn’t understand how anyone could shoot an arrow accurately from this high up, accounting for the wind and the glare of the sun off the water. At the mouth of the inlet, the massive shape of the turtle’s shell glinted like a burnished coin.

 Jason joined her at the top, looking no worse for the climb.

 He started to say, “Where—”

 “Here!” said a voice.

 Hazel flinched. Only ten feet away, a man had appeared, a bow and quiver over his shoulder and two old-fashioned flintlock dueling pistols in his hands. He wore high leather boots, leather breeches, and a pirate-style shirt. His curly black hair looked like a little kid’s do and his sparkly green eyes were friendly enough, but a red bandana covered the lower half of his face.

 “Welcome!” the bandit cried, pointing his guns at them. “Your money or your life!”

 Hazel was certain that he hadn’t been there a second ago. He’d simply materialized, as if he’d stepped out from behind an invisible curtain.

 “Who are you?” Hazel asked.

 The bandit laughed. “Sciron, of course!”

 “Chiron?” Jason asked. “Like the centaur?”

 The bandit rolled his eyes. “Sky-ron, my friend. Son of Poseidon! Thief extraordinaire! All-around awesome guy! But that’s not important. I’m not seeing any valuables!” he cried, as if this were excellent news. “I guess that means you want to die?”

 “Wait,” Hazel said. “We’ve got valuables. But if we give them up, how can we be sure you’ll let us go?”

 “Oh, they always ask that,” Sciron said. “I promise you, on the River Styx, that as soon as you surrender what I want, I will not shoot you. I will send you right back down that cliff.”

 Hazel gave Jason a wary look. River Styx or no, the way Sciron phrased his promise didn’t reassure her.

 “What if we fought you?” Jason asked. “You can’t attack us and hold our ship hostage at the same—”

 BANG! BANG!

 It happened so fast, Hazel’s brain needed a moment to catch up.

 Smoke curled from the side of Jason’s head. Just above his left ear, a groove cut through his hair like a racing stripe. One of Sciron’s flintlocks was still pointed at his face. The other flintlock was pointed down, over the side of the cliff, as if Sciron’s second shot had been fired at the Argo II.

 Hazel choked from delayed shock. “What did you do?”

 “Oh, don’t worry!” Sciron laughed. “If you could see that far—which you can’t—you’d see a hole in the deck between the shoes of the big young man, the one with the bow.”

 “Frank!”

 Sciron shrugged. “If you say so. That was just a demonstration. I’m afraid it could have been much more serious.”

 He spun his flintlocks. The hammers reset, and Hazel had a feeling the guns had just magically
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 reloaded.

 Sciron waggled his eyebrows at Jason. “So! To answer your question—yes, I can attack you and hold your ship hostage at the same time. Celestial bronze ammunition. Quite deadly to demigods. You two would die first— bang, bang. Then I could take my time picking off your friends on that ship. Target practice is so much more fun with live targets running around screaming!”

 Jason touched the new furrow that the bullet had plowed through his hair. For once, he didn’t look very confident.

 Hazel’s ankles wobbled. Frank was the best shot she knew with a bow, but this bandit Sciron was inhumanly good.

 “You’re a son of Poseidon?” she managed. “I would’ve thought Apollo, the way you shoot.”

 The smile lines deepened around his eyes. “Why, thank you! It’s just from practice, though. The giant turtle—that’s due to my parentage. You can’t go around taming giant turtles without being a son of Poseidon! I could overwhelm your ship with a tidal wave, of course, but it’s terribly difficult work. Not nearly as fun as ambushing and shooting people.”

 Hazel tried to collect her thoughts, stall for time, but it was difficult while staring down the smoking barrels of those flintlocks. “Uh.. .what’s the bandana for?”

 “So no one recognizes me!” Sciron said.

 “But you introduced yourself,” Jason said. “You’re Sciron.”

 The bandit’s eyes widened. “How did you— Oh. Yes, I suppose I did.” He lowered one flintlock and scratched the side of his head with the other. “Terribly sloppy of me. Sorry. I’m afraid I’m a little rusty. Back from the dead, and all that. Let me try again.”

 He leveled his pistols. “Stand and deliver! I am an anonymous bandit, and you do not need to know my name!”

 An anonymous bandit. Something clicked in Hazel’s memory. “Theseus. He killed you once.”

 Sciron’s shoulders slumped. “Now, why did you have to mention him? We were getting along so well!”

 Jason frowned. “Hazel, you know this guy’s story?”

 She nodded, though the details were murky. “Theseus met him on the road to Athens. Sciron would kill his victims by, um...”

 Something about the turtle. Hazel couldn’t remember.

 “Theseus was such a cheater!” Sciron complained. “I don’t want to talk about him. I’m back from the dead now. Gaea promised me I could stay on the coastline and rob all the demigods I wanted, and that’s what I’m going to do! Now.. .where were we?”

 “You were about to let us go,” Hazel ventured.

 “Hmm...” Sciron said. “No, I’m pretty sure that wasn’t it. Ah, right! Money or your life. Where are your valuables? No valuables? Then I’ll have to—”

 “Wait,” Hazel said. “I have our valuables. At least, I can get them.”

 Sciron pointed a flintlock at Jason’s head. “Well, then, my dear, hop to it, or my next shot will cut off more than your friend’s hair!”

 Hazel hardly needed to concentrate. She was so anxious, the ground rumbled beneath her and
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 immediately yielded a bumper crop—precious metals popping to the surface as though the dirt was anxious to expel them.

 She found herself surrounded by a knee-high mound of treasure—Roman denarii, silver drachmas, ancient gold jewelry, glittering diamonds and topaz and rubies—enough to fill several lawn bags.

 Sciron laughed with delight. “How in the world did you do that?”

 Hazel didn’t answer. She thought about all the coins that had appeared at the crossroads with Hecate. Here were even more—centuries’ worth of hidden wealth from every empire that had ever claimed this land—Greek, Roman, Byzantine, and so many others. Those empires were gone, leaving only a barren coastline for Sciron the bandit.

 That thought made her feel small and powerless.

 “Just take the treasure,” she said. “Let us go.”

 Sciron chuckled. “Oh, but I did say all your valuables. I understand you’re holding something very special on that ship.. .a certain ivory-and-gold statue about, say, forty feet tall?”

 The sweat started to dry on Hazel’s neck, sending a shiver down her back.

 Jason stepped forward. Despite the gun pointed at his face, his eyes were as hard as sapphires. “The statue isn’t negotiable.”

 “You’re right, it’s not!” Sciron agreed. “I must have it!”

 “Gaea told you about it,” Hazel guessed. “She ordered you to take it.”

 Sciron shrugged. “Maybe. But she told me I could keep it for myself. Hard to pass up that offer! I don’t intend to die again, my friends. I intend to live a long life as a very wealthy man!”

 “The statue won’t do you any good,” Hazel said. “Not if Gaea destroys the world.”

 The muzzles of Sciron’s pistols wavered. “Pardon?”

 “Gaea is using you,” Hazel said. “If you take that statue, we won’t be able to defeat her. She’s planning on wiping all mortals and demigods off the face of the earth, letting her giants and monsters take over. So where will you spend your gold, Sciron? Assuming Gaea even lets you live.”

 Hazel let that sink in. She figured Sciron would have no trouble believing in double-crosses, being a bandit and all.

 He was silent for a count of ten.

 Finally his smile lines returned.

 “All right!” he said. “I’m not unreasonable. Keep the statue.”

 Jason blinked. “We can go?”

 “Just one more thing,” Sciron said. “I always demand a show of respect. Before I let my victims leave, I insist that they wash my feet.”

 Hazel wasn’t sure she’d heard him right. Then Sciron kicked off his leather boots, one after the other. His bare feet were the most disgusting things Hazel had ever seen.. .and she had seen some very disgusting things.

 They were puffy, wrinkled, and white as dough, as if they’d been soaking in formaldehyde for a few centuries. Tufts of brown hair sprouted from each misshapen toe. His jagged toenails were green and yellow, like a tortoise’s shell.
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 Then the smell hit her. Hazel didn’t know if her father’s Underworld palace had a cafeteria for zombies, but if it did , that cafeteria would smell like Sciron’s feet.

 “So!” Sciron wriggled his disgusting toes. “Who wants the left, and who wants the right?”

 Jason’s face turned almost as white as those feet. “You’ve.. .got to be kidding.”

 “Not at all!” Sciron said. “Wash my feet, and we’re done. I’ll send you back down the cliff. I promise on the River Styx.”

 He made that promise so easily, alarm bells rang in Hazel’s mind. Feet. Send you back down the cliff. Tortoise shell.

 The story came back to her, all the missing pieces fitting into place. She remembered how Sciron killed his victims.

 “Could we have a moment?” Hazel asked the bandit.

 Sciron’s eyes narrowed. “What for?”

 “Well, it’s a big decision,” she said. “Left foot, right foot. We need to discuss.”

 She could tell he was smiling under the mask.

 “Of course,” he said. “I’m so generous, you can have two minutes.”

 Hazel climbed out of her pile of treasure. She led Jason as far away as she dared—about fifty feet down the cliff, which she hoped was out of earshot.

 “Sciron kicks his victims off the cliff,” she whispered.

 Jason scowled. “What?”

 “When you kneel down to wash his feet,” Hazel said. “That’s how he kills you. When you’re off-balance, woozy from the smell of his feet, he’ll kick you over the edge. You’ll fall right into the mouth of his giant turtle.”

 Jason took a moment to digest that, so to speak. He glanced over the cliff, where the turtle’s massive shell glinted just under the water.

 “So we have to fight,” Jason said.

 “Sciron’s too fast,” Hazel said. “He’ll kill us both.”

 “Then I’ll be ready to fly. When he kicks me over, I’ll float hallway down the cliff. Then when he kicks you. I’ll catch you.”

 Hazel shook her head. “If he kicks you hard and fast enough, you’ll be too dazed to fly. And even if you can, Sciron’s got the eyes of a marksman. He’ll watch you fall. If you hover, he’ll just shoot you out of the air.”

 “Then...” Jason clenched his sword hilt. “I hope you have another idea?”

 A few feet away, Gale the weasel appeared from the bushes. She gnashed her teeth and peered at Hazel as if to say, Well? Do you?

 Hazel calmed her nerves, trying to avoid pulling more gold from the ground. She remembered the dream she’d had of her father Pluto’s voice: The dead see what they believe they will see. So do the living. That is the secret.

 She understood what she had to do. She hated the idea worse than she hated that farting weasel, worse than she hated Sciron’s feet.

 “Unfortunately, yes,” Hazel said. “We have to let Sciron win.”


 
[image: picture152] 




 “What?” Jason demanded. Hazel told him the plan.
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 XXVIII

 HAZEL

 “Finally!” Sciron cried. “That was much longer than two minutes!”

 “Sorry,” Jason said. “It was a big decision.. .which foot.”

 Hazel tried to clear her mind and imagine the scene through Sciron’s eyes—what he desired, what he expected.

 That was the key to using the Mist. She couldn’t force someone to see the world her way. She couldn’t make Sciron’s reality appear less believable. But if she showed him what he wanted to see.. .well, she was a child of Pluto. She’d spent decades with the dead, listening to them yearn for past lives that were only half-remembered, distorted by nostalgia.

 The dead saw what they believed they would see. So did the living.

 Pluto was the god of the Underworld, the god of wealth. Maybe those two spheres of influence were more connected than Hazel had realized. There wasn’t much difference between longing and greed.

 If she could summon gold and diamonds, why not summon another kind of treasure—a vision of the world people wanted to see?

 Of course she could be wrong, in which case she and Jason were about to be turtle food.

 She rested her hand on her jacket pocket, where Frank’s magical firewood seemed heavier than usual. She wasn’t just carrying his lifeline now. She was carrying the lives of the entire crew.

 Jason stepped forward, his hands open in surrender. “I’ll go first, Sciron. I’ll wash your left foot.”

 “Excellent choice!” Sciron wriggled his hairy, corpse-like toes. “I may have stepped on something with that foot. It felt a little squishy inside my boot. But I’m sure you’ll clean it properly.”


  



 Jason’s ears reddened. From the tension in his neck, Hazel could tell that he was tempted to drop
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 the charade and attack—one quick slash with his Imperial gold blade. But Hazel knew if he tried, he would fail.

 “Sciron,” she broke in, “do you have water? Soap? How are we supposed to wash—”

 “Like this!” Sciron spun his left flintlock. Suddenly it became a squirt bottle with a rag. He tossed it to Jason.

 Jason squinted at the label. “You want me to wash your feet withg/os's cleaner?”

 “Of course not!” Sciron knit his eyebrows. “It says multi-surface cleanser. My feet definitely qualify as multi-surface. Besides, it’s antibacterial. I need that. Believe me, water won’t do the trick on these babies.”

 Sciron wiggled his toes, and more zombie cafe odor wafted across the cliffs.

 Jason gagged. “Oh, gods, no...”

 Sciron shrugged. “You can always choose what’s in my other hand.” He hefted his right flintlock.

 “He’ll do it,” Hazel said.

 Jason glared at her, but Hazel won the staring contest.

 “Fine,” he muttered.

 “Excellent! Now...” Sciron hopped to the nearest chunk of limestone that was the right size for a footstool. He faced the water and planted his foot, so he looked like some explorer who’d just claimed a new country. “I’ll watch the horizon while you scrub my bunions. It’ll be much more enjoyable.”

 “Yeah,” Jason said. “I bet.”

 Jason knelt in front of the bandit, at the edge of the cliff, where he was an easy target. One kick, and he’d topple over.

 Hazel concentrated. She imagined she was Sciron, the lord of bandits. She was looking down at a pathetic blond-haired kid who was no threat at all—just another defeated demigod about to become his victim.

 In her mind, she saw what would happen. She summoned the Mist, calling it from the depths of the earth the way she did with gold or silver or rubies.

 Jason squirted the cleaning fluid. His eyes watered. He wiped Sciron’s big toe with his rag and turned aside to gag. Hazel could barely watch. When the kick happened, she almost missed it.

 Sciron slammed his foot into Jason’s chest. Jason tumbled backward over the edge, his arms flailing, screaming as he fell. When he was about to hit the water, the turtle rose up and swallowed him in one bite, then sank below the surface.

 Alarm bells sounded on the Argo II. Hazel’s friends scrambled on deck, manning the catapults. Hazel heard Piper wailing all the way from the ship.

 It was so disturbing, Hazel almost lost her focus. She forced her mind to split into two parts— one intensely focused on her task, one playing the role Sciron needed to see.

 She screamed in outrage. “What did you doT

 “Oh, dear...” Sciron sounded sad, but Hazel got the impression he was hiding a grin under his bandana. “That was an accident, I assure you.”
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 “My friends will kill you now!”

 “They can try,” Sciron said. “But in the meantime, I think you have time to wash my other foot! Believe me, my dear. My turtle is full now. He doesn’t want you too. You’ll be quite safe, unless you refuse.”

 He leveled the flintlock pistol at her head.

 She hesitated, letting him see her anguish. She couldn’t agree too easily, or he wouldn’t think she was beaten.

 “Don’t kick me,” she said, half-sobbing.

 His eyes twinkled. This was exactly what he expected. She was broken and helpless. Sciron, the son of Poseidon, had won again.

 Hazel could hardly believe this guy had the same father as Percy Jackson. Then she remembered that Poseidon had a changeable personality, like the sea. Maybe his children reflected that. Percy was a child of Poseidon’s better nature—powerful, but gentle and helpful, the kind of sea that sped ships safely to distant lands. Sciron was a child of Poseidon’s other side—the kind of sea that battered relentlessly at the coastline until it crumbled away, or carried the innocents from shore and let them drown, or smashed ships and killed entire crews without mercy.

 She snatched up the spray bottle Jason had dropped.

 “Sciron,” she growled, “your feet are the least disgusting thing about you.”

 His green eyes hardened. “Just clean.”

 She knelt, trying to ignore the smell. She shuffled to one side, forcing Sciron to adjust his stance, but she imagined that the sea was still at her back. She held that vision in her mind as she shuffled sideways again.

 “Just get on with it!” Sciron said.

 Hazel suppressed a smile. She’d managed to turn Sciron one hundred and eighty degrees, but he still saw the water in front of him, the rolling countryside at his back.

 She started to clean.

 Hazel had done plenty of ugly work before. She’d cleaned the unicorn stables at Camp Jupiter. She’d filled and dug latrines for the legion.

 This is nothing, she told herself. But it was hard not to retch when she looked at Sciron’s toes.

 When the kick came, she flew backward, but she didn’t go far. She landed on her butt in the grass a few yards away.

 Sciron stared at her. “But...”

 Suddenly the world shifted. The illusion melted, leaving Sciron totally confused. The sea was at his back. He’d only succeeded in kicking Hazel away from the ledge.

 He lowered his flintlock. “How—”

 “Stand and deliver,” Hazel told him.

 Jason swooped out of the sky, right over her head, and body-slammed the bandit over the cliff.

 Sciron screamed as he fell, firing his flintlock wildly, but for once hitting nothing. Hazel got to her feet. She reached the cliffs edge in time to see the turtle lunge and snap Sciron out of the air.

 Jason grinned. “Hazel, that was amazing. Seriously... Hazel? Hey, Hazel?”


 
[image: picture157] 




 Hazel collapsed to her knees, suddenly dizzy.

 Distantly, she could hear her friends cheering from the ship below. Jason stood over her, but he was moving in slow motion, his outline blurry, his voice nothing but static.

 Frost crept across the rocks and grass around her. The mound of riches she’d summoned sank back into the earth. The Mist swirled.

 What have I done? she thought in a panic. Something went wrong.

 “No, Hazel,” said a deep voice behind her. “You have done well.”

 She hardly dared to breathe. She’d only heard that voice once before, but she had replayed it in her mind thousands of times.

 She turned and found herself looking up at her father.

 He was dressed in Roman style—his dark hair close-cropped, his pale, angular face cleanshaven. His tunic and toga were of black wool, embroidered with threads of gold. The faces of tormented souls shifted in the fabric. The edge of his toga was lined with the crimson of a senator or a praetor, but the stripe rippled like a river of blood. On Pluto’s ring finger was a massive opal, like a chunk of polished frozen Mist.

 His wedding ring, Hazel thought. But Pluto had never married Hazel’s mother. Gods did not marry mortals. That ring would signify his marriage to Persephone.

 The thought made Hazel so angry, she shook off her dizziness and stood.

 “What do you want?” she demanded.

 She hoped her tone would hurt him—jab him for all the pain he’d caused her. But a faint smile played across his mouth.

 “My daughter,” he said. “I am impressed. You have grown strong.”

 No thanks to you, she wanted to say. She didn’t want to take any pleasure in his compliment, but her eyes still prickled.

 “I thought you major gods were incapacitated,” she managed. “Your Greek and Roman personalities fighting against one another.”

 “We are,” Pluto agreed. “But you invoked me so strongly that you allowed me to appear.. .if only for a moment.”

 “I didn’t invoke you.”

 But even as she said it, she knew it wasn’t true. For the first time, willingly, she’d embraced her lineage as a child of Pluto. She’d tried to understand her father’s powers and use them to the fullest.

 “When you come to my house in Epirus,” Pluto said, “you must be prepared. The dead will not welcome you. And the sorceress Pasiphae—”

 “Pacify?” Hazel asked. Then she realized that must be the woman’s name.

 “She will not be fooled as easily as Sciron.” Pluto’s eyes glittered like volcanic stone. “You succeeded in your first test, but Pasiphae intends to rebuild her domain, which will endanger all demigods. Unless you stop her at the House of Hades...”

 His form flickered. For a moment he was bearded, in Greek robes with a golden laurel wreath in his hair. Around his feet, skeletal hands broke through the earth.

 The god gritted his teeth and scowled.
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 His Roman form stabilized. The skeletal hands dissolved back into the earth.

 “We do not have much time.” He looked like a man who’d just been violently ill. “Know that the Doors of Death are at the lowest level of the Necromanteion. You must make Pasiphae see what she wants to see. You are right. That is the secret to all magic. But it will not be easy when you are in her maze.”

 “What do you mean? What maze?”

 “You will understand,” he promised. “And, Hazel Levesque.. .you will not believe me, but I am proud of your strength. Sometimes.. .sometimes the only way I can care for my children is to keep my distance.”

 Hazel bit back an insult. Pluto was just another deadbeat godly dad making weak excuses. But her heart pounded as she replayed his words: I am proud of your strength.

 “Go to your friends,” Pluto said. “They will be worried. The journey to Epirus still holds many perils.”

 “Wait,” Hazel said.

 Pluto raised an eyebrow.

 “When I met Thanatos,” she said, “you know.. .Death., .he told me I wasn’t on your list of rogue spirits to capture. He said maybe that’s why you were keeping your distance. If you acknowledged me, you’d have to take me back to the Underworld.”

 Pluto waited. “What is your question?”

 “You’re here. Why don’t you take me to the Underworld? Return me to the dead?”

 Pluto’s form started to fade. He smiled, but Hazel couldn’t tell if he was sad or pleased. “Perhaps that is not what / want to see, Hazel. Perhaps I was never here.”


 
[image: picture159] 




 XXIX

 PERCY

 Percy was relieved when the demon grandmothers closed in for the kill.

 Sure, he was terrified. He didn’t like the odds of three against several dozen. But at least he understood fighting. Wandering through the darkness, waiting to be attacked—that had been driving him crazy.

 Besides, he and Annabeth had fought together many times. And now they had a Titan on their

 side.

 “Back off.” Percy jabbed Riptide at the nearest shriveled hag, but she only sneered.

 We are the arai, said that weird voice-over, like the entire forest was speaking. You cannot destroy us.

 Annabeth pressed against his shoulder. “Don’t touch them,” she warned. “They’re the spirits of curses.”

 “Bob doesn’t like curses,” Bob decided. The skeleton kitten Small Bob disappeared inside his coveralls. Smart cat.

 The Titan swept his broom in a wide arc, forcing the spirits back, but they came in again like the

 tide.

 We serve the bitter and the defeated, said the arai. We serve the slain who prayed for vengeance with their final breath. We have many curses to share with you.

 The firewater in Percy’s stomach started crawling up his throat. He wished Tartarus had better beverage options, or maybe a tree that dispensed antacid fruit.

 “I appreciate the offer,” he said. “But my mom told me not to accept curses from strangers.”

 The nearest demon lunged. Her claws extended like bony switchblades. Percy cut her in two, but as soon as she vaporized, the sides of his chest flared with pain. He stumbled back, clamping his hand
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 to his rib cage. His fingers came away wet and red.

 “Percy, you’re bleeding!” Annabeth cried, which was kind of obvious to him at that point. “Oh, gods, on both sides.”

 It was true. The left and right hems of his tattered shirt were sticky with blood, as if a javelin had run him through.

 Or an arrow...

 Queasiness almost knocked him over. Vengeance. A curse from the slain.

 He flashed back to an encounter in Texas two years ago—a fight with a monstrous rancher who could only be killed if each of his three bodies was cut through simultaneously.

 “Geryon,” Percy said. “This is how I killed him...”

 The spirits bared their fangs. More arai leaped from the black trees, flapping their leathery wings.

 Yes, they agreed. Feel the pain you inflicted upon Geryon. So many curses have been leveled at you, Percy Jackson. Which will you die from? Choose, or we will rip you apart!

 Somehow he stayed on his feet. The blood stopped spreading, but he still felt like he had a hot metal curtain rod sticking through his ribs. His sword arm was heavy and weak.

 “I don’t understand,” he muttered.

 Bob’s voice seemed to echo from the end of a long tunnel: “If you kill one, it gives you a curse.”

 “But if we don’t kill them...” Annabeth said.

 “They’ll kill us anyway,” Percy guessed.

 Choose! the arai cried. Will you be crushed like Kampe? Or disintegrated like the young telkhines you slaughtered under Mount St. Helens? You have spread so much death and suffering, Percy Jackson. Let us repay you!

 The winged hags pressed in, their breath sour, their eyes burning with hatred. They looked like Furies, but Percy decided these things were even worse. At least the three Furies were under the control of Hades. These things were wild, and they just kept multiplying.

 If they really embodied the dying curses of every enemy Percy had ever destroyed.. .then Percy was in serious trouble. He’d faced a lot of enemies.

 One of the demons lunged at Annabeth. Instinctively, she dodged. She brought her rock down on the old lady’s head and broke her into dust.

 It wasn’t like Annabeth had a choice. Percy would’ve done the same thing. But instantly Annabeth dropped her rock and cried in alarm.

 “I can’t see!” She touched her face, looking around wildly. Her eyes were pure white.

 Percy ran to her side as the arai cackled.

 Polyphemus cursed you when you tricked him with your invisibility in the Sea of Monsters.

 You called yourself Nobody. He could not see you. Now you will not see your attackers.

 “I’ve got you,” Percy promised. He put his arm around Annabeth, but as the arai advanced, he didn’t know how he could protect either of them.

 A dozen demons leaped from every direction, but Bob yelled, “SWEEP!”

 His broom whooshed over Percy’s head. The entire arai offensive line toppled backward like
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 bowling pins.

 More surged forward. Bob whacked one over the head and speared another, blasting them to dust. The others backed away.

 Percy held his breath, waiting for their Titan friend to be laid low with some terrible curse, but Bob seemed fine—a massive silvery bodyguard keeping death at bay with the world’s most terrifying cleaning implement.

 “Bob, you okay?” Percy asked. “No curses?”

 “No curses for Bob!” Bob agreed.

 The arai snarled and circled, eying the broom The Titan is already cursed. Why should we torture him further? You, Percy Jackson, have already destroyed his memory.

 Bob’s spearhead dipped.

 “Bob, don’t listen to them,” Annabeth said. “They’re evil!”

 Time slowed. Percy wondered if the spirit of Kronos was somewhere nearby, swirling in the darkness, enjoying this moment so much that he wanted it to last forever. Percy felt exactly like he had at twelve years old, battling Ares on that beach in Los Angeles, when the shadow of the Titan lord had first passed over him.

 Bob turned. His wild white hair looked like an exploded halo. “My memory... It was you?”

 Curse him, Titan! the arai urged, their red eyes gleaming. Add to our numbers!

 Percy’s heart pressed against his spine. “Bob, it’s a long story. I didn’t want you to be my enemy. I tried to make you a friend.”

 By stealing your life, the arai said. Leaving you in the palace of Hades to scrub floors!

 Annabeth gripped Percy’s hand. “Which way?” she whispered. “If we have to run?”

 He understood. If Bob wouldn’t protect them, their only chance was to run—but that wasn’t any chance at all.

 “Bob, listen,” he tried again, “the arai want you to get angry. They spawn from bitter thoughts. Don’t give them what they want. We are your friends.”

 Even as he said it, Percy felt like a liar. He’d left Bob in the Underworld and hadn’t given him a thought since. What made them friends? The fact that Percy needed him now? Percy always hated it when the gods used him for their errands. Now Percy was treating Bob the same way.

 You see his face? the arai growled. The boy cannot even convince himself. Did he visit you, after he stole your memory?

 “No,” Bob murmured. His lower lip quivered. “The other one did.”

 Percy’s thoughts moved sluggishly. “The other one?”

 “Nico.” Bob scowled at him, his eyes full of hurt. “Nico visited. Told me about Percy. Said Percy was good. Said he was a friend. That is why Bob helped.”

 “But...” Percy’s voice disintegrated like someone had hit it with a Celestial bronze blade. He’d never felt so low and dishonorable, so unworthy of having a friend.

 The arai attacked, and this time Bob did not stop them
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 XXX

 PERCY

 “Left!” Percy dragged Annabeth, slicing through the arai to clear a path. He probably brought down a dozen curses on himself, but he didn’t feel them right away, so he kept running.

 The pain in his chest flared with every step. He wove between the trees, leading Annabeth at a full sprint despite her blindness.

 Percy realized how much she trusted him to get her out of this. He couldn’t let her down, yet how could he save her? And if she was permanently blind... No. He suppressed a surge of panic. He would figure out how to cure her later. First they had to escape.

 Leathery wings beat the air above them. Angry hissing and the scuttling of clawed feet told him the demons were at their backs.

 As they ran past one of the black trees, he slashed his sword across the trunk. He heard it topple, followed by the satisfying crunch of several dozen arai as they were smashed flat.

 If a tree falls in the forest and crushes a demon, does the tree get cursed?

 Percy slashed down another trunk, then another. It bought them a few seconds, but not enough.

 Suddenly the darkness in front of them became thicker. Percy realized what it meant just in time. He grabbed Annabeth right before they both charged off the side of the cliff.

 “What?” she cried. “What is it?”

 “Cliff,” he gasped. “Big cliff.”

 “Which way, then?”

 Percy couldn’t see how far the cliff dropped. It could be ten feet or a thousand. There was no telling what was at the bottom. They could jump and hope for the best, but he doubted “the best” ever happened in Tartarus.

 So, two options: right or left, following the edge.
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 He was about to choose randomly when a winged demon descended in front of him, hovering over the void on her bat wings, just out of sword reach.

 Did you have a nice walk? asked the collective voice, echoing all around them.

 Percy turned. The ami poured out of the woods, making a crescent around them. One grabbed Annabeth’s arm. Annabeth wailed in rage, judo-flipping the monster and dropping on its neck, putting her whole body weight into an elbow strike that would’ve made any pro wrestler proud.

 The demon dissolved, but when Annabeth got to her feet, she looked stunned and afraid as well as blind.

 “Percy?” she called, panic creeping into her voice.

 “I’m right here.”

 He tried to put his hand on her shoulder, but she wasn’t standing where he thought. He tried again, only to find she was several feet farther away. It was like trying to grab something in a tank of water, with the light shifting the image away.

 “Percy!” Annabeth’s voice cracked. “Why did you leave me?”

 “I didn’t!” He turned on the ami, his arms shaking with anger. “What did you do to her?”

 We did nothing, the demons said. Your beloved has unleashed a special curse—a bitter thought from someone you abandoned. You punished an innocent soul by leaving her in her solitude. Now her most hateful wish has come to pass: Annabeth feels her despair. She, too, will perish alone and abandoned.

 “Percy?” Annabeth spread her arms, trying to find him. The arai backed up, letting her stumble blindly through their ranks.

 “Who did I abandon?” Percy demanded. “I never—”

 Suddenly his stomach felt like it had dropped off the cliff.

 The words rang in his head: An innocent soul. Alone and abandoned. He remembered an island, a cave lit with soft glowing crystals, a dinner table on the beach tended by invisible air spirits.

 “She wouldn’t,” he mumbled. “She’d never curse me.”

 The eyes of the demons blurred together like their voices. Percy’s sides throbbed. The pain in his chest was worse, as if someone were slowly twisting a dagger.

 Annabeth wandered among the demons, desperately calling his name. Percy longed to run to her, but he knew the arai wouldn’t allow it. The only reason they hadn’t killed her yet was that they were enjoying her misery.

 Percy clenched his jaw. He didn’t care how many curses he suffered. He had to keep these leathery old hags focused on him and protect Annabeth as long as he could.

 He yelled in fury and attacked them all.
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 XXXI

 PERCY

 For one exciting minute, Percy felt like he was winning. Riptide cut through the arai as though they were made of powdered sugar. One panicked and ran face-first into a tree. Another screeched and tried to fly away, but Percy sliced off her wings and sent her spiraling into the chasm.

 Each time a demon disintegrated, Percy felt a heavier sense of dread as another curse settled on him. Some were harsh and painful: a stabbing in the gut, a burning sensation like he was being blasted by a blowtorch. Some were subtle: a chill in the blood, an uncontrollable tic in his right eye.

 Seriously, who curses you with their dying breath and says: I hope your eye twitches!

 Percy knew that he’d killed a lot of monsters, but he’d never really thought about it from the monsters’ point of view. Now all their pain and anger and bitterness poured over him, sapping his strength.

 The arai just kept coming. For every one he cut down, six more seemed to appear.

 His sword arm grew tired. His body ached, and his vision blurred. He tried to make his way toward Annabeth, but she was just out of reach, calling his name as she wandered among the demons.

 As Percy blundered toward her, a demon pounced and sank its teeth into his thigh. Percy roared. He sliced the demon to dust, but immediately fell to his knees.

 His mouth burned worse than when he had swallowed the firewater of the Phlegethon. He doubled over, shuddering and retching, as a dozen fiery snakes seemed to work their way down his esophagus.

 You have chosen, said the voice of the arai, the curse of Phineas ...an excellent painful death.

 Percy tried to speak. His tongue felt like it was being microwaved. He remembered the old blind king who had chased harpies through Portland with a WeedWacker. Percy had challenged him to a contest, and the loser had drunk a deadly vial of gorgon’s blood. Percy didn’t remember the old blind man muttering a final curse, but as Phineas dissolved and returned to the Underworld, he probably
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 hadn’t wished Percy a long and happy life.

 After Percy’s victory then, Gaea had warned him: Do not press your luck. When your death comes, I promise it will be much more painful than gorgon’s blood.

 Now he was in Tartarus, dying from gorgon’s blood plus a dozen other agonizing curses, while he watched his girlfriend stumble around, helpless and blind and believing he’d abandoned her. He clutched his sword. His knuckles started to steam. White smoke curled off his forearms.

 I won’t die like this, he thought.

 Not only because it was painful and insultingly lame, but because Annabeth needed him Once he was dead, the demons would turn their attention to her. He couldn’t leave her alone.

 The arai clustered around him, snickering and hissing.

 His head will erupt first, the voice speculated.

 No, the voice answered itself from another direction. He will combust all at once.

 They were placing bets on how he would die.. .what sort of scorch mark he would leave on the ground.

 “Bob,” he croaked. “I need you.”

 A hopeless plea. He could barely hear himself. Why should Bob answer his call twice? The Titan knew the truth now. Percy was no friend.

 He raised his eyes one last time. His surroundings seemed to flicker. The sky boiled and the ground blistered.

 Percy realized that what he saw of Tartarus was only a watered-down version of its true horror —only what his demigod brain could handle. The worst of it was veiled, the same way the Mist veiled monsters from mortal sight. Now as Percy died, he began to see the truth.

 The air was the breath of Tartarus. All these monsters were just blood cells circulating through his body. Everything Percy saw was a dream in the mind of the dark god of the pit.

 This must have been the way Nico had seen Tartarus, and it had almost destroyed his sanity. Nico.. .one of the many people Percy hadn’t treated well enough. He and Annabeth had only made it this far through Tartarus because Nico di Angelo had behaved like Bob’s true friend.

 You see the horror of the pit? the arai said soothingly. Give up, Percy Jackson. Isn’t death better than enduring this place?

 “I’m sorry,” Percy murmured.

 He apologizes! The arai shrieked with delight. He regrets his failed life, his crimes against the children of Tartarus!

 “No,” Percy said. “I’m sorry, Bob. I should’ve been honest with you. Please.. .forgive me. Protect Annabeth.”

 He didn’t expect Bob to hear him or care, but it felt right to clear his conscience. He couldn’t blame anyone else for his troubles. Not the gods. Not Bob. He couldn’t even blame Calypso, the girl he’d left alone on that island. Maybe she’d turned bitter and cursed Percy’s girlfriend out of despair. Still.. .Percy should have followed up with Calypso, made sure the gods sprang her from her exile on Ogygia like they’d promised. He hadn’t treated her any better than he’d treated Bob. He hadn’t even thought much about her, though her moonlace plant still bloomed in his mom’s window box.

 It took all his remaining effort, but he got to his feet. Steam rose from his whole body. His legs
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 shook. His insides churned like a volcano.

 At least Percy could go out fighting. He raised Riptide.

 But before he could strike, all the arai in front of him exploded into dust.
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 XXXII

 PERCY

 Bob seriously knew how to use a broom.

 He slashed back and forth, destroying the demons one after the other while Small Bob the kitten sat on his shoulder, arching his back and hissing.

 In a matter of seconds, the arai were gone. Most had been vaporized. The smart ones had flown off into the darkness, shrieking in terror.

 Percy wanted to thank the Titan, but his voice wouldn’t work. His legs buckled. His ears rang. Through a red glow of pain, he saw Annabeth a few yards away, wandering blindly toward the edge of the cliff.

 “Uh!” Percy grunted.

 Bob followed his gaze. He bounded toward Annabeth and scooped her up. She yelled and kicked, pummeling Bob’s gut, but Bob didn’t seem to care. He carried her over to Percy and put her down gently.

 The Titan touched her forehead. “Owie.”

 Annabeth stopped fighting. Her eyes cleared. “Where— what—?”

 She saw Percy, and a series of expressions flashed across her face—relief, joy, shock, horror. “What’s wrong with him?” she cried. “What happened?”

 She cradled his shoulders and wept into his scalp.

 Percy wanted to tell her it was okay, but of course it wasn’t. He couldn’t even feel his body anymore. His consciousness was like a small helium balloon, loosely tied to the top of his head. It had no weight, no strength. It just kept expanding, getting lighter and lighter. He knew that soon it would either burst or the string would break, and his life would float away.

 Annabeth took his face in her hands. She kissed him and tried to wipe the dust and sweat from

 his eyes.

 Bob loomed over them, his broom planted like a flag. His face was unreadable, luminously white in the dark.

 “Lots of curses,” Bob said. “Percy has done bad things to monsters.”

 “Can you fix him?” Annabeth pleaded. “Like you did with my blindness? Fix Percy !”

 Bob frowned. He picked at the name tag on his uniform like it was a scab.

 Annabeth tried again. “Bob—”

 “Iapetus,” Bob said, his voice a low rumble. “Before Bob. It was Iapetus.”

 The air was absolutely still. Percy felt helpless, barely connected to the world.

 “I like Bob better.” Annabeth’s voice was surprisingly calm. “Which do you like?”

 The Titan regarded her with his pure silver eyes. “I do not know anymore.”

 He crouched next to her and studied Percy. Bob’s face looked haggard and careworn, as if he suddenly felt the weight of all his centuries.

 “I promised,” he murmured. “Nico asked me to help. I do not think Iapetus or Bob likes breaking promises.” He touched Percy’s forehead.

 “Owie,” the Titan murmured. “Very big owie.”

 Percy sank back into his body. The ringing in his ears faded. His vision cleared. He still felt like he had swallowed a deep fryer. His insides bubbled. He could sense that the poison had only been slowed, not removed.

 But he was alive.

 He tried to meet Bob’s eyes, to express his gratitude. His head lolled against his chest.

 “Bob cannot cure this,” Bob said. “Too much poison. Too many curses piled up.”

 Annabeth hugged Percy’s shoulders. He wanted to say: I can feel that now. Ow. Too tight. “Wfrat can we do, Bob?” Ann abeth asked. “Is there water anywhere? Water might heal him.” “No water,” Bob said. “Tartarus is bad.”

 I noticed, Percy wanted to yell.

 At least the Titan called himself Bob. Even if he blamed Percy for taking his memory, maybe he would help Annabeth if Percy didn’t make it.

 “No,” Annabeth insisted. “No, there has to be a way. Something to heal him”

 Bob placed his hand on Percy’s chest. A cold tingle like eucalyptus oil spread across his sternum, but as soon as Bob lifted his hand, the relief stopped. Percy’s lungs felt as hot as lava again.

 “Tartarus kills demigods,” Bob said. “It heals monsters, but you do not belong. Tartarus will not heal Percy. The pit hates your kind.”

 “I don’t care,” Annabeth said. “Even here, there has to be someplace he can rest, some kind of cure he can take. Maybe back at the altar of Hermes, or—”

 In the distance, a deep voice bellowed—a voice that Percy recognized, unfortunately.

 “I SMELL HIM!” roared the giant. “BEWARE, SON OF POSEIDON! I COME FOR YOU!” “Polybotes,” Bob said. “He hates Poseidon and his children. He is very close now.”

 Annabeth struggled to get Percy to his feet. He hated making her work so hard, but he felt like a
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 sack of billiard balls. Even with Annabeth supporting almost all his weight, he could barely stand.

 “Bob, I’m going on, with or without you,” she said. “Will you help?”

 The kitten Small Bob mewed and began to purr, rubbing against Bob’s chin.

 Bob looked at Percy, and Percy wished he could read the Titan’s expression. Was he angry, or just thoughtful? Was he planning revenge, or was he just feeling hurt because Percy had lied about being his friend?

 “There is one place,” Bob said at last. “There is a giant who might know what to do.”

 Annabeth almost dropped Percy. “A giant. Uh, Bob, giants are bad.”

 “One is good,” Bob insisted. “Trust me, and I will take you.. .unless Polybotes and the others catch us first.”
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 JASON

 Jason fell asleep on the job. Which was bad, since he was a thousand feet in the air.

 He should have known better. It was the morning after their encounter with Sciron the bandit, and Jason was on duty, fighting some wild venti who were threatening the ship. When he slashed through the last one, he forgot to hold his breath.

 A stupid mistake. When a wind spirit disintegrates, it creates a vacuum. Unless you’re holding your breath, the air gets sucked right out of your lungs. The pressure in your inner ears drops so fast, you black out.

 That’s what happened to Jason.

 Even worse, he instantly plunged into a dream. In the back of his subconscious, he thought: Really? Now?

 He needed to wake up, or he would die; but he wasn’t able to hold on to that thought. In the dream, he found himself on the roof of a tall building, the nighttime skyline of Manhattan spread around him A cold wind whipped through his clothes.

 A few blocks away, clouds gathered above the Empire State Building—the entrance to Mount Olympus itself. Lightning flashed. The air was metallic with the smell of oncoming rain. The top of the skyscraper was lit up as usual, but the lights seemed to be malfunctioning. They flickered from purple to orange as if the colors were fighting for dominance.

 On the roof of Jason’s building stood his old comrades from Camp Jupiter: an array of demigods in combat armor, their Imperial gold weapons and shields glinting in the dark. He saw Dakota and Nathan, Leila and Marcus. Octavian stood to one side, thin and pale, his eyes red-rimmed from sleeplessness or anger, a string of sacrificial stuffed animals around his waist. His augur’s white robe was draped over a purple T-shirt and cargo pants.

 In the center of the line stood Reyna, her metal dogs Aurum and Argentum at her side. Upon

 seeing her, Jason felt an incredible pang of guilt. He’d let her believe they had a future together. He had never been in love with her, and he hadn’t led her on, exactly.. .but he also hadn’t shut her down.

 He’d disappeared, leaving her to run the camp on her own. (Okay, that hadn’t exactly been Jason’s idea, but still...) Then he had returned to Camp Jupiter with his new girlfriend Piper and a whole bunch of Greek friends in a warship. They’d fired on the Forum and run away, leaving Reyna with a war on her hands.

 In his dream she looked tired. Others might not notice, but he’d worked with her long enough to recognize the weariness in her eyes, the tightness in her shoulders under the straps of her armor. Her dark hair was wet, like she’d taken a hasty shower.

 The Romans stared at the roof-access door as if they were waiting for someone.

 When the door opened, two people emerged. One was a faun—no, Jason thought—a satyr. He’d learned the difference at Camp Half-Blood, and Coach Hedge was always correcting him if he made that mistake. Roman fauns tended to hang around and beg and eat. Satyrs were more helpful, more engaged with demigod affairs. Jason didn’t think he’d seen this particular satyr before, but he was sure the guy was from the Greek side. No faun would look so purposeful walking up to an armed group of Romans in the middle of the night.

 He wore a green Nature Conservancy T-shirt with pictures of endangered whales and tigers and stuff. Nothing covered his shaggy legs and hooves. He had a bushy goatee, curly brown hair tucked into a Rasta-style cap, and a set of reed pipes around his neck. His hands fidgeted with the hem of his shirt, but considering the way he studied the Romans, noting their positions and their weapons, Jason figured this satyr had been in combat before.

 At his side was a redheaded girl Jason recognized from Camp Half-Blood—their oracle, Rachel Elizabeth Dare. She had long frizzy hair, a plain white blouse, and jeans covered with hand-drawn ink designs. She held a blue plastic hairbrush that she tapped nervously against her thigh like a good luck talisman.

 Jason remembered her at the campfire, reciting lines of prophecy that sent Jason, Piper, and Leo on their first quest together. She was a regular mortal teenager—not a demigod—but for reasons Jason never understood, the spirit of Delphi had chosen her as its host.

 The real question: What was she doing with the Romans?

 She stepped forward, her eyes fixed on Reyna. “You got my message.”

 Octavian snorted. “That’s the only reason you made it this far alive, Graecus. I hope you’ve come to discuss surrender terms.”

 “Octavian...” Reyna warned.

 “At least search them!” Octavian protested.

 “No need,” Reyna said, studying Rachel Dare. “Do you bring weapons?”

 Rachel shrugged. “I hit Kronos in the eye with this hairbrush once. Otherwise, no.”

 The Romans didn’t seem to know what to make of that. The mortal didn’t sound like she was kidding.

 “And your friend?” Reyna nodded to the satyr. “I thought you were coming alone.”

 “This is Grover Underwood,” Rachel said. “He’s a leader of the Council.”

 “What counciVT Octavian demanded.
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 “Cloven Elders, man.” Grover’s voice was high and reedy, as if he were terrified, but Jason suspected the satyr had more steel than he let on. “Seriously, don’t you Romans have nature and trees and stuff? I’ve got some news you need to hear. Plus, I’m a card-carrying protector. I’m here to, you know, protect Rachel.”

 Reyna looked like she was trying not to smile. “But no weapons?”

 “Just the pipes.” Grover’s expression became wistful. “Percy always said my cover of ‘Born to be Wild’ should count as a dangerous weapon, but I don’t think it’s that bad.”

 Octavian sneered. “Another friend of Percy Jackson. That’s all / need to hear.”

 Reyna held up her hand for silence. Her gold and silver dogs sniffed the air, but they remained calm and attentive at her side.

 “So far, our guests speak the truth,” Reyna said. “Be warned, Rachel and Grover, if you start to lie, this conversation will not go well for you. Say what you came to say.”

 From her jeans pocket, Rachel dug out a piece of paper like a napkin. “A message. From Annabeth.”

 Jason wasn’t sure he’d heard her right. Annabeth was in Tartarus. She couldn’t send anyone a note on a napkin.

 Maybe I’ve hit the water and died, his subconscious said. This isn ’t a real vision. It’s some sort of after-death hallucination.

 But the dream seemed very real. He could feel the wind sweeping across the roof. He could smell the storm. Fightning flickered over the Empire State Building, making the Romans’ armor flash.

 Reyna took the note. As she read it, her eyebrows crept higher. Her mouth parted in shock. Finally, she looked up at Rachel. “Is this a joke?”

 “I wish,” Rachel said. “They’re really in Tartarus.”

 “But how—”

 “I don’t know,” Rachel said. “The note appeared in the sacrificial fire at our dining pavilion. That’s Annabeth’s handwriting. She asks for you by name.”

 Octavian stirred. “Tartarus? What do you mean?”

 Reyna handed him the letter.

 Octavian muttered as he read: “Rome, Arachne, Athena— Athena ParthenosT He looked around in outrage, as if waiting for someone to contradict what he was reading. “A Greek trick! Greeks are infamous for their tricks!”

 Reyna took back the note. “Why ask this of me?”

 Rachel smiled. “Because Annabeth is wise. She believes you can do this, Reyna Avila Ramirez-Arellano.”

 Jason felt like he’d been slapped. Nobody ever used Reyna’s full name. She hated telling anyone what it was. The only time Jason had ever said it aloud, just trying to pronounce it correctly, she’d given him a murderous look. That was the name of a little girl in San Juan, she told him. I left it behind when I left Puerto Rico.

 Reyna scowled. “How did you—”

 “Uh,” Grover Underwood interrupted. “You mean your initials are RA-RA?”
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 Reyna’s hand drifted toward her dagger.

 “But that’s not important!” the satyr said quickly. “Look, we wouldn’t have risked coming here if we didn’t trust Annabeth’s instincts. A Roman leader returning the most important Greek statue to Camp Half-Blood—she knows that could prevent a war.”

 “This isn’t a trick,” Rachel added. “We’re not lying. Ask your dogs.”

 The metallic greyhounds didn’t react. Reyna stroked Aurum’s head thoughtfully. “The Athena Parthenos.. .so the legend is true.”

 “Reyna!” Octavian cried. “You can’t seriously be considering this! Even if the statue still exists, you see what they’re doing. We’re on the verge of attacking them—destroying the stupid Greeks once and for all—and they concoct this stupid errand to divert your attention. They want to send you to your death!”

 The other Romans muttered, glaring at their visitors. Jason remembered how persuasive Octavian could be, and he was winning the officers to his side.

 Rachel Dare faced the augur. “Octavian, son of Apollo, you should take this more seriously.

 Even Romans respected your father’s Oracle of Delphi.”

 “Ha!” Octavian said. “You’re the Oracle of Delphi? Right. And I’m the Emperor Nero!”

 “At least Nero could play music,” Grover muttered.

 Octavian balled his fists.

 Suddenly the wind shifted. It swirled around the Romans with a hissing sound, like a nest of snakes. Rachel Dare glowed in a green aura, as if hit by a soft emerald spotlight. Then the wind faded and the aura was gone.

 The sneer melted from Octavian’s face. The Romans rustled uneasily.

 “It’s your decision,” Rachel said, as if nothing had happened. “I have no specific prophecy to offer you, but I can see glimpses of the future. I see the Athena Parthenos on Half-Blood Hill. I see her bringing it.” She pointed at Reyna. “Also, Ella has been murmuring lines from your Sibylline Books—”

 “What?” Reyna interrupted. “The Sibylline Books were destroyed centuries ago.”

 “I knew it!” Octavian pounded his fist into his palm. “That harpy they brought back from the quest— Ella. I knew she was spouting prophecies! Now I understand. She—she somehow memorized a copy of the Sibylline Books.”

 Reyna shook her head in disbelief. “How is that possible?”

 “We don’t know,” Rachel admitted. “But, yes, that seems to be the case. Ella has a perfect memory. She loves books. Somewhere, somehow, she read your Roman book of prophecies. Now she’s the only source for them.”

 “Your friends lied,” Octavian said. “They told us the harpy was just muttering gibberish. They stole her!”

 Grover huffed indignantly. “Ella isn’t your property! She’s a free creature. Besides, she wants to be at Camp Half-Blood. She’s dating one of my friends, Tyson.”

 “The Cyclops,” Reyna remembered. “A harpy dating a Cyclops...”

 “That’s not relevant!” Octavian said. “The harpy has valuable Roman prophecies. If the Greeks won’t return her, we should take their Oracle hostage! Guards!”
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 Two centurions advanced, their pila leveled. Grover brought his pipes to his lips, played a quickjig, and their spears turned into Christmas trees. The guards dropped them in surprise.

 “Enough!” Reyna shouted.

 She didn’t often raise her voice. When she did, everyone listened.

 “We’ve strayed from the point,” she said. “Rachel Dare, you’re telling me Annabethis in Tartarus, yet she’s found a way to send this message. She wants me to bring this statue from the ancient lands to your camp.”

 Rachel nodded. “Only a Roman can return it and restore peace.”

 “And why would the Romans want peace,” Reyna asked, “after your ship attacked our city?”

 “You know why,” Rachel said. “To avoid this war. To reconcile the gods’ Greek and Roman sides. We have to work together to defeat Gaea.”

 Octavian stepped forward to speak, but Reyna shot him a withering look.

 “According to Percy Jackson,” Reyna said, “the battle with Gaea will be fought in the ancient lands. In Greece.”

 “That’s where the giants are,” Rachel agreed. “Whatever magic, whatever ritual the giants are planning to wake the Earth Mother, I sense it will happen in Greece. But.. .well, our problems aren’t limited to the ancient lands. That’s why I brought Grover to talk to you.”

 The satyr tugged his goatee. “Yeah.. .see, over the last few months, I’ve been talking to satyrs and nature spirits across the continent. They’re all saying the same thing. Gaea is stirring—I mean, she’s right on the edge of consciousness. She’s whispering in the minds of naiads, trying to turn them. She’s causing earthquakes, uprooting the dryads’ trees. Last week alone, she appeared in human form in a dozen different places, scaring the horns off some of my friends. In Colorado, a giant stone fist rose out of a mountain and swatted some Party Ponies like flies.”

 Reyna frowned. “Party Ponies? ”

 “Long story,” Rachel said. “The point is: Gaea will rise everywhere. She’s already stirring. No place will be safe from the battle. And we know that her first targets are going to be the demigod camps. She wants us destroyed.”

 “Speculation,” Octavian said. “A distraction. The Greeks fear our attack. They’re trying to confuse us. It’s the Trojan Horse all over again!”

 Reyna twisted the silver ring she always wore, with the sword and torch symbols of her mother, Bellona.

 “Marcus,” she said, “bring Scipio from the stables.”

 “Reyna, no!” Octavian protested.

 She faced the Greeks. “I will do this for Annabeth, for the hope of peace between our camps, but do not think I have forgotten the insults to Camp Jupiter. Your ship fired on our city. You declared war —not us. Now, leave.”

 Grover stamped his hoof. “Percy would never—”

 “Grover,” Rachel said, “we should go.”

 Her tone said: Before it’s too late.

 After they had retreated back down the stairs, Octavian wheeled on Reyna. “Are you madP
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 “I am praetor of the legion,” Reyna said. “I judge this to be in the best interest of Rome.”

 “To get yourself killed? To break our oldest laws and travel to the ancient lands? How will you even find their ship, assuming you survive the journey?”

 “I will find them,” Reyna said. “If they are sailing for Greece, I know a place Jason will stop.

 To face the ghosts in the House of Hades, he will need an army. There is only one place where he can find that sort of help.”

 In Jason’s dream, the building seemed to tilt under his feet. He remembered a conversation he’d had with Reyna years ago, a promise they had made to each other. He knew what she was talking about.

 “This is insanity,” Octavian muttered. “We’re already under attack. We must take the offensive! Those hairy dwarfs have been stealing our supplies, sabotaging our scouting parties—you know the Greeks sent them.”

 “Perhaps,” Reyna said. “But you will not launch an attack without my orders. Continue scouting the enemy camp. Secure your positions. Gather all the allies you can, and if you catch those dwarfs, you have my blessing to send them back to Tartarus. But do not attack Camp Half-Blood until I return.”

 Octavian narrowed his eyes. “While you’re gone, the augur is the senior officer. I will be in charge.”

 “I know.” Reyna didn’t sound happy about it. “But you have my orders. You all heard them” She scanned the faces of the centurions, daring them to question her.

 She stormed off, her purple cloak billowing and her dogs at her heels.

 Once she was gone, Octavian turned to the centurions. “Gather all the senior officers. I want a meeting as soon as Reyna has left on her fool’s quest. There will be a few changes in the legion’s plans.”

 One of the centurions opened his mouth to respond, but for some reason he spoke in Piper’s voice: “WAKE UP!”

 Jason’s eyes snapped open, and he saw the ocean’s surface hurtling toward him


 
[image: picture174] 




 XXXIV

 JASON

 Jason survived—barely.

 Later, his friends explained that they hadn’t seen him falling from the sky until the last second. There was no time for Frank to turn into an eagle and catch him; no time to formulate a rescue plan.

 Only Piper’s quick thinking and charmspeak had saved his life. She’d yelled WAKE UP! with so much force that Jason felt like he’d been hit with defibrillator paddles. With a millisecond to spare, he’d summoned the winds and avoided becoming a floating patch of demigod grease on the surface of the Adriatic.

 Back onboard, he had pulled Leo aside and suggested a course correction. Fortunately, Leo trusted him enough not to ask why.

 “Weird vacation spot.” Leo grinned. “But, hey, you’re the boss!”

 Now, sitting with his friends in the mess hall, Jason felt so awake, he doubted he would sleep for a week. His hands were jittery. He couldn’t stop tapping his feet. He guessed that this was how Leo felt all the time, except that Leo had a sense of humor.

 After what Jason had seen in his dream, he didn’t feel much like joking.

 While they ate lunch, Jason reported on his midair vision. His friends were quiet long enough for Coach Hedge to finish a peanut butter and banana sandwich, along with the ceramic plate.

 The ship creaked as it sailed through the Adriatic, its remaining oars still out of alignment from the giant turtle attack. Every once in a while Festus the figurehead creaked and squeaked through the speakers, reporting the autopilot status in that weird machine language that only Leo could understand.

 “A note from Annabeth.” Piper shook her head in amazement. “I don’t see how that’s possible, but if it is—”

 “She’s alive,” Leo said. “Thank the gods and pass the hot sauce.”
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 Frank frowned. “What does that mean?”

 Leo wiped the chip crumbs off his face. “It means pass the hot sauce, Zhang. I’m still hungry.”

 Frank slid over a jar of salsa. “I can’t believe Reyna would try to find us. It’s taboo, coming to the ancient lands. She’ll be stripped of her praetorship.”

 “If she lives,” Hazel said. “It was hard enough for us to make it this far with seven demigods and a warship.”

 “And me.” Coach Hedge belched. “Don’t forget, cupcake, you got the satyr advantage.”

 Jason had to smile. Coach Hedge could be pretty ridiculous, but Jason was glad he’d come along. He thought about the satyr he’d seen in his dream—Grover Underwood. He couldn’t imagine a satyr more different from Coach Hedge, but they both seemed brave in their own way.

 It made Jason wonder about the fauns back at Camp Jupiter—whether they could be like that if the Roman demigods expected more from them Another thing to add to his list....

 His list. He hadn’t realized that he had one until that moment, but ever since leaving Camp Half-Blood, he’d been thinking of ways to make Camp Jupiter more... Greek.

 He had grown up at Camp Jupiter. He’d done well there. But he had always been a little unconventional. He chafed under the rules.

 He had joined the Fifth Cohort because everyone told him not to. They warned him it was the worst unit. So he’d thought, Fine, I’ll make it the best.

 Once he became praetor, he’d campaigned to rename the legion the First Legion rather than the Twelfth Legion, to symbolize a new start for Rome. The idea had almost caused a mutiny. New Rome was all about tradition and legacies; the rules didn’t change easily. Jason had learned to live with that and even rose to the top.

 But now that he had seen both camps, he couldn’t shake the feeling that Camp Half-Blood might have taught him more about himself. If he survived this war with Gaea and returned to Camp Jupiter as a praetor, could he change things for the better?

 That was his duty.

 So why did the idea fill him with dread? He felt guilty about leaving Reyna to rule without him, but still.. .part of him wanted to go back to Camp Half-Blood with Piper and Leo. He guessed that that made him a pretty terrible leader.

 “Jason?” Leo asked. “Argo II to Jason. Come in.”

 He realized his friends were looking at him expectantly. They needed reassurance. Whether or not he made it back to New Rome after the war, Jason had to step up now and act like a praetor.

 “Yeah, sorry.” He touched the groove that Sciron the bandit had cut in his hair. “Crossing the Atlantic is a hard journey, no doubt. But I’d never bet against Reyna. If anyone can make it, she will.”

 Piper circled her spoon through her soup. Jason was still a little nervous about her getting jealous of Reyna, but when she looked up, she gave him a dry smile that seemed more teasing than insecure.

 “Well, I’d love to see Reyna again,” she said. “But how is she supposed to find us?”

 Frank raised his hand. “Can’t you just send her an Iris-message?”

 “They’re not working very well,” Coach Hedge put in. “Horrible reception. Every night, I swear, I could kick that rainbow goddess....”
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 He faltered. His face turned bright red.

 “Coach?” Leo grinned. “Who have you been calling every night, you old goat?”

 “No one!” Hedge snapped. “Nothing! I just meant—”

 “He means we’ve already tried,” Hazel intervened, and the coach gave her a grateful look. “Some magic is interfering.. .maybe Gaea. Contacting the Romans is even harder. I think they’re shielding themselves.”

 Jason looked from Hazel to the coach, wondering what was going on with the satyr, and how Hazel knew about it. Now that Jason thought about it, the coach hadn’t mentioned his cloud nymph girlfriend Mellie in a long time....

 Frank drummed his fingers on the table. “I don’t suppose Reyna has a cell phone...? Nah. Never mind. She’d probably have bad reception on a pegasus flying over the Atlantic.”

 Jason thought about the Argo //’s journey across the ocean, the dozens of encounters that had nearly killed them. Thinking about Reyna making that journey alone—he couldn’t decide whether it was terrifying or awe-inspiring.

 “She’ll find us,” he said. “She mentioned something in the dream—she’s expecting me to go to a certain place on our way to the House of Hades. I—I’d forgotten about it, actually, but she’s right. It’s a place I need to visit.”

 Piper leaned toward him, her caramel braid falling over her shoulder. Her multicolored eyes made it hard for him to think straight.

 “And where is this place?” she asked.

 “A.. .uh, a town called Split.”

 “Split.” She smelled really good—like blooming honeysuckle.

 “Um, yeah.” Jason wondered if Piper was working some sort of Aphrodite magic on him—like maybe every time he mentioned Reyna’s name, she would befuddle him so much he couldn’t think about anything but Piper. He supposed it wasn’t the worst sort of revenge. “In fact, we should be getting close. Leo?”

 Leo punched the intercom button. “How’s it going up there, buddy?”

 Festus the figurehead creaked and steamed.

 “He says maybe ten minutes to the harbor,” Leo reported. “Though I still don’t get why you want to go to Croatia, especially a town called Split. I mean, you name your city Split , you gotta figure it’s a warning to, you know, split. Kind of like naming your city Get Out ?’

 “Wait,” Hazel said. “Why are we going to Croatia?”

 Jason noticed that the others were reluctant to meet her eyes. Since her trick with the Mist against Sciron the bandit, even Jason felt a little nervous around her. He knew that wasn’t fair to Hazel. It was hard enough being a child of Pluto, but she’d pulled off some serious magic on that cliff. And afterward, according to Hazel, Pluto himself had appeared to her. That was something Romans typically called a bad omen.

 Leo pushed his chips and hot sauce aside. “Well, technically we’ve been in Croatian territory for the past day or so. All that coastline we’ve been sailing past is it, but I guess back in the Roman times it was called.. .what’d you say, Jason? Bodacious?”

 “Dalmatia,” Nico said, making Jason jump.
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 Holy Romulus... Jason wished he could put a bell around Nico di Angelo’s neck to remind him the guy was there. Nico had this disturbing habit of standing silently in the corner, blending into the shadows.

 He stepped forward, his dark eyes fixed on Jason. Since they’d rescued him from the bronze jar in Rome, Nico had slept very little and eaten even less, as if he were still subsisting on those emergency pomegranate seeds from the Underworld. He reminded Jason a little too much of a flesheating ghoul he’d once fought in San Bernardino.

 “Croatia used to be Dalmatia,” Nico said. “A major Roman province. You want to visit Diocletian’s Palace, don’t you?”

 Coach Hedge managed another heroic belch. “ Whose palace? And is Dalmatia where those Dalmatian dogs come from? That 101 Dalmatians movie—I still have nightmares.”

 Frank scratched his head. “Why would you have nightmares about that?”

 Coach Hedge looked like he was about to launch into a major speech about the evils of cartoon Dalmatians, but Jason decided he didn’t want to know.

 “Nico is right,” he said. “I need to go to Diocletian’s Palace. It’s where Reyna will go first, because she knows / would go there.”

 Piper raised an eyebrow. “And why would Reyna think that? Because you’ve always had a mad fascination with Croatian culture?”

 Jason stared at his uneaten sandwich. It was hard to talk about his life before Juno wiped his memory. His years at Camp Jupiter seemed made up, like a movie he’d acted in decades before.

 “Reyna and I used to talk about Diocletian,” he said. “We both kind of idolized the guy as a leader. We talked about how we’d like to visit Diocletian’s Palace. Of course we knew that was impossible. No one could travel to the ancient lands. But still, we made this pact that if we ever did, that’s where we’d go.”

 “Diocletian...” Leo considered the name, then shook his head. “I got nothing. Why was he so important?”

 Frank looked offended. “He was the last great pagan emperor!”

 Leo rolled his eyes. “Why am I not surprised you know that, Zhang?”

 “Why wouldn’t I? He was the last one who worshipped the Olympian gods, before Constantine came along and adopted Christianity.”

 Hazel nodded. “I remember something about that. The nuns at St. Agnes taught us that Diocletian was a huge villain, right along with Nero and Caligula.” She looked askance at Jason. “Why would you idolize him?”

 “He wasn’t a total villain,” Jason said. “Yeah, he persecuted Christians, but otherwise he was a good ruler. He worked his way up from nothing by joining the legion. His parents were former slaves.. .or at least his mom was. Demigods know he was a son of Jupiter—the last demigod to rule Rome. He was also the first emperor ever to retire, like, peacefully, and give up his power. He was from Dalmatia, so he moved back there and built a retirement palace. The town of Split grew up around...”

 He faltered when he looked at Leo, who was mimicking taking notes with an air pencil.

 “Go on, Professor Grace!” he said, wide-eyed. “I wanna get an A on the test.”
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 “Shut up, Leo.”

 Piper sipped another spoonful of soup. “So why is Diocletian’s Palace so special?”

 Nico leaned over and plucked a grape. Probably that was the guy’s entire diet for the day. “It’s said to be haunted by the ghost of Diocletian.”

 “Who was a son of Jupiter, like me,” Jason said. “His tomb was destroyed centuries ago, but Reyna and I used to wonder if we could find Diocletian’s ghost and ask where he was buried.. .well, according to the legends, his scepter was buried with him.”

 Nico gave him a thin, creepy smile. “Ah. ..that legend.”

 “What legend?” Hazel asked.

 Nico turned to his sister. “Supposedly Diocletian’s scepter could summon the ghosts of the Roman legions, any of them who worshipped the old gods.”

 Leo whistled. “Okay, now I’m interested. Be nice to have a booty-kicking army of pagan zombies on our side when we enter the House of Hades.”

 “Not sure I would’ve put it that way,” Jason muttered, “but yeah.”

 “We don’t have much time,” Frank warned. “It’s already July ninth. We have to get to Epirus, close the Doors of Death—”

 “Which are guarded,” Hazel murmured, “by a smoky giant and a sorceress who wants...” She hesitated. “Well, I’m not sure. But according to Pluto, she plans to ‘rebuild her domain.’ Whatever that means, it’s bad enough that my dad felt like warning me personally.”

 Frank grunted. “And if we survive all that, we still have to find out where the giants are waking Gaea and get there before the first of August. Besides, the longer Percy and Annabeth are in Tartarus

 “I know,” Jason said. “We won’t take long in Split. But looking for the scepter is worth a try. While we’re at the palace, I can leave a message for Reyna, letting her know the route we’re taking for Epirus.”

 Nico nodded. “The scepter of Diocletian could make a huge difference. You’ll need my help.”

 Jason tried not to show his discomfort, but his skin prickled at the thought of going anywhere with Nico di Angelo.

 Percy had shared some disturbing stories about Nico. His loyalties weren’t always clear. He spent more time with the dead than the living. Once, he’d lured Percy into a trap in the palace of Hades. Maybe Nico had made up for that by helping the Greeks against the Titans, but still...

 Piper squeezed his hand. “Hey, sounds fun. I’ll go, too.”

 Jason wanted to yell: Thank the gods!

 But Nico shook his head. “You can’t, Piper. It should only be Jason and me. Diocletian’s ghost might appear for a son of Jupiter, but any other demigods would most likely.. .ah, spook him. And I’m the only one who can talk to his spirit. Even Hazel won’t be able to do that.”

 Nico’s eyes held a gleam of challenge. He seemed curious as to whether or not Jason would protest.

 The ship’s bell sounded. Festus creaked and whirred over the loudspeaker.

 “We’ve arrived,” Leo announced. “Time to Split.”
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 Frank groaned. “Can we leave Valdez in Croatia?”

 Jason stood. “Frank, you’re in charge of defending the ship. Leo, you’ve got repairs to do. The rest of you, help out wherever you can. Nico and I...” He faced the son of Hades. “We have a ghost to find.” *
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 JASON

 Jason first saw the angel at the ice cream cart.

 The Argo II had anchored in the bay along with six or seven cruise ships. As usual, the mortals didn’t pay the trireme any attention; but just to be safe, Jason and Nico hopped on a skiff from one of the tourist boats so they would look like part of the crowd when they came ashore.

 At first glance, Split seemed like a cool place. Curving around the harbor was a long esplanade lined with palm trees. At the sidewalk cafes, European teenagers were hanging out, speaking a dozen different languages and enjoying the sunny afternoon. The air smelled of grilled meat and fresh-cut flowers.

 Beyond the main boulevard, the city was a hodgepodge of medieval castle towers, Roman walls, limestone town houses with red-tiled roofs, and modern office buildings all crammed together. In the distance, gray-green hills marched toward a mountain ridge, which made Jason a little nervous. He kept glancing at that rocky escarpment, expecting the face of Gaea to appear in its shadows.

 Nico and he were wandering along the esplanade when Jason spotted the guy with wings buying an ice cream bar from a street cart. The vendor lady looked bored as she counted the guy’s change. Tourists navigated around the angel’s huge wings without a second glance.

 Jason nudged Nico. “Are you seeing this?”

 “Yeah,” Nico agreed. “Maybe we should buy some ice cream.”

 As they made their way toward the street cart, Jason worried that this winged dude might be a son of Boreas the North Wind. At his side, the angel carried the same kind of jagged bronze sword the Boreads had, and Jason’s last encounter with them hadn’t gone so well.

 But this guy seemed more chill than chilly. He wore a red tank top, Bermuda shorts, and huarache sandals. His wings were a combination of russet colors, like a bantam rooster or a lazy sunset. He had a deep tan and black hair almost as curly as Leo’s.
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 “He’s not a returned spirit,” Nico murmured. “Or a creature of the Underworld.”

 “No,” Jason agreed. “I doubt they would eat chocolate-covered ice cream bars.”

 “So what is he?” Nico wondered.

 They got within thirty feet, and the winged dude looked directly at them He smiled, gestured over his shoulder with his ice cream bar, and dissolved into the air.

 Jason couldn’t exactly see him, but he’d had enough experience controlling the wind that he could track the angel’s path—a warm wisp of red and gold zipping across the street, spiraling down the sidewalk, and blowing postcards from the carousels in front of the tourist shops. The wind headed toward the end of the promenade, where a big fortresslike structure loomed.

 “I’mbetting that’s the palace,” Jason said. “Come on.”

 Even after two millennia, Diocletian’s Palace was still impressive. The outer wall was only a pink granite shell, with crumbling columns and arched windows open to the sky, but it was mostly intact, a quarter mile long and seventy or eighty feet tall, dwarfing the modern shops and houses that huddled beneath it. Jason imagined what the palace must have looked like when it was newly built, with Imperial guards walking the ramparts and the golden eagles of Rome glinting on the parapets.

 The wind angel—or whatever he was—whisked in and out of the pink granite windows, then disappeared on the other side. Jason scanned the palace’s facade for an entrance. The only one he saw was several blocks away, with tourists lined up to buy tickets. No time for that.

 “We’ve got to catch him,” Jason said. “Hold on.”

 “But—”

 Jason grabbed Nico and lifted them both into the air.

 Nico made a muffled sound of protest as they soared over the walls and into a courtyard where more tourists were milling around, taking pictures.

 A little kid did a double take when they landed. Then his eyes glazed over and he shook his head, like he was dismissing a juice-box-induced hallucination. No one else paid them any attention.

 On the left side of the courtyard stood a line of columns holding up weathered gray arches. On the right side was a white marble building with rows of tall windows.

 “The peristyle,” Nico said. “This was the entrance to Diocletian’s private residence.” He scowled at Jason. “And please, I don’t like being touched. Don’t ever grab me again.”

 Jason’s shoulder blades tensed. He thought he heard the undertone of a threat, like: unless you want to get a Stygian sword up your nose. “Uh, okay. Sorry. How do you know what this place is called?”

 Nico scanned the atrium. He focused on some steps in the far corner, leading down.

 “I’ve been here before.” His eyes were as dark as his blade. “With my mother and Bianca. A weekend trip from Venice. I was maybe.. .six?”

 “That was when.. .the 1930s?”

 “’Thirty-eight or so,” Nico said absently. “Why do you care? Do you see that winged guy anywhere?”

 “No...” Jason was still trying to wrap his mind around Nico’s past.

 Jason always tried to build a good relationship with the people on his team. He’d learned the
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 hard way that if somebody was going to have your back in a fight, it was better if you found some common ground and trusted each other. But Nico wasn’t easy to figure out. “I just.. .1 can’t imagine how weird that must be, coming from another time.”

 “No, you can 7.” Nico stared at the stone floor. He took a deep breath.

 “Look.. .1 don’t like talking about it. Honestly, I think Hazel has it worse. She remembers more about when she was young. She had to come back from the dead and adjust to the modern world.

 Me.. .me and Bianca, we were stuck at the Lotus Hotel. Time passed so quickly. In a weird way, that made the transition easier.”

 “Percy told me about that place,” Jason said. “Seventy years, but it only felt like a month?”

 Nico clenched his fist until his fingers turned white. “Yeah. I’m sure Percy told you all about

 me.”

 His voice was heavy with bitterness—more than Jason could understand. He knew that Nico had blamed Percy for getting his sister Bianca killed, but they’d supposedly gotten past that, at least according to Percy. Piper had also mentioned a rumor that Nico had a crush on Annabeth. Maybe that was part of it.

 Still... Jason didn’t get why Nico pushed people away, why he never spent much time at either camp, why he preferred the dead to the living. He really didn’t get why Nico had promised to lead the Argo II to Epirus if he hated Percy Jackson so much.

 Nico’s eyes swept the windows above them. “Roman dead are everywhere here... Lares. Lemures. They’re watching. They’re angry.”

 “At us?” Jason’s hand went to his sword.

 “At everything.” Nico pointed to a small stone building on the west end of the courtyard. “That used to be a temple to Jupiter. The Christians changed it to a baptistery. The Roman ghosts don’t like that.”

 Jason stared at the dark doorway.

 He’d never met Jupiter, but he thought of his father as a living person—the guy who’d fallen in love with his mom. Of course he knew his dad was immortal, but somehow the full meaning of that had never really sunk in until now, as he stared at a doorway Romans had walked through, thousands of years ago, to worship his dad. The idea gave Jason a splitting headache.

 “And over there...” Nico pointed east to a hexagonal building ringed with freestanding columns. “That was the mausoleum of the emperor.”

 “But his tomb isn’t there anymore,” Jason guessed.

 “Not for centuries,” Nico said. “When the empire collapsed, the building was turned into a Christian cathedral.”

 Jason swallowed. “So if Diocletian’s ghost is still around here—”

 “He’s probably not happy.”

 The wind rustled, pushing leaves and food wrappers across the peristyle. In the corner of his eye, Jason caught a glimpse of movement—a blur of red and gold.

 When he turned, a single rust-colored feather was settling on the steps that led down.

 “That way.” Jason pointed. “The winged guy. Where do you think those stairs lead?”

 Nico drew his sword. His smile was even more unsettling than his scowl. “Underground,” he
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 said. “My favorite place.”

 Underground was not Jason’s favorite place.

 Ever since his trip beneath Rome with Piper and Percy, fighting those twin giants in the hypogeum under the Colosseum, most of his nightmares were about basements, trapdoors, and large hamster wheels.

 Having Nico along was not reassuring. His Stygian iron blade seemed to make the shadows even gloomier, as if the infernal metal was drawing the light and heat out of the air.

 They crept through a vast cellar with thick support columns holding up a vaulted ceiling. The limestone blocks were so old, they had fused together from centuries of moisture, making the place look almost like a naturally formed cave.

 None of the tourists had ventured down here. Obviously, they were smarter than demigods.

 Jason drew his gladius. They made their way under the low archways, their steps echoing on the stone floor. Barred windows lined the top of one wall, facing the street level, but that just made the cellar feel more claustrophobic. The shafts of sunlight looked like slanted prison bars, swirling with ancient dust.

 Jason passed a support beam, looked to his left, and almost had a heart attack. Staring right at him was a marble bust of Diocletian, his limestone face glowering with disapproval.

 Jason steadied his breathing. This seemed like a good place to leave the note he’d written for Reyna, telling her of their route to Epirus. It was away from the crowds, but he trusted Reyna would find it. She had the instincts of a hunter. He slipped the note between the bust and its pedestal, and stepped back.

 Diocletian’s marble eyes made him jumpy. Jason couldn’t help thinking of Terminus, the talking statue-god back at New Rome. He hoped Diocletian didn’t bark at him or suddenly burst into song.

 “Hello!”

 Before Jason could register that the voice had come from somewhere else, he sliced off the emperor’s head. The bust toppled and shattered against the floor.

 “That wasn’t very nice,” said the voice behind them

 Jason turned. The winged man from the ice cream stand was leaning against a nearby column, casually tossing a small bronze hoop in the air. At his feet sat a wicker picnic basket full of fruit.

 “I mean,” the man said, “what did Diocletian ever do to you?”

 The air swirled around Jason’s feet. The shards of marble gathered into a miniature tornado, spiraled back to the pedestal, and reassembled into a complete bust, the note still tucked underneath.

 “Uh—” Jason lowered his sword. “It was an accident. You startled me.”

 The winged dude chuckled. “Jason Grace, the West Wind has been called many things.. .warm, gentle, life-giving, and devilishly handsome. But I have never been called startling. I leave that crass behavior to my gusty brethren in the north.”


  

 Nico inched backward. “The West Wind? You mean you’re—”

 “Favonius,” Jason realized. “God of the West Wind.”

 Favonius smiled and bowed, obviously pleased to be recognized. “You can call me by my Roman name, certainly, or Zephyros, if you’re Greek. I’m not hung up about it.”
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 Nico looked pretty hung up about it. “Why aren’t your Greek and Roman sides in conflict, like the other gods?”

 “Oh, I have the occasional headache.” Favonius shrugged. “Some mornings I’ll wake up in a Greek chiton when I’m sure I went to sleep in my SPQR pajamas. But mostly the war doesn’t bother me. I’m a minor god, you know—never really been much in the limelight. The to-and-fro battles among you demigods don’t affect me as greatly.”

 “So...” Jason wasn’t quite sure whether to sheathe his sword. “What are you doing here?”

 “Several things!” Favonius said. “Hanging out with my basket of fruit. I always carry a basket of fruit. Would you like a pear?”

 “I’m good. Thanks.”

 “Let’s see.. .earlier I was eating ice cream. Right now I’m tossing this quoit ring.” Favonius spun the bronze hoop on his index finger.

 Jason had no idea what a quoit was, but he tried to stay focused. “I mean why did you appear to us? Why did you lead us to this cellar?”

 “Oh!” Favonius nodded. “The sarcophagus of Diocletian. Yes. This was its final resting place. The Christians moved it out of the mausoleum. Then some barbarians destroyed the coffin. I just wanted to show you”—he spread his hands sadly—“that what you’re looking for isn’t here. My master has taken it.”

 “Your master?” Jason had a flashback to a floating palace above Pikes Peak in Colorado, where he’d visited (and barely survived) the studio of a crazy weatherman who claimed he was the god of all the winds. “Please tell me your master isn’t Aeolus.”

 “That airhead?” Favonius snorted. “No, of course not.”

 “He means Eros.” Nico’s voice turned edgy. “Cupid, in Latin.”

 Favonius smiled. “Very good, Nico di Angelo. I’m glad to see you again, by the way. It’s been a long time.”

 Nico knit his eyebrows. “I’ve never met you.”

 “You’ve never seen me,” the god corrected. “But I’ve been watching you. When you came here as a small boy, and several times since. I knew eventually you would return to look upon my master’s face.”

 Nico turned even paler than usual. His eyes darted around the cavernous room as if he was starting to feel trapped.

 “Nico?” Jason said. “What’s he talking about?”

 “I don’t know. Nothing.”

 “Nothing?” Favonius cried. “The one you care for most.. .plunged into Tartarus, and still you will not allow the truth?”

 Suddenly Jason felt like he was eavesdropping.

 The one you care for most.

 He remembered what Piper had told him about Nico’s crush on Annabeth. Apparently Nico’s feelings went way deeper than a simple crush.

 “We’ve only come for Diocletian’s scepter,” Nico said, clearly anxious to change the subject.
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 “Where is it?”

 “Ah..Favonius nodded sadly. “You thought it would be as easy as facing Diocletian’s ghost? I’m afraid not, Nico. Your trials will be much more difficult. You know, long before this was Diocletian’s Palace, it was the gateway to my master’s court. I’ve dwelt here for eons, bringing those who sought love into the presence of Cupid.”

 Jason didn’t like the mention of difficult trials. He didn’t trust this weird god with the hoop and the wings and the basket of fruit. But an old story surfaced in his mind—something he’d heard at Camp Jupiter. “Like Psyche, Cupid’s wife. You carried her to his palace.”

 Favonius’s eyes twinkled. “Very good, Jason Grace. From this exact spot, I carried Psyche on the winds and brought her to the chambers of my master. In fact, that is why Diocletian built his palace here. This place has always been graced by the gentle West Wind.” He spread his arms. “It is a spot of tranquility and love in a turbulent world. When Diocletian’s Palace was ransacked—”

 “You took the scepter,” Jason guessed.

 “For safekeeping,” Favonius agreed. “It is one of Cupid’s many treasures, a reminder of better times. If you want it...” Favonius turned to Nico. “You must face the god of love.”

 Nico stared at the sunlight coming through the windows, as if wishing he could escape through those narrow openings.

 Jason wasn’t sure what Favonius wanted, but if facing the god of love meant forcing Nico into some sort of confession about which girl he liked, that didn’t seem so bad.

 “Nico, you can do this,” Jason said. “It might be embarrassing, but it’s for the scepter.”

 Nico didn’t look convinced. In fact he looked like he was going to be sick. But he squared his shoulders and nodded. “You’re right. I—I’m not afraid of a love god.”

 Favonius beamed. “Excellent! Would you like a snack before you go?” He plucked a green apple from his basket and frowned at it. “Oh, bluster. I keep forgetting my symbol is a basket of unripe fruit. Why doesn’t the spring wind get more credit? Summer has all the fun.”

 “That’s okay,” Nico said quickly. “Just take us to Cupid.”

 Favonius spun the hoop on his finger, and Jason’s body dissolved into air.
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 XXXVI

 JASON

 Jason had ridden the wind many times. Being the wind was not the same.

 He felt out of control, his thoughts scattered, no boundaries between his body and the rest of the world. He wondered if this was how monsters felt when they were defeated—bursting into dust, helpless and formless.

 Jason could sense Nico’s presence nearby. The West Wind carried them into the sky above Split. Together they raced over the hills, past Roman aqueducts, highways, and vineyards. As they approached the mountains, Jason saw the ruins of a Roman town spread out in a valley below— crumbling walls, square foundations, and cracked roads, all overgrown with grass—so it looked like a giant, mossy game board.

 Favonius set them down in the middle of the ruins, next to a broken column the size of a redwood.

 Jason’s body re-formed. For a moment it felt even worse than being the wind, like he’d suddenly been wrapped in a lead overcoat.

 “Yes, mortal bodies are terribly bulky,” Favonius said, as if reading his thoughts. The wind god settled on a nearby wall with his basket of fruit and spread his russet wings in the sun. “Honestly, I don’t know how you stand it, day in and day out.”

 Jason scanned their surroundings. The town must have been huge once. He could make out the shells of temples and bathhouses, a half-buried amphitheater, and empty pedestals that must have once held statues. Rows of columns marched off to nowhere. The old city walls wove in and out of the hillside like stone thread through a green cloth.

 Some areas looked like they’d been excavated, but most of the city just seemed abandoned, as if it had been left to the elements for the last two thousand years.

 “Welcome to Salona,” Favonius said. “Capital of Dalmatia! Birthplace of Diocletian! But before
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 that, long before that, it was the home of Cupid.”

 The name echoed, as if voices were whispering it through the ruins.

 Something about this place seemed even creepier than the palace basement in Split. Jason had never thought much about Cupid. He’d certainly never thought of Cupid as scary. Even for Roman demigods, the name conjured up an image of a silly winged baby with a toy bow and arrow, flying around in his diapers on Valentine’s Day.

 “Oh, he’s not like that,” said Favonius.

 Jason flinched. “You can read my mind?”

 “I don’t need to.” Favonius tossed his bronze hoop in the air. “Everyone has the wrong impression of Cupid.. .until they meet him”

 Nico braced himself against a column, his legs trembling visibly.

 “Hey, man...” Jason stepped toward him, but Nico waved him off.

 At Nico’s feet, the grass turned brown and wilted. The dead patch spread outward, as if poison were seeping from the soles of his shoes.

 “Ah...” Favonius nodded sympathetically. “I don’t blame you for being nervous, Nico di Angelo. Do you know how / ended up serving Cupid?”

 “I don’t serve anyone,” Nico muttered. “Especially not Cupid.”

 Favonius continued as if he hadn’t heard. “I fell in love with a mortal named Hyacinthus. He was quite extraordinary.”

 “He...?” Jason’s brain was still fuzzy from his wind trip, so it took him a second to process that. “Oh...”

 “Yes, Jason Grace.” Favonius arched an eyebrow. “I fell in love with a dude. Does that shock you?”

 Honestly, Jason wasn’t sure. He tried not to think about the details of godly love lives, no matter who they fell in love with. After all, his dad, Jupiter, wasn’t exactly a model of good behavior. Compared to some of the Olympian love scandals he’d heard about, the West Wind falling in love with a mortal guy didn’t seem very shocking. “I guess not. So.. .Cupid struck you with his arrow, and you fell in love.”

 Favonius snorted. “You make it sound so simple. Alas, love is never simple. You see, the god Apollo also liked Hyacinthus. He claimed they were just friends. I don’t know. But one day I came across them together, playing a game of quoits—”

 There was that weird word again. “Quoits?”

 “A game with those hoops,” Nico explained, though his voice was brittle. “Fike horseshoes.”

 “Sort of,” Favonius said. “At any rate, I was jealous. Instead of confronting them and finding out the truth, I shifted the wind and sent a heavy metal ring right at Hyacinthus’s head and.. .well.” The wind god sighed. “As Hyacinthus died, Apollo turned him into a flower, the hyacinth. I’m sure Apollo would’ve taken horrible vengeance on me, but Cupid offered me his protection. I’d done a terrible thing, but I’d been driven mad by love, so he spared me, on the condition that I work for him forever.”

 CUPID.

 The name echoed through the ruins again.
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 “That would be my cue.” Favonius stood. “Think long and hard about how you proceed, Nico di Angelo. You cannot lie to Cupid. If you let your anger rule you.. .well, your fate will be even sadder than mine.”

 Jason felt like his brain was turning back into wind. He didn’t understand what Favonius was talking about, or why Nico seemed so shaken, but he had no time to think about it. The wind god disappeared in a swirl of red and gold. The summer air suddenly felt oppressive. The ground shook, and Jason and Nico drew their swords.

 So.

 The voice rushed past Jason’s ear like a bullet. When he turned, no one was there.

 You come to claim the scepter.

 Nico stood at his back, and for once Jason was glad to have the guy’s company.

 “Cupid,” Jason called, “where are you?”

 The voice laughed. It definitely didn’t sound like a cute baby angel’s. It sounded deep and rich, but also threatening—like a tremor before a major earthquake.

 Where you least expect me, Cupid answered. As Love always is.

 Something slammed into Jason and hurled him across the street. He toppled down a set of steps and sprawled on the floor of an excavated Roman basement.

 I would think you ’d know better, Jason Grace. Cupid’s voice whirled around him. You’ve found true love, after all. Or do you still doubt yourself?

 Nico scrambled down the steps. “You okay?”

 Jason accepted his hand and got to his feet. “Yeah. Just sucker punched.”

 Oh, did you expect me to play fair? Cupid laughed. I am the god of love. I am never fair.

 This time, Jason’s senses were on high alert. He felt the air ripple just as an arrow materialized, racing toward Nico’s chest.

 Jason intercepted it with his sword and deflected it sideways. The arrow exploded against the nearest wall, peppering them with limestone shrapnel.

 They ran up the steps. Jason pulled Nico to one side as another gust of wind toppled a column that would have crushed him flat.

 “Is this guy Love or Death?” Jason growled.

 Ask your friends, Cupid said. Frank, Hazel, and Percy met my counterpart, Thanatos. We are not so different. Except Death is sometimes kinder.

 “We just want the scepter!” Nico shouted. “We’re trying to stop Gaea. Are you on the gods’ side or not?”

 A second arrow hit the ground between Nico’s feet and glowed white-hot. Nico stumbled back as the arrow burst into a geyser of flame.

 Love is on every side, Cupid said. And no one’s side. Don’t ask what Love can do for you.

 “Great,” Jason said. “Now he’s spouting greeting card messages.”

 Movement behind him: Jason spun, slicing his sword through the air. His blade bit into something solid. He heard a grunt and he swung again, but the invisible god was gone. On the paving
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 stones, a trail of golden ichor shimmered—the blood of the gods.

 Very good, Jason, Cupid said. At least you can sense my presence. Even a glancing hit at true love is more than most heroes manage.

 “So now I get the scepter?” Jason asked.

 Cupid laughed. Unfortunately, you could not wield it. Only a child of the Underworld can summon the dead legions. And only an officer of Rome can lead them.

 “But...” Jason wavered. He was an officer. He was praetor. Then he remembered all his second thoughts about where he belonged. In New Rome, he’d offered to give up his position to Percy Jackson. Did that make him unworthy to lead a legion of Roman ghosts?

 He decided to face that problem when the time came.

 “Just leave that to us,” he said. “Nico can summon—”

 The third arrow zipped by Jason’s shoulder. He couldn’t stop it in time. Nico gasped as it sunk into his sword arm.

 “Nico!”

 The son of Hades stumbled. The arrow dissolved, leaving no blood and no visible wound, but Nico’s face was tight with rage and pain.

 “Enough games!” Nico shouted. “Show yourself!”

 It is a costly thing, Cupid said, looking on the true face of Love.

 Another column toppled. Jason scrambled out of its way.

 My wife Psyche learned that lesson, Cupid said. She was brought here eons ago, when this was the site of my palace. We met only in the dark. She was warned never to look upon me, and yet she could not stand the mystery. She feared I was a monster. One night, she lit a candle, and beheld my face as I slept.

 “Were you that ugly?” Jason thought he had zeroed in on Cupid’s voice—at the edge of the amphitheater about twenty yards away—but he wanted to make sure.

 The god laughed. I was too handsome, I’m afraid. A mortal cannot gaze upon the true appearance of a god without suffering consequences. My mother, Aphrodite, cursed Psyche for her distrust. My poor lover was tormented, forced into exile, given horrible tasks to prove her worth. She was even sent to the Underworld on a quest to show her dedication. She earned her way back to my side, but she suffered greatly.

 Now I’ve got you, Jason thought.

 He thrust his sword in the sky and thunder shook the valley. Lightning blasted a crater where the voice had been speaking.

 Silence. Jason was just thinking, Dang, it actually worked, when an invisible force knocked him to the ground. His sword skittered across the road.

 A good try, Cupid said, his voice already distant. But Love cannot be pinned down so easily.

 Next to him, a wall collapsed. Jason barely managed to roll aside.

 “Stop it!” Nico yelled. “It’s me you want. Leave him alone!”

 Jason’s ears rang. He was dizzy from getting smacked around. His mouth tasted like limestone dust. He didn’t understand why Nico would think of himself as the main target, but Cupid seemed to
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 agree.

 Poor Nico di Angelo. The god’s voice was tinged with disappointment. Do you know what you want, much less what I want? My beloved Psyche risked everything in the name of Love. It was the only way to atone for her lack offaith. And you—what have you risked in my name?

 “Fve been to Tartarus and back,” Nico snarled. “You don’t scare me.”

 I scare you very, very much. Face me. Be honest.

 Jason pulled himself up.

 All around Nico, the ground shifted. The grass withered, and the stones cracked as if something was moving in the earth beneath, trying to push its way through.

 “Give us Diocletian’s scepter,” Nico said. “We don’t have time for games.”

 Games? Cupid struck, slapping Nico sideways into a granite pedestal. Love is no game! It is no flowery softness! It is hard work—a quest that never ends. It demands everything from you —especially the truth. Only then does it yield rewards.

 Jason retrieved his sword. If this invisible guy was Love, Jason was beginning to think Love was overrated. He liked Piper’s version better—considerate, kind, and beautiful. Aphrodite he could understand. Cupid seemed more like a thug, an enforcer.

 “Nico,” he called, “what does this guy want from you?”

 Tell him, Nico di Angelo, Cupid said. Tell him you are a coward, afraid of yourself and your feelings. Tell him the real reason you ran from Camp Half-Blood, and why you are always alone.

 Nico let loose a guttural scream. The ground at his feet split open and skeletons crawled forth— dead Romans with missing hands and caved-in skulls, cracked ribs, and jaws unhinged. Some were dressed in the remnants of togas. Others had glinting pieces of armor hanging off their chests.

 Will you hide among the dead, as you always do? Cupid taunted.

 Waves of darkness rolled off the son of Hades. When they hit Jason, he almost lost consciousness—overwhelmed by hatred and fear and shame...

 Images flashed through his mind. He saw Nico and his sister on a snowy cliff in Maine, Percy Jackson protecting them from a manticore. Percy’s sword gleamed in the dark. He’d been the first demigod Nico had ever seen in action.

 Later, at Camp Half-Blood, Percy took Nico by the arm, promising to keep his sister Bianca safe. Nico believed him. Nico looked into his sea-green eyes and thought, How can he possibly fail? This is a real hero. He was Nico’s favorite game, Mythomagic, brought to life.

 Jason saw the moment when Percy returned and told Nico that Bianca was dead. Nico had screamed and called him a liar. He’d felt betrayed, but still.. .when the skeleton warriors attacked, he couldn’t let them harm Percy. Nico had called on the earth to swallow them up, and then he’d run away—terrified of his own powers, and his own emotions.

 Jason saw a dozen more scenes like this from Nico’s point of view.... And they left him stunned, unable to move or speak.

 Meanwhile, Nico’s Roman skeletons surged forward and grappled with something invisible. The god struggled, flinging the dead aside, breaking off ribs and skulls, but the skeletons kept coming, pinning the god’s arms.

 Interesting! Cupid said. Do you have the strength, after all?
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 “I left Camp Half-Blood because of love,” Nico said. “Annabeth.. .she—”

 Still hiding, Cupid said, smashing another skeleton to pieces. You do not have the strength.

 “Nico,” Jason managed to say, “it’s okay. I get it.”

 Nico glanced over, pain and misery washing across his face.

 “No, you don’t,” he said. “There’s no way you can understand.”

 And so you run away again, Cupid chided. From your friends, from yourself

 “I don’t have friends!” Nico yelled. “I left Camp Half-Blood because I don’t belong! I’ll never belong!”

 The skeletons had Cupid pinned now, but the invisible god laughed so cruelly that Jason wanted to summon another bolt of lightning. Unfortunately, he doubted he had the strength.

 “Leave him alone, Cupid,” Jason croaked. “This isn’t...”

 His voice failed. He wanted to say it wasn’t Cupid’s business, but he realized this was exactly Cupid’s business. Something Favonius said kept buzzing in his ears: Are you shocked?

 The story of Psyche finally made sense to him—why a mortal girl would be so afraid. Why she would risk breaking the rules to look the god of love in the face, because she feared he might be a monster.

 Psyche had been right. Cupid was a monster. Love was the most savage monster of all.

 Nico’s voice was like broken glass. “I—I wasn’t in love with Annabeth.”

 “You were jealous of her,” Jason said. “That’s why you didn’t want to be around her. Especially why you didn’t want to be around.. .him It makes total sense.”

 All the fight and denial seemed to go out of Nico at once. The darkness subsided. The Roman dead collapsed into bones and crumbled to dust.

 “I hated myself,” Nico said. “I hated Percy Jackson.”

 Cupid became visible—a lean, muscular young man with snowy white wings, straight black hair, a simple white frock and jeans. The bow and quiver slung over his shoulder were no toys—they were weapons of war. His eyes were as red as blood, as if every Valentine in the world had been squeezed dry, distilled into one poisonous mixture. His face was handsome, but also harsh—as difficult to look at as a spotlight. He watched Nico with satisfaction, as if he’d identified the exact spot for his next arrow to make a clean kill.

 “I had a crush on Percy,” Nico spat. “That’s the truth. That’s the big secret.”

 He glared at Cupid. “Happy now?”

 For the first time, Cupid’s gaze seemed sympathetic. “Oh, I wouldn’t say Love always makes you happy.” His voice sounded smaller, much more human. “Sometimes it makes you incredibly sad. But at least you’ve faced it now. That’s the only way to conquer me.”

 Cupid dissolved into the wind.

 On the ground where he’d stood lay an ivory staff three feet long, topped with a dark globe of polished marble about the size of a baseball, nestled on the backs of three gold Roman eagles. The scepter of Diocletian.

 Nico knelt and picked it up. He regarded Jason, as if waiting for an attack. “If the others found

 out-

 99
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 “If the others found out,” Jason said, “you’d have that many more people to back you up, and to unleash the fury of the gods on anybody who gives you trouble.”

 Nico scowled. Jason still felt the resentment and anger rippling off him.

 “But it’s your call,” Jason added. “Your decision to share or not. I can only tell you—”

 “I don’t feel that way anymore,” Nico muttered. “I mean.. .1 gave up on Percy. I was young and impressionable, and I—I don’t.

 His voice cracked, and Jason could tell the guy was about to get teary-eyed. Whether Nico had really given up on Percy or not, Jason couldn’t imagine what it had been like for Nico all those years, keeping a secret that would’ve been unthinkable to share in the 1940s, denying who he was, feeling completely alone—even more isolated than other demigods.

 “Nico,” he said gently, “I’ve seen a lot of brave things. But what you just did? That was maybe the bravest.”

 Nico looked up uncertainly. “We should get back to the ship.”

 “Yeah. I can fly us—”

 “No,” Nico announced. “This time we’re shadow-traveling. I’ve had enough of the winds for a while.”
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 XXXVII

 ANNABETH

 Losing her sight had been bad enough. Being isolated from Percy had been horrible.

 But now that she could see again, watching him die slowly from gorgon’s blood poison and being unable to do anything about it—that was the worst curse of all.

 Bob slung Percy over his shoulder like a bag of sports equipment while the skeleton kitten Small Bob curled up on Percy’s back and purred. Bob lumbered along at a fast pace, even for a Titan, which made it almost impossible for Annabeth to keep up.

 Her lungs rattled. Her skin had started to blister again. She probably needed another drink of firewater, but they’d left the River Phlegethon behind. Her body was so sore and battered that she’d forgotten what it was like not to be in pain.

 “How much longer?” she wheezed.

 “Almost too long,” Bob called back. “But maybe not.”

 Very helpful, Annabeth thought, but she was too winded to say it.

 The landscape changed again. They were still going downhill, which should have made traveling easier; but the ground sloped at just the wrong angle—too steep to jog, too treacherous to let her guard down even for a moment. The surface was sometimes loose gravel, sometimes patches of slime. Annabeth stepped around random bristles sharp enough to impale her foot, and clusters of.. .well, not rocks exactly. More like warts the size of watermelons. If Annabeth had to guess (and she didn’t want to) she supposed Bob was leading her down the length of Tartarus’s large intestine.

 The air got thicker and stank of sewage. The darkness maybe wasn’t quite as intense, but she could only see Bob because of the glint of his white hair and the point of his spear. She noticed he hadn’t retracted the spearhead on his broom since their fight with the arai. That didn’t reassure her.

 Percy flopped around, causing the kitten to readjust his nest in the small of Percy’s back. Occasionally Percy would groan in pain, and Annabeth felt like a fist was squeezing her heart.
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 She flashed back to her tea party with Piper, Hazel, and Aphrodite in Charleston. Gods, that seemed so long ago. Aphrodite had sighed and waxed nostalgic about the good old days of the Civil War—how love and war always went hand in hand.

 Aphrodite had gestured proudly to Annabeth, using her as an example for the other girls: I once promised to make her love life interesting. And didn ’t I?

 Annabeth had wanted to throttle the goddess of love. She’d had more than her share of interesting. Now Annabeth was holding out for a happy ending. Surely that was possible, no matter what the legends said about tragic heroes. There had to be exceptions, right? If suffering led to reward, then Percy and she deserved the grand prize.

 She thought about Percy’s daydream of New Rome—the two of them settling down there, going to college together. At first, the idea of living among the Romans had appalled her. She had resented them for taking Percy away from her.

 Now she would accept that offer gladly.

 If only they survived this. If only Reyna had gotten her message. If only a million other long shots paid off.

 Stop it, she chided herself.

 She had to concentrate on the present, putting one foot in front of the other, taking this downhill intestinal hike one giant wart at a time.

 Her knees felt warm and wobbly, like wire hangers bent to the point of snapping. Percy groaned and muttered something she couldn’t make out.

 Bob stopped suddenly. “Look.”

 Ahead in the gloom, the terrain leveled out into a black swamp. Sulfur-yellow mist hung in the air. Even without sunlight, there were actual plants—clumps of reeds, scrawny leafless trees, even a few sickly-looking flowers blooming in the muck. Mossy trails wound between bubbling tar pits. Directly in front of Annabeth, sunk into the bog, were footprints the size of trash-can lids, with long, pointed toes.

 Sadly, Annabeth was pretty sure she knew what had made them “Drakon?”

 “Yes.” Bob grinned at her. “That is good!”

 “Uh. ..why?”

 “Because we are close.”

 Bob marched into the swamp.

 Annabeth wanted to scream She hated being at the mercy of a Titan—especially one who was slowly recovering his memory and bringing them to see a “good” giant. She hated forging through a swamp that was obviously the stomping ground of a drakon.

 But Bob had Percy. If she hesitated, she would lose them in the dark. She hurried after him, hopping from moss patch to moss patch and praying to Athena that she didn’t fall in a sinkhole.

 At least the terrain forced Bob to go slower. Once Annabeth caught up, she could walk right behind him and keep an eye on Percy, who was mumbling deliriously, his forehead dangerously hot. Several times he muttered Annabeth, and she fought back a sob. The kitten just purred louder and snuggled up.

 Finally the yellow mist parted, revealing a muddy clearing like an island in the muck. The
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 ground was dotted with stunted trees and wart mounds. In the center loomed a large, domed hut made of bones and greenish leather. Smoke rose from a hole in the top. The entrance was covered with curtains of scaly reptile skin, and flanking the entrance, two torches made from colossal femur bones burned bright yellow.

 What really caught Annabeth’s attention was the drakon skull. Fifty yards into the clearing, about halfway to the hut, a massive oak tree jutted from the ground at a forty-five-degree angle. The jaws of a drakon skull encircled the trunk, as if the oak tree were the dead monster’s tongue.

 “Yes,” Bob murmured. “This is very good.”

 Nothing about this place felt good to Annabeth.

 Before she could protest, Small Bob arched his back and hissed. Behind them, a mighty roar echoed through the swamp—a sound Annabeth had last heard in the Battle of Manhattan.

 She turned and saw the drakon charging toward them.
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 XXXVIII

 ANNABETH

 The most insulting part?

 The drakon was easily the most beautiful thing Annabeth had seen since she had fallen into Tartarus. Its hide was dappled green and yellow, like sunlight through a forest canopy. Its reptilian eyes were Anna beth’s favorite shade of sea green (just like Percy’s). When its frills unfurled around its head, Annabeth couldn’t help but think what a regal and amazing monster it was that was about to kill her.

 It was easily as long as a subway train. Its massive talons dug into the mud as it pulled itself forward, its tail whipping from side to side. The drakon hissed, spitting jets of green poison that smoked on the mossy ground and set tar pits on fire, filling the air with the scent of fresh pine and ginger. The monster even smelled good. Like most drakons, it was wingless, longer, and more snakelike than a dragon, and it looked hungry.

 “Bob,” Annabeth said, “what are we facing here?”

 “Maeonian drakon,” Bob said. “FromMaeonia.”

 More helpful information. Annabeth would’ve smacked Bob upside the head with his own broom if she could lift it. “Any way we can kill it?”

 “Us?” Bob said. “No.”

 The drakon roared as if to accentuate the point, filling the air with more pine-ginger poison, which would have made an excellent car-freshener scent.

 “Get Percy to safety,” Annabeth said. “I’ll distract it.”

 She had no idea how she would do that, but it was her only choice. She couldn’t let Percy die— not if she still had the strength to stand.

 “You don’t have to,” Bob said. “Any minute—

 9?
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 “ROOOOOAAAR!”

 Annabeth turned as the giant emerged from his hut.

 He was about twenty feet tall—typical giant height—with a humanoid upper body, and scaly reptilian legs, like a bipedal dinosaur. He held no weapon. Instead of armor, he wore only a shirt stitched together from sheep hides and green-spotted leather. His skin was cherry red; his beard and hair the color of iron rust, braided with tufts of grass, leaves, and swamp flowers.

 He shouted in challenge, but thankfully he wasn’t looking at Annabeth. Bob pulled her out of the way as the giant stormed toward the drakon.

 They clashed like some sort of weird Christmas combat scene—the red versus the green. The drakon spewed poison. The giant lunged to one side. He grabbed the oak tree and pulled it from the ground, roots and all. The old skull crumbled to dust as the giant hefted the tree like a baseball bat.

 The drakon’s tail lashed around the giant’s waist, dragging him closer to its gnashing teeth. But as soon as the giant was in range, he shoved the tree straight down the monster’s throat.

 Annabeth hoped she never had to see such a gruesome scene again. The tree pierced the drakon’s gullet and impaled it to the ground. The roots began to move, digging deeper as they touched the earth, anchoring the oak until it looked like it had stood in that spot for centuries. The drakon shook and thrashed, but it was pinned fast.

 The giant brought his fist down on the drakon’s neck. CRACK. The monster went limp. It began to dissolve, leaving only scraps of bone, meat, hide, and a new drakon skull whose open jaws ringed the oak tree.

 Bob grunted. “Good one.”

 The kitten purred in agreement and started cleaning his paws.

 The giant kicked at the drakon’s remains, examining them critically. “No good bones,” he complained. “I wanted a new walking stick. Hmpf. Some good skin for the outhouse, though.”

 He ripped some soft hide from the drakon’s frills and tucked it in his belt.

 “Uh...” Annabeth wanted to ask if the giant really used drakon hide for toilet paper, but she decided against it. “Bob, do you want to introduce us?”

 “Annabeth...” Bob patted Percy’s legs. “This is Percy.”

 Annabeth hoped the Titan was just messing with her, though Bob’s face revealed nothing.

 She gritted her teeth. “I meant the giant. You promised he could help.”

 “Promise?” The giant glanced over from his work. His eyes narrowed under his bushy red brows. “A big thing, a promise. Why would Bob promise my help?”

 Bob shifted his weight. Titans were scary, but Annabeth had never seen one next to a giant before. Compared to the drakon-killer, Bob looked downright runty.

 “Damasen is a good giant,” Bob said. “He is peaceful. He can cure poisons.”

 Annabeth watched the giant Damasen, who was now ripping chunks of bloody meat from the drakon carcass with his bare hands.

 “Peaceful,” she said. “Yes, I can see that.”

 “Good meat for dinner.” Damasen stood up straight and studied Annabeth, as if she were another potential source of protein. “Come inside. Wq will have stew. Then we will see about this promise.”
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 XXXIX

 ANNABETH

 Cozy.

 Annabeth never thought she would describe anything in Tartarus that way, but despite the fact that the giant’s hut was as big as a planetarium and constructed of bones, mud, and drakon skin, it definitely felt cozy.

 In the center blazed a bonfire made of pitch and bone; yet the smoke was white and odorless, rising through the hole in the middle of the ceiling. The floor was covered with dry marsh grass and gray wool rugs. At one end lay a massive bed of sheepskins and drakon leather. At the other end, freestanding racks were hung with drying plants, cured leather, and what looked like strips of drakon jerky. The whole place smelled of stew, smoke, basil, and thyme.

 The only thing that worried Annabeth was the flock of sheep huddled in a pen at the back of the hut.

 Annabeth remembered the cave of Polyphemus the Cyclops, who ate demigods and sheep indiscriminately. She wondered if giants had similar tastes.

 Part of her was tempted to run, but Bob had already placed Percy in the giant’s bed, where he nearly disappeared in the wool and leather. Small Bob hopped off Percy and kneaded the blankets, purring so strongly the bed rattled like a Thousand-Finger Massage.

 Damasen plodded to the bonfire. He tossed his drakon meat into a hanging pot that seemed to be made from an old monster skull, then picked up a ladle and began to stir.

 Annabeth didn’t want to be the next ingredient in his stew, but she’d come here for a reason. She took a deep breath and marched up to Damasen. “My friend is dying. Can you cure him or not?”

 Her voice caught on the word friend. Percy was a lot more than that. Even boyfriend really didn’t cover it. They’d been through so much together, at this point Percy was part of her—a sometimes annoying part, sure, but definitely a part she could not live without.
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 Damasen looked down at her, glowering under his bushy red eyebrows. Annabeth had met large scary humanoids before, but Damasen unsettled her in a different way. He didn’t seem hostile. He radiated sorrow and bitterness, as if he were so wrapped up in his own misery that he resented Annabeth for trying to make him focus on anything else.

 “I don’t hear words like those in Tartarus,” the giant grumbled. “Friend. Promise. ”

 Annabeth crossed her arms. “How about gorgon’s bloodl Can you cure that, or did Bob overstate your talents?”

 Angering a twenty-foot-tall drakon slayer probably wasn’t a wise strategy, but Percy was dying. She didn’t have time for diplomacy.

 Damasen scowled at her. “You question my talents? A half-dead mortal straggles into my swamp and questions my talents?”

 “Yep,” she said.

 “Hmph.” Damasen handed Bob the ladle. “Stir.”

 As Bob tended the stew, Damasen perused his drying racks, plucking various leaves and roots. He popped a fistful of plant material into his mouth, chewed it up, then spat it into a clump of wool.

 “Cup of broth,” Damasen ordered.

 Bob ladled some stew juice into a hollow gourd. He handed it to Damasen, who dunked the chewed-up gunk ball and stirred it with his finger.

 “Gorgon’s blood,” he muttered. “Hardly a challenge for my talents.”

 He lumbered to the bedside and propped up Percy with one hand. Small Bob the kitten sniffed the broth and hissed. He scratched the sheets with his paws like he wanted to bury it.

 “You’re going to feed him that ?” Annabeth asked.

 The giant glared at her. “Who is the healer here? You?”

 Annabeth shut her mouth. She watched as the giant made Percy sip the broth. Damasen handled him with surprising gentleness, murmuring words of encouragement that she couldn’t quite catch.

 With each sip, Percy’s color improved. He drained the cup, and his eyes fluttered open. He looked around with a dazed expression, spotted Annabeth, and gave her a drunken grin. “Feel great.”

 His eyes rolled up in his head. He fell back in the bed and began to snore.

 “A few hours of sleep,” Damasen pronounced. “He’ll be good as new.”

 Annabeth sobbed with relief.

 “Thank you,” she said.

 Damasen stared at her mournfully. “Oh, don’t thank me. You’re still doomed. And I require payment for my services.”

 Annabeth’s mouth went dry. “Uh.. .what sort of payment?”

 “A story.” The giant’s eyes glittered. “It gets boring in Tartarus. You can tell me your story while we eat, eh?”

 Annabeth felt uneasy telling a giant about their plans.

 Still, Damasen was a good host. He’d saved Percy. His drakon-meat stew was excellent (especially compared to firewater). His hut was warm and comfortable, and for the first time since
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 plunging into Tartarus, Annabeth felt like she could relax. Which was ironic, since she was having dinner with a Titan and a giant.

 She told Damasen about her life and her adventures with Percy. She explained how Percy had met Bob, wiped his memory in the River Lethe, and left him in the care of Hades.

 “Percy was trying to do something good,” she promised Bob. “He didn’t know Hades would be such a creep.”

 Even to her, it didn’t sound convincing. Hades was always a creep.

 She thought about what the arai had said—how Nico di Angelo had been the only person to visit Bob in the palace of the Underworld. Nico was one of the least outgoing, least friendly demigods Annabeth knew. Yet he’d been kind to Bob. By convincing Bob that Percy was a friend, Nico had inadvertently saved their lives. Annabeth wondered if she would ever figure that guy out.

 Bob washed his bowl with his squirt bottle and rag.

 Damasen made a rolling gesture with his spoon. “Continue your story, Annabeth Chase.”

 She explained about their quest in the Argo II. When she got to the part about stopping Gaea from waking, she faltered. “She’s, um...she’s your mom, right?”

 Damasen scraped his bowl. His face was covered with old poison burns, gouges, and scar tissue, so it looked like the surface of an asteroid.

 “Yes,” he said. “And Tartarus is my father.” He gestured around the hut. “As you can see, I was a disappointment to my parents. They expected.. .more from me.”

 Annabeth couldn’t quite wrap her mind around the fact that she was sharing soup with a twenty-foot-tall lizard-legged man whose parents were Earth and the Pit of Darkness.

 Olympian gods were hard enough to imagine as parents, but at least they resembled humans. The old primordial gods like Gaea and Tartarus... How could you leave home and ever be independent of your parents, when they literally encompassed the entire world?

 “So...” she said. “You don’t mind us fighting your mom?”

 Damasen snorted like a bull. “Best of luck. At present, it’s my father you should worry about. With him opposing you, you have no chance to survive.”

 Suddenly Annabeth didn’t feel so hungry. She put her bowl on the floor. Small Bob came over to check it out.

 “Opposing us how?” she asked.

 “A// of this.” Damasen cracked a drakon bone and used a splinter as a toothpick. “All that you see is the body of Tartarus, or at least one manifestation of it. He knows you are here. He tries to thwart your progress at every step. My brethren hunt you. It is remarkable you have lived this long, even with the help of Iapetus.”

 Bob scowled when he heard his name. “The defeated ones hunt us, yes. They will be close behind now.”

 Damasen spat out his toothpick. “I can obscure your path for a while, long enough for you to rest. I have power in this swamp. But eventually, they will catch you.”

 “My friends must reach the Doors of Death,” Bob said. “That is the way out.”

 “Impossible,” Damasen muttered. “The Doors are too well guarded.”
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 Annabeth sat forward. “But you know where they are?”

 “Of course. All of Tartarus flows down to one place: his heart. The Doors of Death are there.

 But you cannot make it there alive with only Iapetus.”

 “Then come with us,” Annabeth said. “Help us.”

 “HA!”

 Annabeth jumped. In the bed, Percy muttered deliriously in his sleep, “Ha, ha, ha.”

 “Child of Athena,” the giant said, “I am not your friend. I helped mortals once, and you see where it got me.”

 “You helped mortals?” Annabeth knew a lot about Greek legends, but she drew a total blank on the name Damasen. “I—I don’t understand.”

 “Bad story,” Bob explained. “Good giants have bad stories. Damasen was created to oppose Ares.”

 “Yes,” the giant agreed. “Like all my brethren, I was born to answer a certain god. My foe was Ares. But Ares was the god of war. And so, when I was born—”

 “You were his opposite,” Annabeth guessed. “You were peaceful.”

 “Peaceful for a giant, at least.” Damasen sighed. “I wandered the fields of Maeonia, in the land you now call Turkey. I tended my sheep and collected my herbs. It was a good life. But I would not fight the gods. My mother and father cursed me for that. The final insult: One day the Maeonian drakon killed a human shepherd, a friend of mine, so I hunted the creature down and slew it, thrusting a tree straight through its mouth. I used the power of the earth to regrow the tree’s roots, planting the drakon firmly in the ground. I made sure it would terrorize mortals no more. That was a deed Gaea could not forgive.”

 “Because you helped someone?”

 “Yes.” Damasen looked ashamed. “Gaea opened the earth, and I was consumed, exiled here in the belly of my father Tartarus, where all the useless flotsam collects—all the bits of creation he does not care for.” The giant plucked a flower out of his hair and regarded it absently. “They let me live, tending my sheep, collecting my herbs, so I might know the uselessness of the life I chose. Every day —or what passes for day in this lightless place—the Maeonian drakon re-forms and attacks me. Killing it is my endless task.”

 Annabeth gazed around the hut, trying to imagine how many eons Damasen had been exiled here —slaying the drakon, collecting its bones and hide and meat, knowing it would attack again the next day. She could barely imagine surviving a week in Tartarus. Exiling your own son here for centuries —that was beyond cruel.

 “Break the curse,” she blurted out. “Come with us.”

 Damasen chuckled sourly. “As simple as that. Don’t you think I have tried to leave this place? It is impossible. No matter which direction I travel, I end up here again. The swamp is the only thing I know—the only destination I can imagine. No, little demigod. My curse has overtaken me. I have no hope left.”

 “No hope,” Bob echoed.

 “There must be a way.” Annabeth couldn’t stand the expression on the giant’s face. It reminded her of her own father, the few times he’d confessed to her that he still loved Athena. He had looked so
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 sad and defeated, wishing for something he knew was impossible.

 “Bob has a plan to reach the Doors of Death,” she insisted. “He said we could hide in some sort of Death Mist.”

 “Death Mist?” Damasen scowled at Bob. “You would take them to AkhlysT

 “It is the only way,” Bob said.

 “You will die,” Damasen said. “Painfully. In darkness. Akhlys trusts no one and helps no one.”

 Bob looked like he wanted to argue, but he pressed his lips together and remained silent.

 “Is there another way?” Annabeth asked.

 “No,” Damasen said. “The Death Mist.. .that is the best plan. Unfortunately, it is a terrible plan.”

 Annabeth felt like she was hanging over the pit again, unable to pull herself up, unable to maintain her grip—left with no good options.

 “But isn’t it worth trying?” she asked. “You could return to the mortal world. You could see the sun again.”

 Damasen’s eyes were like the sockets of the drakon’s skull—dark and hollow, devoid of hope. He flicked a broken bone into the fire and rose to his full height—a massive red warrior in sheepskin and drakon leather, with dried flowers and herbs in his hair. Annabeth could see how he was the anti-Ares. Ares was the worst god, blustery and violent. Damasen was the best giant, kind and helpful.. .and for that, he’d been cursed to eternal torment.

 “Get some sleep,” the giant said. “I will prepare supplies for your journey. I am sorry, but I cannot do more.”

 Annabeth wanted to argue, but as soon as he said sleep , her body betrayed her, despite her resolution never to sleep in Tartarus again. Her belly was full. The fire made a pleasant crackling sound. The herbs in the air reminded her of the hills around Camp Half-Blood in the summer, when the satyrs and naiads gathered wild plants in the lazy afternoons.

 “Maybe a little sleep,” she agreed.

 Bob scooped her up like a rag doll. She didn’t protest. He set her next to Percy on the giant’s bed, and she closed her eyes.
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 ANNABETH

 Annabeth woke staring at the shadows dancing across the hut’s ceiling. She hadn’t had a single dream. That was so unusual, she wasn’t sure if she’d actually woken up.

 As she lay there, Percy snoring next to her and Small Bob purring on her belly, she heard Bob and Damasen deep in conversation.

 “You haven’t told her,” Damasen said.

 “No,” Bob admitted. “She is already scared.”

 The giant grumbled. “She should be. And if you cannot guide them past Night?”

 Damasen said Night like it was a proper name—an evil name.

 “I have to,” Bob said.

 “Why?” Damasen wondered. “What have the demigods given you? They have erased your old self, everything you were. Titans and giants.. .we are meant to be the foes of the gods and their children. Are we not?”

 “Then why did you heal the boy?”

 Damasen exhaled. “I have been wondering that myself. Perhaps because the girl goaded me, or perhaps.. .1 find these two demigods intriguing. They are resilient to have made it so far. That is admirable. Still, how can we help them any further? It is not our fate.”

 “Perhaps,” Bob said, uncomfortably. “But... do you like our fate?”

 “What a question. Does anyone like his fate?”

 “I liked being Bob,” Bob murmured. “Before I started to remember...”

 “Huh.” There was a shuffling sound, as if Damasen was stuffing a leather bag.

 “Damasen,” the Titan asked, “do you remember the sun?”
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 The shuffling stopped. Annabeth heard the giant exhale through his nostrils. “Yes. It was yellow. When it touched the horizon, it turned the sky beautiful colors.”

 “I miss the sun,” Bob said. “The stars, too. I would like to say hello to the stars again.”

 “Stars...” Damasen said the word as if he’d forgotten its meaning. “Yes. They made silver patterns in the night sky.” He threw something to the floor with a thump. “Bah. This is useless talk.

 We cannot—”

 In the distance, the Maeonian drakon roared.

 Percy sat bolt upright. “What? What—where—what?”

 “It’s okay.” Annabeth took his arm

 When he registered that they were together in a giant’s bed with a skeleton cat, he looked more confused than ever. “That noise.. .where are we?”

 “How much do you remember?” she asked.

 Percy frowned. His eyes seemed alert. All his wounds had vanished. Except for his tattered clothes and a few layers of dirt and grime, he looked as if he’d never fallen into Tartarus.

 “I—the demon grandmothers—and then.. .not much.”

 Damasen loomed over the bed. “There is no time, little mortals. The drakon is returning. I fear its roar will draw the others—my brethren, hunting you. They will be here within minutes.”

 Annabeth’s pulse quickened. “What will you tell them when they get here?”

 Damasen’s mouth twitched. “What is there to tell? Nothing of significance, as long as you are gone.”

 He tossed them two drakon-leather satchels. “Clothes, food, drink.”

 Bob was wearing a similar but larger pack. He leaned on his broom, gazing at Annabeth as if still pondering Damasen’s words: What have the demigods given you? We are meant to be the foes of the gods and their children.

 Suddenly Annabeth was struck by a thought so sharp and clear, it was like a blade from Athena herself.

 “The Prophecy of Seven,” she said.

 Percy had already climbed out of the bed and was shouldering his pack. He frowned at her. “What about it?”

 Annabeth grabbed Damasen’s hand, startling the giant. His brow furrowed. His skin was as rough as sandstone.

 “You have to come with us,” she pleaded. “The prophecy says foes bear arms to the Doors of Death. I thought it meant Romans and Greeks, but that’s not it. The line means us —demigods, a Titan, a giant. We need you to close the Doors!”

 The drakon roared outside, closer this time. Damasen gently pulled his hand away.

 “No, child,” he murmured. “My curse is here. I cannot escape it.”

 “Yes, you can,” Annabeth said. “Don’t fight the drakon. Figure out a way to break the cycle!

 Find another fate.”

 Damasen shook his head. “Even if I could, I cannot leave this swamp. It is the only destination I can picture.”
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 Annabeth’s mind raced. “There is another destination. Look at me! Remember my face. When you’re ready, come find me. We’ll take you to the mortal world with us. You can see the sunlight and stars.”

 The ground shook. The drakon was close now, stomping through the marsh, blasting trees and moss with its poison spray. Farther away, Annabeth heard the voice of the giant Polybotes, urging his followers forward. “THE SEA GOD’S SON! HE IS CLOSE!”

 “Annabeth,” Percy said urgently, “that’s our cue to leave.”

 Damasen took something from his belt. In his massive hand, the white shard looked like another toothpick; but when he offered it to Annabeth, she realized it was a sword—a blade of dragon bone, honed to a deadly edge, with a simple grip of leather.

 “One last gift for the child of Athena,” rumbled the giant. “I cannot have you walking to your death unarmed. Now, go! Before it is too late.”

 Annabeth wanted to sob. She took the sword, but she couldn’t even make herself say thank you. She knew the giant was meant to fight at their side. That was the answer—but Damasen turned away.

 “We must leave,” Bob urged as his kitten climbed onto his shoulder.

 “He’s right, Annabeth,” Percy said.

 They ran for the entrance. Annabeth didn’t look back as she followed Percy and Bob into the swamp, but she heard Damasen behind them, shouting his battle cry at the advancing drakon, his voice cracking with despair as he faced his old enemy yet again.
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 X L I

 PIPER

 Piper didn’t know much about the Mediterranean, but she was pretty sure it wasn’t supposed to freeze in July.

 Two days out to sea from Split, gray clouds swallowed the sky. The waves turned choppy. Cold drizzle sprayed across the deck, forming ice on the rails and the ropes.

 “It’s the scepter,” Nico murmured, hefting the ancient staff. “It has to be.”

 Piper wondered. Ever since Jason and Nico had returned from Diocletian’s Palace, they’d been acting nervous and cagey. Something major had happened there—something Jason wouldn’t share with her.

 It made sense that the scepter might have caused this weather change. The black orb on top seemed to leach the color right out of the air. The golden eagles at its base glinted coldly. The scepter could supposedly control the dead, and it definitely gave off bad vibes. Coach Hedge had taken one look at the thing, turned pale, and announced that he was going to his room to console himself with Chuck Norris videos. (Although Piper suspected that he was actually making Iris-messages back home to his girlfriend Mellie; the coach had been acting very agitated about her lately, though he wouldn’t tell Piper what was going on.)

 So, yes.. .maybe the scepter could cause a freak ice storm. But Piper didn’t think that was it. She feared something else was happening—something even worse.

 “We can’t talk up here,” Jason decided. “Let’s postpone the meeting.”

 They’d all gathered on the quarterdeck to discuss strategy as they got closer to Epirus. Now it was clearly not a good place to hang out. Wind swept frost across the deck. The sea churned beneath them.

 Piper didn’t mind the waves so much. The rocking and pitching reminded her of surfing with her dad off the California coast. But she could tell Hazel wasn’t doing well. The poor girl got seasick
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 even in calm waters. She looked like she was trying to swallow a billiard ball.

 “Need to—” Hazel gagged and pointed below.

 “Yeah, go.” Nico kissed her cheek, which Piper found surprising. He hardly ever made gestures of affection, even to his sister. He seemed to hate physical contact. Kissing Hazel.. .it was almost like he was saying good-bye.

 “I’ll walk you down.” Frank put his arm around Hazel’s waist and helped her to the stairs.

 Piper hoped Hazel would be okay. The last few nights, since that fight with Sciron, they’d had some good talks together. Being the only two girls on board was kind of rough. They’d shared stories, complained about the guys’ gross habits, and shed some tears together about Annabeth. Hazel had told her what it was like to control the Mist, and Piper had been surprised by how much it sounded like using charmspeak. Piper had offered to help her if she could. In return, Hazel had promised to coach her in sword fighting—a skill at which Piper epically sucked. Piper felt like she had a new friend, which was great.. .assuming they lived long enough to enjoy the friendship.

 Nico brushed some ice from his hair. He frowned at the scepter of Diocletian. “I should put this thing away. If it’s really causing the weather, maybe taking it below deck will help...”

 “Sure,” Jason said.

 Nico glanced at Piper and Leo, as if worried what they might say when he was gone. Piper felt his defenses going up, like he was curling into a psychological ball, the way he’d gone into a death trance in that bronze jar.

 Once he headed below, Piper studied Jason’s face. His eyes were frill of concern. What had happened in Croatia?

 Leo pulled a screwdriver from his belt. “So much for the big team meeting. Looks like it’s just us again.”

 Just us again.

 Piper remembered a wintry day in Chicago last December, when the three of them had landed in Millennial Park on their first quest.

 Leo hadn’t changed much since then, except he seemed more comfortable in his role as a child of Hephaestus. He’d always had too much nervous energy. Now he knew how to use it. His hands were constantly in motion, pulling tools from his belt, working controls, tinkering with his beloved Archimedes sphere. Today he’d removed it from the control panel and shut downFestus the figurehead for maintenance—something about rewiring his processor for a motor-control upgrade with the sphere, whatever the heck that meant.

 As for Jason, he looked thinner, taller, and more careworn. His hair had gone from close-cropped Roman style to longer and shaggier. The groove Sciron had shot across the left side of his scalp was interesting too—almost like a rebellious streak. His icy blue eyes looked older, somehow —full of worry and responsibility.

 Piper knew what her friends whispered about Jason—he was too perfect, too straitlaced. If that had ever been true, it wasn’t anymore. He’d been battered on this journey, and not just physically. His hardships hadn’t weakened him, but he’d been weathered and softened like leather—as if he were becoming a more comfortable version of himself.

 And Piper? She could only imagine what Leo and Jason thought when they looked at her. She definitely didn’t feel like the same person she’d been last winter.
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 That first quest to rescue Hera seemed like centuries ago. So much had changed in seven months.. .she wondered how the gods could stand being alive for thousands of years. How much change had they seen? Maybe it wasn’t surprising that the Olympians seemed a little crazy. If Piper had lived through three millennia, she would have gone loopy.

 She gazed into the cold rain. She would have given anything to be back at Camp Half-Blood, where the weather was controlled even in the winter. The images she’d seen in her knife recently... well, they didn’t give her much to look forward to.

 Jason squeezed her shoulder. “Hey, it’ll be fine. We’re close to Epirus now. Another day or so, ifNico’s directions are right.”

 “Yep.” Leo tinkered with his sphere, tapping and nudging one of the jewels on its surface. “By tomorrow morning, we’ll reach the western coast of Greece. Then another hour inland, and bang— House of Hades! I’ma get me the T-shirt!”

 “Yay,” Piper muttered.

 She wasn’t anxious to plunge into the darkness again. She still had nightmares about the nymphaeum and the hypogeum under Rome. In the blade of Katoptris, she’d seen images similar to what Leo and Hazel had described from their dreams—a pale sorceress in a gold dress, her hands weaving golden light in the air like silk on a loom; a giant wrapped in shadows, marching down a long corridor lined with torches. As he passed each one, the flames died. She saw a huge cavern filled with monsters—Cyclopes, Earthborn, and stranger things—surrounding her and her friends, hopelessly outnumbering them.

 Every time she saw those images, a voice in her head kept repeating one line over and over.

 “Guys,” she said, “Eve been thinking about the Prophecy of Seven.”

 It took a lot to get Leo’s attention away from his work, but that did the trick.

 “What about it?” he asked. “Like.. .good stuff, I hope?”

 She readjusted her cornucopia’s shoulder strap. Sometimes the horn of plenty seemed so light she forgot about it. Other times it felt like an anvil, as if the river god Achelous was sending out bad thoughts, trying to punish her for taking his horn.

 “In Katoptris,” she started, “I keep seeing that giant Clytius—the guy who’s wrapped in shadows. I know his weakness is fire, but in my visions, he snuffs out flames wherever he goes. Any kind of light just gets sucked into his cloud of darkness.”

 “Sounds like Nico,” Leo said. “You think they’re related?”

 Jason scowled. “Hey, man, cut Nico some slack. So, Piper, what about this giant? What are you thinking?”

 She and Leo exchanged a quizzical look, like: Since when does Jason defend Nico di Angelo? She decided not to comment.

 “I keep thinking about fire,” Piper said. “How we expect Leo to beat this giant because he’s...”

 “Hot?” Leo suggested with a grin.

 “Um, let’s go with flammable. Anyway, that line from the prophecy bothers me: To storm or fire the world must fall .”

 “Yeah, we know all about it,” Leo promised. “You’re gonna say I’m fire. And Jason here is storm.”
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 Piper nodded reluctantly. She knew that none of them liked talking about this, but they all must have felt it was the truth.

 The ship pitched to starboard. Jason grabbed the icy railing. “So you’re worried one of us will endanger the quest, maybe accidentally destroy the world?”

 “No,” Piper said. “I think we’ve been reading that line the wrong way. The world .. .the Earth. In Greek, the word for that would be...”

 She hesitated, not wanting to say the name aloud, even at sea.

 “Gaea.” Jason’s eyes gleamed with sudden interest. “You mean, to storm or fire Gaea must fall?”

 “Oh...” Leo grinned even wider. “You know, I like your version a lot better. ’Cause if Gaea falls to me, Mr. Fire, that is absolutely copacetic.”

 “Or to me.. .storm.” Jason kissed her. “Piper, that’s brilliant! If you’re right, this is great news. We just have to figure out which of us destroys Gaea.”

 “Maybe.” She felt uneasy getting their hopes up. “But, see, it’s storm or fire...”

 She unsheathed Katoptris and set it on the console. Immediately, the blade flickered, showing the dark shape of the giant Clytius moving through a corridor, snuffing out torches.

 “I’m worried about Leo and this fight with Clytius,” she said. “That line in the prophecy makes it sound like only one of you can succeed. And if the storm or fire part is connected to the third line, an oath to keep with a final breath...”

 She didn’t finish the thought, but from Jason’s and Leo’s expressions, she saw that they understood. If she was reading the prophecy right, either Leo or Jason would defeat Gaea. The other one would die.


 
[image: picture214] 




 X L I I

 PIPER

 Leo stared at the dagger. “Okay.. .so I don’t like your idea as much as I thought. You think one of us defeats Gaea and the other one dies? Or maybe one of us dies while defeating her? Or—”

 “Guys,” Jason said, “we’ll drive ourselves crazy overthinking it. You know how prophecies are. Heroes always get in trouble trying to thwart them.”

 “Yeah,” Leo muttered. “We’d hate to get in trouble. We’ve got it so good right now.”

 “You know what I mean,” Jason said. “The final breath line might not be connected to the storm and fire part. For all we know, the two of us aren’t even storm and fire. Percy can raise hurricanes.”

 “And I could always set Coach Hedge on fire,” Leo volunteered. “Then he can be fire.”

 The thought of a blazing satyr screaming, “Die, scumbag!” as he attacked Gaea was almost enough to make Piper laugh— almost.

 “I hope I’m wrong,” she said cautiously. “But the whole quest started with us finding Hera and waking that giant king Porphyrion. I have a feeling the war will end with us too. For better or worse.”

 “Hey,” Jason said, “personally, I like us.”

 “Agreed,” Leo said. “Us is my favorite people.”

 Piper managed a smile. She really did love these guys. She wished she could use her charmspeak on the Fates, describe a happy ending, and force them to make it come true.

 Unfortunately, it was hard to imagine a happy ending with all the dark thoughts in her head. She worried that the giant Clytius had been put in their path to eliminate Leo as a threat. If so, that meant Gaea would also try to eliminate Jason. Without storm or fire, their quest couldn’t succeed.

 And this wintry weather bothered her too.... She felt certain it was being caused by something more than just Diocletian’s scepter. The cold wind, the mix of ice and rain seemed actively hostile, and somehow familiar.
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 That smell in the air, the thick smell of...

 Piper should have understood what was happening sooner, but she’d spent most of her life in Southern California with no major changes of season. She hadn’t grown up with that smell.. .the smell of impending snow.

 Every muscle in her body tensed. “Leo, sound the alarm.”

 Piper hadn’t realized she was charmspeaking, but Leo immediately dropped his screwdriver and punched the alarm button. He frowned when nothing happened.

 “Uh, it’s disconnected,” he remembered. “Lestus is shut down. Gimme a minute to get the system back online.”

 “We don’t have a minute! Tires—we need vials of Greek fire. Jason, call the winds. Warm, southerly winds.”

 “Wait, what?” Jason stared at her in confusion. “Piper, what’s wrong?”

 “It’s her!” Piper snatched up her dagger. “She’s back! We have to—”

 Before she could finish, the boat listed to port. The temperature dropped so fast, the sails crackled with ice. The bronze shields along the rails popped like over-pressurized soda cans.

 Jason drew his sword, but it was too late. A wave of ice particles swept over him, coating him like a glazed donut and freezing him in place. Under a layer of ice, his eyes were wide with amazement.

 “Leo! Llames! Now!” Piper yelled.

 Leo’s right hand blazed, but the wind swirled around him and doused the fire. Leo clutched his Archimedes sphere as a funnel cloud of sleet lifted him off his feet.

 “Hey!” he yelled. “Hey! Let me go!”

 Piper ran toward him, but a voice in the storm said, “Oh, yes, Leo Valdez. I will let you go permanently .”

 Leo shot skyward, like he’d been launched from a catapult. He disappeared into the clouds.

 “No!” Piper raised her knife, but there was nothing to attack. She looked desperately at the stairwell, hoping to see her friends charging to the rescue, but a block of ice had sealed the hatch. The whole lower deck might have been frozen solid.

 She needed a better weapon to fight with—something more than her voice, a stupid fortunetelling dagger, and a cornucopia that shot ham and fresh fruit.

 She wondered whether she could make it to the ballista.

 Then her enemies appeared, and she realized that no weapon would be enough.

 Standing amidships was a girl in a flowing dress of white silk, her mane of black hair pinned back with a circlet of diamonds. Her eyes were the color of coffee, but without the warmth.

 Behind her stood her brothers—two young men with purple-feathered wings, stark white hair, and jagged swords of Celestial bronze.

 “So good to see you again, ma chere ,” said Khione, the goddess of snow. “It’s time we had a very cold reunion.”
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 Piper didn’t plan to shoot blueberry muffins. The cornucopia must have sensed her distress and thought she and her visitors could use some warm baked goods.

 Half a dozen steamy muffins flew from the horn of plenty like buckshot. It wasn’t the most effective opening attack.

 Khione simply leaned to one side. Most of the muffins sailed past her over the rail. Her brothers, the Boreads, each caught one and began to eat.

 “Muffins,” said the bigger one. Cal, Piper remembered: short for Calais. He was dressed exactly as he had been in Quebec—in cleats, sweatpants, and a red hockey jersey—and had two black eyes and several broken teeth. “Muffins are good.”

 “Ah, merci ,” said the scrawny brother—Zethes, she recalled—who stood on the catapult platform, his purple wings spread. His white hair was still feathered in a horrible Disco Age mullet. The collar of his silk shirt stuck out over his breastplate. His chartreuse polyester pants were grotesquely tight, and his acne had only gotten worse. Despite that, he wriggled his eyebrows and smiled like he was the demigod of pickup artists.

 “I knew the pretty girl would miss me.” He spoke Quebecois French, which Piper translated effortlessly. Thanks to her mom, Aphrodite, the language of love was hardwired into her, though she didn’t want to speak it with Zethes.

 “What are you doing?” Piper demanded. Then, in charmspeak: “Let my friends go.”

 Zethes blinked. “We should let your friends go.”

 “Yes,” Cal agreed.

 “No, you idiots!” Khione snapped. “She is charmspeaking. Use your wits.”

 “Wits...” Cal frowned as if he wasn’t sure what wits were. “Muffins are better.”
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 He stuffed the whole thing in his mouth and began to chew.

 Zethes picked a blueberry off the top of his and nibbled it delicately. “Ah, my beautiful Piper... so long I have waited to see you again. Sadly, my sister is right. We cannot let your friends go. In fact we must take them to Quebec, where they shall be laughed at eternally. I am so sorry, but these are our orders.”

 “Orders...?”

 Ever since last winter, Piper had expected Khione to show her frosty face sooner or later. When they’d defeated her at the Wolf House in Sonoma, the snow goddess had vowed revenge. But why were Zethes and Cal here? In Quebec, the Boreads had seemed almost friendly—at least compared to their subzero sister.

 “Guys, listen,” Piper said. “Your sister disobeyed Boreas. She’s working with the giants, trying to raise Gaea. She’s planning to take over your father’s throne.”

 Khione laughed, soft and cold. “Dear Piper McLean. You would manipulate my weak-willed brothers with your charms, like a true daughter of the love goddess. Such a skillful liar.”

 “Liar? ” Piper cried. “You tried to kill us! Zethes, she’s working for Gaea!”

 Zethes winced. “Alas, beautiful girl. We all are working for Gaea now. I fear these orders are from our father, Boreas himself.”

 “What?” Piper didn’t want to believe it, but Khione’s smug smile told her it was true.

 “At last my father saw the wisdom of my counsel,” Khione purred, “or at least he did before his Roman side began warring with his Greek side. I fear he is quite incapacitated now, but he left me in charge. He has ordered that the forces of the North Wind be used in the service of King Porphyrion, and of course.. .the Earth Mother.”

 Piper gulped. “How are you even here?” She gestured at the ice all over the ship. “It’s summer!”

 Khione shrugged. “Our powers grow. The rules of nature are turned upside down. Once the Earth Mother wakes, we shall remake the world as we choose!”

 “With hockey,” Cal said, his mouth still full. “And pizza. And muffins.”

 “Yes, yes,” Khione sneered. “I had to promise a few things to the big simpleton. And to Zethes

 “Oh, my needs are simple.” Zethes slicked back his hair and winked at Piper. “I should have kept you at our palace when we first met, my dear Piper. But soon we will go there again, together, and I shall romance you most incredibly.”

 “Thanks, but no thanks,” Piper said. “Now, let Jason go .”

 She put all her power into the words, and Zethes obeyed. He snapped his fingers. Jason instantly defrosted. He crumpled to the floor, gasping and steaming; but at least he was alive.

 “You imbecile!” Khione thrust out her hand, and Jason reffoze, now flat on the deck like a bearskin rug. She wheeled on Zethes. “If you wish the girl as your prize, you must prove you can control her. Not the other way around!”

 “Yes, of course.” Zethes looked chagrined.

 “As for Jason Grace...” Khione’s brown eyes gleamed. “He and the rest of your friends will join our court of ice statues in Quebec. Jason will grace my throne room.”

 “Clever,” Piper muttered. “Take you all day to think up that line?”
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 At least she knew Jason was still alive, which made Piper a little less panicky. The deep freeze could be reversed. That meant her other friends were probably still alive below deck. She just needed a plan to free them.

 Unfortunately, she wasn’t Annabeth. She wasn’t so good at devising plans on the fly. She needed time to think.

 “What about Leo?” she blurted. “Where did you send him?”

 The snow goddess stepped lightly around Jason, examining him as if he were sidewalk art.

 “Leo Valdez deserved a special punishment,” she said. “I have sent him to a place from which he can never return.”

 Piper couldn’t breathe. Poor Leo. The idea of never seeing him again almost destroyed her. Khione must’ve seen it in her face.

 “Alas, my dear Piper!” She smiled in triumph. “But it is for the best. Leo could not be tolerated, even as an ice statue.. .not after he insulted me. The fool refused to rule at my side! And his power over fire...” She shook her head. “He could not be allowed to reach the House of Hades. I’m afraid Lord Clytius likes fire even less than I do.”

 Piper gripped her dagger.

 Fire, she thought. Thanks for reminding me, you witch.

 She scanned the deck. How to make fire? A box of Greek fire vials was secured by the forward ballista, but that was too far away. Even if she made it without getting frozen, Greek fire would burn everything, including the ship and all her friends. There had to be another way. Her eyes strayed to the prow.

 Oh.

 Festus the figurehead could blow some serious flames. Unfortunately, Leo had switched him off. Piper had no idea how to reactivate him. She would never have time to figure out the right controls at the ship’s console. She had vague memories of Leo tinkering around inside the dragon’s bronze skull, mumbling about a control disk; but even if Piper could make it to the prow, she would have no idea what she was doing.

 Still, some instinct told her Festus was her best chance, if only she could figure out how to convince her captors to let her get close enough...

 “Well!” Khione interrupted her thoughts. “I fear our time together is at a close. Zethes, if you would—”

 “Wait!” Piper said.

 A simple command, and it worked. The Boreads and Khione frowned at her, waiting.

 Piper was fairly sure she could control the brothers with charmspeak, but Khione was a problem. Charmspeak worked poorly if the person wasn’t attracted to you. It worked poorly on a powerful being like a god. And it worked poorly when your victim knew about charmspeak and was actively on guard against it. All of the above applied to Khione.

 What would Annabeth do?

 Delay, Piper thought. When in doubt, talk some more.

 “You’re afraid of my friends,” she said. “So why not just kill them?”

 Khione laughed. “You are not a god, or you would understand. Death is so short, so...
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 unsatisfying. Your puny mortal souls flit off to the Underworld, and what happens then? The best I can hope for is that you go to the Fields of Punishment or Asphodel, but you demigods are insufferably noble. More likely you will go to Elysium—or get reborn in a new life. Why would I want to reward your friends that way? Why.. .when I can punish them eternally?”


  



 “And me?” Piper hated to ask. “Why am I still alive and unfrozen?”

 Khione glanced at her brothers with annoyance. “Zethes has claimed you, for one thing.”

 “I kiss magnificently,” Zethes promised. “You will see, beautiful one.”

 The idea made Piper’s stomach churn.

 “But that is not the only reason,” Khione said. “It is because I hate you. Piper. Deeply and truly. Without you, Jason would have stayed with me in Quebec.”

 “Delusional, much?”

 Khione’s eyes turned as hard as the diamonds in her circlet. “You are a meddler, the daughter of a useless goddess. What can you do alone? Nothing. Of all the seven demigods, you have no purpose, no power. I wish you to stay on this ship, adrift and helpless, while Gaea rises and the world ends. And just to be sure you are well out of the way.

 She gestured to Zethes, who plucked something from the air—a frozen sphere the size of a softball, covered in icy spikes.

 “A bomb,” Zethes explained, “especially for you, my love.”

 “Bombs!” Cal laughed. “A good day! Bombs and muffins!”

 “Uh...” Piper lowered her dagger, which seemed even more useless than usual. “Flowers would’ve been fine.”

 “Oh, it will not kill the pretty girl.” Zethes frowned. “Well.. .1 am fairly sure of this. But when the fragile container cracks, in.. .ah, roughly not very long.. .it will unleash the full force of the northern winds. This ship will be blown very far off course. Very, very far.”

 “Indeed.” Khione’s voice prickled with false sympathy. “We will take your friends for our statue collection, then unleash the winds and bid you good-bye! You can watch the end of the world from... well, the end of the world! Perhaps you can charmspeak the fish, and feed yourself with your silly cornucopia. You can pace the deck of this empty ship and watch our victory in the blade of your dagger. When Gaea has arisen and the world you knew is dead, then Zethes can come back and retrieve you for his bride. What will you do to stop us, Piper? A hero? Ha! You are a joke.”

 Her words stung like sleet, mostly because Piper had had the same thoughts herself. What could she do? How could she save her friends with what she had?

 She came close to snapping—flying at her enemies in a rage and getting herself killed.

 She looked at Khione’s smug expression and she realized the goddess was hoping for that. She wanted Piper to break. She wanted entertainment.

 Piper’s spine turned to steel. She remembered the girls who used to make fun of her at the Wilderness School. She remembered Drew, the cruel head counselor she had replaced in Aphrodite’s cabin; and Medea, who had charmed Jason and Leo in Chicago; and Jessica, her dad’s old assistant, who had always treated her like a useless brat. All her life, Piper had been looked down upon, told she was useless.

 It has never been true, another voice whispered—a voice that sounded like her mother’s. Each
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 of them berated you because they feared you and envied you. So does Khione. Use that!

 Piper didn’t feel like it, but she managed a laugh. She tried it again, and the laughter came more easily. Soon she was doubled over, giggling and snorting.

 Calais joined in, until Zethes elbowed him.

 Khione’s smile wavered. “What? What is so funny? I have doomed you!”

 “Doomed me!” Piper laughed again. “Oh, gods.. .sorry.” She took a shaky breath and tried to stop giggling. “Oh, boy...okay. You really think I’m powerless? You really think I’m useless? Gods of Olympus, your brain must have freezer burn. You don’t know my secret, do you?”

 Khione’s eyes narrowed.

 “You have no secret,” she said. “You are lying.”

 “Okay, whatever,” Piper said. “Yeah, go ahead and take my friends. Leave me here. ..useless” She snorted. “Yeah. Gaea will be really pleased with you.”

 Snow swirled around the goddess. Zethes and Calais glanced at each other nervously.

 “Sister,” Zethes said, “if she really has some secret—”

 “Pizza?” Cal speculated. “Hockey?”

 “—then we must know,” Zethes continued.

 Khione obviously didn’t buy it. Piper tried to keep a straight face, but she made her eyes dance with mischief and humor.

 Go ahead, she dared. Call my bluff

 “What secret?” Khione demanded. “Reveal it to us!”

 Piper shrugged. “Suit yourself.” She pointed casually toward the prow. “Follow me, ice people.”
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 PIPER

 She pushed between the Boreads, which was like walking through a meat freezer. The air around them was so cold, it burned her face. She felt like she was breathing pure snow.

 Piper tried not to look down at Jason’s frozen body as she passed. She tried not to think about her friends below, or Leo shot into the sky to a place of no return. She definitely tried not to think about the Boreads and the snow goddess who were following her.

 She fixed her eyes on the figurehead.

 The ship rocked under her feet. A single gust of summer air made it through the chill, and Piper breathed it in, taking it as a good omen. It was still summer out there. Khione and her brothers did not belong here.

 Piper knew she couldn’t win a straight fight against Khione and two winged guys with swords. She wasn’t as clever as Annabeth, or as good at problem solving as Leo. But she did have power. And she intended to use it.

 Last night, during her talk with Hazel, Piper had realized that the secret of charmspeak was a lot like using the Mist. In the past, Piper had had a lot of trouble making her charms work, because she always ordered her enemies to do what she wanted. She would yell Don’t kill us when the monster’s fondest wish was to kill them. She would put all her power into her voice and hope it was enough to overwhelm her enemy’s will.

 Sometimes it worked, but it was exhausting and unreliable. Aphrodite wasn’t about head-on confrontation. Aphrodite was about subtlety and guile and charm. Piper decided she shouldn’t focus on making people do what she wanted. She needed to push them to do the things they wanted.

 A great theory, if she could make it work....

 She stopped at the foremast and faced Khione. “Wow, I just realized why you hate us so much,” she said, filling her voice with pity. “We humiliated you pretty badly in Sonoma.”
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 Khione’s eyes glinted like iced espresso. She shot an uneasy look at her brothers.

 Piper laughed. “Oh, you didn’t tell them!” she guessed. “I don’t blame you. You had a giant king on your side, plus an army of wolves and Earthborn, and you still couldn’t beat us.”

 “Silence!” the goddess hissed.

 The air turned misty. Piper felt frost gathering on her eyebrows and freezing her ear canals, but she feigned a smile.

 “Whatever.” She winked at Zethes. “But it was pretty funny.”

 “The beautiful girl must be lying,” Zethes said. “Khione was not beaten at the Wolf House. She said it was a.. .ah, what is the term? A tactical retreat.”

 “Treats?” Cal asked. “Treats are good.”

 Piper pushed the big guy’s chest playfully. “No, Cal. He means that your sister ran away.”

 “I did not!” Khione shrieked.

 “What did Hera call you?” Piper mused. “Right—a D-list goddess!”

 She burst out laughing again, and her amusement was so genuine, Zethes and Cal started laughing too.

 “That is tres bon \” Zethes said. “A D-list goddess. Ha!”

 “Ha!” Cal said. “Sister ran away! Ha!”

 Khione’s white dress began to steam Ice formed over Zethes’s and Cal’s mouths, plugging them up.

 “Show us this secret of yours, Piper McLean,” Khione growled. “Then pray I leave you on this ship intact. If you are toying with us, I will show you the horrors of frostbite. I doubt Zethes will still want you if you have no fingers or toes.. .perhaps no nose or ears.”

 Zethes and Cal spat the ice plugs out of their mouths.

 “The pretty girl would look less pretty without a nose,” Zethes admitted.

 Piper had seen pictures of frostbite victims. The threat terrified her, but she didn’t let it show.

 “Come on, then.” She led the way to the prow, humming one of her dad’s favorite songs —‘ ‘ Summertime. ’ ’

 When she got to the figurehead, she put her hand on Festus’s neck. His bronze scales were cold. There was no hum of machinery. His ruby eyes were dull and dark.

 “You remember our dragon?” Piper asked.

 Khione scoffed. “This cannot be your secret. The dragon is broken. Its fire is gone.”

 “Well, yes...” Piper stroked the dragon’s snout.

 She didn’t have Leo’s power to make gears turn or circuits spark. She couldn’t sense anything about the workings of a machine. All she could do was speak her heart and tell the dragon what he most wanted to hear. “But Festus is more than a machine. He’s a living creature.”

 “Ridiculous,” the goddess spat. “Zethes, Cal—gather the frozen demigods from below. Then we shall break open the sphere of winds.”

 “You could do that, boys,” Piper agreed. “But then you wouldn’t see Khione humiliated. I know you’d like that.”
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 The Boreads hesitated.

 “Hockey?” Cal asked.

 “Almost as good,” Piper promised. “You fought at the side of Jason and the Argonauts, didn’t you? On a ship like this, the first Argo.”

 “Yes,” Zethes agreed. “The Argo. Much like this, but we did not have a dragon.”

 “Don’t listen to her!” Khione snapped.

 Piper felt ice forming on her lips.

 “You could shut me up,” she said quickly. “But you want to know my secret power—how I will destroy you, and Gaea, and the giants.”

 Hatred seethed in Khione’s eyes, but she withheld her frost.

 “You—have—no—power,” she insisted.

 “Spoken like a D-list goddess,” Piper said. “One who never gets taken seriously, who always wants more power.”

 She turned to Festus and ran her hand behind his metal ears. “You’re a good friend, Festus. No one can truly deactivate you. You’re more than a machine. Khione doesn’t understand that.”

 She turned to the Boreads. “She doesn’t value you, either, you know. She thinks she can boss you around because you’re demigods, not full-fledged gods. She doesn’t understand that you’re a powerful team.”

 “A team,” Cal grunted. “Like the Ca-na-di-ens.”

 He had to struggle with the word since it was more than two syllables. He grinned and looked very pleased with himself.

 “Exactly,” Piper said. “Just like a hockey team The whole is greater than the parts.”

 “Like a pizza,” Cal added.

 Piper laughed. “You are smart, Cal! Even I underestimated you.”

 “Wait, now,” Zethes protested. “I am smart also. And good-looking.”

 “Very smart,” Piper agreed, ignoring the good-looking part. “So put down the wind bomb, and watch Khione get humiliated.”

 Zethes grinned. He crouched and rolled the ice sphere across the deck.

 “You fool!” Khione yelled.

 Before the goddess could go after the sphere, Piper cried, “Our secret weapon, Khione! We’re not just a bunch of demigods. We’re a team. Just like Festus isn’t only a collection of parts. He’s alive. He’s my friend. And when his friends are in trouble, especially Leo, he can wake up on his own.”

 She willed all her confidence into her voice—all her love for the metal dragon and everything he’d done for them.

 The rational part of her knew this was hopeless. How could you start a machine with emotions?

 But Aphrodite wasn’t rational. She ruled through emotions. She was the oldest and most primordial of the Olympians, born from the blood of Ouranos churning in the sea. Her power was more ancient than that of Hephaestus, or Athena, or even Zeus.

 For a terrible moment, nothing happened. Khione glared at her. The Boreads began to come out
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 of their daze, looking disappointed.

 “Never mind our plan,” Khione snarled. “Kill her!”

 As the Boreads raised their swords, the dragon’s metal skin grew warm under Piper’s hand. She dove out of the way, tackling the snow goddess, as Festus turned his head one hundred and eighty degrees and blasted the Boreads, vaporizing them on the spot. For some reason, Zethes’s sword was spared. It clunked to the deck, still steaming.

 Piper scrambled to her feet. She spotted the sphere of winds at the base of the foremast. She ran for it, but before she could get close, Khione materialized in front of her in a swirl of frost. Her skin glowed bright enough to cause snow blindness.

 “You miserable girl,” she hissed. “You think you can defeat me—a goddess ?”

 At Piper’s back, Festus roared and blew steam, but Piper knew he couldn’t breathe fire again without hitting her too.

 About twenty feet behind the goddess, the ice sphere began to crack and hiss.

 Piper was out of time for subtlety. She yelled and raised her dagger, charging the goddess.

 Khione grabbed her wrist. Ice spread over Piper’s arm. The blade of Katoptris turned white.

 The goddess’s face was only six inches from hers. Khione smiled, knowing she had won.

 “A child of Aphrodite,” she chided. “You are nothing .”

 Festus creaked again. Piper could swear he was trying to shout encouragement.

 Suddenly her chest grew warm—not with anger or fear, but with love for that dragon; and Jason, who was depending on her; and her friends trapped below; and Leo, who was lost and would need her help.

 Maybe love was no match for ice.. .but Piper had used it to wake a metal dragon. Mortals did superhuman feats in the name of love all the time. Mothers lifted cars to save their children. And Piper was more than just mortal. She was a demigod. A hero.

 The ice melted on her blade. Her arm steamed under Khione’s grip.

 “Still underestimating me,” Piper told the goddess. “You really need to work on that.”

 Khione’s smug expression faltered as Piper drove her dagger straight down.

 The blade touched Khione’s chest, and the goddess exploded in a miniature blizzard. Piper collapsed, dazed from the cold. She heard Festus clacking and whirring, the reactivated alarm bells ringing.

 The bomb.

 Piper struggled to rise. The sphere was ten feet away, hissing and spinning as the winds inside began to stir.

 Piper dove for it.

 Her fingers closed around the bomb just as the ice shattered and the winds exploded.
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 X L V

 PERCY

 Percy felt homesick for the swamp.

 He never thought he’d miss sleeping in a giant’s leather bed in a drakon-bone hut in a festering cesspool, but right now that sounded like Elysium.

 He and Annabeth and Bob stumbled along in the darkness, the air thick and cold, the ground alternating patches of pointy rocks and pools of muck. The terrain seemed to be designed so that Percy could never let his guard down. Even walking ten feet was exhausting.

 Percy had started out from the giant’s hut feeling strong again, his head clear, his belly full of drakon jerky from their packs of provisions. Now his legs were sore. Every muscle ached. He pulled a makeshift tunic of drakon leather over his shredded T-shirt, but it did nothing to keep out the chill.

 His focus narrowed to the ground in front of him. Nothing existed except for that and Annabeth at his side.

 Whenever he felt like giving up, plopping himself down, and dying (which was, like, every ten minutes), he reached over and took her hand, just to remember there was warmth in the world.

 After Annabeth’s talk with Damasen, Percy was worried about her. Annabeth didn’t give in to despair easily, but as they walked, she wiped tears from her eyes, trying not to let Percy see. He knew she hated it when her plans didn’t work out. She was convinced they needed Damasen’s help, but the giant had turned them down.

 Part of Percy was relieved. He was concerned enough about Bob’s staying on their side once they reached the Doors of Death. He wasn’t sure he wanted a giant as his wingman, even if that giant could cook a mean bowl of stew.

 He wondered what had happened after they left Damasen’s hut. He hadn’t heard their pursuers in hours, but he could sense their hatred.. .especially Polybotes’s. That giant was back there somewhere, following, pushing them deeper into Tartarus.
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 Percy tried to think of good things to keep his spirits up—the lake at Camp Half-Blood, the time he’d kissed Annabeth underwater. He tried to imagine the two of them at New Rome together, walking through the hills and holding hands. But Camp Jupiter and Camp Half-Blood both seemed like dreams. He felt as if only Tartarus existed. This was the real world—death, darkness, cold, pain. He’d been imagining all the rest.

 He shivered. No. That was the pit speaking to him, sapping his resolve. He wondered how Nico had survived down here alone without going insane. That kid had more strength than Percy had given him credit for. The deeper they traveled, the harder it became to stay focused.

 “This place is worse than the River Cocytus,” he muttered.

 “Yes,” Bob called back happily. “Much worse! It means we are close.”

 Close to what? Percy wondered. But he didn’t have the strength to ask. He noticed Small Bob the cat had hidden himself in Bob’s coveralls again, which reinforced Percy’s opinion that the kitten was the smartest one in their group.

 Annabeth laced her fingers through his. In the light of his bronze sword, her face was beautiful.

 “We’re together,” she reminded him. “We’ll get through this.”

 He’d been so worried about lifting her spirits, and here she was reassuring him.

 “Yeah,” he agreed. “Piece of cake.”

 “But next time,” she said, “I want to go somewhere different on a date.”

 “Paris was nice,” he recalled.

 She managed a smile. Months ago, before Percy got amnesia, they’d had dinner in Paris one night, compliments of Hermes. That seemed like another lifetime.

 “I’d settle for New Rome,” she offered. “As long as you’re there with me.”

 Man, Annabeth was awesome. For a moment, Percy actually remembered what it was like to feel happy. He had an amazing girlfriend. They could have a future together.

 Then the darkness dispersed with a massive sigh, like the last breath of a dying god. In front of them was a clearing—a barren field of dust and stones. In the center, about twenty yards away, knelt the gruesome figure of a woman, her clothes tattered, her limbs emaciated, her skin leathery green.

 Her head was bent as she sobbed quietly, and the sound shattered all Percy’s hopes.

 He realized that life was pointless. His struggles were for nothing. This woman cried as if mourning the death of the entire world.

 “We’re here,” Bob announced. “Akhlys can help.”
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 X L V I

 PERCY

 If the sobbing ghoul was Bob’s idea of help, Percy was pretty sure he didn’t want it.

 Nevertheless, Bob trudged forward. Percy felt obliged to follow. If nothing else, this area was less dark—not exactly light, but with more of a soupy white fog.

 “Akhlys!” Bob called.

 The creature raised her head, and Percy’s stomach screamed, Help me!

 Her body was bad enough. She looked like the victim of a famine—limbs like sticks, swollen knees and knobby elbows, rags for clothes, broken fingernails and toenails. Dust was caked on her skin and piled on her shoulders as if she’d taken a shower at the bottom of an hourglass.

 Her face was utter desolation. Her eyes were sunken and rheumy, pouring out tears. Her nose dripped like a waterfall. Her stringy gray hair was matted to her skull in greasy tufts, and her cheeks were raked and bleeding as if she’d been clawing herself.

 Percy couldn’t stand to meet her eyes, so he lowered his gaze. Across her knees lay an ancient shield—a battered circle of wood and bronze, painted with the likeness of Akhlys herself holding a shield, so the image seemed to go on forever, smaller and smaller.

 “That shield,” Annabeth murmured. “That’s his. I thought it was just a story.”

 “Oh, no,” the old hag wailed. “The shield of Hercules. He painted me on its surface, so his enemies would see me in their final moments—the goddess of misery.” She coughed so hard, it made Percy’s chest hurt. “As if Hercules knew true misery. It’s not even a good likeness!”

 Percy gulped. When he and his friends had encountered Hercules at the Straits of Gibraltar, it hadn’t gone well. The exchange had involved a lot of yelling, death threats, and high-velocity pineapples.

 “What’s his shield doing here?” Percy asked.

 The goddess stared at him with her wet milky eyes. Her cheeks dripped blood, making red polka dots on her tattered dress. “He doesn’t need it anymore, does he? It came here when his mortal body was burned. A reminder, I suppose, that no shield is sufficient. In the end, misery overtakes all of you. Even Hercules.”

 Percy inched closer to Annabeth. He tried to remember why they were here, but the sense of despair made it difficult to think. Hearing Akhlys speak, he no longer found it strange that she had clawed her own cheeks. The goddess radiated pure pain.

 “Bob,” Percy said, “we shouldn’t have come here.”

 From somewhere inside Bob’s uniform, the skeleton kitten mewled in agreement.

 The Titan shifted and winced as if Small Bob was clawing his armpit. “Akhlys controls the Death Mist,” he insisted. “She can hide you.”

 “Hide them?” Akhlys made a gurgling sound. She was either laughing or choking to death. “Why would I do that?”

 “They must reach the Doors of Death,” Bob said. “To return to the mortal world.”

 “Impossible!” Akhlys said. “The armies of Tartarus will find you. They will kill you.”

 Annabeth turned the blade of her drakon-bone sword, which Percy had to admit made her look pretty intimidating and hot in a “Barbarian Princess” kind of way. “So I guess your Death Mist is pretty useless, then,” she said.

 The goddess bared her broken yellow teeth. “ Useless? Who are you?”

 “A daughter of Athena.” Annabeth’s voice sounded brave—though how she did it, Percy didn’t know. “I didn’t walk halfway across Tartarus to be told what’s impossible by some minor goddess.”

 The dust quivered at their feet. Fog swirled around them with a sound like agonized wailing.

 “Minor goddess?” Akhlys’s gnarled fingernails dug into Hercules’s shield, gouging the metal. “I was old before the Titans were born, you ignorant girl. I was old when Gaea first woke. Misery is eternal. Existence is misery. I was born of the eldest ones—of Chaos and Night. I was—”

 “Yes, yes,” Annabeth said. “Sadness and misery, blah blah blah. But you still don’t have enough power to hide two demigods with your Death Mist. Fike I said: useless.”

 Percy cleared his throat. “Uh, Annabeth—”

 She flashed him a warning look: Work with me. He realized how terrified she was, but she had no choice. This was their best shot at stirring the goddess into action.

 “I mean.. .Annabeth is right!” Percy volunteered. “Bob brought us all this way because he thought you could help. But I guess you’re too busy staring at that shield and crying. I can’t blame you. It looks just like you.”

 Akhlys wailed and glared at the Titan. “Why did you inflict these annoying children on me?”

 Bob made a sound somewhere between a rumble and a whimper. “I thought—I thought—”

 “The Death Mist is not for helpingV’ Akhlys shrieked. “It shrouds mortals in misery as their souls pass into the Underworld. It is the very breath of Tartarus, of death, of despair!”

 “Awesome,” Percy said. “Could we get two orders of that to go?”

 Akhlys hissed. “Ask me for a more sensible gift. I am also the goddess of poisons. I could give you death—thousands of ways to die less painful than the one you have chosen by marching into the
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 heart of the pit.”

 Around the goddess, flowers bloomed in the dust—dark purple, orange, and red blossoms that smelled sickly sweet. Percy’s head swam.

 “Nightshade,” Akhlys offered. “Hemlock. Belladonna, henbane, or strychnine. I can dissolve your innards, boil your blood.”

 “That’s very nice of you,” Percy said. “But I’ve had enough poison for one trip. Now, can you hide us in your Death Mist, or not?”

 “Yeah, it’ll be fun,” Annabeth said.

 The goddess’s eyes narrowed. “Fun?”

 “Sure,” Annabeth promised. “If we fail, think how great it will be for you, gloating over our spirits when we die in agony. You’ll get to say ‘I told you so’ for eternity.”

 “Or, if we succeed,” Percy added, “think of all the suffering you’ll bring to the monsters down here. We intend to seal the Doors of Death. That’s going to cause a lot of wailing and moaning.”

 Akhlys considered. “I enjoy suffering. Wailing is also good.”

 “Then it’s settled,” Percy said. “Make us invisible.”

 Akhlys struggled to her feet. The shield of Hercules rolled away and wobbled to a stop in a patch of poison flowers. “It is not so simple,” the goddess said. “The Death Mist comes at the moment you are closest to your end. Your eyes will be clouded only then. The world will fade.”

 Percy’s mouth felt dry. “Okay. But.. .we’ll be shrouded from the monsters?”

 “Oh, yes,” Akhlys said. “If you survive the process, you will be able to pass unnoticed among the armies of Tartarus. It is hopeless, of course, but if you are determined, then come. I will show you the way.”

 “The way to where, exactly?” Annabeth asked.

 The goddess was already shuffling into the gloom.

 Percy turned to look at Bob, but the Titan was gone. How does a ten-foot-tall silver dude with a very loud kitten disappear?

 “Hey!” Percy yelled to Akhlys. “Where’s our friend?”

 “He cannot take this path,” the goddess called back. “He is not mortal. Come, little fools. Come experience the Death Mist.”

 Annabeth exhaled and grabbed his hand. “Well.. .how bad can it be?”

 The question was so ridiculous Percy laughed, even though it hurt his lungs. “Yeah. Next date, though—dinner in New Rome.”

 They followed the goddess’s dusty footprints through the poison flowers, deeper into the fog.
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 X L V I I

 PERCY

 Percy missed Bob.

 He’d gotten used to having the Titan on his side, lighting their way with his silver hair and his fearsome war broom.

 Now their only guide was an emaciated corpse lady with serious self-esteem issues.

 As they struggled across the dusty plain, the fog became so thick that Percy had to resist the urge to swat it away with his hands. The only reason he was able to follow Akhlys’s path was because poisonous plants sprang up wherever she walked.

 If they were still on the body of Tartarus, Percy figured they must be on the bottom of his foot—a rough, calloused expanse where only the most disgusting plant life grew.

 Finally they arrived at the end of the big toe. At least that’s what it looked like to Percy. The fog dissipated, and they found themselves on a peninsula that jutted out over a pitch-black void.

 “Here we are.” Akhlys turned and leered at them Blood from her cheeks dripped on her dress. Her sickly eyes looked moist and swollen but somehow excited. Can Misery look excited?

 “Uh.. .great,” Percy asked. “Where is here ?”

 “The verge of final death,” Akhlys said. “Where Night meets the void below Tartarus.”

 Annabeth inched forward and peered over the cliff. “I thought there was nothing below Tartarus.”

 “Oh, certainly there is....” Akhlys coughed. “Even Tartarus had to rise from somewhere. This is the edge of the earliest darkness, which was my mother. Below lies the realm of Chaos, my father. Here, you are closer to nothingness than any mortal has ever been. Can you not feel it?”

 Percy knew what she meant. The void seemed to be pulling at him, leaching the breath from his lungs and the oxygen from his blood. He looked at Annabeth and saw that her lips were tinged blue.
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 “We can’t stay here,” he said.

 “No, indeed!” Akhlys said. “Don’t you feel the Death Mist? Even now, you pass between.

 Look!”

 White smoke gathered around Percy’s feet. As it coiled up his legs, he realized the smoke wasn’t surrounding him. It was coming from him. His whole body was dissolving. He held up his hands and found they were fuzzy and indistinct. He couldn’t even tell how many fingers he had. Hopefully still ten.

 He turned to Annabeth and stifled a yelp. “You’re—uh—”

 He couldn’t say it. She looked dead.

 Her skin was sallow, her eye sockets dark and sunken. Her beautiful hair had dried into a skein of cobwebs. She looked like she’d been stuck in a cool, dark mausoleum for decades, slowly withering into a desiccated husk. When she turned to look at him, her features momentarily blurred into mist.

 Percy’s blood moved like sap in his veins.

 For years, he had worried about Annabeth dying. When you were a demigod, that went with the territory. Most half-bloods didn’t live long. You always knew that the next monster you fought could be your last. But seeing Annabeth like this was too painful. He’d rather stand in the River Phlegethon, or get attacked by arai, or be trampled by giants.

 “Oh, gods,” Annabeth sobbed. “Percy, the way you look...”

 Percy studied his arms. All he saw were blobs of white mist, but he guessed that to Annabeth he looked like a corpse. He took a few steps, though it was difficult. His body felt insubstantial, like he was made of helium and cotton candy.

 “I’ve looked better,” he decided. “I can’t move very well. But Email right.”

 Akhlys clucked. “Oh, you’re definitely not all right.”

 Percy frowned. “But we’ll pass unseen now? We can get to the Doors of Death?”

 “Well, perhaps you could,” the goddess said, “if you lived that long, which you won’t.”

 Akhlys spread her gnarled fingers. More plants bloomed along the edge of the pit—hemlock, nightshade, and oleander spreading toward Percy’s feet like a deadly carpet. “The Death Mist is not simply a disguise, you see. It is a state of being. I could not bring you this gift unless death followed —true death.”

 “It’s a trap,” Annabeth said.

 The goddess cackled. “Didn’t you expect me to betray you?”

 “Yes,” Annabeth and Percy said together.

 “Well, then, it was hardly a trap! More of an inevitability. Misery is inevitable. Pain is—”

 “Yeah, yeah,” Percy growled. “Let’s get to the fighting.”

 He drew Riptide, but the blade was made of smoke. When he slashed at Akhlys, the sword just floated across her like a gentle breeze.

 The goddess’s ruined mouth split into a grin. “Did I forget to mention? You are only mist now— a shadow before death. Perhaps if you had time, you could learn to control your new form. But you do not have time. Since you cannot touch me, I fear any fight with Misery will be quite one-sided.”
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 Her fingernails grew into talons. Her jaw unhinged, and her yellow teeth elongated into fangs.
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 X L V I I I

 PERCY

 Akhlys lunged at Percy, and for a split second he thought: Well, hey, I’m just smoke. She can’t touch me, right?

 He imagined the Fates up in Olympus, laughing at his wishful thinking: LOL, NOOB!

 The goddess’s claws raked across his chest and stung like boiling water.

 Percy stumbled backward, but he wasn’t used to being smoky. His legs moved too slowly. His arms felt like tissue paper. In desperation, he threw his backpack at her, thinking maybe it would turn solid when it left his hand, but no such luck. It fell with a soft thud.

 Akhlys snarled, crouching to spring. She would have bitten Percy’s face off if Annabeth hadn’t charged and screamed, “HEY!” right in the goddess’s ear.

 Akhlys flinched, turning toward the sound.

 She lashed out at Annabeth, but Annabeth was better at moving than Percy. Maybe she wasn’t feeling as smoky, or maybe she’d just had more combat training. She’d been at Camp Half-Blood since she was seven. Probably she’d had classes Percy never got, like How to Fight While Partially Made of Smoke.

 Annabeth dove straight between the goddess’s legs and somersaulted to her feet. Akhlys turned and attacked, but Annabeth dodged again, like a matador.

 Percy was so stunned, he lost a few precious seconds. He stared at corpse Annabeth, shrouded in mist but moving as fast and confidently as ever. Then it occurred to him why she was doing this: to buy them time. Which meant Percy needed to help.

 He thought furiously, trying to come up with a way to defeat Misery. How could he fight when he couldn’t touch anything?

 On Akhlys’s third attack, Annabeth wasn’t so lucky. She tried to veer aside, but the goddess grabbed Annabeth’s wrist and pulled her hard, sending her sprawling.


 
[image: picture233] 




 Before the goddess could pounce, Percy advanced, yelling and waving his sword. He still felt about as solid as a Kleenex, but his anger seemed to help him move faster.

 “Hey, Happy!” he yelled.

 Akhlys spun, dropping Annabeth’s arm. “Happy?” she demanded.

 “Yeah!” He ducked as she swiped at his head. “You’re downright cheerful!”

 “Arggh!” She lunged again, but she was off balance. Percy sidestepped and backed away, leading the goddess farther from Annabeth.

 “Pleasant!” he called. “Delightful!”

 The goddess snarled and winced. She stumbled after Percy. Each compliment seemed to hit her like sand in the face.

 “I will kill you slowly!” she growled, her eyes and nose watering, blood dripping from her cheeks. “I will cut you into pieces as a sacrifice to Night!”

 Annabeth struggled to her feet. She started rifling through her pack, no doubt looking for something that might help.

 Percy wanted to give her more time. She was the brains. Better for him to get attacked while she came up with a brilliant plan.

 “Cuddly!” Percy yelled. “Fuzzy, warm, and huggable!”

 Akhlys made a growling, choking noise, like a cat having a seizure.

 “A slow death!” she screamed. “A death from a thousand poisons!”

 All around her, poisonous plants grew and burst like overfilled balloons. Green-and-white sap trickled out, collecting into pools, and began flowing across the ground toward Percy. The sweetsmelling fumes made his head feel wobbly.

 “Percy!” Annabeth’s voice sounded far away. “Uh, hey, Miss Wonderful! Cheerful! Grins! Over here!”

 But the goddess of misery was now fixated on Percy. He tried to retreat again. Unfortunately the poison ichor was flowing all around him now, making the ground steam and the air burn. Percy found himself stuck on an island of dust not much bigger than a shield. A few yards away, his backpack smoked and dissolved into a puddle of goo. Percy had nowhere to go.

 He fell to one knee. He wanted to tell Annabeth to run, but he couldn’t speak. His throat was as dry as dead leaves.

 He wished there were water in Tartarus—some nice pool he could jump into to heal himself, or maybe a river he could control. He’d settle for a bottle of Evian.

 “You will feed the eternal darkness,” Akhlys said. “You will die in the arms of Night!”

 He was dimly aware of Annabeth shouting, throwing random pieces of drakon jerky at the goddess. The white-green poison kept pooling, little streams trickling from the plants as the venomous lake around him got wider and wider.

 Lake, he thought. Streams. Water.

 Probably it was just his brain getting fried from poison fumes, but he croaked out a laugh. Poison was liquid. If it moved like water, it must be partially water.

 He remembered some science lecture about the human body being mostly water. He remembered
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 extracting water from Jason’s lungs back in Rome.... If he could control that, then why not other liquids?

 It was a crazy idea. Poseidon was the god of the sea, not of every liquid everywhere.

 Then again, Tartarus had its own rules. Fire was drinkable. The ground was the body of a dark god. The air was acid, and demigods could be turned into smoky corpses.

 So why not try? He had nothing left to lose.

 He glared at the poison flood encroaching from all sides. He concentrated so hard that something inside him cracked—as if a crystal ball had shattered in his stomach.

 Warmth flowed through him. The poison tide stopped.

 The fumes blew away from him—back toward the goddess. The lake of poison rolled toward her in tiny waves and rivulets.

 Akhlys shrieked. “What is this?”

 “Poison,” Percy said. “That’s your specialty, right?”

 He stood, his anger growing hotter in his gut. As the flood of venom rolled toward the goddess, the fumes began to make her cough. Her eyes watered even more.

 Oh, good, Percy thought. More water.

 Percy imagined her nose and throat filling with her own tears.

 Akhlys gagged. “I—” The tide of venom reached her feet, sizzling like droplets on a hot iron.

 She wailed and stumbled back.

 “Percy!” Annabeth called.

 She’d retreated to the edge of the cliff, even though the poison wasn’t after her. She sounded terrified. It took Percy a moment to realize she was terrified of him.

 “Stop...” she pleaded, her voice hoarse.

 He didn’t want to stop. He wanted to choke this goddess. He wanted to watch her drown in her own poison. He wanted to see just how much misery Misery could take.

 “Percy, please...” Annabeth’s face was still pale and corpse-like, but her eyes were the same as always. The anguish in them made Percy’s anger fade.

 He turned to the goddess. He willed the poison to recede, creating a small path of retreat along the edge of the cliff.

 “Leave!” he bellowed.

 For an emaciated ghoul, Akhlys could run pretty fast when she wanted to. She scrambled along the path, fell on her face, and got up again, wailing as she sped into the dark.

 As soon as she was gone, the pools of poison evaporated. The plants withered to dust and blew away.

 Annabeth stumbled toward him. She looked like a corpse wreathed in smoke, but she felt solid enough when she gripped his arms.

 “Percy, please don’t ever...” Her voice broke in a sob. “Some things aren’t meant to be controlled. Please.”

 His whole body tingled with power, but the anger was subsiding. The broken glass inside him was beginning to smooth at the edges.
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 “Yeah,” he said. “Yeah, okay.”

 “We have to get away from this cliff,” Annabeth said. “If Akhlys brought us here as some kind of sacrifice...”

 Percy tried to think. He was getting used to moving with the Death Mist around him. He felt more solid, more like himself. But his mind still felt stuffed with cotton.

 “She said something about feeding us to the night,” he remembered. “What was that about?”

 The temperature dropped. The abyss before them seemed to exhale.

 Percy grabbed Annabeth and backed away from the edge as a presence emerged from the void— a form so vast and shadowy, he felt like he understood the concept of dark for the first time.

 “I imagine,” said the darkness, in a feminine voice as soft as coffin lining, “that she meant Night, with a capital N. After all, I am the only one.”
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 X L I X

 LEO

 The way Leo figured it, he spent more time crashing than he did flying.

 If there were a rewards card for frequent crashers, he’d be, like, double-platinum level.

 He regained consciousness as he was free-falling through the clouds. He had a hazy memory of Khione taunting him right before he got shot into the sky. He hadn’t actually seen her, but he could never forget that snow witch’s voice. He had no idea how long he’d been gaining altitude, but at some point he must have passed out from the cold and the lack of oxygen. Now he was on his way down, heading for his biggest crash ever.

 The clouds parted around him. He saw the glittering sea far ,far below. No sign of the Argo II. No sign of any coastline, familiar or otherwise, except for one tiny island at the horizon.

 Leo couldn’t fly. He had a couple of minutes at most before he’d hit the water and go ker-splat.

 He decided he didn’t like that ending to the Epic Ballad of Leo.

 He was still clutching the Archimedes sphere, which didn’t surprise him. Unconscious or not, he would never let go of his most valuable possession. With a little maneuvering, he managed to pull some duct tape from his tool belt and strap the sphere to his chest. That made him look like a low-budget Iron Man, but at least he had both hands free. He started to work, furiously tinkering with the sphere, pulling out anything he thought would help from his magic tool belt: a drop cloth, metal extenders, some string and grommets.

 Working while falling was almost impossible. The wind roared in his ears. It kept ripping tools, screws, and canvas out of his hands, but finally he constructed a makeshift frame. He popped open a hatch on the sphere, teased out two wires, and connected them to his crossbar.

 How long until he hit the water? Maybe a minute?

 He turned the sphere’s control dial, and it whirred into action. More bronze wires shot from the orb, intuitively sensing what Leo needed. Cords laced up the canvas drop cloth. The frame began to
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 expand on its own. Leo pulled out a can of kerosene and a rubber tube and lashed them to the thirsty new engine that the orb was helping him assemble.

 Finally he made himself a rope halter and shifted so that the X-frame was attached to his back. The sea got closer and closer—a glittering expanse of slap-you-in-the-face death.

 He yelled in defiance and punched the sphere’s override switch.

 The engine coughed to life. The makeshift rotor turned. The canvas blades spun, but much too slowly. Leo’s head was pointed straight down at the sea—maybe thirty seconds to impact.

 At least nobody’s around, he thought bitterly, or I’d be a demigod joke forever. What was the last thing to go through Leo’s mind? The Mediterranean.

 Suddenly the orb got warm against his chest. The blades turned faster. The engine coughed, and Leo tilted sideways, slicing through the air.

 “YES!” he yelled.

 He had successfully created the world’s most dangerous personal helicopter.

 He shot toward the island in the distance, but he was still falling much too fast. The blades shuddered. The canvas screamed.

 The beach was only a few hundred yards away when the sphere turned lava-hot and the helicopter exploded, shooting flames in every direction. If he hadn’t been immune to fire, Leo would have been charcoal. As it was, the midair explosion probably saved his life. The blast flung Leo sideways while the bulk of his flaming contraption smashed into the shore at full speed with a massive KA-BOOM!

 Leo opened his eyes, amazed to be alive. He was sitting in a bathtub-sized crater in the sand. A few yards away, a column of thick black smoke roiled into the sky from a much larger crater. The surrounding beach was peppered with smaller pieces of burning wreckage.

 “My sphere.” Leo patted his chest. The sphere wasn’t there. His duct tape and rope halter had disintegrated.

 He struggled to his feet. None of his bones seemed broken, which was good; but mostly he was worried about his Archimedes sphere. If he’d destroyed his priceless artifact to make a flaming thirty-second helicopter, he was going to track down that stupid snow goddess Khione and smack her with a monkey wrench.

 He staggered across the beach, wondering why there weren’t any tourists or hotels or boats in sight. The island seemed perfect for a resort, with blue water and soft white sand. Maybe it was uncharted. Did they still have uncharted islands in the world? Maybe Khione had blasted him out of the Mediterranean altogether. For all he knew, he was in Bora Bora.

 The larger crater was about eight feet deep. At the bottom, the helicopter blades were still trying to turn. The engine belched smoke. The rotor croaked like a stepped-on frog, but dang —pretty impressive for a rushjob.

 The helicopter had apparently crashed onto something. The crater was littered with broken wooden furniture, shattered china plates, some half-melted pewter goblets, and burning linen napkins. Leo wasn’t sure why all that fancy stuff had been on the beach, but at least it meant that this place was inhabited, after all.

 Finally he spotted the Archimedes sphere—steaming and charred but still intact, making unhappy
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 clicking noises in the center of the wreckage.

 “Sphere!” he yelled. “Come to Papa!”

 He skidded to the bottom of the crater and snatched up the sphere. He collapsed, sat cross-legged, and cradled the device in his hands. The bronze surface was searing hot, but Leo didn’t care.

 It was still in one piece, which meant he could use it.

 Now, if he could just figure out where he was, and how to get back to his friends....

 He was making a mental list of tools he might need when a girl’s voice interrupted him: “What are you doing ? You blew up my dining table!”

 Immediately Leo thought: Uh-oh.

 He’d met a lot of goddesses, but the girl glaring down at him from the edge of the crater actually looked like a goddess.

 She wore a sleeveless white Greek-style dress with a gold braided belt. Her hair was long, straight, and golden brown—almost the same cinnamon-toast color as Hazel’s, but the similarity to Hazel ended there. The girl’s face was milky pale, with dark, almond-shaped eyes and pouty lips. She looked maybe fifteen, about Leo’s age, and, sure, she was pretty; but with that angry expression on her face she reminded Leo of every popular girl in every school he’d ever attended—the ones who made fun of him, gossiped a lot, thought they were so superior, and basically did everything they could to make his life miserable.

 Leo disliked her instantly.

 “Oh, I’m sorry!” he said. “I just fell out of the sky. I constructed a helicopter in midair, burst into flames halfway down, crash-landed, and barely survived. But by all means—let’s talk about your dining table!”

 He snatched up a half-melted goblet. “Who puts a dining table on the beach where innocent demigods can crash into it? Who does that?”

 The girl clenched her fists. Leo was pretty sure she was going to march down the crater and punch him in the face. Instead she looked up at the sky.

 “REALLY?” she screamed at the empty blue. “You want to make my curse even worse ? Zeus! Hephaestus! Hermes! Have you no shame?”

 “Uh...” Leo noticed that she’d just picked three gods to blame, and one of them was his dad. He didn’t figure that was a good sign. “I doubt they’re listening. You know, the whole split personality thing—”

 “Show yourself!” the girl yelled at the sky, completely ignoring Leo. “It’s not bad enough I am exiled? It’s not bad enough you take away the few good heroes I’m allowed to meet? You think it’s funny to send me this—this charbroiled runt of a boy to ruin my tranquility? This is NOT FUNNY! Take him back!”

 “Hey, Sunshine,” Leo said. “I’m right here, you know.”

 She growled like a cornered animal. “Do not call me Sunshine! Get out of that hole and come with me now so I can get you off my island!”

 “Well, since you asked so nicely...”

 Leo didn’t know what the crazy girl was so worked up about, but he didn’t really care. If she
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 could help him leave this island, that was totally fine by him. He clutched his charred sphere and climbed out of the crater. When he reached the top, the girl was already marching down the shoreline. He jogged to catch up.

 She gestured in disgust at the burning wreckage. “This was a pristine beach! Look at it now.”

 “Yeah, my bad,” Leo muttered. “I should’ve crashed on one of the other islands. Oh, wait—there aren’t any!”

 She snarled and kept walking along the edge of the water. Leo caught a whiff of cinnamon— maybe her perfume? Not that he cared. Her hair swayed down her back in a mesmerizing kind of way, which of course he didn’t care about either.

 He scanned the sea. Just like he’d seen during his fall, there were no landmasses or ships all the way to the horizon. Looking inland, he saw grassy hills dotted with trees. A footpath wound through a grove of cedars. Leo wondered where it led: probably to the girl’s secret lair, where she roasted her enemies so she could eat them at her dining table on the beach.

 He was so busy thinking about that, he didn’t notice when the girl stopped. He ran into her.

 “Gah!” She turned and grabbed his arms to keep from falling in the surf. Her hands were strong, as though she worked with them for a living. Back at camp, the girls in the Hephaestus cabin had had strong hands like that, but she didn’t look like a Hephaestus kid.

 She glared at him, her dark almond eyes only a few inches from his. Her ci nna mon smell reminded him of his abuela’s apartment. Man, he hadn’t thought about that place in years.

 The girl pushed him away. “All right. This spot is good. Now tell me you want to leave.”

 “What?” Leo’s brain was still kind of muddled from the crash landing. He wasn’t sure he had heard her right.

 “Do you want to leave?” she demanded. “Surely you’ve got somewhere to go!”

 “Uh.. .yeah. My friends are in trouble. I need to get back to my ship and—”

 “Fine,” she snapped. “Just say, I want to leave Ogygia .”

 “Uh, okay.” Leo wasn’t sure why, but her tone kind of hurt.. .which was stupid, since he didn’t care what this girl thought. “I want to leave—whatever you said.”

 “Oh-gee-gee-ah.” The girl pronounced it slowly, as if Leo were five years old.

 “I want to leave Oh-gee-gee-ah,” he said.

 She exhaled, clearly relieved. “Good. In a moment, a magical raft will appear. It will take you wherever you want to go.”

 “Who are you?”

 She looked like she was about to answer but stopped herself. “It doesn’t matter. You’ll be gone soon. You’re obviously a mistake.”

 That was harsh, Leo thought.

 He’d spent enough time thinking he was a mistake—as a demigod, on this quest, in life in general. He didn’t need a random crazy goddess reinforcing the idea.

 He remembered a Greek legend about a girl on an island.... Maybe one of his friends had mentioned it? It didn’t matter. As long as she let him leave.

 “Any moment now...” The girl stared out at the water.
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 No magical raft appeared.

 “Maybe it got stuck in traffic,” Leo said.

 “This is wrong.” She glared at the sky. “This is completely wrong!”

 “So.. .plan B?” Leo asked. “You got a phone, or—”

 “Agh!” The girl turned and stormed inland. When she got to the footpath, she sprinted into the grove of trees and disappeared.

 “Okay,” Leo said. “Or you could just run away.”

 From his tool belt pouches he pulled some rope and a snap hook, then fastened the Archimedes sphere to his belt.

 He looked out to sea. Still no magic raft.

 He could stand here and wait, but he was hungry, thirsty, and tired. He was banged up pretty bad from his fall.

 He didn’t want to follow that crazy girl, no matter how good she smelled.

 On the other hand, he had no place else to go. The girl had a dining table, so she probably had food. And she seemed to find Leo’s presence annoying.

 “Annoying her is a plus,” he decided.

 He followed her into the hills.
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 L

 LEO

 “Holy Hephaestus,” Leo said.

 The path opened into the nicest garden Leo had ever seen. Not that he had spent a lot of time in gardens, but dang. On the left was an orchard and a vineyard—peach trees with red-golden fruit that smelled awesome in the warm sun, carefully pruned vines bursting with grapes, bowers of flowering jasmine, and a bunch of other plants Leo couldn’t name.

 On the right were neat beds of vegetables and herbs, arranged like spokes around a big sparkling fountain where bronze satyrs spewed water into a central bowl.

 At the back of the garden, where the footpath ended, a cave opened in the side of a grassy hill. Compared to Bunker Nine back at camp, the entrance was tiny, but it was impressive in its own way. On either side, crystalline rock had been carved into glittering Grecian columns. The tops were fitted with a bronze rod that held silky white curtains.

 Leo’s nose was assaulted by good smells—cedar, juniper, jasmine, peaches, and fresh herbs.

 The aroma from the cave really caught his attention—like beef stew cooking.

 He started toward the entrance. Seriously, how could he not? He stopped when he noticed the girl. She was kneeling in her vegetable garden, her back to Leo. She muttered to herself as she dug furiously with a trowel.

 Leo approached her from one side so she could see him. He didn’t feel like surprising her when she was armed with a sharp gardening implement.

 She kept cursing in Ancient Greek and stabbing at the dirt. She had flecks of soil all over her arms, her face, and her white dress, but she didn’t seem to care.

 Leo could appreciate that. She looked better with a little mud—less like a beauty queen and more like an actual get-your-hands-dirty kind of person.

 “I think you’ve punished that dirt enough,” he offered.
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 She scowled at him, her eyes red and watery. “Just go away.”

 “You’re crying,” he said, which was stupidly obvious; but seeing her that way took the wind out of his helicopter blades, so to speak. It was hard to stay mad at someone who was crying.

 “None of your business,” she muttered. “It’s a big island. Just.. .find your own place. Leave me alone.” She waved vaguely toward the south. “Go that way, maybe.”

 “So, no magic raft,” Leo said. “No other way off the island?”

 “Apparently not!”

 “What am I supposed to do, then? Sit in the sand dunes until I die?”

 “That would be fine....” The girl threw down her trowel and cursed at the sky. “Except I suppose he can’t die here, can he? Zeus! This is not funny!”

 Can’t die her el

 “Hold up.” Leo’s head spun like a crankshaft. He couldn’t quite translate what this girl was saying—like when he heard Spaniards or South Americans speaking Spanish. Yeah, he could understand it, sort of; but it sounded so different, it was almost another language.

 “I’m going to need some more information here,” he said. “You don’t want me in your face, that’s cool. I don’t want to be here either. But I’m not going to go die in a corner. I have to get off this island. There’s got to be a way. Every problem has a fix.”

 She laughed bitterly. “You haven’t lived very long, if you still believe that.”

 The way she said it sent a shiver up his back. She looked the same age as him, but he wondered how old she really was.

 “You said something about a curse,” he prompted.

 She flexed her fingers, like she was practicing her throat-strangling technique. “Yes. I cannot leave Ogygia. My father, Atlas, fought against the gods, and I supported him.”

 “Atlas,” Leo said. “As in the Titan Atlas?”

 The girl rolled her eyes. “Yes, you impossible little...” Whatever she was going to say, she bit it back. “I was imprisoned here, where I could cause the Olympians no trouble. About a year ago, after the Second Titan War, the gods vowed to forgive their enemies and offer amnesty. Supposedly Percy made them promise—”

 “Percy,” Leo said. “Percy Jackson?”

 She squeezed her eyes shut. A tear trickled down her cheek.

 Oh, Leo thought.

 “Percy came here,” he said.

 She dug her fingers into the soil. “I—I thought I would be released. I dared to hope.. .but I am still here.”

 Leo remembered now. The story was supposed to be a secret, but of course that meant it had spread like wildfire across the camp. Percy had told Annabeth. Months later, when Percy had gone missing, Annabeth told Piper. Piper told Jason...

 Percy had talked about visiting this island. He had met a goddess who’d gotten a major crush on him and wanted him to stay, but eventually she let him go.

 “You’re that lady,” Leo said. “The one who was named after Caribbean music.”
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 Her eyes glinted murderously. “Caribbean music.”

 “Yeah. Reggae?” Leo shook his head. “Merengue? Hold on, I’ll get it.”

 He snapped his fingers. “Calypso! But Percy said you were awesome. He said you were all sweet and helpful, not, um...”

 She shot to her feet. “Yes?”

 “Uh, nothing,” Leo said.

 “Would you be sweet” she demanded, “if the gods forgot their promise to let you go? Would you be sweet if they laughed at you by sending another hero, but a hero who looked like—like you?”

 “Is that a trick question?”

 “Of Immortales!” She turned and marched into her cave.

 “Hey!” Leo ran after her.

 When he got inside, he lost his train of thought. The walls were made from multicolored chunks of crystal. White curtains divided the cave into different rooms with comfy pillows and woven rugs and platters of fresh fruit. He spotted a harp in one corner, a loom in another, and a big cooking pot where the stew was bubbling, filling the cavern with luscious smells.

 The strangest thing? The chores were doing themselves. Towels floated through the air, folding and stacking into neat piles. Spoons washed themselves in a copper sink. The scene reminded Leo of the invisible wind spirits that had served him lunch at Camp Jupiter.

 Calypso stood at a washbasin, cleaning the dirt off her arms.

 She scowled at Leo, but she didn’t yell at him to leave. She seemed to be running out of energy for her anger.

 Leo cleared his throat. If he was going to get any help from this lady, he needed to be nice.

 “So.. .1 get why you’re angry. You probably never want to see another demigod again. I guess that didn’t sit right when, uh, Percy left you—”

 “He was only the latest,” she growled. “Before him, it was that pirate Drake. And before him, Odysseus. They were all the same! The gods send me the greatest heroes, the ones I cannot help but...”

 “You fall in love with them,” Leo guessed. “And then they leave you.”

 Her chin trembled. “That is my curse. I had hoped to be free of it by now, but here I am, still stuck on Ogygia after three thousand years.”

 “Three thousand.” Leo’s mouth felt tingly, like he’d just eaten Pop Rocks. “Uh, you look good for three thousand.”

 “And now.. .the worst insult of all. The gods mock me by sending you”

 Anger bubbled in Leo’s stomach.

 Yeah, typical. If Jason were here, Calypso would fall all over him. She’d beg him to stay, but he’d be all noble about returning to his duties, and he’d leave Calypso brokenhearted. That magic raft would totally arrive for him.

 But Leo? He was the annoying guest she couldn’t get rid of. She’d never fall for him, because she was totally out of his league. Not that he cared. She wasn’t his type anyway. She was way too annoying, and beautiful, and—well, it didn’t matter.
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 “Fine,” he said. “I’ll leave you alone. I’ll build something myself and get off this stupid island without your help.”

 She shook her head sadly. “You don’t understand, do you? The gods are laughing at both of us. If the raft will not appear, that means they’ve closed Ogygia. You’re stuck here the same as me. You can never leave.”
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 L I

 LEO

 The first few days were the worst.

 Leo slept outside on a bed of drop cloths under the stars. It got cold at night, even on the beach in the summer, so he built fires with the remains of Calypso’s dining table. That cheered him up a little.

 During the days, he walked the circumference of the island and found nothing of interest—unless you liked beaches and endless sea in every direction. He tried to send an Iris-message in the rainbows that formed in the sea spray, but he had no luck. He didn’t have any drachmas for an offering, and apparently the goddess Iris wasn’t interested in nuts and bolts.

 He didn’t even dream, which was unusual for him—or for any demigod—so he had no idea what was going on in the outside world. Had his friends gotten rid of Khione? Were they looking for him, or had they sailed on to Epirus to complete the quest?

 He wasn’t even sure what to hope for.

 The dream he’d had back on the Argo II finally made sense to him—when the evil sorceress lady had told him to either jump off a cliff into the clouds or descend into a dark tunnel where ghostly voices whispered. That tunnel must have represented the House of Hades, which Leo would never see now. He’d taken the cliff instead—falling through the sky to this stupid island. But in the dream, Leo had been given a choice. In real life, he’d had none. Khione had simply plucked him off his ship and shot him into orbit. Totally unfair.

 The worst part of being stuck here? He was losing track of the days. He woke up one morning and couldn’t remember if he’d been on Ogygia for three nights or four.

 Calypso wasn’t much help. Leo confronted her in the garden, but she just shook her head. “Time is difficult here.”

 Great. Lor all Leo knew, a century had passed in the real world, and the war with Gaea was over for better or worse. Or maybe he’d only been on Ogygia for five minutes. His whole life might
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 pass here in the time it took his friends on the Argo II to have breakfast.

 Either way, he needed to get off this island.

 Calypso took pity on him in some ways. She sent her invisible servants to leave bowls of stew and goblets of apple cider at the edge of the garden. She even sent him a few new sets of clothes— simple, undyed cotton pants and shirts that she must have made on her loom They fit him so well, Leo wondered how she’d gotten his measurements. Maybe she just used her generic pattern for scrawny

 MALE.

 Anyway, he was glad to have new threads, since his old ones were pretty smelly and burned up. Usually Leo could keep his clothes from burning when he caught fire, but it took concentration. Sometimes back at camp, if he wasn’t thinking about it, he’d be working on some metal project at the hot forge, look down, and realize his clothes had burned away, except for his magic tool belt and a smoking pair of underwear. Kind of embarrassing.

 Despite the gifts, Calypso obviously didn’t want to see him. One time he poked his head inside the cave and she freaked out, yelling and throwing pots at his head.

 Yeah, she was definitely on Team Leo.

 He ended up pitching a more permanent camp near the footpath, where the beach met the hills. That way he was close enough to pickup his meals, but Calypso didn’t have to see him and go into a pot-throwing rage.

 He made himself a lean-to with sticks and canvas. He dug a campfire pit. He even managed to build himself a bench and a worktable from some driftwood and dead cedar branches. He spent hours fixing the Archimedes sphere, cleaning it and repairing its circuits. He made himself a compass, but the needle would spin all crazy no matter what he tried. Leo guessed a GPS would have been useless too. This island was designed to be off the charts, impossible to leave.

 He remembered the old bronze astrolabe he’d picked up in Bologna—the one the dwarfs told him Odysseus had made. He had a sneaking suspicion Odysseus had been thinking about this island when he constructed it, but unfortunately Leo had left it back on the ship with Buford the Wonder Table. Besides, the dwarfs had told him the astrolabe didn’t work. Something about a missing crystal...

 He walked the beach, wondering why Khione had sent him here—assuming his landing here wasn’t an accident. Why not just kill him instead? Maybe Khione wanted him to be in limbo forever. Perhaps she knew the gods were too incapacitated to pay attention to Ogygia, and so the island’s magic was broken. That could be why Calypso was still stuck here, and why the magic raft wouldn’t appear for Leo.

 Or maybe the magic of this place was working just fine. The gods punished Calypso by sending her buff courageous dudes who left as soon as she fell for them. Maybe that was the problem Calypso would never fall for Leo. She wanted him to leave. So they were stuck in a vicious circle. If that was Khione’s plan...wow. Major-league devious.

 Then one morning he made a discovery, and things got even more complicated.

 Leo was walking in the hills, following a little brook that ran between two big cedar trees. He liked this area—it was the only place on Ogygia where he couldn’t see the sea, so he could pretend he wasn’t stuck on an island. In the shade of the trees, he almost felt like he was back at Camp Half-
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 Blood, heading through the woods toward Bunker Nine.

 He jumped over the creek. Instead of landing on soft earth, his feet hit something much harder.

 CLANG.

 Metal.

 Excited, Leo dug through the mulch until he saw the glint of bronze.

 “Oh, man.” He giggled like a crazy person as he excavated the scraps.

 He had no idea why the stuff was here. Hephaestus was always tossing broken parts out of his godly workshop and littering the earth with scrap metal, but what were the chances some of it would hit Ogygia?

 Leo found a handful of wires, a few bent gears, a piston that might still work, and several hammered sheets of Celestial bronze—the smallest the size of a drink coaster, the largest the size of a war shield.

 It wasn’t a lot—not compared to Bunker Nine, or even to his supplies aboard the Argo II. But it was more than sand and rocks.

 He looked up at the sunlight winking through the cedar branches. “Dad? If you sent this here for me—thanks. If you didn’t.. .well, thanks anyway.”

 He gathered up his treasure trove and lugged it back to his campsite.

 After that, the days passed more quickly, and with a lot more noise.

 Lirst Leo made himself a forge out of mud bricks, each one baked with his own fiery hands. He found a large rock he could use as an anvil base, and he pulled nails from his tool belt until he had enough to melt into a plate for a hammering surface.

 Once that was done, he began to recast the Celestial bronze scraps. Each day his hammer rang on bronze until his rock anvil broke, or his tongs bent, or he ran out of firewood.

 Each evening he collapsed, drenched in sweat and covered in soot; but he felt great. At least he was working, trying to solve his problem.

 The first time Calypso came to check on him, it was to complain about the noise.

 “Smoke and fire,” she said. “Clanging on metal all day long. You’re scaring away the birds!”

 “Oh, no, not the birds!” Leo grumbled.

 “What do you hope to accomplish?”

 He glanced up and almost smashed his thumb with his hammer. He’d been staring at metal and fire so long he’d forgotten how beautiful Calypso was. Annoyingly beautiful. She stood there with the sunlight in her hair, her white skirt fluttering around her legs, a basket of grapes and fresh-baked bread tucked under one arm.

 Leo tried to ignore his rumbling stomach.

 “I’m hoping to get off this island,” he said. “That is what you want, right?”

 Calypso scowled. She set the basket near his bedroll. “You haven’t eaten in two days. Take a break and eatC

 “Two days?” Leo hadn’t even noticed, which surprised him, since he liked food. He was even more surprised that Calypso had noticed.

 “Thanks,” he muttered. “I’ll, uh, try to hammer more quietly.”
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 “Huh.” She sounded unimpressed.

 After that, she didn’t complain about the noise or the smoke.

 The next time she visited, Leo was putting the final touches on his first project. He didn’t see her until she spoke right behind him.

 “I brought you—”

 Leo jumped, dropping his wires. “Bronze bulls, girl! Don’t sneak up on me like that!”

 She was wearing red today—Leo’s favorite color. That was completely irrelevant. She looked really good in red. Also irrelevant.

 “I wasn’t sneaking ,” she said. “I was bringing you these.”

 She showed him the clothes that were folded over her arm: a new pair of jeans, a white T-shirt, an army fatigue jacket.. .wait, those were his clothes, except that they couldn’t be. His original army jacket had burned up months ago. He hadn’t been wearing it when he landed on Ogygia. But the clothes Calypso held looked exactly like the clothes he’d been wearing the first day he’d arrived at Camp Half-Blood—except these looked bigger, resized to fit him better.

 “How?” he asked.

 Calypso set the clothes at his feet and backed away as if he were a dangerous beast. “I do have a little magic, you know. You keep burning through the clothes I give you, so I thought I would weave something less flammable.”

 “These won’t burn?” He picked up the jeans, but they felt just like normal denim

 “They are completely fireproof,” Calypso promised. “They’ll stay clean and expand to fit you, should you ever become less scrawny.”

 “Thanks.” He meant it to sound sarcastic, but he was honestly impressed. Leo could make a lot of things, but an inflammable, self-cleaning outfit wasn’t one of them. “So.. .you made an exact replica of my favorite outfit. Did you, like, Google me or something?”

 She frowned. “I don’t know that word.”

 “You looked me up,” he said. “Almost like you had some interest in me.”

 She wrinkled her nose. “I have an interest in not making you a new set of clothes every other day. I have an interest in your not smelling so bad and walking around my island in smoldering rags.”

 “Oh, yeah.” Leo grinned. “You’re really warming up to me.”

 Her face got even redder. “You are the most insufferable person I have ever met! I was only returning a favor. You fixed my fountain.”

 “That?” Leo laughed. The problem had been so simple, he’d almost forgotten about it. One of the bronze satyrs had gotten turned sideways and the water pressure was off, so it started making an annoying ticking sound, jiggling up and down, and spewing water over the rim of the pool. He’d pulled out a couple of tools and fixed it in about two minutes. “That was no big deal. I don’t like it when things don’t work right.”

 “And the curtains across the cave entrance?”

 “The rod wasn’t level.”

 “And my gardening tools?”

 “Look, I just sharpened the shears. Cutting vines with a dull blade is dangerous. And the pruners
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 needed to be oiled at the hinge, and—

 “Oh, yeah,” Calypso said, in a pretty good imitation of his voice. “You’re really warming up to

 me.”

 For once, Leo was speechless. Calypso’s eyes glittered. He knew she was making fun of him, but somehow it didn’t feel mean.

 She pointed at his worktable. “What are you building?”

 “Oh.” He looked at the bronze mirror, which he’d just finished wiring up to the Archimedes sphere. In the screen’s polished surface, his own reflection surprised him His hair had grown out longer and curlier. His face was thinner and more chiseled, maybe because he hadn’t been eating. His eyes were dark and a little ferocious when he wasn’t smiling—kind of a Tarzan look, if Tarzan came in extra-small Latino. He couldn’t blame Calypso for backing away from him.

 “Uh, it’s a seeing device,” he said. “We found one like this in Rome, in the workshop of Archimedes. If I can make it work, maybe I can find out what’s going on with my friends.”

 Calypso shook her head. “That’s impossible. This island is hidden, cut off from the world by strong magic. Time doesn’t even flow the same here.”

 “Well, you’ve got to have some kind of outside contact. How did you find out that I used to wear an army jacket?”

 She twisted her hair as if the question made her uncomfortable. “Seeing the past is simple magic. Seeing the present or the future—that is not.”

 “Yeah, well,” Leo said. “Watch and learn, Sunshine. I just connect these last two wires, and—”

 The bronze plate sparked. Smoke billowed from the sphere. A flash of fire raced up Leo’s sleeve. He pulled off his shirt, threw it down, and stomped on it.

 He could tell Calypso was trying not to laugh, but she was shaking with the effort.

 “Not a word,” Leo warned.

 She glanced at his bare chest, which was sweaty, bony, and streaked with old scars from weapon-making accidents.

 “Nothing worth commenting on,” she assured him. “If you want that device to work, perhaps you should try a musical invocation.”

 “Right,” he said. “Whenever an engine malfunctions, I like to tap-dance around it. Works every time.”

 She took a deep breath and began to sing.

 Her voice hit him like a cool breeze—like that first cold front in Texas when the summer heat finally breaks and you start to believe things might get better. Leo couldn’t understand the words, but the song was plaintive and bittersweet, as if she were describing a home she could never return to.

 Her singing was magic, no doubt. But it wasn’t like Medea’s trance-inducing voice, or even Piper’s charmspeak. The music didn’t want anything from him It simply reminded him of his best memories—building things with his mom in her workshop; sitting in the sunshine with his friends at camp. It made him miss home.

 Calypso stopped singing. Leo realized he was staring like an idiot.

 “Any luck?” she asked.
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 “Uh..He forced his eyes back to the bronze mirror. “Nothing. Wait...”

 The screen glowed. In the air above it, holographic pictures shimmered to life.

 Leo recognized the commons at Camp Half-Blood.

 There was no sound, but Clarisse LaRue from the Ares Cabin was yelling orders at the campers, forming them into lines. Leo’s brethren from Cabin Nine hurried around, fitting everyone with armor and passing out weapons.

 Even Chiron the centaur was dressed for war. He trotted up and down the ranks, his plumed helmet gleaming, his legs decked in bronze greaves. His usual friendly smile was gone, replaced with a look of grim determination.

 In the distance, Greek triremes floated on Long Island Sound, prepped for war. Along the hills, catapults were being primed. Satyrs patrolled the fields, and riders on pegasi circled overhead, alert for aerial attacks.

 “Your friends?” Calypso asked.

 Leo nodded. His face felt numb. “They’re preparing for war.”

 “Against whom?”

 “Look,” Leo said.

 The scene changed. A phalanx of Roman demigods marched through a moonlit vineyard. An illuminated sign in the distance read: goldsmith winery.

 “I’ve seen that sign before,” Leo said. “That’s not far from Camp Half-Blood.”

 Suddenly the Roman ranks deteriorated into chaos. Demigods scattered. Shields fell. Javelins swung wildly, like the whole group had stepped in fire ants.


  

 Darting through the moonlight were two small hairy shapes dressed in mismatched clothes and garish hats. They seemed to be everywhere at once—whacking Romans on the head, stealing their weapons, cutting their belts so their pants fell around their ankles.

 Leo couldn’t help grinning. “Those beautiful little troublemakers! They kept their promise.”

 Calypso leaned in, watching the Kerkopes. “Cousins of yours?”

 “Ha, ha, ha, no,” Leo said. “Couple of dwarfs I met in Bologna. I sent them to slow down the Romans, and they’re doing it.”

 “But for how long?” Calypso wondered.

 Good question. The scene shifted again. Leo saw Octavian—that no-good blond scarecrow of an augur. He stood in a gas station parking lot, surrounded by black SUVs and Roman demigods. He held up a long pole wrapped in canvas. When he uncovered it, a golden eagle glimmered at the top.

 “Oh, that’s not good,” Leo said.

 “A Roman standard,” Calypso noted.

 “Yeah. And this one shoots lightning, according to Percy.”

 As soon as he said Percy’s name, Leo regretted it. He glanced at Calypso. He could see in her eyes how much she was struggling, trying to marshal her emotions into neat orderly rows like strands on her loom. What surprised Leo most was the surge of anger he felt. It wasn’t just annoyance or jealousy. He was mad at Percy for hurting this girl.
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 He refocused on the holographic images. Now he saw a single rider—Reyna, the praetor from Camp Jupiter—flying through a storm on the back of a light-brown pegasus. Reyna’s dark hair flew in the wind. Her purple cloak fluttered, revealing the glimmer of her armor. She was bleeding from cuts on her arms and face. Her pegasus’s eyes were wild, his mouth slathering from hard riding; but Reyna peered steadfastly forward into the storm.

 As Leo watched, a wild gryphon dived out of the clouds. It raked its claws across the horse’s ribs, almost throwing Reyna. She drew her sword and slashed the monster down. Seconds later, three venti appeared—dark air spirits swirling like miniature tornadoes laced with lightning. Reyna charged them, yelling defiantly.

 Then the bronze mirror went dark.

 “No!” Leo yelled. “No, not now. Show me what happens!” He banged on the mirror. “Calypso, can you sing again or something?”

 She glared at him. “I suppose that is your girlfriend? Your Penelope? Your Elizabeth? Your Annabeth?”

 “What?” Leo couldn’t figure this girl out. Half the stuff she said made no sense. “That’s Reyna. She’s not my girlfriend! I need to see more! I need—”

 NEED, a voice rumbled in the ground beneath his feet. Leo staggered, suddenly feeling like he was standing on the surface of a trampoline.

 NEED is an overused word. A swirling human figure erupted from the sand—Leo’s least favorite goddess, the Mistress of Mud, the Princess of Potty Sludge, Gaea herself.

 Leo threw a pair of pliers at her. Unfortunately she wasn’t solid, and they passed right through. Her eyes were closed, but she didn’t look asleep, exactly. She had a smile on her dust devil face, as if she were intently listening to her favorite song. Her sandy robes shifted and folded, reminding Leo of the undulating fins on that stupid shrimpzilla monster they’d fought in the Atlantic. For his money, though, Gaea was uglier.

 You want to live, Gaea said. You want to join your friends. But you do not need this, my poor boy. It would make no difference. Your friends will die, regardless.

 Leo’s legs shook. He hated it, but whenever this witch appeared, he felt like he was eight years old again, trapped in the lobby of his mom’s machine shop, listening to Gaea’s soothing evil voice while his mother was locked inside the burning warehouse, dying from heat and smoke.

 “What I don’t need,” he growled, “is more lies from you. Dirt Face. You told me my great-granddad died in the 1960s. Wrong! You told me I couldn’t save my friends in Rome. Wrong! You told me a lot of things.”

 Gaea’s laughter was a soft rustling sound, like dirt trickling down a hill in the first moments of an avalanche.

 I tried to help you make better choices. You could have saved yourself. But you defied me at every step. You built your ship. You joined that foolish quest. Now you are trapped here, helpless, while the mortal world dies.

 Feo’s hands burst into flame. He wanted to melt Gaea’s sandy face to glass. Then he felt Calypso’s hand on his shoulder.

 “Gaea.” Her voice was stern and steady. “You are not welcome.”
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 Leo wished he could sound as confident as Calypso. Then he remembered that this annoying fifteen-year-old girl was actually the immortal daughter of a Titan.

 Ah, Calypso. Gaea raised her arms as if for a hug. Still here, I see, despite the gods ’promises. Why do you think that is, my dear grandchild? Are the Olympians being spiteful, leaving you with no company except this undergrown fool? Or have they simply forgotten you, because you are not worth their time?

 Calypso stared straight through the swirling face of Gaea, all the way to the horizon.

 Yes, Gaea murmured sympathetically. The Olympians are faithless. They do not give second chances. Why do you hold out hope? You supported your father, Atlas, in his great war. You knew that the gods must be destroyed. Why do you hesitate now? I offer you a chance that Zeus would never give you.

 “Where were you these last three thousand years?” Calypso asked. “If you are so concerned with my fate, why do you visit me only now?”

 Gaea turned up her palms. The earth is slow to wake. War comes in its own time. But do not think it will pass you by on Ogygia. When I remake the world, this prison will be destroyed as well.

 “Ogygia destroyed?” Calypso shook her head, as if she couldn’t imagine those two words going together.

 You do not have to be here when that happens, Gaea promised. Join me now. Kill this boy.

 Spill his blood upon the earth, and help me to wake. I will free you and grant you any wish. Freedom. Revenge against the gods. Even a prize. Would you still have the demigod Percy Jackson? I will spare him for you. I will raise him from Tartarus. He will be yours to punish or to love, as you choose. Only kill this trespassing boy. Show your loyalty.

 Several scenarios went through Leo’s head—none of them good. He was positive Calypso would strangle him on the spot, or order her invisible wind servants to chop him into a Leo puree.

 Why wouldn’t she? Gaea was making her the ultimate deal—kill one annoying guy, get a handsome one free!

 Calypso thrust her hand toward Gaea in a three-fingered gesture Leo recognized from Camp Half-Blood: the Ancient Greek ward against evil. “This is not just my prison, Grandmother. It is my home. And you are the trespasser.”

 The wind ripped Gaea’s form into nothingness, scattering the sand into the blue sky.

 Leo swallowed. “Uh, don’t take this the wrong way, but you didn’t kill me. Are you crazy?”

 Calypso’s eyes smoldered with anger, but for once Leo didn’t think the anger was aimed at him. “Your friends must need you, or else Gaea would not ask for your death.”

 “I—uh, yeah. I guess.”

 “Then we have work to do,” she said. “We must get you back to your ship.”
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 L I I

 LEO

 Leo thought he’d been busy before. When Calypso set her mind to something, she was a machine.

 Within a day, she’d gathered enough supplies for a weeklong voyage—food, flasks of water, herbal medicines from her garden. She wove a sail big enough for a small yacht and made enough rope for all the rigging.

 She got so much done that by the second day she asked Leo if he needed any help with his own project.

 He looked up from the circuit board that was slowly coming together. “If I didn’t know better, I’d think you were anxious to get rid of me.”

 “That’s a bonus,” she admitted. She was dressed for work in a pair of jeans and a grubby white T-shirt. When he asked her about the wardrobe change, she claimed she had realized how practical these clothes were after making some for Leo.

 In the blue jeans, she didn’t look much like a goddess. Her T-shirt was covered with grass and dirt stains, like she’d just run through a swirling Gaea. Her feet were bare. Her cinnamon-toast hair was tied back, which made her almond eyes look even larger and more startling. Her hands were calloused and blistered from working with rope.

 Looking at her, Leo felt a tugging in his stomach that he couldn’t quite explain.

 “So?” she prompted.

 “So... what?”

 She nodded at the circuitry. “So can I help? How is it coming?”

 “Oh, uh, I’m good here. I guess. If I can wire this thing up to the boat, I should be able to navigate back to the world.”
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 “Now all you need is a boat.”

 He tried to read her expression. He wasn’t sure if she was annoyed that he was still here, or wistful that she wasn’t leaving too. Then he looked at all the supplies she’d stacked up—easily enough for two people for several days.

 “What Gaea said...” He hesitated. “About you getting off this island. Would you want to try it?”

 She scowled. “What do you mean?”

 “Well.. .I’m not saying it would be fun having you along, always complaining and glaring at me and stuff. But I suppose I could stand it, if you wanted to try.”

 Her expression softened just a little.

 “How noble,” she muttered. “But no, Leo. If I tried to come with you, your tiny chance of escape would be no chance at all. The gods have placed ancient magic on this island to keep me here. A hero can leave. I cannot. The most important thing is getting you free so you can stop Gaea. Not that I care what happens to you,” she added quickly. “But the world’s fate is at stake.”

 “Why would you care about that?” he asked. “I mean, after being away from the world for so long?”

 She arched her eyebrows, as if surprised that he’d asked a sensible question. “I suppose I don’t like being told what to do—by Gaea or anyone else. As much as I hate the gods sometimes, over the past three millennia I’ve come to see that they’re better than the Titans. They’re definitely better than the giants. At least the gods kept in touch. Hermes has always been kind to me. And your father, Hephaestus, has often visited. He is a good person.”

 Leo wasn’t sure what to make of her faraway tone. She almost sounded like she was pondering his worth, not his dad’s.

 She reached out and closed his mouth. He hadn’t realized it was hanging open.

 “Now,” Calypso said, “how can I help?”

 “Oh.” He stared down at his project, but when he spoke, he blurted out an idea that had been forming ever since Calypso made his new clothes. “You know that flameproof cloth? You think you could make me a little bag of that fabric?”

 He described the dimensions. Calypso waved her hand impatiently. “That will only take minutes. Will it help on your quest?”

 “Yeah. It might save a life. And, um, could you chip off a little piece of crystal from your cave? I don’t need much.”

 She frowned. “That’s an odd request.”

 “Humor me.”

 “All right. Consider it done. I’ll make the fireproof pouch tonight at the loom, when I’ve cleaned up. But what can I do now, while my hands are dirty?”

 She held up her calloused, grimy fingers. Leo couldn’t help thinking there was nothing hotter than a girl who didn’t mind getting her hands dirty. But of course, that was just a general comment. Didn’t apply to Calypso. Obviously.

 “Well,” he said, “you could twist some more bronze coils. But that’s kind of specialized—”

 She pushed in next to him on the bench and began to work, her hands braiding the bronze wiring faster than he could have. “Just like weaving,” she said. “This isn’t so hard.”
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 “Huh,” Leo said. “Well, if you ever get off this island and want a job, let me know. You’re not a total klutz.”

 She smirked. “A job, eh? Making things in your forge?”

 “Nah, we could start our own shop,” Leo said, surprising himself. Starting a machine shop had always been one of his dreams, but he’d never told anyone about it. “Leo and Calypso’s Garage: Auto Repair and Mechanical Monsters.”

 “Fresh fruits and vegetables,” Calypso offered.

 “Cider and stew,” Leo added. “We could even provide entertainment. You could sing and I could, like, randomly burst into flames.”

 Calypso laughed—a clear, happy sound that made Leo’s heart go ka-bump.

 “See,” he said, “I’m funny.”

 She managed to kill her smile. “You are not funny. Now, get back to work, or no cider and stew.”

 “Yes, ma’am,” he said. They worked in silence, side by side, for the rest of the afternoon.

 Two nights later, the guidance console was finished.

 Leo and Calypso sat on the beach, near the spot where Leo had destroyed the dining table, and they ate a picnic dinner together. The full moon turned the waves to silver. Their campfire sent orange sparks into the sky. Calypso wore a fresh white shirt and her jeans, which she’d apparently decided to live in.

 Behind them in the dunes, the supplies were carefully packed and ready to go.

 “All we need now is a boat,” Calypso said.

 Leo nodded. He tried not to linger on the word we. Calypso had made it clear she wasn’t going.

 “I can start chopping wood into boards tomorrow,” Leo said. “Few days, we’ll have enough for a small hull.”

 “You’ve made a ship before,” Calypso remembered. “Your Argo //.”

 Leo nodded. He thought about all those months he’d spent creating the Argo II. Somehow, making a boat to sail from Ogygia seemed like a more daunting task.

 “So how long until you sail?” Calypso’s tone was light, but she didn’t meet his eyes.

 “Uh, not sure. Another week?” For some reason, saying that made Leo feel less agitated. When he had gotten here, he couldn’t wait to leave. Now, he was glad he had a few more days. Weird.

 Calypso ran her fingers across the completed circuit board. “This took so long to make.”

 “You can’t rush perfection.”

 A smile tugged at the edge of her mouth. “Yes, but will it work?”

 “Getting out, no problem,” Leo said. “But to get back I’ll need Festus and—”

 “What?”

 Leo blinked. “Festus. My bronze dragon. Once I figure out how to rebuild him, I’ll—”

 “You told me about Festus,” Calypso said. “But what do you meangef back ?”

 Leo grinned nervously. “Well.. .to get back here, duh. I’m sure I said that.”
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 “You most definitely did not.”

 “I’m not gonna leave you here! After you helped me and everything? Of course I’m coming back. Once I rebuild Festus, he’ll be able to handle an improved guidance system There’s this astrolabe that I, uh...” He stopped, deciding it was best not to mention that it had been built by one of Calypso’s old flames. “.. .that I found in Bologna. Anyway, I think with that crystal you gave me—”

 “You can’t come back,” Calypso insisted.

 Leo’s heart went clunk. “Because I’m not welcome?”

 “Because you can’t. It’s impossible. No man finds Ogygia twice. That is the rule.”

 Leo rolled his eyes. “Yeah, well, you might’ve noticed I’m not good at following rules. I’m coming back here with my dragon, and we’ll spring you. Take you wherever you want to go. It’s only fair.”

 “Fair...” Calypso’s voice was barely audible.

 In the firelight, her eyes looked so sad, Leo couldn’t stand it. Did she think he was lying to her just to make her feel better? He considered it a given that he would come back and free her from this island. How could he not?

 “You didn’t really think I could start Leo and Calypso’s Auto Repair without Calypso, did you?” he asked. “I can’t make cider and stew, and I sure can’t sing.”

 She stared at the sand.

 “Well, anyway,” Leo said, “tomorrow I’ll start on the lumber. And in a few days...”

 He looked out over the water. Something was bobbing on the waves. Leo watched in disbelief as a large wooden raft floated in on the tide and slid to a stop on the beach.

 Leo was too dazed to move, but Calypso sprang to her feet.

 “Hurry!” She sprinted across the beach, grabbed some supply bags, and ran them to the raft. “I don’t know how long it will stay!”

 “But...” Leo stood. His legs felt like they’d turned to rock. He had just convinced himself he had another week on Ogygia. Now he didn’t have time to finish dinner. “That’s the magic raft?”

 “Duh!” Calypso yelled. “It might work like it’s supposed to and take you where you want to go. But we can’t be sure. The island’s magic is obviously unstable. You must rig up your guidance device to navigate.”

 She snatched up the console and ran toward the raft, which got Leo moving. He helped her fasten it to the raft and run wires to the small rudder in the back. The raft was already fitted with a mast, so Leo and Calypso hauled their sail aboard and started on the rigging.

 They worked side by side in perfect harmony. Even among the Hephaestus campers, Leo had never worked with anyone as intuitive as this immortal gardener girl. In no time, they had the sail in place and all the supplies aboard. Leo hit the buttons on the Archimedes sphere, muttered a prayer to his dad, Hephaestus, and the Celestial bronze console hummed to life.

 The rigging tightened. The sail turned. The raft began scraping against the sand, straining to reach the waves.

 “Go,” Calypso said.

 Leo turned. She was so close he couldn’t stand it. She smelled like cinnamon and wood smoke,


 
[image: picture257] 




 and he thought he’d never smell anything that good again.

 “The raft finally got here,” he said.

 Calypso snorted. Her eyes might have been red, but it was hard to tell in the moonlight. “You just noticed?”

 “But if it only shows up for guys you like—”

 “Don’t push your luck, Leo Valdez,” she said. “I still hate you.”

 “Okay.”

 “And you are not coming back here,” she insisted. “So don’t give me any empty promises.”

 “How about a full promise?” he said. “Because I’m definitely—”

 She grabbed his face and pulled him into a kiss, which effectively shut him up.

 For all his joking and flirting, Leo had never kissed a girl before. Well, sisterly pecks on the cheek from Piper, but that didn’t count. This was a real, full-contact kiss. If Leo had had gears and wires in his brain, they would’ve short-circuited.

 Calypso pushed him away. “That didn’t happen.”

 “Okay.” His voice sounded an octave higher than usual.

 “Get out of here.”

 “Okay.”

 She turned, wiping her eyes furiously, and stormed up the beach, the breeze tousling her hair.

 Leo wanted to call to her, but the sail caught the full force of the wind, and the raft cleared the beach. He struggled to align the guidance console. By the time Leo looked back, the island of Ogygia was a dark line in the distance, their campfire pulsing like a tiny orange heart.

 His lips still tingled from the kiss.

 That didn’t happen, he told himself. I can’t be in love with an immortal girl. She definitely can’t be in love with me. Not possible.

 As his raft skimmed over the water, taking him back to the mortal world, he understood a line from the Prophecy better— an oath to keep with a final breath.

 He understood how dangerous oaths could be. But Leo didn’t care.

 “I’m coming back for you. Calypso,” he said to the night wind. “I swear it on the River Styx.”
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 L I I I

 ANNABETH

 Annabeth had never been scared of the dark.

 But normally the dark wasn’t forty feet tall. It didn’t have black wings, a whip made out of stars, and a shadowy chariot pulled by vampire horses.

 Nyx was almost too much to take in. Looming over the chasm, she was a churning figure of ash and smoke, as big as the Athena Parthenos statue, but very much alive. Her dress was void black, mixed with the colors of a space nebula, as if galaxies were being born in her bodice. Her face was hard to see except for the pinpoints of her eyes, which shone like quasars. When her wings beat, waves of darkness rolled over the cliffs, making Annabeth feel heavy and sleepy, her eyesight dim.

 The goddess’s chariot was made of the same material as Nico di Angelo’s sword—Stygian iron —and pulled by two massive horses, all black except for their pointed silver fangs. The beasts’ legs floated in the abyss, turning from solid to smoke as they moved.

 The horses snarled and bared their fangs at Annabeth. The goddess lashed her whip—a thin streak of stars like diamond barbs—and the horses reared back.

 “No, Shade,” the goddess said. “Down, Shadow. These little prizes are not for you.”

 Percy eyed the horses as they nickered. He was still shrouded in Death Mist, so he looked like an out-of-focus corpse—which broke Annabeth’s heart every time she saw him. It also must not have been very good camouflage, since Nyx could obviously see them.

 Annabeth couldn’t read the expression on Percy’s ghoulish face very well. Apparently he didn’t like whatever the horses were saying.

 “Uh, so you won’t let them eat us?” he asked the goddess. “They really want to eat us.”

 Nyx’s quasar eyes burned. “Of course not. I would not let my horses eat you, any more than I would let Akhlys kill you. Such fine prizes, I will kill myself!”

 Annabeth didn’t feel particularly witty or courageous, but her instincts told her to take the
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 initiative, or this would be a very short conversation.

 “Oh, don’t kill yourself!” she cried. “We’re not that scary.”

 The goddess lowered her whip. “What? No, I didn’t mean—”

 “Well, I’d hope not!” Annabeth looked at Percy and forced a laugh. “We wouldn’t want to scare her, would we?”

 “Ha, ha,” Percy said weakly. “No, we wouldn’t.”

 The vampire horses looked contused. They reared and snorted and knocked their dark heads together. Nyx pulled back on the reins.

 “Do you know who I am?” she demanded.

 “Well, you’re Night, I suppose,” said Annabeth. “I mean, I can tell because you’re dark and everything, though the brochure didn’t say much about you.”

 Nyx’s eyes winked out for a moment. “What brochure?”

 Annabeth patted her pockets. “We had one, didn’t we?”

 Percy licked his lips. “Uh-huh.” He was still watching the horses, his hand tight on his sword hilt, but he was smart enough to follow Annabeth’s lead. Now she just had to hope she wasn’t making things worse... though honestly, she didn’t see how things could be worse.

 “Anyway,” she said, “I guess the brochure didn’t say much, because you weren’t spotlighted on the tour. We got to see the River Phlegethon, the Cocytus, the arai, the poison glade of Akhlys, even some random Titans and giants, but Nyx.. .hmm, no, you weren’t really featured.”

 “Featured? Spotlighted? ”

 “Yeah,” Percy said, warming up to the idea. “We came down here for the Tartarus tour—like, exotic destinations, you know? The Underworld is overdone. Mount Olympus is a tourist trap—”

 “Gods, totally!” Annabeth agreed. “So we booked the Tartarus excursion, but no one even mentioned we’d run into Nyx. Huh. Oh, well. Guess they didn’t think you were important.”

 “Not important!” Nyx cracked her whip. Her horses bucked and snapped their silvery fangs. Waves of darkness rolled out of the chasm, turning Annabeth’s insides to jelly, but she couldn’t show her fear.

 She pushed down Percy’s sword arm, forcing him to lower his weapon. This was a goddess beyond anything they had ever faced. Nyx was older than any Olympian or Titan or giant, older even than Gaea. She couldn’t be defeated by two demigods—at least not two demigods using force.

 Annabeth made herself look at the goddess’s massive dark face.

 “Well, how many other demigods have come to see you on the tour?” she asked innocently.

 Nyx’s hand went slack on the reins. “None. Not one. This is unacceptable!”

 Annabeth shrugged. “Maybe it’s because you haven’t really done anything to get in the news. I mean, I can understand Tartarus being important! This whole place is named after him. Or, if we could meet Day—”

 “Oh, yeah,” Percy chimed in. “Day? She would be impressive. I’d totally want to meet her. Maybe get her autograph.”

 “Day!” Nyx gripped the rail of her black chariot. The whole vehicle shuddered. “You mean Hemera? She is my daughter! Night is much more powerful than Day!”
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 “Eh,” said Annabeth. “I liked the arai, or even Akhlys better.”

 “They are my children as well!”

 Percy stifled a yawn. “Got a lot of children, huh?”

 “I am the mother of all terrors!” Nyx cried. “The Fates themselves! Hecate! Old Age! Pain! Sleep! Death! And all of the curses! Behold how newsworthy I am!”
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 L I V

 ANNABETH

 Nyx lashed her whip again. The darkness congealed around her. On either side, an army of shadows appeared—more dark-winged arai, which Annabeth was not thrilled to see; a withered man who must have been Geras, the god of old age; and a younger woman in a black toga, her eyes gleaming and her smile like a serial killer’s—no doubt Eris, the goddess of strife. More kept appearing: dozens of demons and minor gods, each one the spawn of Night.

 Annabeth wanted to run. She was facing a brood of horrors that could snap anyone’s sanity. But if she ran, she would die.

 Next to her, Percy’s breathing turned shallow. Even through his misty ghoul disguise, Annabeth could tell he was on the verge of panic. She had to stand her ground for both of them.

 I am a daughter of Athena, she thought. I control my own mind.

 She imagined a mental frame around what she was seeing. She told herself it was just a movie— a scary movie, sure, but it could not hurt her. She was in control.

 “Yeah, not bad,” she admitted. “I guess we could get one picture for the scrapbook, but I don’t know. You guys are so.. .dark. Even if I used a flash, I’m not sure it would come out.”

 “Y-yeah,” Percy managed. “You guys aren’t photogenic.”

 “You—miserable—tourists!” Nyx hissed. “How dare you not tremble before me! How dare you not whimper and beg for my autograph and a picture for your scrapbook! You want newsworthy ? My son Hypnos once put Zeus to sleep! When Zeus pursued him across the earth, bent on vengeance, Hypnos hid in my palace for safety, and Zeus did not follow. Even the king of Olympus fears me!”

 “Uh-huh.” Annabeth turned to Percy. “Well, it’s getting late. We should probably get lunch at one of those restaurants the tour guide recommended. Then we can find the Doors of Death.”

 “Aha!” Nyx cried in triumph. Her brood of shadows stirred and echoed: “Aha! Aha!”

 “You wish to see the Doors of Death?” Nyx asked. “They lie at the very heart of Tartarus.
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 Mortals such as you could never reach them, except through the halls of my palace—the Mansion of Night!”

 She gestured behind her. Floating in the abyss, maybe three hundred feet below, was a doorway of black marble, leading into some sort of large room.

 Annabeth’s heart pounded so strongly she felt it in her toes. That was the way forward—but it was so far down, an impossible jump. If they missed, they would fall into Chaos and be scattered into nothingness—a final death with no do-over. Even if they could make the jump, the goddess of night and her most fearsome children stood in their way.

 With a jolt, Annabeth realized what needed to happen. Like everything she’d ever done, it was a long shot. In a way, that calmed her down. A crazy idea in the face of death?

 Okay, her body seemed to say, relaxing. This is familiar territory.

 She managed a bored sigh. “I suppose we could do one picture, but a group shot won’t work. Nyx, how about one of you with your favorite child? Which one is that?”

 The brood rustled. Dozens of horrible glowing eyes turned toward Nyx.

 The goddess shifted uncomfortably, as if her chariot were heating up under her feet. Her shadow horses huffed and pawed at the void.

 “My favorite child?” she asked. “A// my children are terrifying!”

 Percy snorted. “Seriously? I’ve met the Fates. I’ve met Thanatos. They weren’t so scary. You’ve got to have somebody in this crowd who’s worse than that.”

 “The darkest,” Annabeth said. “The most like you.”

 “I am the darkest,” hissed Eris. “Wars and strife! I have caused all manner of death!”

 “I am darker still!” snarled Geras. “I dim the eyes and addle the brain. Every mortal fears old age!”

 “Yeah, yeah,” Annabeth said, trying to ignore her chattering teeth. “I’m not seeing enough dark. I mean, you’re the children of Night! Show me dark!”

 The horde of arai wailed, flapping their leathery wings and stirring up clouds of blackness. Geras spread his withered hands and dimmed the entire abyss. Eris breathed a shadowy spray of buckshot across the void.

 “I am the darkest!” hissed one of the demons.

 “No, I!”

 “No! Behold my darkness!”

 If a thousand giant octopuses had squirted ink at the same time, at the bottom of the deepest, most sunless ocean trench, it could not have been blacker. Annabeth might as well have been blind. She gripped Percy’s hand and steeled her nerves.

 “Wait!” Nyx called, suddenly panicked. “I can’t see anything.”

 “Yes!” shouted one of her children proudly. “I did that!”

 “No, I did!”

 “Fool, it was me!”

 Dozens of voices argued in the darkness.

 The horses whinnied in alarm.
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 “Stop it!” Nyx yelled. “Whose foot is that?”

 “Eris is hitting me!” cried someone. “Mother, tell her to stop hitting me!”

 “I did notV' yelled Eris. “Ouch!”

 The sounds of scuffling got louder. If possible, the darkness became even deeper. Annabeth’s eyes dilated so much, they felt like they were being pulled out of their sockets.

 She squeezed Percy’s hand. “Ready?”

 “For what?” After a pause, he grunted unhappily. “Poseidon’s underpants, you can’t be serious.” “Somebody give me light!” Nyx screamed. “Gah! I can’t believe I just said that!”

 “It’s a trick!” Eris yelled. “The demigods are escaping!”

 “Eve got them,” screamed an arai.

 “No, that’s my neck!” Geras gagged.

 “Jump!” Annabeth told Percy.

 They leaped into the darkness, aiming for the doorway far, far below.
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 ANNABETH

 After their fall into Tartarus, jumping three hundred feet to the Mansion of Night should have felt quick.

 Instead, Annabeth’s heart seemed to slow down. Between the beats she had ample time to write her own obituary.

 Annabeth Chase, died age 1 7.

 BA-BOOM.

 (Assuming her birthday, July 12, had passed while she was in Tartarus; but honestly, she had no idea.)

 BA-BOOM.

 Died of massive injuries while leaping like an idiot into the abyss of Chaos and splattering on the entry hall floor of Nyx’s mansion.

 BA-BOOM.

 Survived by her father, stepmother, and two stepbrothers who barely knew her.

 BA-BOOM.

 In lieu of flowers, please send donations to Camp Half-Blood, assuming Gaea hasn’t already destroyed it.

 Her feet hit solid floor. Pain shot up her legs, but she stumbled forward and broke into a run, hauling Percy after her.

 Above them in the dark, Nyx and her children scuffled and yelled, “I’ve got them! My foot! Stop it!”

 Annabeth kept running. She couldn’t see anyway, so she closed her eyes. She used her other senses—listening for the echo of open spaces, feeling for cross-breezes against her face, sniffing for
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 any scent of danger—smoke, or poison, or the stench of demons.

 It wasn’t the first time she’d plunged through darkness. She imagined she was back in the tunnels under Rome, searching out the Athena Parthenos. In retrospect, her journey to Arachne’s cavern seemed like a trip to Disneyland.

 The squabbling sounds of Nyx’s children got farther away. That was good. Percy was still running at her side, holding her hand. Also good.

 In the distance ahead of them, Annabeth began to hear a throbbing sound, like her own heartbeat echoing back, amplified so powerfully, the floor vibrated underfoot. The sound filled her with dread, so she figured it must be the right way to go. She ran toward it.

 As the beat got louder, she smelled smoke and heard the flickering of torches on either side. She guessed there would be light, but a crawling sensation across her neck warned her it would be a mistake to open her eyes.

 “Don’t look,” she told Percy.

 “Wasn’t planning on it,” he said. “You can feel that, right? We’re still in the Mansion of Night. I do not want to see it.”

 Smart boy, Annabeth thought. She used to tease Percy for being dumb, but in truth his instincts were usually right on target.

 Whatever horrors lay in the Mansion of Night, they weren’t meant for mortal eyes. Seeing them would be worse than staring at the face of Medusa. Better to run in darkness.

 The throbbing got louder still, sending vibrations straight up Annabeth’s spine. It felt like someone was knocking on the bottom of the world, demanding to be let in. She sensed the walls opening up on either side of them. The air smelled fresher—or at least not quite as sulfurous. There was another sound, too, closer than the deep pulsing.. .the sound of flowing water.

 Annabeth’s heart raced. She knew the exit was close. If they could make it out of the Mansion of Night, maybe they could leave the dark brood of demons behind.

 She began to run faster, which would have meant her death if Percy hadn’t stopped her.
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 L V I

 ANNABETH

 “Annabeth!” Percy pulled her back just as her foot hit the edge of a drop-off. She almost pitched forward into who-knew-what, but Percy grabbed her and wrapped her in his arms.

 “It’s okay,” he promised.

 She pressed her face into his shirt and kept her eyes closed tight. She was trembling, but not just from fear. Percy’s embrace was so warm and comforting she wanted to stay there forever, safe and protected.. .but that wasn’t reality. She couldn’t afford to relax. She couldn’t lean on Percy any more than she had to. He needed her, too.

 “Thanks...” She gently disentangled herself from his arms. “Can you tell what’s in front of us?”

 “Water,” he said. “I’m still not looking. I don’t think it’s safe yet.”

 “Agreed.”

 “I can sense a river.. .or maybe it’s a moat. It’s blocking our path, flowing left to right through a channel cut in the rock. The opposite side is about twenty feet away.”

 Annabeth mentally scolded herself. She’d heard the flowing water, but she had never considered she might be running headlong into it.

 “Is there a bridge, or—?”

 “I don’t think so,” Percy said. “And there’s something wrong with the water. Listen.”

 Anna beth concentrated. Within the roaring current, thousands of voices cried out—shrieking in agony, pleading for mercy.

 Help! they groaned. It was an accident!

 The pain! their voices wailed. Make it stop!

 Annabeth didn’t need her eyes to visualize the river—a black briny current filled with tortured souls being swept deeper and deeper into Tartarus.


 
[image: picture270] 





 
[image: picture271] 




 “The River Acheron,” she guessed. “The fifth river of the Underworld.”

 “I liked the Phlegethon better than this,” Percy muttered.

 “It’s the River of Pain. The ultimate punishment for the souls of the damned—murderers, especially.”

 Murderers! the river wailed. Yes, like you!

 Join us, another voice whispered. You are no better than we are.

 Annabeth’s head was flooded with images of all the monsters she’d killed over the years.

 That wasn ’t murder, she protested. I was defending myself!

 The river changed course through her mind—showing her Zoe Nightshade, who had been slain on Mount Tamalpais because she’d come to rescue Annabeth from the Titans.

 She saw Nico’s sister, Bianca di Angelo, dying in the collapse of the metal giant Talos, because she also had tried to save Annabeth.

 Michael Yew and Silena Beauregard.. .who had died in the Battle of Manhattan.

 You could have prevented it, the river told Annabeth. You should have seen a better way.

 Most painful of all: Luke Castellan. Annabeth remembered Luke’s blood on her dagger after he’d sacrificed himself to stop Kronos from destroying Olympus.

 His blood is on your hands! the river wailed. There should have been another way!

 Annabeth had wrestled with the same thought many times. She’d tried to convince herself Luke’s death wasn’t her fault. Luke had chosen his fate. Still.. .she didn’t know if his soul had found peace in the Underworld, or if he’d been reborn, or if he’d been washed into Tartarus because of his crimes. He might be one of the tortured voices flowing past right now.

 You murdered him! the river cried. Jump in and share his punishment!

 Percy gripped her arm “Don’t listen.”

 “But—”

 “I know.” His voice sounded as brittle as ice. “They’re telling me the same stuff. I think.. .1 think this moat must be the border of Night’s territory. If we get across, we should be okay. We’ll have to jump.”

 “You said it was twenty feet!”

 “Yeah. You’ll have to trust me. Put your arms around my neck and hang on.”

 “How can you possibly—”

 “There!” cried a voice behind them. “Kill the ungrateful tourists!”

 The children of Nyx had found them. Annabeth wrapped her arms around Percy’s neck. “Go!”

 With her eyes closed, she could only guess how he managed it. Maybe he used the force of the river somehow. Maybe he was just scared out of his mind and charged with adrenaline. Percy leaped with more strength than she would have thought possible. They sailed through the air as the river churned and wailed below them, splashing Annabeth’s bare ankles with stinging brine.

 Then— CLUMP. They were on solid ground again.

 “You can open your eyes,” Percy said, breathing hard. “But you won’t like what you see.”

 Annabeth blinked. After the darkness of Nyx, even the dim red glow of Tartarus seemed
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 blinding.

 Before them stretched a valley big enough to fit the San Francisco Bay. The booming noise came from the entire landscape, as if thunder were echoing from beneath the ground. Under poisonous clouds, the rolling terrain glistened purple with dark red and blue scar lines.

 “It looks like...” Annabeth fought down her revulsion. “Like a giant heart.”

 “The heart of Tartarus,” Percy murmured.

 The center of the valley was covered with a fine black fuzz of peppery dots. They were so far away, it took Annabeth a moment to realize she was looking at an army—thousands, maybe tens of thousands of monsters, gathered around a central pinpoint of darkness. It was too far to see any details, but Annabeth had no doubt what the pinpoint was. Even from the edge of the valley, Annabeth could feel its power tugging at her soul.

 “The Doors of Death.”

 “Yeah.” Percy’s voice was hoarse. He still had the pale, wasted complexion of a corpse... which meant he looked about as good as Annabeth felt.

 She realized she’d forgotten all about their pursuers. “What happened to Nyx...?”

 She turned. Somehow they’d landed several hundred yards from the banks of Acheron, which flowed through a channel cut into black volcanic hills. Beyond that was nothing but darkness.

 No sign of anyone coming after them. Apparently even the minions of Night didn’t like to cross the Acheron.

 She was about to ask Percy how he had jumped so far when she heard the skittering of a rockslide in the hills to their left. She drew her drakon-bone sword. Percy raised Riptide.

 A patch of glowing white hair appeared over the ridge, then a familiar grinning face with pure silver eyes.

 “Bob?” Annabeth was so happy she actually jumped. “Oh my gods!”

 “Friends!” The Titan lumbered toward them. The bristles of his broom had been burned off. His janitor’s uniform was slashed with new claw marks, but he looked delighted. On his shoulder, Small Bob the kitten purred almost as loudly as the pulsing heart of Tartarus.

 “I found you!” Bob gathered them both in a rib-crushing hug. “You look like smoking dead people. That is good!”

 “Urf,” Percy said. “How did you get here? Through the Mansion of Night?”

 “No, no.” Bob shook his head adamantly. “That place is too scary. Another way—only good for Titans and such.”

 “Let me guess,” Annabeth said. “You went sideways.”

 Bob scratched his chin, evidently at a loss for words. “Hmm. No. More.. .diagonal”

 Annabeth laughed. Here they were at the heart of Tartarus, facing an impossible army—she would take any comfort she could get. She was ridiculously glad to have Bob the Titan with them again.

 She kissed his immortal nose, which made him blink.

 “We stay together now?” he asked.

 “Yes,” Annabeth agreed. “Time to see if this Death Mist works.”
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 “And if it doesn’t..Percy stopped himself.

 There was no point in wondering about that. They were about to march into the middle of an enemy army. If they were spotted, they were dead.

 Despite that, Annabeth managed a smile. Their goal was in sight. They had a Titan with a broom and a very loud kitten on their side. That had to count for something.

 “Doors of Death,” she said, “here we come.”
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 JASON

 Jason wasn’t sure what to hope for: storm or fire.

 As he waited for his daily audience with the lord of the South Wind, he tried to decide which of the god’s personalities, Roman or Greek, was worse. But after five days in the palace, he was only certain about one thing: he and his crew were unlikely to get out of here alive.

 He leaned against the balcony rail. The air was so hot and dry, it sucked the moisture right out of his lungs. Over the last week, his skin had gotten darker. His hair had turned as white as corn silk. Whenever he glanced in the mirror, he was startled by the wild, empty look in his eyes, as if he’d gone blind wandering in the desert.

 A hundred feet below, the bay glittered against a crescent of red sand beach. They were somewhere on the northern coast of Africa. That’s as much as the wind spirits would tell him.

 The palace itself stretched out on either side of him—a honeycomb of halls and tunnels, balconies, colonnades, and cavernous rooms carved into the sandstone cliffs, all designed for the wind to blow through and make as much noise as possible. The constant pipe-organ sounds reminded Jason of the floating lair of Aeolus, back in Colorado, except here the winds seemed in no hurry.

 Which was part of the problem.

 On their best days, the southern venti were slow and lazy. On their worst days, they were gusty and angry. They’d initially welcomed the Argo II, since any enemy of Boreas was a friend of the South Wind, but they seemed to have forgotten that the demigods were their guests. The venti had quickly lost interest in helping repair the ship. Their king’s mood got worse every day.

 Down at the dock, Jason’s friends were working on the Argo II. The main sail had been repaired, the rigging replaced. Now they were mending the oars. Without Leo, they were unable to repair the more complicated parts of the ship, even with the help of Buford the table and Festus (who was now permanently activated thanks to Piper’s charmspeak—and none of them understood that).

 But they kept trying.

 Hazel and Frank stood at the helm, tinkering with the controls. Piper relayed their commands to Coach Hedge, who was hanging over the side of the ship, banging out dents in the oars. Hedge was well suited for banging on things.

 They didn’t seem to be making much progress, but considering what they’d been through, it was a miracle the ship was in one piece.

 Jason shivered when he thought about Khione’s attack. He’d been rendered helpless—frozen solid not once but twice, while Leo was blasted into the sky and Piper was forced to save them all single-handedly.

 Thank the gods for Piper. She considered herself a failure for not having stopped the wind bomb from exploding; but the truth was, she’d saved the entire crew from becoming ice sculptures in Quebec.

 She’d also managed to direct the explosion of the icy sphere, so even though the ship had been pushed halfway across the Mediterranean, it had sustained relatively minor damage.

 Down at the dock, Hedge yelled, “Try it now!”

 Hazel and Frank pulled some of the levers. The port oars went crazy, chopping up and down and doing the wave. Coach Hedge tried to dodge, but one smacked him in the rear and launched him into the air. He came down screaming and splashed into the bay.

 Jason sighed. At this rate, they’d never be able to sail, even if the southern venti allowed them to. Somewhere in the north, Reyna was flying toward Epirus, assuming she’d gotten his note at Diocletian’s Palace. Leo was lost and in trouble. Percy and Annabeth.. .well, best-case scenario they were still alive, making their way to the Doors of Death. Jason couldn’t let them down.

 A rustling sound made him turn. Nico di Angelo stood in the shadow of the nearest column. He’d shed his jacket. Now he just wore his black T-shirt and black jeans. His sword and the scepter of Diocletian hung on either side of his belt.

 Days in the hot sun hadn’t tanned his skin. If anything, he looked paler. His dark hair fell over his eyes. His face was still gaunt, but he was definitely in better shape than when they’d left Croatia. He had regained enough weight not to look starved. His arms were surprisingly taut with muscles, as if he’d spent the past week sword fighting. For all Jason knew, he’d been slipping off to practice raising spirits with Diocletian’s scepter, then sparring with them. After their expedition in Split, nothing would surprise him.

 “Any word from the king?” Nico asked.

 Jason shook his head. “Every day, he calls for me later and later.”

 “We need to leave,” Nico said. “Soon.”

 Jason had been having the same feeling, but hearing Nico say it made him even edgier. “You sense something?”

 “Percy is close to the Doors,” Nico said. “He’ll need us if he’s going to make it through alive.”

 Jason noticed that he didn’t mention Annabeth. He decided not to bring that up.

 “All right,” Jason said. “But if we can’t repair the ship—”

 “I promised I’d lead you to the House of Hades,” Nico said. “One way or another, I will.”

 “You can’t shadow-travel with all of us. And it will take all of us to reach the Doors of Death.”
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 The orb at the end of Diocletian’s scepter glowed purple. Over the past week, it seemed to have aligned itself to Nico di Angelo’s moods. Jason wasn’t sure that was a good thing.

 “Then you’ve got to convince the king of the South Wind to help.” Nico’s voice seethed with anger. “I didn’t come all this way, suffer so many humiliations...”

 Jason had to make a conscious effort not to reach for his sword. Whenever Nico got angry, all of Jason’s instincts screamed, Danger!

 “Look, Nico,” he said, “I’m here if you want to talk about, you know, what happened in Croatia.

 I get how difficult—”

 “You don’t get anything.”

 “Nobody’s going to judge you.”

 Nico’s mouth twisted in a sneer. “Really? That would be a first. I’m the son of Hades, Jason. I might as well be covered in blood or sewage, the way people treat me. I don’t belong anywhere. I’m not even from this century. But even that’s not enough to set me apart. I’ve got to be—to be—”

 “Dude! It’s not like you’ve got a choice. It’s just who you are.”

 “Just who I am...” The balcony trembled. Patterns shifted in the stone floor, like bones coming to the surface. “Easy for you to say. You’re everybody’s golden boy, the son of Jupiter. The only person who ever accepted me was Bianca, and she died ! I didn’t choose any of this. My father, my feelings...”

 Jason tried to think of something to say. He wanted to be Nico’s friend. He knew that was the only way to help. But Nico wasn’t making it easy.

 He raised his hands in submission. “Yeah, okay. But, Nico, you do choose how to live your life. You want to trust somebody? Maybe take a risk that I’m really your friend and I’ll accept you. It’s better than hiding.”

 The floor cracked between them. The crevice hissed. The air around Nico shimmered with spectral light.

 “Hiding?” Nico’s voice was deadly quiet.

 Jason’s fingers itched to draw his sword. He’d met plenty of scary demigods, but he was starting to realize that Nico di Angelo—as pale and gaunt as he looked—might be more than he could handle.

 Nevertheless, he held Nico’s gaze. “Yes, hiding. You’ve runaway from both camps. You’re so afraid you’ll get rejected that you won’t even try. Maybe it’s time you come out of the shadows.”

 Just when the tension became unbearable, Nico dropped his eyes. The fissure closed in the balcony floor. The ghostly light faded.

 “I’m going to honor my promise,” Nico said, not much louder than a whisper. “I’ll take you to Epirus. I’ll help you close the Doors of Death. Then that’s it. I’m leaving—forever.”

 Behind them, the doors of the throne room blasted open with a gust of scorching air.

 A disembodied voice said: Lord Auster will see you now.

 As much as he dreaded this meeting, Jason felt relieved. At the moment, arguing with a crazy wind god seemed safer than befriending an angry son of Hades. He turned to tell Nico good-bye, but Nico had disappeared—melting back into the darkness.
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 JASON

 So it was A storm day. Auster, the Roman version of the South Wind, was holding court.

 The two previous days, Jason had dealt with Notus. While the god’s Greek version was fiery and quick to anger, at least he was quick. Auster.. .well, not so much.

 White and red marble columns lined the throne room. The rough sandstone floor smoked under Jason’s shoes. Steam hung in the air, like the bathhouse back at Camp Jupiter, except bathhouses usually didn’t have thunderstorms crackling across the ceiling, lighting the room in disorienting flashes.

 Southern venti swirled through the hall in clouds of red dust and superheated air. Jason was careful to stay away from them. On his first day here, he’d accidentally brushed his hand through one. He’d gotten so many blisters, his fingers looked like tentacles.

 At the end of the room was the strangest throne Jason had ever seen—made of equal parts fire and water. The dais was a bonfire. Flames and smoke curled up to form a seat. The back of the chair was a churning storm cloud. The armrests sizzled where moisture met fire. It didn’t look very comfortable, but the god Auster lounged on it like he was ready for an easy afternoon of watching football.

 Standing up, he would have been about ten feet tall. A crown of steam wreathed his shaggy white hair. His beard was made of clouds, constantly popping with lightning and raining down on the god’s chest, soaking his sand-colored toga. Jason wondered if you could shave a thundercloud beard. He thought it might be annoying to rain on yourself all the time, but Auster didn’t seem to care. He reminded Jason of a soggy Santa Claus, but more lazy than jolly.

 “So...” The god’s voice rumbled like an oncoming front. “The son of Jupiter returns.”

 Auster made it sound like Jason was late. Jason was tempted to remind the stupid wind god that he had spent hours outside every day waiting to be called, but he just bowed.
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 “My lord,” he said. “Have you received any news of my friend?”

 “Friend?”

 “Leo Valdez.” Jason tried to stay patient. “The one who was taken by the winds.”

 “Oh.. .yes. Or rather, no. We have had no word. He was not taken by my winds. No doubt this was the work of Boreas or his spawn.”

 “Uh, yes. We knew that.”

 “That is the only reason I took you in, of course.” Auster’s eyebrows rose into his wreath of steam. “Boreas must be opposed! The north winds must be driven back!”

 “Yes, my lord. But to oppose Boreas, we really need to get our ship out of the harbor.”

 “Ship in the harbor!” The god leaned back and chuckled, rain pouring out of his beard. “You know the last time mortal ships came into my harbor? A king of Libya.. .Psyollos was his name. He blamed me for the scorching winds that burned his crops. Can you believe it?”

 Jason gritted his teeth. He’d learned that Auster couldn’t be rushed. In his rainy form, he was sluggish and warm and random.

 “And did you burn those crops, my lord?”

 “Of course!” Auster smiled good-naturedly. “But what did Psyollos expect, planting crops at the edge of the Sahara? The fool launched his entire fleet against me. He intended to destroy my stronghold so the south wind could never blow again. I destroyed his fleet, of course.”

 “Of course.”

 Auster narrowed his eyes. “You aren’t with Psyollos, are you?”

 “No, Lord Auster. I’m Jason Grace, son of—”

 “Jupiter! Yes, of course. I like sons of Jupiter. But why are you still in my harbor?”

 Jason suppressed a sigh. “We don’t have your permission to leave, my lord. Also, our ship is damaged. We need our mechanic, Leo Valdez, to repair the engine, unless you know of another way.”

 “Hmm.” Auster held up his fingers and let a dust devil swirl between them like a baton. “You know, people accuse me of being fickle. Some days I am the scorching wind, the destroyer of crops, the sirocco from Africa! Other days I am gentle, heralding the warm summer rains and cooling fogs of the southern Mediterranean. And in the off-season, I have a lovely place in Cancun! At any rate, in ancient times, mortals both feared me and loved me. For a god, unpredictability can be a strength.”

 “Then you are truly strong,” Jason said.

 “Thank you! Yes! But the same is not true of demigods.” Auster leaned forward, close enough so that Jason could smell rain-soaked fields and hot sandy beaches. “You remind me of my own children, Jason Grace. You have blown from place to place. You are undecided. You change day to day. If you could turn the wind sock, which way would it blow?”

 Sweat trickled between Jason’s shoulder blades. “Excuse me?”

 “You say you need a navigator. You need my permission. I say you need neither. It is time to choose a direction. A wind that blows aimlessly is of no use to anyone.”

 “I don’t.. .1 don’t understand.”

 Even as he said it, he did understand. Nico had talked about not belonging anywhere. At least Nico was free of attachments. He could go wherever he chose.
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 For months, Jason had been wrestling with the question of where he belonged. He’d always chafed against the traditions of Camp Jupiter, the power plays, the infighting. But Reyna was a good person. She needed his help. If he turned his back on her.. .someone like Octavian could take over and ruin everything Jason did love about New Rome. Could he be so selfish as to leave? The very idea crushed him with guilt.

 But in his heart, he wanted to be at Camp Half-Blood. The months he’d spent there with Piper and Leo had felt more satisfying, more right than all his years at Camp Jupiter. Besides, at Camp Half-Blood, there was at least a chance he might meet his father someday. The gods hardly ever stopped by Camp Jupiter to say hello.

 Jason took a shaky breath. “Yes. I know the direction I want to take.”

 “Good! And?”

 “Uh, we still need a way to fix the ship. Is there—?”

 Auster raised an index finger. “Still expecting guidance from the wind lords? A son of Jupiter should know better.”

 Jason hesitated. “We’re leaving, Lord Auster. Today.”

 The wind god grinned and spread his hands. “At last, you announce your purpose! Then you have my permission to go, though you do not need it. And how will you sail without your engineer, without your engines fixed?”

 Jason felt the south winds zipping around him, whinnying in challenge like headstrong mustangs, testing his will.

 All week he had been waiting, hoping Auster would decide to help. For months he had worried about his obligations to Camp Jupiter, hoping his path would become clear. Now, he realized, he simply had to take what he wanted. He had to control the winds, not the other way around.

 “You’re going to help us,” Jason said. “Your vend can take the form of horses. You’ll give us a team to pull the Argo II. They’ll lead us to wherever Leo is.”

 “Wonderful!” Auster beamed, his beard flashing with electricity. “Now.. .can you make good on those bold words? Can you control what you ask for, or will you be torn apart?”

 The god clapped his hands. Winds swirled around his throne and took the form of horses. These weren’t dark and cold like Jason’s friend Tempest. The South Wind horses were made of fire, sand, and hot thunderstorm. Four of them raced past, their heat singeing the hair off Jason’s arms. They galloped around the marble columns, spitting flames, neighing with a sound like sandblasters. The more they ran, the wilder they became. They started to eye Jason.

 Auster stroked his rainy beard. “Do you know why the vend can appear as horses, my boy? Every so often, we wind gods travel the earth in equine form. On occasion, we’ve been known to sire the fastest of all horses.”

 “Thanks,” Jason muttered, though his teeth were chattering with fear. “Too much information.”

 One of the vend charged at Jason. He ducked aside, his clothes smoking from the close call.

 “Sometimes,” Auster continued cheerfully, “mortals recognize our divine blood. They will say, That horse runs like the wind. And for good reason. Like the fastest stallions, the vend are our children!”

 The wind horses began to circle Jason.
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 “Like my friend Tempest,” he ventured.

 “Oh, well...” Auster scowled. “I fear that one is a child of Boreas. How you tamed him, I will never know. These are my own offspring, a fine team of southern winds. Control them, Jason Grace, and they will pull your ship from the harbor.”

 Control them, Jason thought. Yeah, right.

 They ran back and forth, working up a frenzy. Like their master, the South Wind, they were conflicted—half hot, dry sirocco, half stormy thunderhead.

 I need speed, Jason thought. I need purpose.

 He envisioned Notus, the Greek version of the South Wind—blistering hot, but very fast.

 In that moment, he chose Greek. He threw in his lot with Camp Half-Blood—and the horses changed. The storm clouds inside burned away, leaving nothing but red dust and shimmering heat, like mirages on the Sahara.

 “Well done,” said the god.

 On the throne now sat Notus—a bronze-skinned old man in a fiery Greek chiton, his head crowned with a wreath of withered, smoking barley.

 “What are you waiting for?” the god prompted.

 Jason turned toward the fiery wind steeds. Suddenly he wasn’t afraid of them.

 He thrust out his hand. A swirl of dust shot toward the nearest horse. A lasso—a rope of wind, more tightly wound than any tornado—wrapped around the horse’s neck. The wind formed a halter and brought the beast to a stop.

 Jason summoned another wind rope. He lashed a second horse, binding it to his will. In less than a minute, he had tethered all four venti. He reined them in, still whinnying and bucking, but they couldn’t break Jason’s ropes. It felt like flying four kites in a strong wind—hard, yes, but not impossible.

 “Very good, Jason Grace,” Notus said. “You are a son of Jupiter, yet you have chosen your own path—as all the greatest demigods have done before you. You cannot control your parentage, but you can choose your legacy. Now, go. Lash your team to the prow and direct them toward Malta.”

 “Malta?” Jason tried to focus, but the heat from the horses was making him light-headed. He knew nothing about Malta, except for some vague story about a Maltese falcon. Were malts invented there?

 “Once you arrive in the city of Valletta,” Notus said, “you will no longer need these horses.”

 “You mean.. .we’ll find Leo there?”

 The god shimmered, slowly fading into waves of heat. “Your destiny grows clearer, Jason Grace. When the choice comes again—storm or fire—remember me. And do not despair.”

 The doors of the throne room burst open. The horses, smelling freedom, bolted for the exit.
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 L I X

 JASON

 At sixteen, most kids would stress about parallel parking tests, getting a driver’s license, and affording a car.

 Jason stressed about controlling a team of fiery horses with wind ropes.

 After making sure his friends were aboard and safely below deck, he lashed the venti to the prow of the Argo II (which Festus was not happy about), straddled the figurehead, and yelled, “Giddyup!”

 The venti tore across the waves. They weren’t quite as fast as Hazel’s horse, Arion, but they had a lot more heat. They kicked up a rooster tail of steam that made it almost impossible for Jason to see where they were going. The ship shot out of the bay. In no time Africa was a hazy line on the horizon behind them.

 Maintaining the wind ropes took all of Jason’s concentration. The horses strained to break free. Only his willpower kept them in check.

 Malta, he ordered. Straight to Malta.

 By the time land finally appeared in the distance—a hilly island carpeted with low stone buildings—Jason was soaked in sweat. His arms felt rubbery, like he’d been holding a barbell straight out in front of him.

 He hoped they’d reached the right place, because he couldn’t keep the horses together any longer. He released the wind reins. The venti scattered into particles of sand and steam.

 Exhausted, Jason climbed down from the prow. He leaned against Festus’s neck. The dragon turned and gave him a chin hug.

 “Thanks, man,” Jason said. “Rough day, huh?”

 Behind him, the deck boards creaked.

 “Jason?” Piper called. “Oh, gods, your arms...”

 He hadn’t noticed, but his skin was dotted with blisters.

 Piper unwrapped a square of ambrosia. “Eat this.”

 He chewed. His mouth was filled with the taste of fresh brownies—his favorite treat from the bakeries in New Rome. The blisters faded on his arms. His strength returned, but the brownie ambrosia tasted more bitter than usual, as if it somehow knew that Jason was turning his back on Camp Jupiter. This was no longer the taste of home.

 “Thanks, Pipes,” he murmured. “How long was I—?”

 “About six hours.”

 Wow, Jason thought. No wonder he felt sore and hungry. “The others?”

 “All fine. Tired of being cooped up. Should I tell them it’s safe to come above deck?”

 Jason licked his dry lips. Despite the ambrosia, he felt shaky. He didn’t want the others to see him like this.

 “Give me a second,” he said. “.. .catch my breath.”

 Piper leaned next to him. In her green tank top, her beige shorts, and her hiking boots, she looked like she was ready to climb a mountain—and then fight an army at the top. Her dagger was strapped to her belt. Her cornucopia was slung over one shoulder. She’d taken to wearing the jagged bronze sword she’d recovered fromZethes the Boread, which was only slightly less intimidating than an assault rifle.

 During their time at Auster’s palace, Jason had watched Piper and Hazel spend hours sword fighting—something Piper had never been interested in before. Since her encounter with Khione,

 Piper seemed more wired, tensed up inside like a primed catapult, as if she were determined never to be caught off guard again.

 Jason understood the feeling, but he worried she was being too hard on herself. Nobody could be ready for anything all the time. He should know. He’d spent the last fight as a freeze-dried throw rug.

 He must have been staring, because she gave him a knowing smirk. “Hey, I’m fine. We ’re fine.”

 She perched on her tiptoes and kissed him, which felt as good as the ambrosia. Her eyes were flecked with so many colors Jason could’ve stared into them all day, studying the changing patterns, the way people watched the northern lights.

 “I’m lucky to have you,” he said.

 “Yeah, you are.” She pushed his chest gently. “Now, how do we get this ship to the docks?”

 Jason frowned across the water. They were still half a mile from the island. He had no idea whether they could get the engines working, or the sails....

 Fortunately, Festus had been listening. He faced front and blew a plume of fire. The ship’s engine clattered and hummed. It sounded like a massive bike with a busted chain—but they lurched forward. Slowly, the Argo II headed toward the shore.

 “Good dragon.” Piper patted Festus’s neck.

 The dragon’s ruby eyes glinted as if he was pleased with himself.

 “He seems different since you woke him,” Jason said. “More.. .alive.”

 “The way he should be.” Piper smiled. “I guess once in a while we all need a wake-up call from
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 somebody who loves us.”

 Standing next to her, Jason felt so good, he could almost imagine their future together at Camp Half-Blood, once the war was over—assuming they lived, assuming there was still a camp left to return to.

 When the choice comes again, Notus had said, storm or fire—remember me. And do not despair.

 The closer they got to Greece, the more dread settled in Jason’s chest. He was starting to think Piper was right about the storm or fire line in the prophecy—one of them, Jason or Leo, would not come back from this voyage alive.

 Which was why they had to find Leo. As much as Jason loved his life, he couldn’t let his friend die for his sake. He could never live with the guilt.

 Of course he hoped he was wrong. He hoped they both came out of this quest okay. But if not, Jason had to be prepared. He would protect his friends and stop Gaea—whatever it took.

 Do not despair.

 Yeah. Easy for an immortal wind god to say.

 As the island got closer, Jason saw docks bristling with sails. From the rocky shoreline rose fortress-like seawalls—fifty or sixty feet tall. Above that sprawled a medieval-looking city of church spires, domes, and tightly wedged buildings, all made of the same golden stone. From where Jason stood, it looked as if the city covered every inch of the island.

 He scanned the boats in the harbor. A hundred yards ahead, tied to the end of the longest dock, was a makeshift raft with a simple mast and a square canvas sail. On the back, the rudder was wired to some sort of machine. Even from this distance, Jason could see the glint of Celestial bronze.

 Jason grinned. Only one demigod would make a boat like that, and he’d moored it as far out in the harbor as possible, where the Argo II couldn’t fail to spot it.

 “Get the others,” Jason told Piper. “Feo is here.”
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 L X

 JASON

 They found Leo at the top of the city fortifications. He was sitting at an open-air cafe, overlooking the sea, drinking a cup of coffee and dressed in.. .wow. Time warp. Leo’s outfit was identical to the one he’d worn the day they first arrived at Camp Half-Blood—jeans, a white shirt, and an old army jacket. Except that jacket had burned up months ago.

 Piper nearly knocked him out of his chair with a hug. “Leo! Gods, where have you been?”

 “Valdez!” Coach Hedge grinned. Then he seemed to remember he had a reputation to protect and he forced a scowl. “You ever disappear like that again, you little punk, I’ll knock you into next month!”

 Frank patted Leo on the back so hard it made him wince. Even Nico shook his hand.

 Hazel kissed Leo on the cheek. “We thought you were dead!”

 Leo mustered a faint smile. “Hey, guys. Nah, nah, I’m good.”

 Jason could tell he wasn’t good. Leo wouldn’t meet their eyes. His hands were perfectly still on the table. Leo’s hands were never still. All the nervous energy had drained right out of him, replaced by a kind of wistful sadness.

 Jason wondered why his expression seemed familiar. Then he realized Nico di Angelo had looked the same way after facing Cupid in the ruins of Salona.

 Leo was heartsick.

 As the others grabbed chairs from the nearby tables, Jason leaned in and squeezed his friend’s shoulder.

 “Hey, man,” he said, “what happened?”

 Leo’s eyes swept around the group. The message was clear: Not here. Not in front of everyone.

 “I got marooned,” Leo said. “Long story. How about you guys? What happened with Khione?”
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 Coach Hedge snorted. “What happened? Piper happened! I’m telling you, this girl has skills!”

 “Coach...” Piper protested.

 Hedge began retelling the story, but in his version Piper was a kung fu assassin and there were a lot more Boreads.

 As the coach talked, Jason studied Leo with concern. This cafe had a perfect view of the harbor. Leo must have seen the Argo II sail in. Yet he sat here drinking coffee—which he didn’t even like — waiting for them to find him. That wasn’t like Leo at all. The ship was the most important thing in his life. When he saw it coming to rescue him, Leo should have run down to the docks, whooping at the top of his lungs.

 Coach Hedge was just describing how Piper had defeated Khione with a roundhouse kick when Piper interrupted.

 “Coach!” she said. “It didn’t happen like that at all. I couldn’t have done anything without Festus.”

 Leo raised his eyebrows. “But Festus was deactivated.”

 “Um, about that,” Piper said. “I sort of woke him up.”

 Piper explained her version of events—how she’d rebooted the metal dragon with charmspeak.

 Leo tapped his fingers on the table, like some of his old energy was coming back.

 “Shouldn’t be possible,” he murmured. “Unless the upgrades let him respond to voice commands. But if he’s permanently activated, that means the navigation system and the crystal...”

 “Crystal?” Jason asked.

 Leo flinched. “Um, nothing. Anyway, what happened after the wind bomb went off?”

 Hazel took up the story. A waitress came over and offered them menus. In no time they were chowing down on sandwiches and sodas, enjoying the sunny day almost like a group of regular teenagers.

 Frank grabbed a tourist brochure stuck under the napkin dispenser. He began to read it. Piper patted Leo’s arm, like she couldn’t believe he was really here. Nico stood at the edge of the group, eyeing the passing pedestrians as if they might be enemies. Coach Hedge munched on the salt and pepper shakers.

 Despite the happy reunion, everybody seemed more subdued than usual—like they were picking up on Leo’s mood. Jason had never really considered how important Leo’s sense of humor was to the group. Even when things were super serious, they could always depend on Leo to lighten things up. Now, it felt like the whole team had dropped anchor.

 “So then Jason harnessed the venti Hazel finished. “And here we are.”

 Leo whistled. “Hot-air horses? Dang, Jason. So basically, you held a bunch of gas together all the way to Malta, and then you let it loose.”

 Jason frowned. “You know, it doesn’t sound so heroic when you put it that way.”

 “Yeah, well. I’m an expert on hot air. I’m still wondering, why Malta? I just kind of ended up here on the raft, but was that a random thing, or—”

 “Maybe because of this.” Frank tapped his brochure. “Says here Malta was where Calypso lived.”
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 A pint of blood drained from Leo’s face. “W-what now?”

 Frank shrugged. “According to this, her original home was an island called Gozo just north of here. Calypso’s a Greek myth thingie, right?”

 “Ah, a Greek myth thingie!” Coach Hedge rubbed his hands together. “Maybe we get to fight her! Do we get to fight her? ’Cause I’m ready.”

 “No,” Leo murmured. “No, we don’t have to fight her, Coach.”

 Piper frowned. “Leo, what’s wrong? You look—”

 “Nothing’s wrong!” Leo shot to his feet. “Hey, we should get going. We’ve got work to do!” “But.. .where did you go?” Hazel asked. “Where did you get those clothes? How—”

 “Jeez, ladies!” Leo said. “I appreciate the concern, but I don’t need two extra moms!”

 Piper smiled uncertainly. “Okay, but—”

 “Ships to fix!” Leo said. “Festus to check! Earth goddesses to punch in the face! What are we waiting for? Leo’s back!”

 He spread his arms and grinned.

 He was making a brave attempt, but Jason could see the sadness lingering in his eyes. Something had happened to him.. .something to do with Calypso.

 Jason tried to remember the story about her. She was a sorceress of some sort, maybe like Medea or Circe. But if Leo had escaped from an evil sorceress’s lair, why did he seem so sad? Jason would have to talk to him later, make sure his buddy was okay. For now Leo clearly didn’t want to be interrogated.

 Jason got up and clapped him on the shoulder. “Leo’s right. We should get going.”

 Everybody took the cue. They started wrapping up their food and finishing their drinks.

 Suddenly, Hazel gasped. “Guys...”

 She pointed to the northeast horizon. At first, Jason saw nothing but the sea. Then a streak of darkness shot into the air like black lightning—as if pure night had torn through the daytime.

 “I don’t see anything,” Coach Hedge grumbled.

 “Me neither,” Piper said.

 Jason scanned his friends’ faces. Most of them just looked confused. Nico was the only other one who seemed to have noticed the black lightning.

 “That can’t be...” Nico muttered. “Greece is still hundreds of miles away.”

 The darkness flashed again, momentarily leaching the color from the horizon.

 “You think it’s Epirus?” Jason’s whole skeleton tingled, the way he felt when he got hit by a thousand volts. He didn’t know why he could see the dark flashes. He wasn’t a child of the Underworld. But it gave him a very bad feeling.

 Nico nodded. “The House of Hades is open for business.”

 A few seconds later, a rumbling sound washed over them like distant artillery.

 “It’s begun,” Hazel said.

 “What has?” Leo asked.


  



 When the next flash happened, Hazel’s gold eyes darkened like foil in fire. “Gaea’s final push,”
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 she said. “The Doors of Death are working overtime. Her forces are entering the mortal world en masse.”

 “We’ll never make it,” Nico said. “By the time we arrive, there’ll be too many monsters to fight.”

 Jason set his jaw. “We’ll defeat them. And we’ll make it there fast. We’ve got Leo back. He’ll give us the speed we need.”

 He turned to his friend. “Or is that just hot air?”

 Leo managed a crooked grin. His eyes seemed to say: Thanks.

 “Time to fly, boys and girls,” he said. “Uncle Leo’s still got a few tricks up his sleeves!”
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 L X I

 PERCY

 Percy wasn’t dead yet, but he was already tired of being a corpse.

 As they trudged toward the heart of Tartarus, he kept glancing down at his body, wondering how it could belong to him. His arms looked like bleached leather pulled over sticks. His skeletal legs seemed to dissolve into smoke with every step. He’d learned to move normally within the Death Mist, more or less, but the magical shroud still made him feel like he was wrapped in a coat of helium.

 He worried that the Death Mist might cling to him forever, even if they somehow managed to survive Tartarus. He didn’t want to spend the rest of his life looking like an extra from The Walking Dead.

 Percy tried to focus on something else, but there was no safe direction to look.

 Under his feet, the ground glistened a nauseating purple, pulsing with webs of veins. In the dim red light of the blood clouds, Death Mist Annabeth looked like a freshly risen zombie.

 Ahead of them was the most depressing view of all.

 Spread to the horizon was an army of monsters—flocks of winged arai, tribes of lumbering Cyclopes, clusters of floating evil spirits. Thousands of baddies, maybe tens of thousands, all milling restlessly, pressing against one another, growling and fighting for space—like the locker area of an overcrowded school between classes, if all the students were ’roid-raging mutants who smelled really bad.

 Bob led them toward the edge of the army. He made no effort to hide, not that it would have done any good. Being ten feet tall and glowing silver, Bob didn’t do stealth very well.

 About thirty yards from the nearest monsters, Bob turned to face Percy.

 “Stay quiet and stay behind me,” he advised. “They will not notice you.”

 “We hope,” Percy muttered.
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 On the Titan’s shoulder, Small Bob woke up from a nap. He purred seismically and arched his back, turning skeletal then back to calico. At least he didn’t seem nervous.

 Annabeth examined her own zombie hands. “Bob, if we’re invisible.. .how can you see us? I mean, you’re technically, you know...”

 “Yes,” Bob said. “But we are friends.”

 “Nyx and her children could see us,” Annabeth said.

 Bob shrugged. “That was in Nyx’s realm. That is different.”

 “Uh.. .right.” Annabeth didn’t sound reassured, but they were here now. They didn’t have any choice but to try.

 Percy stared at the swarm of vicious monsters. “Well, at least we won’t have to worry about bumping into any other friends in this crowd.”

 Bob grinned. “Yes, that is good news! Now, let’s go. Death is close.”

 “The Doors of Death are close,” Annabeth corrected. “Let’s watch the phrasing.”

 They plunged into the crowd. Percy trembled so badly, he was afraid the Death Mist would shake right off him. He’d seen large groups of monsters before. He’d fought an army of them during the Battle of Manhattan. But this was different.

 Whenever he’d fought monsters in the mortal world, Percy at least knew he was defending his home. That gave him courage, no matter how bad the odds were. Here, Percy was the invader. He didn’t belong in this multitude of monsters any more than the Minotaur belonged in Penn Station at rush hour.

 A few feet away, a group of empousai tore into the carcass of a gryphon while other gryphons flew around them, squawking in outrage. A six-armed Earthborn and a Laistrygonian giant pummeled each other with rocks, though Percy wasn’t sure if they were fighting or just messing around. A dark wisp of smoke—Percy guessed it must be an eidolon—seeped into a Cyclops, made the monster hit himself in the face, then drifted off to possess another victim.

 Annabeth whispered, “Percy, look.”

 A stone’s throw away, a guy in a cowboy outfit was cracking a whip at some fire-breathing horses. The wrangler wore a Stetson hat on his greasy hair, an extra-large set of jeans, and a pair of black leather boots. From the side, he might have passed for human—until he turned, and Percy saw that his upper body was split into three different chests, each one dressed in a different-color Western shirt.

 It was definitely Geryon, who had tried to kill Percy two years ago in Texas. Apparently the evil rancher was anxious to break in a new herd. The idea of that guy riding out of the Doors of Death made Percy’s sides hurt all over again. His ribs throbbed where the arai had unleashed Geryon’s dying curse back in the forest. He wanted to march up to the three-bodied rancher, smack him in the face, and yell, Thanks a lot, Tex!

 Sadly, he couldn’t.

 How many other old enemies were in this crowd? Percy began to realize that every battle he’d ever won had only been a temporary victory. No matter how strong or lucky he was, no matter how many monsters he destroyed, Percy would eventually fail. He was only one mortal. He would get too old, too weak, or too slow. He would die. And these monsters.. .they lasted forever. They just kept
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 coming back. Maybe it would take them months or years to re-form, maybe even centuries. But they would be reborn.

 Seeing them assembled in Tartarus, Percy felt as hopeless as the spirits in the River Cocytus. So what if he was a hero? So what if he did something brave? Evil was always here, regenerating, bubbling under the surface. Percy was no more than a minor annoyance to these immortal beings. They just had to outwait him Someday, Percy’s sons or daughters might have to face them all over again.

 Sons and daughters.

 The thought jarred him As quickly as hopelessness had overtaken him, it disappeared. He glanced at Annabeth. She still looked like a misty corpse, but he imagined her true appearance—her gray eyes full of determination, her blond hair pulled back in a bandana, her face weary and streaked with grime, but as beautiful as ever.

 Okay, maybe monsters kept coming back forever. But so did demigods. Generation after generation, Camp Half-Blood had endured. And Camp Jupiter. Even separately, the two camps had survived. Now, if the Greeks and Romans could come together, they would be even stronger.

 There was still hope. He and Annabeth had come this far. The Doors of Death were almost within reach.

 Sons and daughters. A ridiculous thought. An awesome thought. Right there in the middle of Tartarus, Percy grinned.

 “What’s wrong?” Annabeth whispered.

 With his zombie Death Mist disguise, Percy probably looked like he was grimacing in pain.

 “Nothing,” he said. “I was just—”

 Somewhere in front of them, a deep voice bellowed: “IAPETUS!”
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 L X I I

 PERCY

 A Titan strode toward them, casually kicking lesser monsters out of his way. He was roughly the same height as Bob, with elaborate Stygian iron armor, a single diamond blazing in the center of his breastplate. His eyes were blue-white, like core samples from a glacier, and just as cold. His hair was the same color, cut military style. A battle helmet shaped like a bear’s head was tucked under his arm. From his belt hung a sword the size of a surfboard.

 Despite his battle scars, the Titan’s face was handsome and strangely familiar. Percy was pretty sure he’d never seen the guy before, but his eyes and his smile reminded Percy of someone....

 The Titan stopped in front of Bob. He clapped him on the shoulder. “Iapetus! Don’t tell me you don’t recognize your own brother!”

 “No!” Bob agreed nervously. “I won’t tell you that.”

 The other Titan threw back his head and laughed. “I heard you were thrown into the Lethe. Must’ve been terrible! We all knew you would heal eventually. It’s Koios! Koios!”

 “Of course,” Bob said. “Koios, Titan of...”

 “The North!” Koios said.

 “I know!” Bob shouted.

 They laughed together and took turns hitting each other in the arm.

 Apparently miffed by all the jostling, Small Bob crawled onto Bob’s head and began making a nest in the Titan’s silver hair.

 “Poor old Iapetus,” said Koios. “They must have laid you low indeed. Look at you! A broom? A servant’s uniform? A cat in your hair? Truly, Hades must pay for these insults. Who was that demigod who took your memory? Bah! We must rip him to pieces, you and I, eh?”

 “Ha-ha.” Bob swallowed. “Yes, indeed. Rip him to pieces.”
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 Percy’s fingers closed around his pen. He didn’t think much of Bob’s brother, even without the rip-him-to-pieces threat. Compared to Bob’s simple way of speaking, Koios sounded like he was reciting Shakespeare. That alone was enough to make Percy irritated.

 He was ready to uncap Riptide if he had to, but so far Koios didn’t seem to notice him. And Bob hadn’t betrayed them yet, though he’d had plenty of opportunities.

 “Ah, it’s good to see you....” Koios drummed his fingers on his bear’s-head helmet. “You remember what fun we had in the old days?”

 “Of course!” Bob chirped. “Whenwe, uh...”

 “Holding down our father, Ouranos,” Koios said.

 “Yes! We loved wrestling with Dad....”

 “We restrained him.”

 “That’s what I meant!”

 “While Kronos cut him to pieces with his scythe.”

 “Yes, ha-ha.” Bob looked mildly ill. “What fun.”

 “You grabbed Father’s right foot, as I recall,” Koios said. “And Ouranos kicked you in the face as he struggled. How we used to tease you about that!”

 “Silly me,” Bob agreed.

 “Sadly, our brother Kronos was dissolved by those impudent demigods.” Koios heaved a sigh. “Bits and pieces of his essence remain, but nothing you could put together again. I suppose some injuries even Tartarus cannot heal.”

 “Alas!”

 “But the rest of us have another chance to shine, eh?” He leaned forward conspiratorially.

 “These giants may think they will rule. Let them be our shock troops and destroy the Olympians—all well and good. But once the Earth Mother is awake, she will remember that we are her eldest children. Mark my words. The Titans will yet rule the cosmos.”

 “Hmm,” Bob said. “The giants may not like that.”

 “Spit on what they like,” Koios said. “They’ve already passed through the Doors of Death, anyway, back to the mortal world. Polybotes was the last one, not half an hour ago, still grumbling about missing his prey. Apparently some demigods he was after got swallowed by Nyx. Never see them again, I wager!”

 Annabeth gripped Percy’s wrist. Through the Death Mist, he couldn’t read her expression very well, but he saw the alarm in her eyes.

 If the giants had already passed through the Doors, then at least they wouldn’t be hunting through Tartarus for Percy and Annabeth. Unfortunately, that also meant their friends in the mortal world were in even greater danger. All of the earlier fights with the giants had been in vain. Their enemies would be reborn as strong as ever.

 “Well!” Koios drew his massive sword. The blade radiated a cold deeper than the Hubbard Glacier. “I must be off. Leto should have regenerated by now. I will convince her to fight.”

 “Of course,” Bob murmured. “Leto.”

 Koios laughed. “You’ve forgotten my daughter, as well? I suppose it’s been too long since
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 you’ve seen her. The peaceful ones like her always take the longest to re-form. This time, though, I’m sure Leto will fight for vengeance. The way Zeus treated her, after she bore him those fine twins? Outrageous!”

 Percy almost grunted out loud.

 The twins.

 He remembered the name Leto: the mother of Apollo and Artemis. This guy Koios looked vaguely familiar because he had Artemis’s cold eyes and Apollo’s smile. The Titan was their grandfather, Leto’s father. The idea gave Percy a migraine.

 “Well! I’ll see you in the mortal world!” Koios chest-bumped Bob, almost knocking the cat off his head. “Oh, and our two other brothers are guarding this side of the Doors, so you’ll see them soon enough!”

 “I will?”

 “Count on it!” Koios lumbered off, almost knocking over Percy and Annabeth as they scrambled out of his way.

 Before the crowd of monsters could fill the empty space, Percy motioned for Bob to lean in.

 “You okay, big guy?” Percy whispered.

 Bob frowned. “I do not know. In all this”—he gestured around them—“what is the meaning of okayl ”

 Fair point, Percy thought.

 Annabeth peered toward the Doors of Death, though the crowd of monsters blocked them from view. “Did I hear correctly? Two more Titans guarding our exit? That’s not good.”

 Percy looked at Bob. The Titan’s distant expression worried him

 “Do you remember Koios?” he asked gently. “All that stuff he was talking about?”

 Bob gripped his broom. “When he told it, I remembered. He handed me my past like.. .like a spear. But I do not know if I should take it. Is it still mine, if I do not want it?”

 “No,” Annabeth said firmly. “Bob, you’re different now. You’re better .”

 The kitten jumped off Bob’s head. He circled the Titan’s feet, bumping his head against the Titan’s pants cuffs. Bob didn’t seem to notice.

 Percy wished he could be as certain as Annabeth. He wished he could tell Bob with absolute confidence that he should forget about his past.

 But Percy understood Bob’s contusion. He remembered the day he’d opened his eyes at the Wolf House in California, his memory wiped clean by Hera. If somebody had been waiting for Percy when he first woke up, if they’d convinced Percy that his name was Bob, and he was a friend of the Titans and the giants.. .would Percy have believed it? Would he have felt betrayed once he found out his true identity?

 This is different, he told himself. We ’re the good guys.

 But were they? Percy had left Bob in Hades’s palace, at the mercy of a new master who hated him. Percy didn’t feel like he had much right to tell Bob what to do now—even if their lives depended on it.

 “I think you can choose, Bob,” Percy ventured. “Take the parts of Iapetus’s past that you want to
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 keep. Leave the rest. Your future is what matters.”

 “Future...” Bob mused. “That is a mortal concept. I am not meant to change, Percy Friend.” He gazed around him at the horde of monsters. “We are the same.. .forever.”

 “If you were the same,” Percy said, “Annabeth and I would be dead already. Maybe we weren’t meant to be friends, but we are. You’ve been the best friend we could ask for.”

 Bob’s silver eyes looked darker than usual. He held out his hand, and Small Bob the kitten jumped into it. The Titan rose to his full height. “Let us go, then, friends. Not much farther.”

 Stomping on Tartarus’s heart wasn’t nearly as much fun as it sounded.

 The purplish ground was slippery and constantly pulsing. It looked flat from a distance, but up close it was made of folds and ridges that got harder to navigate the farther they walked. Gnarled lumps of red arteries and blue veins gave Percy some footholds when he had to climb, but the going was slow.

 And of course, the monsters were everywhere. Packs of hellhounds prowled the plains, baying and snarling and attacking any monster that dropped its guard. Arai wheeled overhead on leathery wings, making ghastly dark silhouettes in the poison clouds.

 Percy stumbled. His hand touched a red artery, and a tingling sensation went up his arm.

 “There’s water inhere,” he said. “Actual water.”

 Bob grunted. “One of the five rivers. His blood.”

 “His blood?” Annabeth stepped away from the nearest clump of veins. “I knew the Underworld rivers all emptied into Tartarus, but—”

 “Yes,” Bob agreed. “They all flow through his heart.”

 Percy traced his hand across a web of capillaries. Was the water of the Styx flowing beneath his fingers, or maybe the Lethe? If one of those veins popped when he stepped on it... Percy shuddered. He realized he was taking a stroll across the most dangerous circulatory system in the universe.

 “We should hurry,” Annabeth said. “If we can’t...”

 Her voice trailed off.

 Ahead of them, jagged streaks of darkness tore through the air—like lightning, except pure black.

 “The Doors,” Bob said. “Must be a large group going through.”

 Percy’s mouth tasted like gorgon’s blood. Even if his friends from the Argo II managed to find the other side of the Doors of Death, how could they possibly fight the waves of monsters that were coming through, especially if all the giants were already waiting for them?

 “Do all the monsters go through the House of Hades?” he asked. “How big is that place?”

 Bob shrugged. “Perhaps they are sent elsewhere when they step through. The House of Hades is in the earth, yes? That is Gaea’s realm. She could send her minions wherever she wishes.”

 Percy’s spirits sank. Monsters coming through the Doors of Death to threaten his friends at Epirus—that was bad enough. Now he imagined the ground on the mortal side as one big subway system, depositing giants and other nasties anywhere Gaea wanted them to go—Camp Half-Blood, Camp Jupiter, or in the path of the Argo II before it could even reach Epirus.

 “If Gaea has that much power,” Annabeth asked, “couldn’t she control where we end up?”

 Percy really hated that question. Sometimes he wished Annabeth weren’t so smart.
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 Bob scratched his chin. “You are not monsters. It may be different for you.”

 Great, Percy thought.

 He didn’t relish the idea of Gaea waiting for them on the other side, ready to teleport them into the middle of a mountain; but at least the Doors were a chance to get out of Tartarus. It wasn’t like they had a better option.

 Bob helped them over the top of another ridge. Suddenly the Doors of Death were in plain view —a freestanding rectangle of darkness at the top of the next heart-muscle hill, about a quarter mile away, surrounded by a horde of monsters so thick Percy could’ve walked on their heads all the way across.

 The Doors were still too far away to make out much detail, but the Titans flanking either side were familiar enough. The one on the left wore shining golden armor that shimmered with heat.

 “Hyperion,” Percy muttered. “That guy just won’t stay dead.”

 The one on the right wore dark-blue armor, with ram’s horns curling from the sides of his helmet. Percy had only seen him in dreams before, but it was definitely Krios, the Titan that Jason had killed in the battle for Mount Tam

 “Bob’s other brothers,” Annabeth said. The Death Mist shimmered around her, temporarily turning her face into a grinning skull. “Bob, if you have to fight them, can you?”

 Bob hefted his broom, like he was ready for a messy cleaning job. “We must hurry,” he said, which Percy noticed wasn’t really an answer. “Follow me.”
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 L X I I I

 PERCY

 So far, their Death Mist camouflage plan seemed to be working. So, naturally, Percy expected a massive last-minute fail.

 Fifty feet from the Doors of Death, he and Annabeth froze.

 “Oh, gods,” Annabeth murmured. “They’re the same.”

 Percy knew what she meant. Framed in Stygian iron, the magical portal was a set of elevator doors—two panels of silver and black etched with art deco designs. Except for the fact that the colors were inverted, they looked exactly like the elevators in the Empire State Building, the entrance to Olympus.

 Seeing them, Percy felt so homesick, he couldn’t breathe. He didn’t just miss Mount Olympus.

 He missed everything he’d left behind: New York City, Camp Half-Blood, his mom and stepdad. His eyes stung. He didn’t trust himself to talk.

 The Doors of Death seemed like a personal insult, designed to remind him of everything he couldn’t have.

 As he got over his initial shock, he noticed other details: the frost spreading from the base of the Doors, the purplish glow in the air around them, and the chains that held them fast.

 Cords of black iron ran down either side of the frame, like rigging lines on a suspension bridge. They were tethered to hooks embedded in the fleshy ground. The two Titans, Krios and Hyperion, stood guard at the anchor points.

 As Percy watched, the entire frame shuddered. Black lightning flashed into the sky. The chains shook, and the Titans planted their feet on the hooks to keep them secure. The Doors slid open, revealing the gilded interior of an elevator car.

 Percy tensed, ready to charge forward, but Bob planted a hand on his shoulder. “Wait,” he cautioned.
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 Hyperion yelled to the surrounding crowd: “Group A-22! Hurry up, you sluggards!”

 A dozen Cyclopes rushed forward, waving little red tickets and shouting excitedly. They shouldn’t have been able to fit inside those human-sized doors, but as the Cyclopes got close, their bodies distorted and shrank, the Doors of Death sucking them inside.

 The Titan Krios jabbed his thumb against the up button on the elevator’s right side. The Doors slid closed.

 The frame shuddered again. Dark lightning faded.

 “You must understand how it works,” Bob muttered. He addressed the kitten in his palm, maybe so the other monsters wouldn’t wonder who he was talking to. “Each time the Doors open, they try to teleport to a new location. Thanatos made them this way, so only he could find them. But now they are chained. The Doors cannot relocate.”

 “Then we cut the chains,” Annabeth whispered.

 Percy looked at the blazing form of Hyperion. The last time he’d fought the Titan, it had taken every ounce of his strength. Even then Percy had almost died. Now there were two Titans, with several thousand monsters for backup.

 “Our camouflage,” he said. “Will it disappear if we do something aggressive, like cutting the chains?”

 “I do not know,” Bob told his kitten.

 “Mrow,” said Small Bob.

 “Bob, you’ll have to distract them,” Annabeth said. “Percy and I will sneak around the two Titans and cut the chains from behind.”

 “Yes, fine,” Bob said. “But that is only one problem. Once you are inside the Doors, someone must stay outside to push the button and defend it.”

 Percy tried to swallow. “Uh.. .defend the button?”

 Bob nodded, scratching his kitten under the chin. “Someone must keep pressing the up button for twelve minutes, or the journey will not finish.”

 Percy glanced at the Doors. Sure enough, Krios still had his thumb jammed on the up button. Twelve minutes... Somehow, they would have to get the Titans away from those doors. Then Bob, Percy, or Annabeth would have to keep that button pushed for twelve long minutes, in the middle of an army of monsters in the heart of Tartarus, while the other two rode to the mortal world. It was impossible.

 “Why twelve minutes?” Percy asked.

 “I do not know,” Bob said. “Why twelve Olympians, or twelve Titans?”

 “Fair enough,” Percy said, though he had a bitter taste in his mouth.

 “What do you mean the journey won’t finish?” Annabeth asked. “What happens to the passengers?”

 Bob didn’t answer. Judging from his pained expression, Percy decided he didn’t want to be in that elevator if the car stalled between Tartarus and the mortal world.

 “If we do push the button for twelve minutes,” Percy said, “and the chains are cut—”

 “The Doors should reset,” Bob said. “That is what they are supposed to do. They will disappear
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 from Tartarus. They will appear somewhere else, where Gaea cannot use them.”

 “Thanatos can reclaim them,” Annabeth said. “Death goes back to normal, and the monsters lose their shortcut to the mortal world.”

 Percy exhaled. “Easy-peasy. Except for... well, everything.”

 Small Bob purred.

 “I will push the button,” Bob volunteered.

 A mix of feelings churned in Percy’s gut—grief, sadness, gratitude, and guilt thickening into emotional cement. “Bob, we can’t ask you to do that. You want to go through the Doors too. You want to see the sky again, and the stars, and—”

 “I would like that,” Bob agreed. “But someone must push the button. And once the chains are cut.. .my brethren will fight to stop your passage. They will not want the Doors to disappear.”

 Percy gazed at the endless horde of monsters. Even if he let Bob make this sacrifice, how could one Titan defend himself against so many for twelve minutes, all while keeping his finger on a button?

 The cement settled in Percy’s stomach. He had always suspected how this would end. He would have to stay behind. While Bob fended off the army, Percy would hold the elevator button and make sure Annabeth got to safety.

 Somehow, he had to convince her to go without him. As long as she was safe and the Doors disappeared, he could die knowing he’d done something right.

 “Percy...?” Annabeth stared at him, a suspicious edge to her voice.

 She was too smart. If he met her eyes, she would see exactly what he was thinking.

 “First things first,” he said. “Let’s cut those chains.”
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 L X I V

 PERCY

 “Iapetus!” Hyperion bellowed. “Well, well. I thought you were hiding under a cleaning bucket somewhere.”

 Bob lumbered forward, scowling. “I was not hiding.”

 Percy crept toward the right side of the Doors. Annabeth sneaked toward the left. The Titans gave no sign of noticing them, but Percy took no chances. He kept Riptide in pen form He crouched low, stepping as quietly as possible. The lesser monsters kept a respectful distance from the Titans, so there was enough empty space to maneuver around the Doors; but Percy was keenly aware of the snarling mob at his back.

 Annabeth had decided to take the side Hyperion was guarding, on the theory that Hyperion was more likely to sense Percy. After all, Percy was the last one to have killed him in the mortal world. That was fine with Percy. After being in Tartarus for so long, he could barely look at Hyperion’s burning golden armor without getting spots in his eyes.

 On Percy’s side of the Doors, Krios stood dark and silent, his ram’s-headed helmet covering his face. He kept one foot planted on the chain’s anchor and his thumb on the up button.

 Bob faced his brethren. He planted his spear and tried to look as fierce as possible with a kitten on his shoulder. “Hyperion and Krios. I remember you both.”

 “Do you, Iapetus?” The golden Titan laughed, glancing at Krios to share the joke. “Well, that’s good to know! I heard Percy Jackson turned you into a brainwashed scullery maid. What did he rename you.. .Betty?”

 “Bob,” snarled Bob.

 “Well, it’s about time you showed up, Bob. Krios and I have been stuck here for weeks —”

 “Hours,” Krios corrected, his voice a deep rumble inside his helmet.

 “Whatever!” Hyperion said. “It’s boring work, guarding these doors, shuffling monsters through
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 at Gaea’s orders. Krios, what’s our next group, anyway?”

 “Double Red,” said Krios.

 Hyperion sighed. The flames glowed hotter across his shoulders. “Double Red. Why do we go from A-22 to Double Red? What kind of system is that?” He glared at Bob. “This is no job for me— the Lord of Light! Titan of the East! Master of Dawn! Why am I forced to wait in the darkness while the giants go into battle and get all the glory? Now, Krios I can understand—”

 “I get all the worst assignments,” Krios muttered, his thumb still on the button.

 “But meT Hyperion said. “Ridiculous! This should be your job, Iapetus. Here, take my place for a while.”

 Bob stared at the Doors, but his gaze was distant—lost in the past. “The four of us held down our father, Ouranos,” he remembered. “Koios, and me, and the two of you. Kronos promised us mastery of the four corners of the earth for helping with the murder.”

 “Indeed,” Hyperion said. “And I was happy to do it! I would’ve wielded the scythe myself if I’d had the chance! But you, Bob ...you were always conflicted about that killing, weren’t you? The soft Titan of the West, soft as the sunset! Why our parents named you the Piercer , I will never know. More like the Whimper .”

 Percy reached the anchor hook. He uncapped his pen and Riptide grew to frill length. Krios didn’t react. His attention was firmly fixed on Bob, who had just leveled the point of his spear at Hyperion’s chest.

 “I can still pierce,” Bob said, his voice low and even. “You brag too much, Hyperion. You are bright and fiery, but Percy Jackson defeated you anyway. I hear you became a nice tree in Central Park.”

 Hyperion’s eyes smoldered. “Carefill, brother.”

 “At least a janitor’s work is honest,” Bob said. “I cleanup after others. I leave the palace better than I found it. But you.. .you do not care what messes you make. You followed Kronos blindly. Now you take orders from Gaea.”

 “She is our mother !” Hyperion bellowed.

 “She did not wake for our war on Olympus,” Bob recalled. “She favors her second brood, the giants.”

 Krios grunted. “That’s true enough. The children of the pit.”

 “Both of you hold your tongues!” Hyperion’s voice was tinged with fear. “You never know when he is listening.”

 The elevator dinged. All three Titans jumped.

 Had it been twelve minutes? Percy had lost track of time. Krios took his finger off the button and called out, “Double Red! Where is Double Red?”

 Hordes of monsters stirred and jostled one another, but none of them came forward.

 Krios heaved a sigh. “I told them to hang on to their tickets. Double Red! You’ll lose your place in the queue!”

 Annabeth was in position, right behind Hyperion. She raised her drakon-bone sword over the base of the chains. In the fiery light of the Titan’s armor, her Death Mist disguise made her look like a burning ghoul.
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 She held up three fingers, ready to count down. They had to cut the chains before the next group tried to take the elevator, but they also had to make sure the Titans were as distracted as possible.

 Hyperion muttered a curse. “Just wonderful. This will completely mess up our schedule.” He sneered at Bob. “Make your choice, brother. Fight us or help us. I don’t have time for your lectures.”

 Bob glanced at Annabeth and Percy. Percy thought he might start a fight, but instead he raised the point of his spear. “Very well. I will take guard duty. Which of you wants a break first?”

 “Me, of course,” Hyperion said.

 “Me!” Krios snapped. “I’ve been holding that button so long my thumb is going to fall off.”

 “I’ve been standing here longer,” Hyperion grumbled. “You two guard the Doors while / go up to the mortal world. I have some Greek heroes to wreak vengeance upon!”

 “Oh, no!” Krios complained. “That Roman boy is on his way to Epirus—the one who killed me on Mount Othrys. Got lucky, he did. Now it’s my turn.”

 “Bah!” Hyperion drew his sword. “I’ll gut you first, Ram-head!”

 Krios raised his own blade. “You can try, but I won’t be stuck in this stinking pit any longer!”

 Annabeth caught Percy’s eyes. She mouthed: One, two —

 Before he could strike the chains, a high-pitched whine pierced his ears, like the sound of an incoming rocket. Percy just had time to think: Uh-oh. Then an explosion rocked the hillside. A wave of heat knocked Percy backward. Dark shrapnel ripped through Krios and Hyperion, shredding them as easily as wood in a chipper.

 STINKING PIT. A hollow voice rolled across the plains, shaking the warm fleshy ground.

 Bob staggered to his feet. Somehow the explosion hadn’t touched him. He swept his spear in front of him, trying to locate the source of the voice. Small Bob the kitten crawled into his coveralls.

 Annabeth had landed about twenty feet from the Doors. When she stood, Percy was so relieved she was alive it took him a moment to realize she looked like herself. The Death Mist had evaporated.

 He looked at his own hands. His disguise was gone too.

 TITANS, said the voice disdainfully. LESSER BEINGS IMPERFECT AND WEAK.

 In front of the Doors of Death, the air darkened and solidified. The being who appeared was so massive, radiating such pure malevolence, that Percy wanted to crawl away and hide.

 Instead, he forced his eyes to trace the god’s form, starting with his black iron boots, each one as large as a coffin. His legs were covered in dark greaves; his flesh all thick purple muscle, like the ground. His armored skirt was made from thousands of blackened, twisted bones, woven together like chain links and clasped in place by a belt of interlocking monstrous arms.

 On the surface of the warrior’s breastplate, murky faces appeared and submerged—giants, Cyclopes, gorgons, and drakons—all pressing against the armor as if trying to get out.

 The warrior’s arms were bare—muscular, purple, and glistening—his hands as large as crane scoops.

 Worst of all was his head: a helmet of twisted rock and metal with no particular shape—just jagged spikes and pulsing patches of magma. His entire face was a whirlpool—an inward spiral of darkness. As Percy watched, the last particles of Titan essence from Hyperion and Krios were vacuumed into the warrior’s maw.
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 Somehow Percy found his voice. “Tartarus.”

 The warrior made a sound like a mountain cracking in half: a roar or a laugh, Percy couldn’t be

 sure.

 This form is only a small manifestation of my power, said the god. But it is enough to deal with you. I do not interfere lightly, little demigod. It is beneath me to deal with gnats such as yourself.

 “Uh...” Percy’s legs threatened to collapse under him. “Don’t.. .you know.. .go to any trouble.”

 You have proven surprisingly resilient, Tartarus said. You have come too far. I can no longer stand by and watch your progress.

 Tartarus spread his arms. Throughout the valley, thousands of monsters wailed and roared, clashing their weapons and bellowing in triumph. The Doors of Death shuddered in their chains.

 Be honored, little demigods, said the god of the pit. Even the Olympians were never worthy of my personal attention. But you will be destroyed by Tartarus himself!
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 L X V

 FRANK

 Frank was hoping for fireworks.

 Or at least a big sign that read: welcome home!

 More than three thousand years ago, his Greek ancestor—good old Periclymenus the shape-shifter—had sailed east with the Argonauts. Centuries later, Periclymenus’s descendants had served in the eastern Roman legions. Then, through a series of misadventures, the family had ended up in China, finally emigrating to Canada in the twentieth century. Now Frank was back in Greece, which meant that the Zhang family had completely circled the globe.

 That seemed like cause for celebration, but the only welcoming committee was a flock of wild, hungry harpies who attacked the ship. Frank felt kind of bad as he shot them down with his bow. He kept thinking of Ella, their freakishly smart harpy friend from Portland. But these harpies weren’t Ella. They gladly would have chewed Frank’s face off. So he blasted them into clouds of dust and feathers.

 The Greek landscape below was just as inhospitable. The hills were strewn with boulders and stunted cedars, all shimmering in the hazy air. The sun beat down as if trying to hammer the countryside into a Celestial bronze shield. Even from a hundred feet up, Frank could hear the drone of cicadas buzzing in the trees—a sleepy, otherworldly sound that made his eyes heavy. Even the dueling voices of the war gods inside his head seemed to have dozed off. They had hardly bothered Frank at all since the crew had crossed into Greece.

 Sweat trickled down his neck. After being frozen below deck by that crazy snow goddess, Frank had thought he would never feel warm again; but now the back of his shirt was soaked.

 “Hot and steamy!” Leo grinned at the helm. “Makes me homesick for Houston! What do you say, Hazel? All we need now are some giant mosquitoes, and it’ll feel just like the Gulf Coast!”

 “Thanks a lot, Leo,” Hazel grumbled. “We’ll probably get attacked by Ancient Greek mosquito
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 monsters now.”

 Frank studied the two of them, quietly marveling how the tension between them had disappeared. Whatever had happened to Leo during his five days of exile, it had changed him. He still joked around, but Frank sensed something different about him—like a ship with a new keel. Maybe you couldn’t see the keel, but you could tell it was there by the way the ship cut through the waves.

 Leo didn’t seem so intent on teasing Frank. He chatted more easily with Hazel—not stealing those wistful, mooning glances that had always made Frank uncomfortable.

 Hazel had diagnosed the problem privately to Frank: “He met someone.”

 Frank was incredulous. “How? Where? How could you possibly know?”

 Hazel smiled. “I just do.”

 As if she were a child of Venus rather than Pluto. Frank didn’t get it.

 Of course he was relieved that Leo wasn’t hitting on his girl, but Frank was also kind of worried about Leo. Sure, they’d had their differences; but after all they’d been through together, Frank didn’t want to see Leo get his heart broken.

 “There!” Nico’s voice shook Frank out of his thoughts. As usual, di Angelo was perched atop the foremast. He pointed toward a glittering green river snaking through the hills a kilometer away. “Maneuver us that way. We’re close to the temple. Very close.”

 As if to prove his point, black lightning ripped through the sky, leaving dark spots before Frank’s eyes and making the hairs on his arms stand up.

 Jason strapped on his sword belt. “Everyone, arm yourself. Leo, get us close, but don’t land—no more contact with the ground than necessary. Piper, Hazel, get the mooring ropes.”

 “On it!” Piper said.

 Hazel gave Frank a peck on the cheek and ran to help.

 “Frank,” Jason called, “get below and find Coach Hedge.”

 “Yep!”

 He climbed downstairs and headed for Hedge’s cabin. As he neared the door, he slowed down. He didn’t want to surprise the satyr with any loud noises. Coach Hedge had a habit of jumping into the gangway with his baseball bat if he thought attackers were on board. Frank had almost gotten his head taken off a couple of times on his way to the bathroom

 He raised his hand to knock. Then he realized the door was cracked open. He heard Coach Hedge talking inside.

 “Come on, babe!” the satyr said. “You know it’s not like that!”

 Frank froze. He didn’t mean to eavesdrop, but he wasn’t sure what to do. Hazel had mentioned being worried about the coach. She’d insisted something was bothering him, but Frank hadn’t thought much of it until now.

 He’d never heard the coach talk so gently. Usually the only sounds Frank heard from the coach’s cabin were sporting events on the TV, or the coach yelling, “Yeah! Get ’em!” as he watched his favorite martial arts movies. Frank was pretty sure the coach wouldn’t be calling Chuck Norris babe.

 Another voice spoke—female, but barely audible, like it was coming from a long way away.

 “I will,” Coach Hedge promised. “But, uh, we’re going into battle”—he cleared his throat
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 —“and it may get ugly. You just stay safe. I’ll get back. Honest.”

 Frank couldn’t stand it anymore. He knocked loudly. “Hey, Coach?”

 The talking stopped.

 Frank counted to six. The door flew open.

 Coach Hedge stood there scowling, his eyes bloodshot, like he’d been watching too much TV.

 He wore his usual baseball cap and gym shorts, with a leather cuirass over his shirt and a whistle hanging from his neck, maybe in case he wanted to call a foul against the monster armies.

 “Zhang. What do you want?”

 “Uh, we’re getting ready for battle. We need you above deck.”

 The coach’s goatee quivered. “Yeah. ’Course you do.” He sounded strangely unexcited about the prospect of a fight.

 “I didn’t mean to—I mean, I heard you talking,” Frank stammered. “Were you sending an Iris-message?”

 Hedge looked like he might smack Frank in the face, or at least blow the whistle really loud. Then his shoulders slumped. He heaved a sigh and turned inside, leaving Frank standing awkwardly in the doorway.

 The coach plopped down on his berth. His cupped his chin in his hand and stared glumly around his cabin. The place looked like a college dorm room after a hurricane—the floor strewn with laundry (maybe for wearing, maybe for snacks; it was hard to tell with satyrs), DVDs and dirty dishes scattered around the TV on the dresser. Every time the ship tilted, a mismatched herd of sports equipment rolled across the floor—footballs, basketballs, baseballs, and for some reason, a single billiard ball. Tufts of goat hair floated through the air and collected under the furniture in clumps.

 Dust goats? Goat bunnies?

 On the coach’s nightstand sat a bowl of water, a stack of golden drachmas, a flashlight, and a glass prism for making rainbows. The coach had obviously come prepared to make a lot of Iris-messages.

 Frank remembered what Piper had told him about the coach’s cloud nymph girlfriend who worked for Piper’s dad. What was the girlfriend’s name... Melinda? Millicent? No, Mellie.

 “Uh, is your girlfriend Mellie all right?” Frank ventured.

 “None of your business!” the coach snapped.

 “Okay.”

 Hedge rolled his eyes. “Fine! If you must know—-yes, I was talking to Mellie. But she’s not my girlfriend anymore.”

 “Oh...” Frank’s heart sank. “Youbroke up?”

 “No, you dolt! We got married! She’s my wife!”

 Frank would’ve been less stunned if the coach had smacked him. “Coach, that’s—that’s great! When—how—■?”

 “None of your business!” he yelled again.

 “Um...all right.”

 “End of May,” the coach said. “Just before the Argo II sailed. We didn’t want to make a big deal
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 out of it.”

 Frank felt like the ship was tilting again, but it must have been just him. The herd of wild sports equipment stayed put against the far wall.

 All this time the coach had been married ? In spite of being a newlywed, he’d agreed to come on this quest. No wonder Hedge made so many calls back home. No wonder he was so cranky and belligerent.

 Still... Frank sensed there was more going on. The coach’s tone during the Iris-message made it sound like they were discussing a problem.

 “I didn’t mean to eavesdrop,” Frank said. “But.. .is she okay?”

 “It was a private conversation!”

 “Yeah. You’re right.”

 “Fine! I’ll tell you.” Hedge plucked some fur off his thigh and let it float through the air. “She took a break from her job in L.A., went to Camp Half-Blood for the summer, because we figured—” His voice cracked. “We figured it would be safer. Now she’s stuck there, with the Romans about to attack. She’s...she’s pretty scared.”

 Frank became very aware of the centurion badge on his shirt, the SPQR tattoo on his forearm

 “Sorry,” he murmured. “But if she’s a cloud spirit, couldn’t she just... you know, float away?”

 The coach curled his fingers around the grip of his baseball bat. “Normally, yeah. But see... she’s in a delicate condition. It wouldn’t be safe.”

 “A delicate...” Frank’s eyes widened. “She’s going to have a baby ? You’re going to be a dadT

 “Shout it a little louder,” Hedge grumbled. “I don’t think they heard you in Croatia.”

 Frank couldn’t help grinning. “But, Coach, that’s awesome! A little baby satyr? Or maybe a nymph? You’ll be a fantastic dad.”

 Frank wasn’t sure why he felt that way, considering the coach’s love of baseball bats and roundhouse kicks, but he was sure.

 Coach Hedge scowled even deeper. “The war’s coming, Zhang. Nowhere is safe. I should be there for Mellie. If I gotta die somewhere—”

 “Hey, nobody’s going to die,” Frank said.

 Hedge met his eyes. Frank could tell the coach didn’t believe it.

 “Always had a soft spot for children of Ares,” Hedge muttered. “Or Mars—whichever. Maybe that’s why I’m not pulverizing you for asking so many questions.”

 “But I wasn’t—”

 “Fine, I’ll tell you!” Hedge sighed again. “Back when I was on my first assignment as a seeker, I was way out in Arizona. Brought in this kid named Clarisse.”

 “Clarisse?”

 “Sibling of yours,” Hedge said. “Ares kid. Violent. Rude. Lots of potential. Anyway, while I was out, I had this dream about my mom. She—she was a cloud nymph like Mellie. I dreamed she was in trouble and needed my help right away. But I said to myself, Nah, it’s just a dream. Who would hurt a sweet old cloud nymph? Besides, I gotta get this half-blood to safety. So I finished my mission, brought Clarisse to Camp Half-Blood. Afterward, I went looking for my mom. I was too
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 late.”

 Frank watched the tuft of goat hair settle on top of a basketball. “What happened to her?”

 Hedge shrugged. “No idea. Never saw her again. Maybe if I’d been there for her, if I’d got back sooner...”

 Frank wanted to say something comforting, but he wasn’t sure what. He had lost his mom in the war in Afghanistan, and he knew how empty the words I’m sorry could sound.

 “You were doing your job,” Frank offered. “You saved a demigod’s life.”

 Hedge grunted. “Now my wife and my unborn kid are in danger, halfway across the world, and I can’t do anything to help.”

 “You are doing something,” Frank said. “We’re over here to stop the giants from waking Gaea. That’s the best way we can keep our friends safe.”

 “Yeah. Yeah, I suppose.”

 Frank wished he could do more to lift Hedge’s spirits, but this talk was making him worry about everyone he’d left behind. He wondered who was defending Camp Jupiter now that the legion had marched east, especially with all the monsters Gaea was unleashing from the Doors of Death. He worried about his friends in the Fifth Cohort, and how they must be feeling as Octavian ordered them to march on Camp Half-Blood. Frank wanted to be back there, if only to stuff a teddy bear down the throat of that slimeball augur.

 The ship listed forward. The herd of sports equipment rolled under the coach’s berth.

 “We’re descending,” said Hedge. “We’d better get above.”

 “Yeah,” Frank said, his voice hoarse.

 “You’re a nosy Roman, Zhang.”

 “But—”

 “Come on,” Hedge said. “And not a word about this to the others, you blabbermouth.”

 As the others made fast the aerial moorings, Leo grabbed Frank and Hazel by the arms. He dragged them to the aft ballista. “Okay, here’s the plan.”

 Hazel narrowed her eyes. “I hate your plans.”

 “I need that piece of magic firewood,” Leo said. “Snappy!”

 Frank nearly choked on his own tongue. Hazel backed away, instinctively covering her coat pocket. “Leo, you can’t—”

 “I found a solution.” Leo turned to Frank. “It’s your call, big guy, but I can protect you.”

 Frank thought about how many times he’d seen Leo’s fingers burst into flame. One false move, and Leo could incinerate the piece of tinder that controlled Frank’s life.

 But for some reason, Frank wasn’t terrified. Since facing down the cow monsters in Venice, Frank had barely thought about his fragile lifeline. Yes, the smallest bit of fire might kill him. But he’d also survived some impossible things and made his dad proud. Frank had decided that whatever his fate was, he wouldn’t worry about it. He would just do the best he could to help his friends.

 Besides, Leo sounded serious. His eyes were still full of that weird melancholy, like he was in two places at once; but nothing about his expression indicated any kind of joke.
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 “Go ahead, Hazel,” Frank said.

 “But...” Hazel took a deep breath. “Okay.” She took out the piece of firewood and handed it to

 Leo.

 In Leo’s hands, it wasn’t much bigger than a screwdriver. The tinder was still charred on one side from where Frank had used it to burn through the icy chains that had imprisoned the god Thanatos in Alaska.

 From a pocket of his tool belt, Leo produced a piece of white cloth. “Behold!”

 Frank scowled. “A handkerchief?”

 “A surrender flag?” Hazel guessed.

 “No, unbelievers!” Leo said. “This is a pouch woven from seriously cool fabric—a gift from a friend of mine.”

 Leo slipped the firewood into the pouch and pulled it closed with a tie of bronze thread.

 “The drawstring was my idea,” Leo said proudly. “It took some work, lacing that into the fabric, but the pouch won’t open unless you want it to. The fabric breathes just like regular cloth, so the firewood isn’t any more sealed up than it would be in Hazel’s coat pocket.”

 “Uh...” Hazel said. “How is that an improvement, then?”

 “Hold this so I don’t give you a heart attack.” Leo tossed the pouch to Frank, who almost fumbled it.

 Leo summoned a white-hot ball of fire into his right hand. He held his left forearm over the flames, grinning as they licked the sleeve of his jacket.

 “See?” he said. “It doesn’t burn!”

 Frank didn’t like to argue with a guy who was holding a ball of fire, but he said, “Uh.. .you’re immune to flames.”

 Leo rolled his eyes. “Yeah, but I have to concentrate if I don’t want my clothes to burn. And I’m not concentrating, see? This is totally fireproof cloth. Which means your firewood won’t burn in that pouch.”

 Hazel looked unconvinced. “How can you be sure?”

 “Sheesh, tough audience.” Leo shut off the fire. “Guess there’s only one way to persuade you.” He held out his hand to Frank.

 “Uh, no, no.” Frank backed off. Suddenly all those brave thoughts about accepting his fate seemed far away. “That’s okay, Leo. Thanks, but I—I can’t—”

 “Man, you gotta trust me.”

 Frank’s heart raced. Did he trust Leo? Well, sure.. .with an engine. With a practical joke. But with his life?

 He remembered the day they had gotten stuck in the underground workshop in Rome. Gaea had promised they would die in that room. Leo had promised he would get Hazel and Frank out of the trap. And he’d done it.

 Now Leo spoke with the same kind of confidence.

 “Okay.” Frank handed Leo the pouch. “Try not to kill me.”

 Leo’s hand blazed. The pouch didn’t blacken or burn.
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 Frank waited for something to go horribly wrong. He counted to twenty, but he was still alive.

 He felt as if a block of ice were melting just behind his sternum—a frozen chunk of fear he’d gotten so used to he didn’t even think about it until it was gone.

 Leo extinguished his fire. He wriggled his eyebrows at Frank. “Who’s your best buddy?”

 “Don’t answer that,” Hazel said. “But, Leo, that was amazing.”

 “It was, wasn’t it?” Leo agreed. “So who wants to take this newly ultra-safe piece of firewood?”

 “I’ll keep it,” Frank said.

 Hazel pursed her lips. She looked down, maybe so Frank wouldn’t see the hurt in her eyes.

 She’d protected that firewood for him through a lot of hard battles. It was a sign of trust between them, a symbol of their relationship.

 “Hazel, it’s not about you,” Frank said, as gently as he could. “I can’t explain, but I—I have a feeling I’m going to need to step up when we’re in the House of Hades. I need to carry my own burden.”

 Hazel’s golden eyes were lull of concern. “I understand. I just.. .1 worry.”

 Leo tossed Frank the pouch. Frank tied it around his belt. He felt strange carrying his fatal weakness so openly, after months of keeping it hidden.

 “And, Leo,” he said, “thanks.”

 It seemed inadequate for the gift Leo had given him, but Leo grinned. “What are genius friends

 for?”

 “Hey, guys!” Piper called from the bow. “Better get over here. You need to see this.”

 They’d found the source of the dark lightning.

 The Argo II hovered directly over the river. A few hundred meters away at the top of the nearest hill stood a cluster of ruins. They didn’t look like much—just some crumbling walls encircling the limestone shells of a few buildings—but from somewhere within the ruins, tendrils of black ether curled into the sky, like a smoky squid peeking from its cave. As Frank watched, a bolt of dark energy ripped through the air, rocking the ship and sending a cold shockwave across the landscape.

 “The Necromanteion,” Nico said. “The House of Hades.”

 Frank steadied himself at the rail. He supposed it was too late to suggest turning back. He was starting to feel nostalgic about the monsters he’d fought in Rome. Heck, chasing poison cows through Venice had been more appealing than this place.

 Piper hugged her arms. “I feel vulnerable floating up here like this. Couldn’t we set down in the river?”

 “I wouldn’t,” Hazel said. “That’s the River Acheron.”

 Jason squinted in the sunlight. “I thought the Acheron was in the Underworld.”

 “It is,” Hazel said. “But its headwaters are in the mortal world. That river below us? Eventually it flows underground, straight into the realm of Pluto—er, Hades. Landing a demigod ship on those waters—”

 “Yeah, let’s stay up here,” Leo decided. “I don’t want any zombie water on my hull.”

 Half a kilometer downstream, some fishing boats were puttering along. Frank guessed they didn’t
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 know or care about the history of this river. Must be nice, being a regular mortal.

 Next to Frank, Nico di Angelo raised the scepter of Diocletian. Its orb glowed with purple light, as if in sympathy with the dark storm. Roman relic or not, the scepter troubled Frank. If it really had the power to summon a legion of the dead.. .well, Frank wasn’t sure that was such a great idea.

 Jason had once told him that the children of Mars had a similar ability. Supposedly, Frank could call on ghostly soldiers from the losing side of any war to serve him. He’d never had much luck with that power, probably because it freaked him out too much. He was worried he might become one of those ghosts if they lost this war—eternally doomed to pay for his failures, assuming there was anyone left to summon him.

 “So, uh, Nico...” Frank gestured at the scepter. “Have you learned to use that thing?”

 “We’ll find out.” Nico stared at the tendrils of darkness undulating from the ruins. “I don’t intend to try until I have to. The Doors of Death are already working overtime bringing in Gaea’s monsters. Any more activity raising the dead, and the Doors might shatter permanently, leaving a rip in the mortal world that can’t be closed.”

 Coach Hedge grunted. “I hate rips in the world. Let’s go bust some monster heads.”

 Frank looked at the satyr’s grim expression. Suddenly he had an idea. “Coach, you should stay on board, cover us with the ballistae.”

 Hedge frowned. “Stay behind? Me? I’m your best soldier!”

 “We might need air support,” Frank said. “Like we did in Rome. You saved our braccae .”

 He didn’t add: Plus, I’d like you to get back to your wife and baby alive.

 Hedge apparently got the message. His scowl relaxed. Relief showed in his eyes.

 “Well...” he grumbled, “I suppose somebody’s got to save your braccae .”

 Jason clapped the coach on the shoulder. Then he gave Frank an appreciative nod. “So that’s settled. Everybody else—let’s get to the ruins. Time to crash Gaea’s party.”
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 L X V I

 FRANK

 Despite the midday heat and the raging storm of death energy, a group of tourists was climbing over the ruins. Fortunately there weren’t many, and they didn’t give the demigods a second look.

 After the crowds in Rome, Frank had stopped worrying too much about getting noticed. If they could fly their warship into the Roman Colosseum with ballistae blazing and not even cause a traffic slowdown, he figured they could get away with anything.

 Nico led the way. At the top of the hill, they climbed over an old retaining wall and down into an excavated trench. Finally they arrived at a stone doorway leading straight into the side of the hill. The death storm seemed to originate right above their heads. Looking up at the swirling tentacles of darkness, Frank felt like he was trapped at the bottom of a flushing toilet bowl. That really didn’t calm his nerves.

 Nico faced the group. “From here, it gets tough.”

 “Sweet,” Leo said. “’Cause so far I’ve totally been pulling my punches.”

 Nico glared at him. “We’ll see how long you keep your sense of humor. Remember, this is where pilgrims came to commune with dead ancestors. Underground, you may see things that are hard to look at, or hear voices trying to lead you astray in the tunnels. Frank, do you have the barley cakes?”

 “What?” Frank had been thinking about his grandmother and his mom, wondering if they might appear to him. For the first time in days, the voices of Ares and Mars had started to argue again in the back of Frank’s mind, debating their favorite forms of violent death.

 “I’ve got the cakes,” Hazel said. She pulled out the magical barley crackers they’d made from the grain Triptolemus had given them in Venice.

 “Eat up,” Nico advised.

 Frank chewed his cracker of death and tried not to gag. It reminded him of a cookie made with
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 sawdust instead of sugar.

 “Yum,” Piper said. Even the daughter of Aphrodite couldn’t avoid making a face.

 “Okay.” Nico choked down the last of his barley. “That should protect us from the poison.”

 “Poison?” Leo asked. “Did I miss the poison? ’Cause I love poison.”

 “Soon enough,” Nico promised. “Just stick close together, and maybe we can avoid getting lost or going insane.”

 On that happy note, Nico led them underground.

 The tunnel spiraled gently downward, the ceiling supported by white stone arches that reminded Frank of a whale’s rib cage.

 As they walked, Hazel ran her hands along the masonry. “This wasn’t part of a temple,” she whispered. “This was.. .the basement for a manor house, built in later Greek times.”

 Frank found it eerie how Hazel could tell so much about an underground place just by being there. He’d never known her to be mistaken.

 “A manor house?” he asked. “Please don’t tell me we’re in the wrong place.”

 “The House of Hades is below us,” Nico assured him. “But Hazel’s right, these upper levels are much newer. When the archaeologists first excavated this site, they thought they’d found the Necromanteion. Then they realized the ruins were too recent, so they decided it was the wrong spot. They were right the first time. They just didn’t dig deep enough.”

 They turned a corner and stopped. In front of them, the tunnel ended in a huge block of stone.

 “A cave-in?” Jason asked.

 “A test,” Nico said. “Hazel, would you do the honors?”

 Hazel stepped forward. She placed her hand on the rock, and the entire boulder crumbled to

 dust.

 The tunnel shuddered. Cracks spread across the ceiling. For a terrifying moment, Frank imagined they’d all be crushed under tons of earth—a disappointing way to die, after all they’d been through. Then the rumbling stopped. The dust settled.

 A set of stairs curved deeper into the earth, the barreled ceiling held up by more repeating arches, closer together and carved from polished black stone. The descending arches made Frank feel dizzy, as if he were looking into an endlessly reflecting mirror. Painted on the walls were crude pictures of black cattle marching downward.

 “I really don’t like cows,” Piper muttered.

 “Agreed,” Frank said.

 “Those are the cattle of Hades,” Nico said. “It’s just a symbol of—”

 “Look.” Frank pointed.

 On the first step of the stairwell, a golden chalice gleamed. Frank was pretty sure it hadn’t been there a moment before. The cup was full of dark-green liquid.

 “Hooray,” Leo said halfheartedly. “I suppose that’s our poison.”

 Nico picked up the chalice. “We’re standing at the ancient entrance of the Necromanteion. Odysseus came here, and dozens of other heroes, seeking advice from the dead.”

 “Did the dead advise them to leave immediately?” Leo asked.
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 “I would be fine with that,” Piper admitted.

 Nico drank from the chalice, then offered it to Jason. “You asked me about trust, and taking a risk? Well, here you go, son of Jupiter. How much do you trust me?”

 Frank wasn’t sure what Nico was talking about, but Jason didn’t hesitate. He took the cup and drank.

 They passed it around, each taking a sip of poison. As he waited his turn, Frank tried to keep his legs from shaking and his gut from churning. He wondered what his grandmother would say if she could see him.

 Stupid, Fai Zhang! she would probably scold. If all your friends were drinking poison, would you do it too?

 Frank went last. The taste of the green liquid reminded him of spoiled apple juice. He drained the chalice. It turned to smoke in his hands.

 Nico nodded, apparently satisfied. “Congratulations. Assuming the poison doesn’t kill us, we should be able to find our way through the Necromanteion’s first level.”

 “Just the first level?” Piper asked.

 Nico turned to Hazel and gestured at the stairs. “After you, sister.”

 In no time, Frank felt completely lost. The stairs split in three different directions. As soon as Hazel chose a path, the stairs split again. They wound their way through interconnecting tunnels and rough-hewn burial chambers that all looked the same—the walls carved with dusty niches that might once have held bodies. The arches over the doors were painted with black cows, white poplar trees, and owls.

 “I thought the owl was Minerva’s symbol,” Jason murmured.

 “The screech owl is one of Hades’s sacred animals,” Nico said. “Its cry is a bad omen.”

 “This way.” Hazel pointed to a doorway that looked the same as all the others. “It’s the only one that won’t collapse on us.”

 “Good choice, then,” Leo said.

 Frank began to feel like he was leaving the world of the living. His skin tingled, and he wondered if it was a side effect of the poison. The pouch with his firewood seemed heavier on his belt. In the eerie glow of their magic weapons, his friends looked like flickering ghosts.

 Cold air brushed against his face. In his mind, Ares and Mars had gone silent, but Frank thought he heard other voices whispering in the side corridors, beckoning him to veer off course, to come closer and listen to them speak.

 Finally they reached an archway carved in the shape of human skulls—or maybe they were human skulls embedded in the rock. In the purple light of Diocletian’s scepter, the hollow eye sockets seemed to blink.

 Frank almost hit the ceiling when Hazel put a hand on his arm.

 “This is the entrance to the second level,” she said. “I’d better take a look.”

 Frank hadn’t even realized that he’d moved in front of the doorway.

 “Uh, yeah...” He made way for her.

 Hazel traced her fingers across the carved skulls. “No traps on the doorway, but.. .something is
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 strange here. My underground sense is—is fuzzy, like someone is working against me, hiding what’s ahead of us.”

 “The sorceress that Hecate warned you about?” Jason guessed. “The one Leo saw in his dream? What was her name?”

 Hazel chewed her lip. “It would be safer not to say her name. But stay alert. One thing I’m sure of: From this point on, the dead are stronger than the living.”

 Frank wasn’t sure how she knew that, but he believed her. The voices in the darkness seemed to whisper louder. He caught glimpses of movement in the shadows. From the way his friends’ eyes darted around, he guessed they were seeing things too.

 “Where are the monsters?” he wondered aloud. “I thought Gaea had an army guarding the Doors.”

 “Don’t know,” Jason said. His pale skin looked as green as the poison from the chalice. “At this point I’d almost prefer a straight-up fight.”

 “Careful what you wish for, man.” Leo summoned a ball of fire to his hand, and for once Frank was glad to see the flames. “Personally, I’m hoping nobody’s home. We walk in, find Percy and Annabeth, destroy the Doors of Death, and walk out. Maybe stop at the gift shop.”

 “Yeah,” Frank said. “That’ll happen.”

 The tunnel shook. Rubble rained down from the ceiling.

 Hazel grabbed Frank’s hand. “That was close,” she muttered. “These passageways won’t take much more.”

 “The Doors of Death just opened again,” Nico said.

 “It’s happening like every fifteen minutes,” Piper noted.

 “Every twelve,” Nico corrected, though he didn’t explain how he knew. “We’d better hurry. Percy and Annabeth are close. They’re in danger. I can sense it.”

 As they traveled deeper, the corridors widened. The ceilings rose to six meters high, decorated with elaborate paintings of owls in the branches of white poplars. The extra space should have made Frank feel better, but all he could think about was the tactical situation. The tunnels were big enough to accommodate large monsters, even giants. There were blind corners everywhere, perfect for ambushes. Their group could be flanked or surrounded easily. They would have no good options for retreat.

 All of Frank’s instincts told him to get out of these tunnels. If no monsters were visible, that just meant they were hiding, waiting to spring a trap. Even though Frank knew that, there wasn’t much he could do about it. They had to find the Doors of Death.

 Leo held his fire close to the walls. Frank saw Ancient Greek graffiti scratched into the stone. He couldn’t read Ancient Greek, but he guessed they were prayers or supplications to the dead, written by pilgrims thousands of years ago. The tunnel floor was littered with ceramic shards and silver coins.

 “Offerings?” Piper guessed.

 “Yes,” Nico said. “If you wanted your ancestors to appear, you had to make an offering.”

 “Let’s not make an offering,” Jason suggested.

 Nobody argued.
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 “The tunnel from here is unstable,” Hazel warned. “The floor might.. .well, just follow me. Step exactly where I step.”

 She made her way forward. Frank walked right behind her—not because he felt particularly brave, but because he wanted to be close if Hazel needed his help. The voices of the war gods were arguing again in his ears. He could sense danger—very close now.

 Fai Zhang.

 He stopped cold. That voice.. .it wasn’t Ares or Mars. It seemed to come from right next to him, like someone whispering in his ear.

 “Frank?” Jason whispered behind him. “Hazel, hold up a second. Frank, what’s wrong?”

 “Nothing,” Frank murmured. “I just—”

 Pylos, the voice said. I await you in Pylos.

 Frank felt like the poison was bubbling back up his throat. He’d been scared plenty of times before. He’d even faced the god of Death.

 But this voice terrified him in a different way. It resonated right down to his bones, as if it knew everything about him—his curse, his history, his future.

 His grandmother had always been big on honoring the ancestors. It was a Chinese thing. You had to appease ghosts. You had to take them seriously.

 Frank always thought his grandmother’s superstitions were silly. Now he changed his mind. He had no doubt.. .the voice that spoke to him was one of his ancestors.

 “Frank, don’t move.” Hazel sounded alarmed.

 He looked down and realized he’d been about to step out of line.

 To survive, you must lead, the voice said. At the break, you must take charge.

 “Lead where?” he asked aloud.

 Then the voice was gone. Frank could feel its absence, as if the humidity had suddenly dropped.

 “Uh, big guy?” Leo said. “Could you not freak out on us? Please and thank you.”

 Frank’s friends were all looking at him with concern.

 “I’mokay,” he managed. “Just.. .a voice.”

 Nico nodded. “I did warn you. It’ll only get worse. We should—”

 Hazel held up her hand for silence. “Wait here, everybody.”

 Frank didn’t like it, but she forged ahead alone. He counted to twenty-three before she came back, her face drawn and pensive.

 “Scary room ahead,” she warned. “Don’t panic.”

 “Those two things don’t go together,” Leo murmured. But they followed Hazel into the cavern.

 The place was like a circular cathedral, with a ceiling so high it was lost in the gloom. Dozens of other tunnels led off in different directions, each echoing with ghostly voices. The thing that made Frank nervous was the floor. It was a gruesome mosaic of bones and gems—human femurs, hip bones, and ribs twisted and fused together into a smooth surface, dotted with diamonds and rubies. The bones formed patterns, like skeletal contortionists tumbling together, curling to protect the precious stones—a dance of death and riches.

 “Touch nothing,” Hazel said.
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 “Wasn’t planning on it,” Leo muttered.

 Jason scanned the exits. “Which way now?”

 For once, Nico looked uncertain. “This should be the room where the priests invoked the most powerful spirits. One of these passages leads deeper into the temple, to the third level and the altar of Hades himself. But which—?”

 “That one.” Frank pointed. In a doorway at the opposite end of the room, a ghostly Roman legionnaire beckoned to them. His face was misty and indistinct, but Frank got the feeling the ghost was looking directly at him.

 Hazel frowned. “Why that one?”

 “You don’t see the ghost?” Frank asked.

 “Ghost?” Nico asked.

 Okay.. .if Frank was seeing a ghost that the Underworld kids couldn’t see, something was definitely wrong. He felt like the floor was vibrating underneath him. Then he realized it was vibrating.

 “We need to get to that exit,” he said. “Now!”

 Hazel almost had to tackle him to restrain him “Wait, Frank! This floor is not stable, and underneath.. .well, I’m not sure what’s underneath. I need to scout a safe path.”

 “Hurry, then,” he urged.

 He drew his bow and herded Hazel along as fast as he dared. Leo scrambled behind him to provide light. The others guarded the rear. Frank could tell he was scaring his friends, but he couldn’t help it. He knew in his gut they had only seconds before...

 In front of them, the legionnaire ghost vaporized. The cavern reverberated with monstrous roars —dozens, maybe hundreds of enemies coming from every direction. Frank recognized the throaty bellow of the Earthborn, the screech of gryphons, the guttural war cries of Cyclopes—all sounds he remembered from the Battle of New Rome, amplified underground, echoing in his head even louder than the war god’s voices.

 “Hazel, don’t stop!” Nico ordered. He pulled the scepter of Diocletian from his belt. Piper and Jason drew their swords as the monsters spilled into the cavern.

 A vanguard of six-armed Earthborn threw a volley of stones that shattered the bone-and-jewel floor like ice. A fissure spread across the center of the room, coming straight toward Leo and Hazel.

 No time for caution. Frank tackled his friends, and the three of them skidded across the cavern, landing at the edge of the ghost’s tunnel as rocks and spears flew overhead.

 “Go!” Frank yelled. “Go, go!”

 Hazel and Leo scrambled into the tunnel, which seemed to be the only one free of monsters. Frank wasn’t sure that was a good sign.

 Two meters in, Leo turned. “The others!”

 The entire cavern shuddered. Frank looked back and his courage crumbled to dust. Dividing the cavern was a new fifteen-meter-wide chasm, spanned only by two rickety stretches of bone flooring. The bulk of the monster army was on the opposite side, howling in frustration and throwing whatever they could find, including each other. Some attempted to cross the bridges, which creaked and crackled under their weight.
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 Jason, Piper, and Nico stood on the near side of the chasm, which was good, but they were surrounded by a ring of Cyclopes and hellhounds. More monsters kept pouring in from the side corridors, while gryphons wheeled overhead, undeterred by the crumbling floor.

 The three demigods would never make it to the tunnel. Even if Jason tried to fly them, they’d be shot out of the air.

 Frank remembered the voice of his ancestor: At the break, you must take charge.

 “We have to help them,” Hazel said.

 Frank’s mind raced, doing battle calculations. He saw exactly what would happen—where and when his friends would be overwhelmed, how all six of them would die here in this cavern.. .unless Frank changed the equation.

 “Nico!” he yelled. “The scepter.”

 Nico raised Diocletian’s scepter, and the cavern air shimmered purple. Ghosts climbed from the fissure and seeped from the walls—an entire Roman legion in full battle gear. They began taking on physical form, like walking corpses, but they seemed confused. Jason yelled in Fatin, ordering them to form ranks and attack. The undeadjust shuffled among the monsters, causing momentary confusion, but that wouldn’t last.

 Frank turned to Hazel and Feo. “You two keep going.”

 Hazel’s eyes widened. “What? No!”

 “You have to.” It was the hardest thing Frank had ever done, but he knew it was the only choice. “Find the Doors. Save Annabeth and Percy.”

 “But—” Feo glanced over Frank’s shoulder. “Hit the deck!”

 Frank dove for cover as a volley of rocks slammed overhead. When he managed to get up, coughing and covered in dust, the entrance to the tunnel was gone. An entire section of wall had collapsed, leaving a slope of smoking rubble.

 “Hazel...” Frank’s voice broke. He had to hope she and Feo were alive on the other side. He couldn’t afford to think otherwise.

 Anger swelled in his chest. He turned and charged toward the monster army.

 L X V I I

 FRANK

 Frank was no expert on ghosts, but the dead legionnaires must have all been demigods, because they were totally ADHD.

 They clawed their way out of the pit, then milled about aimlessly, chest-bumping each other for no apparent reason, pushing one another back into the chasm, shooting arrows into the air as if trying to kill flies, and occasionally, out of sheer luck, throwing a javelin, a sword, or an ally in the direction of the enemy.

 Meanwhile, the army of monsters got thicker and angrier. Earthborn threw volleys of stones that plowed into the zombie legionnaires, crushing them like paper. Female demons with mismatched legs and fiery hair (Frank guessed they were empousai ) gnashed their fangs and shouted orders at the other monsters. A dozen Cyclopes advanced on the crumbling bridges, while seal-shaped humanoids— telkhines, like Frank had seen in Atlanta—lobbed vials of Greek fire across the chasm. There were even some wild centaurs in the mix, shooting flaming arrows and trampling their smaller allies under hoof. In fact, most of the enemy seemed to be armed with some kind of fiery weapon. Despite his new fireproof pouch, Frank found that extremely uncool.

 He pushed through the crowd of dead Romans, shooting down monsters until his arrows were spent, slowly making his way toward his friends.

 A little late, he realized— duh —he should turn into something big and powerful, like a bear or a dragon. As soon as the thought occurred, pain flared in his arm. He stumbled, looked down, and was astonished to find an arrow shaft protruding from his left biceps. His sleeve was soaked with blood.

 The sight made him dizzy. Mostly it made him angry. He tried to turn into a dragon, with no luck. The pain made it too hard to focus. Maybe he couldn’t change shape while wounded.

 Great, he thought. Now I find out.

 He dropped his bow and picked up a sword from a fallen.. .well, he actually wasn’t sure what it
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 was—some sort of reptilian lady warrior with snake trunks instead of legs. He slashed his way forward, trying to ignore the pain and the blood dripping down his arm.

 About five meters ahead, Nico was swinging his black sword with one hand, holding the scepter of Diocletian aloft with the other. He kept shouting orders at the legionnaires, but they paid him no attention.

 Of course not, Frank thought. He’s Greek.

 Jason and Piper stood at Nico’s back. Jason summoned gusts of wind to blast aside javelins and arrows. He deflected a vial of Greek fire right up the throat of a gryphon, which burst into flames and spiraled into the pit. Piper put her new sword to good use, while spraying food from the cornucopia in her other hand—using hams, chickens, apples, and oranges as interceptor missiles. The air above the chasm turned into a fireworks show of flaming projectiles, exploding rocks, and fresh produce.

 Still, Frank’s friends couldn’t hold out forever. Jason’s face was already beaded with sweat. He kept shouting in Latin: “Form ranks!” But the dead legionnaires wouldn’t listen to him, either. Some of the zombies were helpful just by standing in the way, blocking monsters and taking fire. If they kept getting mowed down, though, there wouldn’t be enough of them left to organize.

 “Make way!” Frank shouted. To his surprise, the dead legionnaires parted for him. The closest ones turned and stared at him with blank eyes, as if waiting for further orders.

 “Oh, great...” Frank mumbled.

 In Venice, Mars had warned him that his true test of leadership was coming. Frank’s ghostly ancestor had urged him to take charge. But if these dead Romans wouldn’t listen to Jason, why should they listen to him? Because he was a child of Mars, or maybe because...

 The truth hit him Jason wasn’t quite Roman anymore. His time at Camp Half-Blood had changed him. Reyna had recognized that. Apparently, so did the undead legionnaires. If Jason no longer gave off the right sort of vibe, or the aura of a Roman leader...

 Frank made it to his friends as a wave of Cyclopes crashed into them. He lifted his sword to parry a Cyclops’s club, then stabbed the monster in the leg, sending him backward into the pit. Another one charged. Frank managed to impale him, but blood loss was making him weak. His vision blurred. His ears rang.

 He was dimly aware of Jason on his left flank, deflecting the incoming missiles with wind; Piper on his right, yelling charmspeak commands—encouraging the monsters to attack each other or take a refreshing jump into the chasm

 “It’ll be fun!” she promised.

 A few listened, but across the pit, the empousai were countering her orders. Apparently they had charmspeak too. The monsters crowded so thickly around Frank that he could barely use his sword. The stench of their breath and body odor was almost enough to knock him out, even without the arrow throbbing in his arm.

 What was Frank supposed to do? He’d had a plan, but his thoughts were getting fuzzy.

 “Stupid ghosts!” Nico shouted.

 “They won’t listen!” Jason agreed.

 That was it. Frank had to make the ghosts listen.

 He summoned all his strength and yelled, “Cohorts—lock shields!”
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 The zombies around him stirred. They lined up in front of Frank, putting their shields together in a ragged defensive formation. But they were moving too slowly, like sleepwalkers, and only a few had responded to his voice.

 “Frank, how did you do that?” Jason yelled.

 Frank’s head swam with pain. He forced himself not to pass out. “Fmthe ranking Roman officer,” he said. “They—uh, they don’t recognize you. Sorry.”

 Jason grimaced, but he didn’t look particularly surprised. “How can we help?”

 Frank wished he had an answer. A gryphon soared overhead, almost decapitating him with its talons. Nico smacked it with the scepter of Diocletian, and the monster veered into a wall.

 “Orbem formate!” Frank ordered.

 About two dozen zombies obeyed, struggling to form a defensive ring around Frank and his friends. It was enough to give the demigods a little respite, but there were too many enemies pressing forward. Most of the ghostly legionnaires were still wandering around in a daze.

 “My rank,” Frank realized.

 “A// these monsters are rank!” Piper yelled, stabbing a wild centaur.

 “No,” Frank said. “I’m only a centurion.”

 Jason cursed in Latin. “He means he can’t control a whole legion. He’s not of high enough rank.”

 Nico swung his black sword at another gryphon. “Well, then, promote him!”

 Frank’s mind was sluggish. He didn’t understand what Nico was saying. Promote him? How?

 Jason shouted in his best drill-sergeant voice: “Frank Zhang! I, Jason Grace, praetor of the Twelfth Legion Fulminata, give you my final order: I resign my post and give you emergency field promotion to praetor, with the full powers of that rank. Take command of this legion!”

 Frank felt as if a door had opened somewhere in the House of Hades, letting in a blast of fresh air that swept through the tunnels. The arrow in his arm suddenly didn’t matter. His thoughts cleared. His eyesight sharpened. The voices of Mars and Ares spoke in his mind, strong and unified: Break them!

 Frank hardly recognized his own voice when he yelled: “Legion, agmen formated

 Instantly, every dead legionnaire in the cavern drew his sword and raised his shield. They scrambled toward Frank’s position, pushing and hacking monsters out of their way until they stood shoulder to shoulder with the comrades, arranging themselves in a square formation. Stones, javelins, and fire rained down, but now Frank had a disciplined defensive line sheltering them behind a wall of bronze and leather.

 “Archers!” Frank yelled. “Eiaculare flammas!”

 He didn’t hold out much hope the command would work. The zombies’ bows couldn’t be in good shape. But to his surprise, several dozen ghostly skirmishers nocked arrows in unison. Their arrowheads caught fire spontaneously and a flaming wave of death arced over the legion’s line, straight into the enemy. Cyclopes fell. Centaurs stumbled. A telkhine shrieked and ran in circles with a burning arrow impaled in his forehead.

 Frank heard a laugh behind him. He glanced back and couldn’t believe what he saw. Nico di Angelo was actually smiling.

 “That’s more like it,” Nico said. “Let’s turn this tide!”
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 “Cuneum formate!” Frank yelled. “Advance with pilaV

 The zombie line thickened in the center, forming a wedge designed to break through the enemy host. They lowered their spears in a bristling row and pushed forward.

 Earthborn wailed and threw boulders. Cyclopes smashed their fists and clubs against the locked shields, but the zombie legionnaires were no longer paper targets. They had inhuman strength, hardly wavering under the fiercest attacks. Soon the floor was covered with monster dust. The line of javelins chewed through the enemy like a set of giant teeth, felling ogres and snake women and hellhounds. Frank’s archers shot gryphons out of the air and caused chaos in the main body of the monster army across the chasm.

 Frank’s forces began to take control of their side of the cavern. One of the stone bridges collapsed, but more monsters kept pouring over the other one. Frank would have to stop that.

 “Jason,” he called, “can you fly a few legionnaires across the pit? The enemy’s left flank is weak—see? Take it!”

 Jason smiled. “With pleasure.”

 Three dead Romans rose into the air and flew across the chasm Then three more joined them. Finally Jason flew himself across and his squad began cutting through some very surprised-looking telkhines, spreading fear through the enemy’s ranks.

 “Nico,” Frank said, “keep trying to raise the dead. We need more numbers.”

 “On it.” Nico lifted the scepter of Diocletian, which glowed even darker purple. More ghostly Romans seeped from the walls to join the fight.

 Across the chasm, empousai shouted commands in a language Frank didn’t know, but the gist was obvious. They were trying to shore up their allies and keep them charging across the bridge.

 “Piper!” Frank yelled. “Counter those empousail We need some chaos.”

 “Thought you’d never ask.” She started catcalling at the female demons: “Your makeup is smeared! Your friend called you ugly! That one is making a face behind your back!” Soon the vampire ladies were too busy fighting one another to shout any commands.

 The legionnaires moved forward, keeping up the pressure. They had to take the bridge before Jason got overwhelmed.

 “Time to lead from the front,” Frank decided. He raised his borrowed sword and called for a charge.
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 L X V I I I

 FRANK

 Frank didn’t notice that he was glowing. Later Jason told him that the blessing of Mars had shrouded him in red light, like it had in Venice. Javelins couldn’t touch him Rocks somehow got deflected. Even with an arrow sticking out of his left biceps, Frank had never felt so full of energy.

 The first Cyclops he met went down so quickly it was almost a joke. Frank sliced him in half from shoulder to waist. The big guy exploded into dust. The next Cyclops backed up nervously, so Frank cut his legs out from under him and sent him into the pit.

 The remaining monsters on their side of the chasm tried to retreat, but the legion cut them down.

 “Tetsudo formation!” Frank shouted. “Single file, advance!”

 Frank was the first one across the bridge. The dead followed, their shields locked on either side and over their heads, deflecting all attacks. As the last of the zombies crossed, the stone bridge crumbled into the darkness, but by then it didn’t matter.

 Nico kept summoning more legionnaires to join the fight. Over the history of the empire, thousands of Romans had served and died in Greece. Now they were back, answering the call of Diocletian’s scepter.

 Frank waded forward, destroying everything in his path.

 “I will burn you!” a telkhine squeaked, desperately waving a vial of Greek fire. “I have fire!”

 Frank took him down. As the vial dropped toward the ground, Frank kicked it over the cliff before it could explode.

 An empousa raked her claws across Frank’s chest, but Frank felt nothing. He sliced the demon into dust and kept moving. Pain was unimportant. Failure was unthinkable.

 He was a leader of the legion now, doing what he was born to do—fighting the enemies of Rome, upholding its legacy, protecting the lives of his friends and comrades. He was Praetor Frank Zhang.
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 His forces swept the enemy away, breaking their every attempt to regroup. Jason and Piper fought at his side, yelling defiantly. Nico waded through the last group of Earthborn, slashing them into mounds of wet clay with his black Stygian sword.

 Before Frank knew it, the battle was over. Piper chopped through the last empousa, who vaporized with an anguished wail.

 “Frank,” Jason said, “you’re on fire.”

 He looked down. A few drops of oil must have splattered on his pants, because they were starting to smolder. Frank batted at them until they stopped smoking, but he wasn’t particularly worried. Thanks to Feo, he no longer had to fear fire.

 Nico cleared his throat. “Uh.. .you also have an arrow sticking through your arm.”

 “I know.” Frank snapped off the point of the arrow and pulled out the shaft by the tail. He felt only a warm, tugging sensation. “I’ll be fine.”

 Piper made him eat a piece of ambrosia. As she bandaged his wound, she said, “Frank, you were amazing. Completely terrifying, but amazing.”

 Frank had trouble processing her words. Terrifying couldn’t apply to him. He was just Frank.

 His adrenaline drained away. He looked around him, wondering where all the enemies had gone. The only monsters left were his own undead Romans, standing in a stupor with their weapons lowered.

 Nico held up his scepter, its orb dark and dormant. “The dead won’t stay much longer, now that the battle is over.”

 Frank faced his troops. “Fegion!”

 The zombie soldiers snapped to attention.

 “You fought well,” Frank told them. “Now you may rest. Dismissed.”

 They crumbled into piles of bones, armor, shields, and weapons. Then even those disintegrated.

 Frank felt as if he might crumble too. Despite the ambrosia, his wounded arm began to throb. His eyes were heavy with exhaustion. The blessing of Mars faded, leaving him depleted. But his work wasn’t done yet.

 “Hazel and Feo,” he said. “We need to find them.”

 His friends peered across the chasm. At the other end of the cavern, the tunnel Hazel and Feo had entered was buried under tons of rubble.

 “We can’t go that way,” Nico said. “Maybe...”

 Suddenly he staggered. He would have fallen, if Jason hadn’t caught him

 “Nico!” Piper said. “What is it?”

 “The Doors,” Nico said. “Something’s happening. Percy and Annabeth.. .we need to go now.”

 “But how?” Jason said. “That tunnel is gone.”

 Frank clenched his jaw. He hadn’t come this far to stand around helplessly while his friends were in trouble, “ft won’t be fun,” he said, “but there’s another way.”
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 L X I X

 ANNABETH

 Getting kil led by Tartarus didn’t seem like much of an honor.

 As Annabeth stared up at his dark whirlpool face, she decided she’d rather die in some less memorable way—maybe falling down the stairs, or going peacefully in her sleep at age eighty, after a nice quiet life with Percy. Yes, that sounded good.

 It wasn’t the first time Annabeth had faced an enemy she couldn’t defeat by force. Normally, this would’ve been her cue to stall for time with some clever Athena-like chitchat.

 Except her voice wouldn’t work. She couldn’t even close her mouth. For all she knew, she was drooling as badly as Percy did when he slept.

 She was dimly aware of the army of monsters swirling around her, but after their initial roar of triumph, the horde had fallen silent. Annabeth and Percy should have been ripped to pieces by now. Instead, the monsters kept their distance, waiting for Tartarus to act.

 The god of the pit flexed his fingers, examining his own polished black talons. He had no expression, but he straightened his shoulders as if he were pleased.

 It is good to have form, he intoned. With these hands, I can eviscerate you.

 His voice sounded like a backward recording—as if the words were being sucked into the vortex of his face rather than projected. In fact, everything seemed to be drawn toward the face of this god—the dim light, the poisonous clouds, the essence of the monsters, even Annabeth’s own fragile life force. She looked around and realized that every object on this vast plain had grown a vaporous comet’s tail—all pointing toward Tartarus.

 Annabeth knew she should say something, but her instincts told her to hide, to avoid doing anything that would draw the god’s attention.

 Besides, what could she say? You won’t get away with this!

 That wasn’t true. She and Percy had only survived this long because Tartarus was savoring his
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 new form. He wanted the pleasure of physically ripping them to pieces. If Tartarus wished, Annabeth had no doubt he could devour her existence with a single thought, as easily as he’d vaporized Hyperion and Krios. Would there be any rebirth from that? Annabeth didn’t want to find out.

 Next to her, Percy did something she’d never seen him do. He dropped his sword. It just fell out of his hand and hit the ground with a thud. Death Mist no longer shrouded his face, but he still had the complexion of a corpse.

 Tartarus hissed again—possibly laughing.

 Your fear smells wonderful, said the god. I see the appeal of having a physical body with so many senses. Perhaps my beloved Gaea is right, wishing to wake from her slumber.

 He stretched out his massive purple hand and might have plucked up Percy like a weed, but Bob interrupted.

 “Begone!” The Titan leveled his spear at the god. “You have no right to meddle!”

 Meddle? Tartarus turned. I am the lord of all creatures of the darkness, puny Iapetus. I can do as I please.

 His black cyclone face spun faster. The howling sound was so horrible, Annabeth fell to her knees and clutched her ears. Bob stumbled, the wispy comet tail of his life force growing longer as it was sucked toward the face of the god.

 Bob roared in defiance. He charged and thrust his spear at Tartarus’s chest. Before it could connect, Tartarus swatted Bob aside like he was a pesky insect. The Titan went sprawling.

 Why do you not disintegrate? Tartarus mused. You are nothing. You are even weaker than Krios and Hyperion.

 “I am Bob,” said Bob.

 Tartarus hissed. What is that? What is Bob?

 “I choose to be more than Iapetus,” said the Titan. “You do not control me. I am not like my brothers.”

 The collar of his coveralls bulged. Small Bob leaped out. The kitten landed on the ground in front of his master, then arched his back and hissed at the lord of the abyss.

 As Annabeth watched, Small Bob began to grow, his form flickering until the little kitten had become a frill-sized, translucent skeletal saber-toothed tiger.

 “Also,” Bob announced, “I have a good cat.”

 No-Longer-Small Bob sprang at Tartarus, sinking his claws into Tartarus’s thigh. The tiger scrambled up his leg, straight under the god’s chain-link skirt. Tartarus stomped and howled, apparently no longer enamored with having a physical form. Meanwhile, Bob thrust his spear into the god’s side, right below his breastplate.

 Tartarus roared. He swatted at Bob, but the Titan backed out of reach. Bob thrust out his fingers. His spear yanked itself free of the god’s flesh and flew back to Bob’s hand, which made Annabeth gulp in amazement. She’d never imagined a broom could have so many useful features. Small Bob dropped out of Tartarus’s skirt. He ran to his master’s side, his saber-toothed fangs dripping with golden ichor.

 You will die first, Iapetus, Tartarus decided. Afterward, I will add your soul to my armor, where it will slowly dissolve, over and over, in eternal agony.
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 Tartarus pounded his fist against his breastplate. Milky faces swirled in the metal, silently screaming to get out.

 Bob turned toward Percy and Annabeth. The Titan grinned, which probably would not have been Annabeth’s reaction to a threat of eternal agony.

 “Take the Doors,” Bob said. “I will deal with Tartarus.”

 Tartarus threw back his head and bellowed—creating a vacuum so strong that the nearest flying demons were pulled into his vortex face and shredded.

 Deal with me? the god mocked. You are only a Titan, a lesser child of Gaea! I will make you suffer for your arrogance. And as for your tiny mortal friends...

 Tartarus swept his hand toward the monster army, beckoning them forward. DESTROY THEM!
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 L X X

 ANNABETH

 DESTROY THEM.

 Annabeth had heard those words often enough that they shocked her out of her paralysis. She raised her sword and yelled, “Percy!”

 He snatched up Riptide.

 Annabeth dove for the chains holding the Doors of Death. Her drakon-bone blade cut through the left-side moorings in a single swipe. Meanwhile, Percy drove back the first wave of monsters. He stabbed an arai and yelped, “Gah! Stupid curses!” Then he scythed down a half dozen telkhines. Annabeth lunged behind him and sliced through the chains on the other side.

 The Doors shuddered, then opened with a pleasant Ding!

 Bob and his saber-toothed sidekick continued to weave around Tartarus’s legs, attacking, and dodging to stay out of his clutches. They didn’t seem to be doing much damage, but Tartarus lurched around, obviously not used to fighting in a humanoid body. He swiped and missed, swiped and missed.

 More monsters surged toward the Doors. A spear flew past Annabeth’s head. She turned and stabbed an empousa through the gut, then dove for the Doors as they started to close.

 She kept them open with her foot as she fought. At least with her back to the elevator car, she didn’t have to worry about attacks from behind.

 “Percy, get over here!” she yelled.

 He joined her in the doorway, his face dripping with sweat, and blood from several cuts.

 “You okay?” she asked.

 He nodded. “Got some kind of pain curse from that arai.” He hacked a gryphon out of the air. “Hurts, but it won’t kill me. Get in the elevator. I’ll hold the button.”
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 “Yeah, right!” She smacked a carnivorous horse in the snout with the butt of her sword and sent the monster stampeding through the crowd. “You promised, Seaweed Brain. We would not get separated! Ever again!”

 “You’re impossible!”

 “Love you too!”

 An entire phalanx of Cyclopes charged forward, knocking smaller monsters out of the way. Annabeth figured she was about to die. “It had to be Cyclopes,” she grumbled.

 Percy gave a battle cry. At the Cyclopes’ feet, a red vein in the ground burst open, spraying the monsters with liquid fire from the Phlegethon. The firewater might have healed mortals, but it didn’t do the Cyclopes any favors. They combusted in a tidal wave of heat. The burst vein sealed itself, but nothing remained of the monsters except a row of scorch marks.

 “Annabeth, you have to go!” Percy said. “We can’t both stay!”

 “No!” she cried. “Duck!”

 He didn’t ask why. He crouched, and Annabeth vaulted over him, bringing her sword down on the head of a heavily tattooed ogre.

 She and Percy stood shoulder to shoulder in the doorway, waiting for the next wave. The exploding vein had given the monsters pause, but it wouldn’t be long before they remembered: Hey, wait, there’s seventy-five gazillion of us, and only two of them.

 “Well, then,” Percy said, “you have a better idea?”

 Annabeth wished she did.

 The Doors of Death stood right behind them—their exit from this nightmarish world. But they couldn’t use the Doors without someone manning the controls for twelve long minutes. If they stepped inside and let the Doors close without someone holding the button, Annabeth didn’t think the results would be healthy. And if they stepped away from the Doors for any reason, she imagined the elevator would close and disappear without them.

 The situation was so pathetically sad, it was almost funny.

 The crowd of monsters inched forward, snarling and gathering their courage.

 Meanwhile, Bob’s attacks were getting slower. Tartarus was learning to control his new body. Saber-toothed Small Bob lunged at the god, but Tartarus smacked the cat sideways. Bob charged, bellowing with rage, but Tartarus grabbed his spear and yanked it out of his hands. He kicked Bob downhill, knocking over a row of telkhines like sea mammal bowling pins.

 YIELD! Tartarus thundered.

 “I will not,” Bob said. “You are not my master.”

 Die in defiance, then, said the god of the pit. You Titans are nothing to me. My children the giants were always better, stronger, and more vicious. They will make the upper world as dark as my realm!

 Tartarus snapped the spear in half. Bob wailed in agony. Saber-toothed Small Bob leaped to his aid, snarling at Tartarus and baring his fangs. The Titan struggled to rise, but Annabeth knew it was over. Even the monsters turned to watch, as if sensing that their master Tartarus was about to take the spotlight. The death of a Titan was worth seeing.

 Percy gripped Annabeth’s hand. “Stay here. I’ve got to help him.”
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 “Percy, you can’t,” she croaked. “Tartarus can’t be fought. Not by us.”

 She knew she was right. Tartarus was in a class by himself. He was more powerful than the gods or Titans. Demigods were nothing to him. If Percy charged to help Bob, he would get squashed like an ant.

 But Annabeth also knew that Percy wouldn’t listen. He couldn’t leave Bob to die alone. That just wasn’t him—and that was one of the many reasons she loved him, even if he was an Olympian-sized pain in the podex.

 “We’ll go together,” Annabeth decided, knowing this would be their final battle. If they stepped away from the Doors, they would never leave Tartarus. At least they would die fighting side by side.

 She was about to say: Now.

 A ripple of alarm passed through the army. In the distance, Annabeth heard shrieks, screams, and a persistent boom, boom, boom that was too fast to be the heartbeat in the ground—more like something large and heavy, running at full speed. An Earthborn spun into the air as if he’d been tossed. A plume of bright-green gas billowed across the top of the monstrous horde like the spray from a poison riot hose. Everything in its path dissolved.

 Across the swath of sizzling, newly empty ground, Annabeth saw the cause of the commotion.

 She started to grin.

 The Maeonian drakon spread its frilled collar and hissed, its poison breath filling the battlefield with the smell of pine and ginger. It shifted its hundred-foot-long body, flicking its dappled green tail and wiping out a battalion of ogres.

 Riding on its back was a red-skinned giant with flowers in his rust-colored braids, a jerkin of green leather, and a drakon-rib lance in his hand.

 “Damasen!” Annabeth cried.

 The giant inclined his head. “Annabeth Chase, I took your advice. I chose myself a new fate.”

 L X X I

 ANNABETH

 What is this? the god of the pit hissed. Why have you come, my disgraced son?

 Damasen glanced at Annabeth, a clear message in his eyes: Go. Now.

 He turned toward Tartarus. The Maeonian drakon stamped its feet and snarled.

 “Father, you wished for a more worthy opponent?” Damasen asked calmly. “I am one of the giants you are so proud of. You wished me to be more warlike? Perhaps I will start by destroying you!”

 Damasen leveled his lance and charged.

 The monstrous army swarmed him, but the Maeonian drakon flattened everything in its path, sweeping its tail and spraying poison while Damasen jabbed at Tartarus, forcing the god to retreat like a cornered lion.

 Bob stumbled away from the battle, his saber-toothed cat at his side. Percy gave them as much cover as he could—causing blood vessels in the ground to burst one after the other. Some monsters were vaporized in Styx water. Others got a Cocytus shower and collapsed, weeping hopelessly. Others were doused with liquid Lethe and stared blankly around them, no longer sure where they were or even who they were.

 Bob limped to the Doors. Golden ichor flowed from the wounds on his arms and chest. His janitor’s outfit hung in tatters. His posture was twisted and hunched, as if Tartarus’s breaking the spear had broken something inside him. Despite all that, he was grinning, his silver eyes bright with satisfaction.

 “Go,” he ordered. “I will hold the button.”

 Percy gawked at him. “Bob, you’re in no condition—”

 “Percy.” Annabeth’s voice threatened to break. She hated herself for letting Bob do this, but she knew it was the only way. “We have to.”
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 “We can’t just leave them!”

 “You must, friend.” Bob clapped Percy on the arm, nearly knocking him over. “I can still press a button. And I have a good cat to guard me.”

 Small Bob the saber-toothed tiger growled in agreement.

 “Besides,” Bob said, “it is your destiny to return to the world. Put an end to this madness of Gaea.”

 A screaming Cyclops, sizzling from poison spray, sailed over their heads.

 Fifty yards away, the Maeonian drakon trampled through monsters, its feet making sickening squish squish noises as if stomping grapes. On its back, Damasen yelled insults and jabbed at the god of the pit, taunting Tartarus farther away from the Doors.

 Tartarus lumbered after him, his iron boots making craters in the ground.

 You cannot kill me! he bellowed. I am the pit itself. You might as well try to kill the earth. Gaea and I—we are eternal. We own you, flesh and spirit!

 He brought down his massive fist, but Damasen sidestepped, impaling his javelin in the side of Tartarus’s neck.

 Tartarus growled, apparently more annoyed than hurt. He turned his swirling vacuum face toward the giant, but Damasen got out of the way in time. A dozen monsters were sucked into the vortex and disintegrated.

 “Bob, don’t!” Percy said, his eyes pleading. “He’ll destroy you permanently. No coming back. No regeneration.”

 Bob shrugged. “Who knows what will be? You must go now. Tartarus is right about one thing. We cannot defeat him. We can only buy you time.”

 The Doors tried to close on Annabeth’s foot.

 “Twelve minutes,” said the Titan. “I can give you that.”

 “Percy.. .hold the Doors.” Annabethjumped and threw her arms around the Titan’s neck. She kissed his cheek, her eyes so full of tears, she couldn’t see straight. Bob’s stubbly face smelled of cleaning supplies—fresh lemony furniture polish and Murphy Oil wood soap.

 “Monsters are eternal,” she told him, trying to keep herself from sobbing. “We will remember you and Damasen as heroes, as the best Titan and the best giant. We’ll tell our children. We’ll keep the story alive. Someday, you will regenerate.”

 Bob ruffled her hair. Smile lines crinkled around his eyes. “That is good. Until then, my friends, tell the sun and the stars hello for me. And be strong. This may not be the last sacrifice you must make to stop Gaea.”

 He pushed her away gently. “No more time. Go.”

 Annabeth grabbed Percy’s arm. She dragged him into the elevator car. She had one last glimpse of the Maeonian drakon shaking an ogre like a sock puppet, Damasen jabbing at Tartarus’s legs.

 The god of the pit pointed at the Doors of Death and yelled: Monsters, stop them!

 Small Bob the saber-toothed crouched and snarled, ready for action.

 Bob winked at Annabeth. “Hold the Doors closed on your side,” he said. “They will resist your passage. Hold them—”
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 The panels slid shut.
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 L X X I I

 ANNABETH

 “Percy, help me!” Annabeth yelped.

 She shoved her entire body against the left door, pressing it toward the center. Percy did the same on the right. There were no handles, or anything else to hold on to. As the elevator car ascended, the Doors shook and tried to open, threatening to spill them into whatever was between life and death.

 Annabeth’s shoulders ached. The elevator’s easy-listening music didn’t help. If all monsters had to hear that song about liking pina coladas and getting caught in the rain, no wonder they were in the mood for carnage when they reached the mortal world.

 “We left Bob and Damasen,” Percy croaked. “They’ll die for us, and we just—”

 “I know,” she murmured. “Gods of Olympus, Percy, I know.”

 Annabeth was almost glad for the job of keeping the Doors closed. The terror racing through her heart at least kept her from dissolving into misery. Abandoning Damasen and Bob had been the hardest thing she’d ever done.

 For years at Camp Half-Blood, she had chafed as other campers went on quests while she stayed behind. She’d watched as others gained glory.. .or failed and didn’t come back. Since she was seven years old, she had thought: Why don’t I get to prove my skills? Why can’t I lead a quest?

 Now she realized that the hardest test for a child of Athena wasn’t leading a quest or facing death in combat. It was making the strategic decision to step back, to let someone else take the brunt of the danger—especially when that person was your friend. She had to face the fact that she couldn’t protect everyone she loved. She couldn’t solve every problem.

 She hated it, but she didn’t have time for self-pity. She blinked away her tears.

 “Percy, the Doors,” she warned.

 The panels had started to slide apart, letting in a whiff of.. .ozone? Sulfur?
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 Percy pushed on his side furiously and the crack closed. His eyes blazed with anger. She hoped he wasn’t mad at her, but if he was, she couldn’t blame him.

 If it keeps him going, she thought, then let him be angry.

 “I will kill Gaea,” he muttered. “I will tear her apart with my bare hands.”

 Annabeth nodded, but she was thinking about Tartarus’s boast. He could not be killed. Neither could Gaea. Against such power, even Titans and giants were hopelessly outmatched. Demigods stood no chance.

 She also remembered Bob’s warning: This may not be the last sacrifice you must make to stop Gaea.

 She felt that truth deep in her bones.

 “Twelve minutes,” she murmured. “Just twelve minutes.”

 She prayed to Athena that Bob could hold the up button that long. She prayed for strength and wisdom. She wondered what they would find once they reached the top of this elevator ride.

 If their friends weren’t there, controlling the other side...

 “We can do this,” Percy said. “We have to.”

 “Yeah,” Annabeth said. “Yeah, we do.”

 They held the Doors shut as the elevator shuddered and the music played, while somewhere below them, a Titan and a giant sacrificed their lives for their escape.
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 L X X I I I

 HAZEL

 Hazel wasn’t proud of crying.

 After the tunnel collapsed, she wept and screamed like a two-year-old throwing a tantrum. She couldn’t move the debris that separated her and Leo from the others. If the earth shifted anymore, the entire complex might collapse on their heads. Still, she pounded her fists against the stones and yelled curses that would’ve earned her a mouth-washing with lye soap back at St. Agnes Academy.

 Leo stared at her, wide-eyed and speechless.

 She wasn’t being fair to him.

 The last time the two of them had been together, she’d zapped him into her past and shown him Sammy, his great-grandfather—Hazel’s first boyfriend. She’d burdened him with emotional baggage he didn’t need, and left him so dazed they had almost gotten killed by a giant shrimp monster.

 Now here they were, alone again, while their friends might be dying at the hands of a monster army, and she was throwing a fit.

 “Sorry.” She wiped her face.

 “Hey, you know...” Leo shrugged. “I’ve attacked a few rocks in my day.”

 She swallowed with difficulty. “Frank is.. .he’s—”

 “Listen,” Leo said. “Frank Zhang has moves. He’s probably gonna turn into a kangaroo and do some marsupial jujitsu on their ugly faces.”

 He helped her to her feet. Despite the panic simmering inside her, she knew Leo was right. Frank and the others weren’t helpless. They would find a way to survive. The best thing she and Leo could do was carry on.

 She studied Leo. His hair had grown out longer and shaggier, and his face was leaner, so he looked less like an imp and more like one of those willowy elves in the fairy tales. The biggest
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 difference was his eyes. They constantly drifted, as if Leo was trying to spot something over the horizon.

 “Leo, I’m sorry,” she said.

 He raised an eyebrow. “Okay. For what?”

 “For...” She gestured around her helplessly. “Everything. For thinking you were Sammy, for leading you on. I mean, I didn’t mean to, but if I did—”

 “Hey.” He squeezed her hand, though Hazel sensed nothing romantic in the gesture. “Machines are designed to work.”

 “Uh, what?”

 “I figure the universe is basically like a machine. I don’t know who made it, if it was the Fates, or the gods, or capital-G God, or whatever. But it chugs along the way it’s supposed to most of the time. Sure, little pieces break and stuff goes haywire once in a while, but mostly.. .things happen for a reason. Like you and me meeting.”

 “Leo Valdez,” Hazel marveled, “you’re a philosopher.”

 “Nah,” he said. “Fmjust a mechanic. But I figure my bisabuelo Sammy knew what was what. He let you go, Hazel. My job is to tell you that it’s okay. You and Frank—you’re good together. We’re all going to get through this. I hope you guys get a chance to be happy. Besides, Zhang couldn’t tie his shoes without your help.”

 “That’s mean,” Hazel chided, but she felt like something was untangling inside her—a knot of tension she’d been carrying for weeks.

 Leo really had changed. Hazel was starting to think she’d found a good friend.

 “What happened to you when you were on your own?” she asked. “Who did you meet?”

 Leo’s eye twitched. “Long story. I’ll tell you sometime, but I’m still waiting to see how it shakes

 out.”

 “The universe is a machine,” Hazel said, “so it’ll be fine.”

 “Hopefully.”

 “As long as it’s not one of your machines,” Hazel added. “Because your machines never do what they’re supposed to.”

 “Yeah, ha-ha.” Leo summoned fire into his hand. “Now, which way, Miss Underground?”

 Hazel scanned the path in front of them About thirty feet down, the tunnel split into four smaller arteries, each one identical, but the one on the left radiated cold.

 “That way,” she decided. “It feels the most dangerous.”

 “I’m sold,” said Leo.

 They began their descent.

 As soon as they reached the first archway, the polecat Gale found them.

 She scurried up Hazel’s side and curled around her neck, chittering crossly as if to say: Where have you been? You’re late.

 “Not the farting weasel again,” Leo complained. “If that thing lets loose in close quarters like this, with my fire and all, we’re gonna explode.”
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 Gale barked a polecat insult at Leo.

 Hazel hushed them both. She could sense the tunnel ahead, sloping gently down for about three hundred feet, then opening into a large chamber. In that chamber was a presence.. .cold, heavy, and powerful. Hazel hadn’t felt anything like it since the cave in Alaska where Gaea had forced her to resurrect Porphyrion the giant king. Hazel had thwarted Gaea’s plans that time, but she’d had to pull down the cavern, sacrificing her life and her mother’s. She wasn’t anxious to have a similar experience.

 “Leo, be ready,” she whispered. “We’re getting close.”

 “Close to what?”

 A woman’s voice echoed down the corridor: “Close to me.”

 A wave of nausea hit Hazel so hard her knees buckled. The whole world shifted. Her sense of direction, usually flawless underground, became completely unmoored.

 She and Leo didn’t seem to move, but suddenly they were three hundred feet down the corridor, at the entrance of the chamber.

 “Welcome,” said the woman’s voice. “I’ve looked forward to this.”

 Hazel’s eyes swept the cavern. She couldn’t see the speaker.

 The room reminded her of the Pantheon in Rome, except this place had been decorated in Hades Modern.

 The obsidian walls were carved with scenes of death: plague victims, corpses on the battlefield, torture chambers with skeletons hanging in iron cages—all of it embellished with precious gems that somehow made the scenes even more ghastly.

 As in the Pantheon, the domed roof was a waffle pattern of recessed square panels, but here each panel was a stela—a grave marker with Ancient Greek inscriptions. Hazel wondered if actual bodies were buried behind them. With her underground senses out of whack, she couldn’t be sure.

 She saw no other exits. At the apex of the ceiling, where the Pantheon’s skylight would’ve been, a circle of pure black stone gleamed, as if to reinforce the sense that there was no way out of this place—no sky above, only darkness.

 Hazel’s eyes drifted to the center of the room.

 “Yep,” Leo muttered. “Those are doors, all right.”

 Fifty feet away was a set of freestanding elevator doors, their panels etched in silver and iron. Rows of chains ran down either side, bolting the frame to large hooks in the floor.

 The area around the doors was littered with black rubble. With a tightening sense of anger,

 Hazel realized that an ancient altar to Hades had once stood there. It had been destroyed to make room for the Doors of Death.

 “Where are you?” she shouted.

 “Don’t you see us?” taunted the woman’s voice. “I thought Hecate chose you for your skill.”

 Another bout of queasiness churned through Hazel’s gut. On her shoulder, Gale barked and passed gas, which didn’t help.

 Dark spots floated in Hazel’s eyes. She tried to blink them away, but they only turned darker.

 The spots consolidated into a twenty-foot-tall shadowy figure looming next to the Doors.
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 The giant Clytius was shrouded in the black smoke, just as she’d seen in her vision at the crossroads, but now Hazel could dimly make out his form—dragon-like legs with ash-colored scales; a massive humanoid upper body encased in Stygian armor; long, braided hair that seemed to be made from smoke. His complexion was as dark as Death’s (Hazel should know, since she had met Death personally). His eyes glinted cold as diamonds. He carried no weapon, but that didn’t make him any less terrifying.

 Leo whistled. “You know, Clytius.. .for such a big dude, you’ve got a beautiful voice.”

 “Idiot,” hissed the woman.

 Halfway between Hazel and the giant, the air shimmered. The sorceress appeared.

 She wore an elegant sleeveless dress of woven gold, her dark hair piled into a cone, encircled with diamonds and emeralds. Around her neck hung a pendant like a miniature maze, on a cord set with rubies that made Hazel think of crystallized blood drops.

 The woman was beautiful in a timeless, regal way—like a statue you might admire but could never love. Her eyes sparkled with malice.

 “Pasiphae,” Hazel said.

 The woman inclined her head. “My dear Hazel Levesque.”

 Leo coughed. “You two know each other? Like Underworld chums, or—”

 “Silence, fool.” Pasiphae’s voice was soft, but full of venom. “I have no use for demigod boys— always so full of themselves, so brash and destructive.”

 “Hey, lady,” Leo protested. “I don’t destroy things much. I’m a son of Hephaestus.”

 “A tinkerer,” snapped Pasiphae. “Even worse. I knew Daedalus. His inventions brought me nothing but trouble.”

 Leo blinked. “Daedalus.. .like, the Daedalus? Well, then, you should know all about us tinkerers. We’re more into fixing, building, occasionally sticking wads of oilcloth in the mouths of rude ladies—”

 “Leo.” Hazel put her arm across his chest. She had a feeling the sorceress was about to turn him into something unpleasant if he didn’t shut up. “Let me take this, okay?”

 “Listen to your friend,” Pasiphae said. “Be a good boy and let the women talk.”

 Pasiphae paced in front of them, examining Hazel, her eyes so full of hate it made Hazel’s skin tingle. The sorceress’s power radiated from her like heat from a furnace. Her expression was unsettling and vaguely familiar....

 Somehow, though, the giant Clytius unnerved Hazel more.

 He stood in the background, silent and motionless except for the dark smoke pouring from his body, pooling around his feet. He was the cold presence Hazel had felt earlier—like a vast deposit of obsidian, so heavy that Hazel couldn’t possibly move it, powerful and indestructible and completely devoid of emotion.

 “Your—your friend doesn’t say much,” Hazel noted.

 Pasiphae looked back at the giant and sniffed with disdain. “Pray he stays silent, my dear. Gaea has given me the pleasure of dealing with you; but Clytius is my, ah, insurance. Just between you and me, as sister sorceresses, I think he’s also here to keep my powers in check, in case I forget my new mistress’s orders. Gaea is careful that way.”
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 Hazel was tempted to protest that she wasn’t a sorceress. She didn’t want to know how Pasiphae planned to “deal” with them, or how the giant kept her magic in check. But she straightened her back and tried to look confident.

 “Whatever you’re planning,” Hazel said, “it won’t work. We’ve cut through every monster Gaea’s put in our path. If you’re smart, you’ll get out of our way.”

 Gale the polecat gnashed her teeth in approval, but Pasiphae didn’t seem impressed.

 “You don’t look like much,” the sorceress mused. “But then you demigods never do. My husband, Minos, king of Crete? He was a son of Zeus. You would never have known it by looking at him. He was almost as scrawny as that one.” She flicked a hand toward Leo.

 “Wow,” muttered Leo. “Minos must’ve done something really horrible to deserve you.'”

 Pasiphae’s nostrils flared. “Oh.. .you have no idea. He was too proud to make the proper sacrifices to Poseidon, so the gods punished me for his arrogance.”

 “The Minotaur,” Hazel suddenly remembered.

 The story was so revolting and grotesque Hazel had always shut her ears when they told it at Camp Jupiter. Pasiphae had been cursed to fall in love with her husband’s prize bull. She’d given birth to the Minotaur—half man, half bull.

 Now, as Pasiphae glared daggers at her, Hazel realized why her expression was so familiar.

 The sorceress had the same bitterness and hatred in her eyes that Hazel’s mother sometimes had. In her worst moments, Marie Levesque would look at Hazel as if Hazel were a monstrous child, a curse from the gods, the source of all Marie’s problems. That’s why the Minotaur story bothered Hazel—not just the repellent idea of Pasiphae and the bull, but the idea that a child, any child, could be considered a monster, a punishment to its parents, to be locked away and hated. To Hazel, the Minotaur had always seemed like a victim in the story.

 “Yes,” Pasiphae said at last. “My disgrace was unbearable. After my son was born and locked in the Labyrinth, Minos refused to have anything to do with me. He said I had ruined his reputation! And do you know what happened to Minos, Hazel Levesque? For his crimes and his pride? He was rewarded. He was made a judge of the dead in the Underworld, as if he had any right to judge others! Hades gave him that position. Your father .”

 “Pluto, actually.”

 Pasiphae sneered. “Irrelevant. So you see, I hate demigods as much as I hate the gods. Any of your brethren who survive the war, Gaea has promised to me, so that I may watch them die slowly in my new domain. I only wish I had more time to torture you two properly. Alas—”

 In the center of the room, the Doors of Death made a pleasant chiming sound. The green up button on the right side of the frame began to glow. The chains shook.

 “There, you see?” Pasiphae shrugged apologetically. “The Doors are in use. Twelve minutes, and they will open.”

 Hazel’s gut trembled almost as much as the chains. “More giants?”

 “Thankfully, no,” said the sorceress. “They are all accounted for—back in the mortal world and in place for the final assault.” Pasiphae gave her a cold smile. “No, I would imagine the Doors are being used by someone else.. .someone unauthorized.”

 Leo inched forward. Smoke rose from his fists. “Percy and Annabeth.”


 
[image: picture342] 




 Hazel couldn’t speak. She wasn’t sure whether the lump in her throat was from joy or frustration. If their friends had made it to the Doors, if they were really going to show up here in twelve minutes...

 “Oh, not to worry.” Pasiphae waved her hand dismissively. “Clytius will handle them. You see, when the chime sounds again, someone on our side needs to push the up button or the Doors will fail to open and whoever is inside— poof. Gone. Or perhaps Clytius will let them out and deal with them in person. That depends on you two.”

 Hazel’s mouth tasted like tin. She didn’t want to ask, but she had to. “How exactly does it depend on us?”

 “Well, obviously, we need only one set of demigods alive,” Pasiphae said. “The lucky two will be taken to Athens and sacrificed to Gaea at the Feast of Hope.”

 “Obviously,” Leo muttered.

 “So will it be you two, or your friends in the elevator?” The sorceress spread her hands. “Let’s see who is still alive in twelve... actually, eleven minutes, now.”

 The cavern dissolved into darkness.
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 HAZEL

 Hazel s internal compass spun wildly.

 She remembered when she was very small, in New Orleans in the late 1930s, her mother had taken her to the dentist to get a bad tooth pulled. It was the first and only time Hazel had ever received ether. The dentist promised it would make her sleepy and relaxed, but Hazel felt like she was floating away from her own body, panicky and out of control. When the ether wore off, she’d been sick for three days.

 This felt like a massive dose of ether.

 Part of her knew she was still in the cavern. Pasiphae stood only a few feet in front of them. Clytius waited silently at the Doors of Death.

 But layers of Mist enfolded Hazel, twisting her sense of reality. She took one step forward and bumped into a wall that shouldn’t have been there.

 Leo pressed his hands against the stone. “What the heck? Where are we?”

 A corridor stretched out to their left and right. Torches guttered in iron sconces. The air smelled of mildew, as in an old tomb. On Hazel’s shoulder, Gale barked angrily, digging her claws into Hazel’s collarbone.

 “Yes, I know,” Hazel muttered to the weasel. “It’s an illusion.”

 Leo pounded on the wall. “Pretty solid illusion.”

 Pasiphae laughed. Her voice sounded watery and far away. “Is it an illusion, Hazel Levesque, or something more? Don’t you see what I have created?”

 Hazel felt so off-balance she could barely stand, much less think straight. She tried to extend her senses, to see through the Mist and find the cavern again, but all she felt were tunnels splitting off in a dozen directions, going everywhere except forward.
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 Random thoughts glinted in her mind, like gold nuggets coming to the surface: Daedalus. The Minotaur locked away. Die slowly in my new domain.

 “The Labyrinth,” Hazel said. “She’s remaking the Labyrinth.”

 “ What now?” Leo had been tapping the wall with a ball-peen hammer, but he turned and frowned at her. “I thought the Labyrinth collapsed during that battle at Camp Half-Blood—like, it was connected to Daedalus’s life force or something, and then he died.”

 Pasiphae’s voice clucked disapprovingly. “Ah, but / am still alive. You credit Daedalus with all the maze’s secrets? / breathed magical life into his Labyrinth. Daedalus was nothing compared to me —the immortal sorceress, daughter of Helios, sister of Circe! Now the Labyrinth will be my domain.”

 “It’s an illusion,” Hazel insisted. “We just have to breakthrough it.”

 Even as she said it, the walls seemed to grow more solid, the smell of mildew more intense.

 “Too late, too late,” Pasiphae crooned. “The maze is already awake. It will spread under the skin of the earth once more while your mortal world is leveled. You demigods.. .you heroes... will wander its corridors, dying slowly of thirst and fear and misery. Or perhaps, if I am feeling merciful, you will die quickly, in great pain!”

 Holes opened in the floor beneath Hazel’s feet. She grabbed Leo and pushed him aside as a row of spikes shot upward, impaling the ceiling.

 “Run!” she yelled.

 Pasiphae’s laughter echoed down the corridor. “Where are you going, young sorceress? Running from an illusion?”

 Hazel didn’t answer. She was too busy trying to stay alive. Behind them, row after row of spikes shot toward the ceiling with a persistent thunk, thunk, thunk.

 She pulled Leo down a side corridor, leaped over a trip wire, then stumbled to a halt in front of a pit twenty feet across.

 “How deep is that?” Leo gasped for breath. His pants leg was ripped where one of the spikes had grazed him.

 Hazel’s senses told her that the pit was at least fifty feet straight down, with a pool of poison at the bottom. Could she trust her senses? Whether or not Pasiphae had created a new Labyrinth, Hazel believed they were still in the same cavern, being made to run aimlessly back and forth while Pasiphae and Clytius watched in amusement. Illusion or not: unless Hazel could figure out how to get out of this maze, the traps would kill them

 “Eight minutes now,” said the voice of Pasiphae. “I’d love to see you survive, truly. That would prove you worthy sacrifices to Gaea in Athens. But then, of course, we wouldn’t need your friends in the elevator.”

 Hazel’s heart pounded. She faced the wall to her left. Despite what her senses told her, that should be the direction of the Doors. Pasiphae should be right in front of her.

 Hazel wanted to burst through the wall and throttle the sorceress. In eight minutes, she and Leo needed to be at the Doors of Death to let their friends out.

 But Pasiphae was an immortal sorceress with thousands of years of experience in weaving spells. Hazel couldn’t defeat her through sheer willpower. She’d managed to fool the bandit Sciron by showing him what he expected to see. Hazel needed to figure out what Pasiphae wanted most.
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 “Seven minutes now,” Pasiphae lamented. “If only we had more time! So many indignities I’d like you to suffer.”

 That was it, Hazel realized. She had to run the gauntlet. She had to make the maze more dangerous, more spectacular—make Pasiphae focus on the traps rather than the direction the Labyrinth was leading.

 “Leo, we’re going to jump,” Hazel said.

 “But—”

 “It’s not as far as it looks. Go!” She grabbed his hand and they launched themselves across the pit. When they landed, Hazel looked back and saw no pit at all—just a three-inch crack in the floor.

 “Come on!” she urged.

 They ran as the voice of Pasiphae droned on. “Oh, dear, no. You’ll never survive that way. Six minutes.”

 The ceiling above them cracked apart. Gale the weasel squeaked in alarm, but Hazel imagined a new tunnel leading off to the left—a tunnel even more dangerous, going the wrong direction. The Mist softened under her will. The tunnel appeared, and they dashed to one side.

 Pasiphae sighed with disappointment. “You really aren’t very good at this, my dear.”

 But Hazel felt a spark of hope. She’d created a tunnel. She’d driven a small wedge into the magic fabric of the Labyrinth.

 The floor collapsed under them. Hazel jumped to one side, dragging Leo with her. She imagined another tunnel, veering back the way they’d come, but full of poisonous gas. The maze obliged.

 “Leo, hold your breath,” she warned.

 They plunged through the toxic fog. Hazel’s eyes felt like they were being rinsed in pepper juice, but she kept running.

 “Five minutes,” Pasiphae said. “Alas! If only I could watch you suffer longer.”

 They burst into a corridor with fresh air. Leo coughed. “If only she would shut up.”

 They ducked under a bronze garrote wire. Hazel imagined the tunnel curving back toward Pasiphae, ever so slightly. The Mist bent to her will.

 The walls of the tunnel began to close in on either side. Hazel didn’t try to stop them She made them close faster, shaking the floor and cracking the ceiling. She and Leo ran for their lives, following the curve as it brought them closer to what she hoped was the center of the room.

 “A pity,” said Pasiphae. “I wish I could kill you and your friends in the elevator, but Gaea has insisted that two of you must be kept alive until the Feast of Hope, when your blood will be put to good use! Ah, well. I will have to find other victims for my Labyrinth. You two have been second-rate failures.”

 Hazel and Leo stumbled to a stop. In front of them stretched a chasm so wide, Hazel couldn’t see the other side. From somewhere below in the darkness came the sound of hissing—thousands and thousands of snakes.

 Hazel was tempted to retreat, but the tunnel was closing behind them, leaving them stranded on a tiny ledge. Gale the weasel paced across Hazel’s shoulders and farted with anxiety.

 “Okay, okay,” Leo muttered. “The walls are moving parts. They gotta be mechanical. Give me a second.”
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 “No, Leo,” Hazel said. “There’s no way back.”

 “But—”

 “Hold my hand,” she said. “On three.”

 “But—”

 “Three!”

 “What?”

 Hazel leaped into the pit, pulling Leo with her. She tried to ignore his screaming and the flatulent weasel clinging to her neck. She bent all her will into redirecting the magic of the Labyrinth.

 Pasiphae laughed with delight, knowing that any moment they would be crushed or bitten to death in a pit of snakes.

 Instead, Hazel imagined a chute in the darkness, just to their left. She twisted in midair and fell toward it. She and Leo hit the chute hard and slid into the cavern, landing right on top of Pasiphae.

 “Ack!” The sorceress’s head smacked against the floor as Leo sat down hard on her chest.

 For a moment, the three of them and the weasel were a pile of sprawling bodies and flailing limbs. Hazel tried to draw her sword, but Pasiphae managed to extricate herself first. The sorceress backed away, her hairdo bent sideways like a collapsed cake. Her dress was smeared with grease stains from Leo’s tool belt.

 “You miserable wretches!” she howled.

 The maze was gone. A few feet away, Clytius stood with his back to them, watching the Doors of Death. By Hazel’s calculation, they had about thirty seconds until their friends arrived. Hazel felt exhausted from her run through the maze while controlling the Mist, but she needed to pull off one more trick.

 She had successfully made Pasiphae see what she most desired. Now Hazel had to make the sorceress see what she most feared.

 “You must really hate demigods,” Hazel said, trying to mimic Pasiphae’s cruel smile. “We always get the best of you, don’t we, Pasiphae?”

 “Nonsense!” screamed Pasiphae. “I will tear you apart! I will—”

 “We’re always pulling the rug out from under your feet,” Hazel sympathized. “Your husband betrayed you. Theseus killed the Minotaur and stole your daughter Ariadne. Now two second-rate failures have turned your own maze against you. But you knew it would come to this, didn’t you? You always fall in the end.”

 “I am immortal!” Pasiphae wailed. She took a step back, fingering her necklace. “You cannot stand against me!”

 “You can’t stand at all,” Hazel countered. “Look.”

 She pointed at the feet of the sorceress. A trapdoor opened underneath Pasiphae. She fell, screaming, into a bottomless pit that didn’t really exist.

 The floor solidified. The sorceress was gone.

 Leo stared at Hazel in amazement. “How did you—”

 Just then the elevator dinged. Rather than pushing the up button, Clytius stepped back from the controls, keeping their friends trapped inside.
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 “Leo!” Hazel yelled.

 They were thirty feet away—much too far to reach the elevator—but Leo pulled out a screwdriver and chucked it like a throwing knife. An impossible shot. The screwdriver spun straight past Clytius and slammed into the up button.

 The Doors of Death opened with a hiss. Black smoke billowed out, and two bodies spilled face-first onto the floor—Percy and Annabeth, limp as corpses.

 Hazel sobbed. “Oh, gods...”

 She and Leo started forward, but Clytius raised his hand in an unmistakable gesture— stop. He lifted his massive reptilian foot over Percy’s head.

 The giant’s smoky shroud poured over the floor, covering Annabeth and Percy in a pool of dark fog.

 “Clytius, you’ve lost,” Hazel snarled. “Let them go, or you’ll end up like Pasiphae.”

 The giant tilted his head. His diamond eyes gleamed. At his feet, Annabeth lurched like she’d hit a power line. She rolled on her back, black smoke coiling from her mouth.

 “I am not Pasiphae. ” Annabeth spoke in a voice that wasn’t hers—the words as deep as a bass guitar. “You have won nothing. ”

 “Stop that!” Even from thirty feet away, Hazel could sense Annabeth’s life force waning, her pulse becoming thready. Whatever Clytius was doing, pulling words from her mouth—it was killing her.

 Clytius nudged Percy’s head with his foot. Percy’s face lolled to one side.

 “Not quite dead. ” The giant’s words boomed from Percy’s mouth. “A terrible shock to the mortal body, I would imagine, coming back from Tartarus. They’ll be out for a while. ”

 He turned his attention back to Annabeth. More smoke poured from between her lips. “I’ll tie them up and take them to Porphyrion in Athens. Just the sacrifice we need. Unfortunately, that means I have no further use for you two. ”

 “Oh, yeah?” Leo growled. “Well, maybe you got the smoke, buddy, but I’ve got the fire.”

 His hands blazed. He shot white-hot columns of flame at the giant, but Clytius’s smoky aura absorbed them on impact. Tendrils of black haze traveled back up the lines of fire, snuffing out the light and heat and covering Leo in darkness.

 Leo fell to his knees, clutching at his throat.

 “No!” Hazel ran toward him, but Gale chattered urgently on her shoulder—a clear warning.

 “I would not. ’’ Clytius’s voice reverberated from Leo’s mouth. “You do not understand, Hazel Levesque. I devour magic. I destroy the voice and the soul. You cannot oppose me. ”

 Black fog spread farther across the room, covering Annabeth and Percy, billowing toward Hazel.

 Blood roared in Hazel’s ears. She had to act—but how? If that black smoke could incapacitate Leo so quickly, what chance did she have?

 “F-fire,” she stammered in a small voice. “You’re supposed to be weak against it.”

 The giant chuckled, using Annabeth’s vocal cords this time. “You were counting on that, eh? It is true I do not like fire. But Leo Valdez’s flames are not strong enough to trouble me. ”
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 Somewhere behind Hazel, a soft, lyrical voice said, “What about my flames, old friend?”

 Gale squeaked excitedly and jumped from Hazel’s shoulder, scampering to the entrance of the cavern where a blond woman stood in a black dress, the Mist swirling around her.

 The giant stumbled backward, bumping into the Doors of Death.

 “You, ” he said from Percy’s mouth.

 “Me,” Hecate agreed. She spread her arms. Blazing torches appeared in her hands. “It has been millennia since I fought at the side of a demigod, but Hazel Levesque has proven herself worthy. What do you say, Clytius? Shall we play with fire?”
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 HAZEL

 If the giant had run away screaming, Hazel would’ve been grateful. Then they all could have taken the rest of the day off.

 Clytius disappointed her.

 When he saw the goddess’s torches blazing, the giant seemed to recover his wits. He stomped his foot, shaking the floor and almost stepping on Annabeth’s arm. Dark smoke billowed around him until Annabeth and Percy were totally hidden. Hazel could see nothing but the giant’s gleaming eyes.

 “Bold words. ” Clytius spoke from Leo’s mouth. “You forget, goddess. When we last met, you had the help of Hercules and Dionysus—the most powerful heroes in the world, both of them destined to become gods. Now you bring...these?”

 Leo’s unconscious body contorted in pain.

 “Stop it!” Hazel yelled.

 She didn’t plan what happened next. She simply knew she had to protect her friends. She imagined them behind her, the same way she’d imagined new tunnels appearing inPasiphae’s Labyrinth. Leo dissolved. He reappeared at Hazel’s feet, along with Percy and Annabeth. The Mist whirled around her, spilling over the stones and enveloping her friends. Where the white Mist met the dark smoke of Clytius, it steamed and sizzled, like lava rolling into the sea.

 Leo opened his eyes and gasped. “Wh-what...?”

 Annabeth and Percy remained motionless, but Hazel could sense their heartbeats getting stronger, their breath coming more evenly.

 On Hecate’s shoulder, Gale the polecat barked with admiration.

 The goddess stepped forward, her dark eyes glittering in the torchlight. “You’re right, Clytius. Hazel Levesque is not Hercules or Dionysus, but I think you will find her just as formidable.”
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 Through the smoky shroud, Hazel saw the giant open his mouth. No words came out. Clytius sneered in frustration.

 Leo tried to sit up. “What’s going on? What can I—”

 “Watch Percy and Annabeth.” Hazel drew her spatha. “Stay behind me. Stay in the Mist.”

 “But—”

 The look Hazel gave him must have been more severe than she realized.

 Leo gulped. “Yeah, got it. White Mist good. Black smoke bad.”

 Hazel advanced. The giant spread his arms. The domed ceiling shook, and the giant’s voice echoed through the room, magnified a hundred times.

 Formidable? the giant demanded. It sounded as if he were speaking through a chorus of the dead, using all the unfortunate souls who’d been buried behind the dome’s stelae. Because the girl has learned your magic tricks, Hecate? Because you allow these weaklings to hide in your Mist?

 A sword appeared in the giant’s hand—a Stygian iron blade much like Nico’s, except five times the size. I do not understand why Gaea would find any of these demigods worthy of sacrifice. I will crush them like empty nutshells.

 Hazel’s fear turned to rage. She screamed. The walls of the chamber made a crackling sound like ice in warm water, and dozens of gems streaked toward the giant, punching through his armor like buckshot.

 Clytius staggered backward. His disembodied voice bellowed with pain. His iron breastplate was peppered with holes.

 Golden ichor trickled from a wound on his right arm. His shroud of darkness thinned. Hazel could see the murderous expression on his face.

 You, Clytius growled. You worthless —

 “Worthless?” Hecate asked quietly. “I’d say Hazel Levesque knows a few tricks even / could not teach her.”

 Hazel stood in front of her friends, determined to protect them, but her energy was fading. Her sword was already heavy in her hand, and she hadn’t even swung it yet. She wished Arion were here. She could use the horse’s speed and strength. Unfortunately, her equine friend would not be able to help her this time. He was a creature of the wide-open spaces, not the underground.

 The giant dug his fingers into the wound on his biceps. He pulled out a diamond and flicked it aside. The wound closed.

 So, daughter of Pluto, Clytius rumbled, do you really believe Hecate has your interests at heart? Circe was a favorite of hers. And Medea. And Pasiphae. How did they end up, eh?

 Behind her, Hazel heard Annabeth stirring, groaning in pain. Percy muttered something that sounded like, “Bob-bob-bob?”

 Clytius stepped forward, holding his sword casually at his side as if they were comrades rather than enemies. Hecate will not tell you the truth. She sends acolytes like you to do her bidding and take all the risk. If by some miracle you incapacitate me, only then will she be able to set me on fire. Then she will claim the glory of the kill. You heard how Bacchus dealt with the Alodai twins in the Colosseum. Hecate is worse. She is a Titan who betrayed the Titans. Then she betrayed the gods. Do you really think she will keep faith with you?
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 Hecate’s face was unreadable.

 “I cannot answer his accusations, Hazel,” said the goddess. “This is your crossroads. You must choose.”

 Yes, crossroads. The giant’s laughter echoed. His wounds seemed to have healed completely. Hecate offers you obscurity, choices, vague promises of magic. Iam the anti-Hecate. I will give you truth. I will eliminate choices and magic. I will strip away the Mist, once and for all, and show you the world in all its true horror.

 Leo struggled to his feet, coughing like an asthmatic. “I’m loving this guy,” he wheezed. “Seriously, we should keep him around for inspirational seminars.” His hands ignited like blowtorches. “Or I could just light him up.”

 “Leo, no,” Hazel said. “My father’s temple. My call.”

 “Yeah, okay. But—”

 “Hazel...” Annabeth wheezed.

 Hazel was so elated to hear her friend’s voice that she almost turned, but she knew she shouldn’t take her eyes off Clytius.

 “The chains...” Annabeth managed.

 Hazel inhaled sharply. She’d been a fool! The Doors of Death were still open, shuddering against the chains that held them in place. Hazel had to cut them free so they would disappear—and finally be beyond Gaea’s reach.

 The only problem: a big smoky giant stood in her way.

 You can’t seriously believe you have the strength, Clytius chided. What will you do, Hazel Levesque—pelt me with more rubies? Shower me with sapphires?

 Hazel gave him an answer. She raised her spatha and charged.

 Apparently, Clytius hadn’t expected her to be quite so suicidal. He was slow raising his sword. By the time he slashed, Hazel had ducked between his legs and jabbed her Imperial gold blade into his gluteus maximus. Not very ladylike. The nuns at St. Agnes would never have approved. But it worked.

 Clytius roared and arched his back, waddling away from her. Mist still swirled around Hazel, hissing as it met the giant’s black smoke.

 Hazel realized that Hecate was assisting her—lending her the strength to keep up a defensive shroud. Hazel also knew that the instant her own concentration wavered and that darkness touched her, she would collapse. If that happened, she wasn’t sure Hecate would be able—or willing—to stop the giant from crushing her and her friends.

 Hazel sprinted toward the Doors of Death. Her blade shattered the chains on the left side like they were made of ice. She lunged to the right, but Clytius yelled, NO!

 By sheer luck, she wasn’t cut in half. The flat of the giant’s blade caught her in the chest and sent her flying. She slammed into the wall and felt bones crack.

 Across the room, Leo screamed her name.

 Through her blurry vision, she saw a flash of fire. Hecate stood nearby, her form shimmering as if she were about to dissolve. Her torches seemed to be flickering out, but that might have just been that Hazel was starting to lose consciousness.
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 She couldn’t give up now. She forced herself to stand. Her side felt like it was embedded with razor blades. Her sword lay on the ground about five feet away. She staggered toward it.

 “Clytius!” she shouted.

 She meant it to sound like a brave challenge, but it came out as more of a croak.

 At least it got his attention. The giant turned from Leo and the others. When he saw her limping forward, he laughed.

 A good try, Hazel Levesque, Clytius admitted. You did better than I anticipated. But magic alone cannot defeat me, and you do not have sufficient strength. Hecate has failed you, as she fails all of her followers in the end.

 The Mist around her was thinning. At the other end of the room, Leo tried to force-feed Percy some ambrosia, though Percy was still pretty much out of it. Annabeth was awake but struggling, barely able to lift her head.

 Hecate stood with her torches, watching and waiting—which infuriated Hazel so much, she found one last burst of energy.

 She threw her sword—not at the giant, but at the Doors of Death. The chains on the right side shattered. Hazel collapsed in agony, her side burning, as the Doors shuddered and disappeared in a flash of purple light.

 Clytius roared so loudly that a half dozen stelae fell from the ceiling and shattered.

 “That was for my brother, Nico,” Hazel gasped. “And for destroying my father’s altar.”

 You have forfeited your right to a quick death, the giant snarled. I will suffocate you in darkness, slowly, painfully. Hecate cannot help you. NO ONE can help you!

 The goddess raised her torches. “I would not be so certain, Clytius. Hazel’s friends simply needed a little time to reach her—time you have given them with your boasting and bragging.”

 Clytius snorted. What friends? These weaklings? They are no challenge.


  



 In front of Hazel, the air rippled. The Mist thickened, creating a doorway, and four people stepped through.

 Hazel wept with relief. Frank’s arm was bleeding and bandaged, but he was alive. Next to him stood Nico, Piper, and Jason—all with their swords drawn.

 “Sorry we’re late,” Jason said. “Is this the guy who needs killing?”
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 L X X V I

 HAZEL

 Hazel almost felt sorry for Clytius.

 They attacked him from every direction—Leo shooting fire at his legs, Frank and Piper jabbing at his chest, Jason flying into the air and kicking him in the face. Hazel was proud to see how well Piper remembered her sword-fighting lessons.

 Each time the giant’s smoky veil started creeping around one of them, Nico was there, slashing through it, drinking in the darkness with his Stygian blade.

 Percy and Annabeth were on their feet, looking weak and dazed, but their swords were drawn. When did Annabeth get a sword? And what was it made of— ivory ? They looked like they wanted to help, but there was no need. The giant was surrounded.

 Clytius snarled, turning back and forth as if he couldn’t decide which of them to kill first. Wait! Hold still! No! Ouch!

 The darkness around him dispelled completely, leaving nothing to protect him except his battered armor. Ichor oozed from a dozen wounds. The damage healed almost as fast as it was inflicted, but Hazel could tell the giant was tiring.

 One last time Jason flew at him, kicking him in the chest, and the giant’s breastplate shattered. Clytius staggered backward. His sword dropped to the floor. He fell to his knees, and the demigods encircled him.

 Only then did Hecate step forward, her torches raised. Mist curled around the giant, hissing and bubbling as it touched his skin.

 “And so it ends,” Hecate said.

 It does not end. Clytius’s voice echoed from somewhere above, muffled and slurred. My brethren have risen. Gaea waits only for the blood of Olympus. It took all of you together to defeat me. What will you do when the Earth Mother opens her eyes?
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 Hecate turned her torches upside down. She thrust them like daggers at Clytius’s head. The giant’s hair went up faster than dry tinder, spreading down his head and across his body until the heat of the bonfire made Hazel wince. Clytius fell without a sound, face-first in the rubble of Hades’s altar. His body crumbled to ashes.

 For a moment, no one spoke. Hazel heard a ragged, painful noise and realized it was her own breathing. Her side felt like it had been kicked in with a battering ram.

 The goddess Hecate faced her. “You should go now, Hazel Levesque. Lead your friends out of this place.”

 Hazel gritted her teeth, trying to hold in her anger. “Just like that? No ‘thank you’? No ‘good work’?”

 The goddess tilted her head. Gale the weasel chittered—maybe a good-bye, maybe a warning— and disappeared in the folds of her mistress’s skirts.

 “You look in the wrong place for gratitude,” Hecate said. “As for ‘good work,’ that remains to be seen. Speed your way to Athens. Clytius was not wrong. The giants have risen —all of them, stronger than ever. Gaea is on the very edge of waking. The Feast of Hope will be poorly named unless you arrive to stop her.”

 The chamber rumbled. Another stela crashed to the floor and shattered.

 “The House of Hades is unstable,” Hecate said. “Leave now. We shall meet again.”

 The goddess dissolved. The Mist evaporated.

 “She’s friendly,” Percy grumbled.

 The others turned toward him and Annabeth, as if just realizing they were there.

 “Dude.” Jason gave Percy a bear hug.

 “Back from Tartarus!” Leo whooped. “That’s my peeps!”

 Piper threw her arms around Annabeth and cried.

 Frank ran to Hazel. He gently folded his arms around her. “You’re hurt,” he said.

 “Ribs probably broken,” she admitted. “But Frank—what happened to your arm?”

 He managed a smile. “Long story. We’re alive. That’s what matters.”

 She was so giddy with relief it took her a moment to notice Nico, standing by himself, his expression full of pain and conflict.

 “Hey,” she called to him, beckoning with her good arm

 He hesitated, then came over and kissed her forehead. “I’m glad you’re okay,” he said. “The ghosts were right. Only one of us made it to the Doors of Death. You.. .you would have made Dad proud.”

 She smiled, cupping her hand gently to his face. “We couldn’t have defeated Clytius without

 you.”

 She brushed her thumb under Nico’s eye and wondered if he had been crying. She wanted so badly to understand what was going on with him—what had happened to him over the last few weeks. After all they’d just been through, Hazel was more grateful than ever to have a brother.

 Before she could say that, the ceiling shuddered. Cracks appeared in the remaining tiles.

 Columns of dust spilled down.
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 “We’ve got to get out of here,” Jason said. “Uh, Frank...?”

 Frank shook his head. “I think one favor from the dead is all I can manage today.”

 “Wait, what?” Hazel asked.

 Piper raised her eyebrows. “Your unbelievable boyfriend called in a favor as a child of Mars. He summoned the spirits of some dead warriors, made them lead us here through.. .um, well, Fm not sure, actually. The passages of the dead? All I know is that it was very, very dark.”

 To their left, a section of the wall split. Two ruby eyes from a carved stone skeleton popped out and rolled across the floor.

 “We’ll have to shadow-travel,” Hazel said.

 Nico winced. “Hazel, I can barely manage that with only myself. With seven more people—”

 “I’ll help you.” She tried to sound confident. She’d never shadow-traveled before, had no idea if she could; but after working with the Mist, altering the Labyrinth—she had to believe it was possible.

 An entire section of tiles peeled loose from the ceiling.

 “Everyone, grab hands!” Nico yelled.

 They made a hasty circle. Hazel envisioned the Greek countryside above them. The cavern collapsed, and she felt herself dissolving into shadow.

 They appeared on the hillside overlooking the River Acheron. The sun was just rising, making the water glitter and the clouds glow orange. The cool morning air smelled of honeysuckle.

 Hazel was holding hands with Frank on her left, Nico on her right. They were all alive and mostly whole. The sunlight in the trees was the most beautiful thing she’d ever seen. She wanted to live in that moment—free of monsters and gods and evil spirits.

 Then her friends began to stir.

 Nico realized that he was holding Percy’s hand and quickly let go.

 Leo staggered backward. “You know.. .1 think I’ll sit down.”

 He collapsed. The others joined him. The Argo II still floated over the river a few hundred yards away. Hazel knew that they should signal Coach Hedge and tell him they were alive. Had they been in the temple all night? Or several nights? But at the moment, the group was too tired to do anything except sit and relax and marvel at the fact that they were okay.

 They began to exchange stories.

 Frank explained what had happened with the ghostly legion and the army of monsters—how Nico had used the scepter of Diocletian, and how bravely Jason and Piper had fought.

 “Frank is being modest,” Jason said. “He controlled the entire legion. You should’ve seen him. Oh, by the way...” Jason glanced at Percy. “I resigned my office, gave Frank a field promotion to praetor. Unless you want to contest that ruling.”

 Percy grinned. “No argument here.”

 “Praetor? ” Hazel stared at Frank.

 He shrugged uncomfortably. “Well.. .yeah. I know it seems weird.”

 She tried to throw her arms around him, then winced as she remembered her busted ribs. She settled for kissing him. “It seems perfect .”
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 Leo clapped Frank on the shoulder. “Way to go, Zhang. Now you can order Octavian to fall on his sword.”

 “Tempting,” Frank agreed. He turned apprehensively to Percy. “But, you guys.. .Tartarus has to be the real story. What happened down there? How did you...?”

 Percy laced his fingers through Annabeth’s.

 Hazel happened to glance at Nico and saw pain in his eyes. She wasn’t sure, but maybe he was thinking how lucky Percy and Annabeth were to have each other. Nico had gone through Tartarus alone.

 “We’ll tell you the story,” Percy promised. “But not yet, okay? I’m not ready to remember that place.”

 “No,” Annabeth agreed. “Right now...” She gazed toward the river and faltered. “Uh, I think our ride is coming.”

 Hazel turned. The Argo II veered to port, its aerial oars in motion, its sails catching the wind. Festus’s head glinted in the sunlight. Even from a distance, Hazel could hear him creaking and clanking in jubilation.

 “That’s my boy!” Leo yelled.

 As the ship got closer, Hazel saw Coach Hedge standing at the prow.

 “About time!” the coach yelled down. He was doing his best to scowl, but his eyes gleamed as if maybe, just maybe, he was happy to see them “What took you so long, cupcakes? You kept your visitor waiting!”

 “Visitor?” Hazel murmured.

 At the rail next to Coach Hedge, a dark-haired girl appeared wearing a purple cloak, her face so covered with soot and bloody scratches that Hazel almost didn’t recognize her.

 Reyna had arrived.
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 L X X V I I

 PERCY

 Percy stared at the Athena Parthenos, waiting for it to strike him down.

 Leo’s new mechanical hoist system had lowered the statue onto the hillside with surprising ease. Now the forty-foot-tall goddess gazed serenely over the River Acheron, her gold dress like molten metal in the sun.

 “Incredible,” Reyna admitted.

 She was still red-eyed from crying. Soon after she’d landed on the Argo II, her pegasus Scipio had collapsed, overwhelmed by poisoned claw marks from a gryphon attack the night before. Reyna had put the horse out of his misery with her golden knife, turning the pegasus into dust that scattered in the sweet-smelling Greek air. Maybe not a bad end for a flying horse, but Reyna had lost a loyal friend. Percy figured that she’d given up too much in her life already.

 The praetor circled the Athena Parthenos warily. “It looks newly made.”

 “Yeah,” Leo said. “We brushed off the cobwebs, used a little Windex. It wasn’t hard.”

 The Argo II hovered just overhead. With Festus keeping watch for threats on the radar, the entire crew had decided to eat lunch on the hillside while they discussed what to do. After the last few weeks, Percy figured they’d earned a good meal together—really anything that wasn’t fire water or drakon meat soup.

 “Hey, Reyna,” Annabeth called. “Have some food. Join us.”

 The praetor glanced over, her dark eyebrows furrowed, as if join us didn’t quite compute. Percy had never seen Reyna without her armor before. It was on board the ship, being repaired by Buford the Wonder Table. She wore a pair of jeans and a purple Camp Jupiter T-shirt and looked almost like a normal teenager—except for the knife at her belt and that guarded expression, like she was ready for an attack from any direction.

 “All right,” she said finally.
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 They scooted over to make room for her in the circle. She sat cross-legged next to Annabeth, picked up a cheese sandwich, and nibbled at the edge.

 “So,” Reyna said. “Frank Zhang.. .praetor.”

 Frank shifted, wiping crumbs from his chin. “Well, yeah. Field promotion.”

 “To lead a different legion,” Reyna noted. “A legion of ghosts.”

 Hazel put her arm protectively through Frank’s. After an hour in sickbay, they both looked a lot better; but Percy could tell they weren’t sure what to think about their old boss from Camp Jupiter dropping in for lunch.

 “Reyna,” Jason said, “you should’ve seen him.”

 “He was amazing ,” Piper agreed.

 “Frank is a leader,” Hazel insisted. “He makes a great praetor.”

 Reyna’s eyes stayed on Frank, like she was trying to guess his weight. “I believe you,” she said. “I approve.”

 Frank blinked. “You do?”

 Reyna smiled dryly. “A son of Mars, the hero who helped to bring back the eagle of the legion... I can work with a demigod like that. I’m just wondering how to convince the Twelfth Fulminata.”

 Frank scowled. “Yeah. I’ve been wondering the same thing.”

 Percy still couldn’t get over how much Frank had changed. A “growth spurt” was putting it mildly. He was at least three inches taller, less pudgy, and more bulky, like a linebacker. His face looked sturdier, his jawline more rugged. It was as if Frank had turned into a bull and then back to human, but he’d kept some of the bullishness.

 “The legion will listen to you, Reyna,” Frank said. “You made it here alone, across the ancient lands.”

 Reyna chewed her sandwich as if it were cardboard. “In doing so, I broke the laws of the legion.”

 “Caesar broke the law when he crossed the Rubicon,” Frank said. “Great leaders have to think outside the box sometimes.”

 She shook her head. “I’m not Caesar. After finding Jason’s note in Diocletian’s Palace, tracking you down was easy. I only did what I thought was necessary.”

 Percy couldn’t help smiling. “Reyna, you’re too modest. Flying halfway across the world by yourself to answer Annabeth’s plea, because you knew it was our best chance for peace? That’s pretty freaking heroic.”

 Reyna shrugged. “Says the demigod who fell into Tartarus and found his way back.”

 “He had help,” Annabeth said.

 “Oh, obviously,” Reyna said. “Without you, I doubt Percy could find his way out of a paper bag.”

 “True,” Annabeth agreed.

 “Hey!” Percy complained.

 The others started laughing, but Percy didn’t mind. It felt good to see them smile. Heck, just being in the mortal world felt good, breathing un-poisonous air, enjoying actual sunshine on his back.
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 Suddenly he thought of Bob. Tell the sun and stars hello for me.

 Percy’s smile melted. Bob and Damasen had sacrificed their lives so that Percy and Annabeth could sit here now, enjoying the sunlight and laughing with their friends.

 It wasn’t fair.

 Leo pulled a tiny screwdriver from his tool belt. He stabbed a chocolate-covered strawberry and passed it to Coach Hedge. Then he pulled out another screwdriver and speared a second strawberry for himself.

 “So, the twenty-million-peso question,” Leo said. “We got this slightly used forty-foot-tall statue of Athena. What do we do with it?”

 Reyna squinted at the Athena Parthenos. “As fine as it looks on this hill, I didn’t come all this way to admire it. According to Annabeth, it must be returned to Camp Half-Blood by a Roman leader. Do I understand correctly?”

 Annabeth nodded. “I had a dream down in.. .you know, Tartarus. I was on Half-Blood Hill, and Athena’s voice said, I must stand here. The Roman must bring me”

 Percy studied the statue uneasily. He’d never had the best relationship with Annabeth’s mom He kept expecting Big Mama Statue to come alive and chew him out for getting her daughter into so much trouble—or maybe just step on him without a word.

 “It makes sense,” Nico said.

 Percy flinched. It almost sounded like Nico had read his mind and was agreeing that Athena should step on him.

 The son of Hades sat at the other end of the circle, eating nothing but half a pomegranate, the fruit of the Underworld. Percy wondered if that was Nico’s idea of a joke.

 “The statue is a powerful symbol,” Nico said. “A Roman returning it to the Greeks.. .that could heal the historic rift, maybe even heal the gods of their split personalities.”

 Coach Hedge swallowed his strawberry along with half the screwdriver. “Now, hold on. I like peace as much as the next satyr—”

 “You hate peace,” Leo said.

 “The point is, Valdez, we’re only—what, a few days from Athens? We got an army of giants waiting for us there. We went to all the trouble of saving this statue—”

 “/ went to most of the trouble,” Annabeth reminded him.

 “—because that prophecy called it the giants ’ bane,” the coach continued. “So why aren’t we taking it to Athens with us? It’s obviously our secret weapon.” He eyed the Athena Parthenos. “It looks like a ballistic missile to me. Maybe if Valdez strapped some engines to it—”

 Piper cleared her throat. “Uh, great idea, Coach, but a lot of us have had dreams and visions of Gaea rising at Camp Half-Blood...”

 She unsheathed her dagger Katoptris and set it on her plate. At the moment, the blade showed nothing except sky, but looking at it still made Percy uncomfortable.

 “Since we got back to the ship,” Piper said, “I’ve been seeing some bad stuff in the knife. The Roman legion is almost within striking distance of Camp Half-Blood. They’re gathering reinforcements: spirits, eagles, wolves.”

 “Octavian,” Reyna growled. “I told him to wait.”


 
[image: picture366] 




 “When we take over command,” Frank suggested, “our first order of business should be to load Octavian into the nearest catapult and fire him as far away as possible.”

 “Agreed,” Reyna said. “But for now—”

 “He’s intent on war,” Annabethput in. “He’ll have it, unless we stop him”

 Piper turned the blade of her knife. “Unfortunately, that’s not the worst of it. I saw images of a possible future—the camp in flames, Roman and Greek demigods lying dead. And Gaea...” Her voice failed her.

 Percy remembered the god Tartarus in physical form, looming over him. He’d never felt such helplessness and terror. He still burned with shame, remembering how his sword had slipped out of his hand.

 You might as well try to kill the earth, Tartarus had said.

 If Gaea was that powerful, and she had an army of giants at her side, Percy didn’t see how seven demigods could stop her, especially when most of the gods were incapacitated. They had to stop the giants before Gaea woke, or it was game over.

 If the Athena Parthenos was a secret weapon, taking it to Athens was pretty tempting. Heck, Percy kind of liked the coach’s idea of using it as a missile and sending Gaea up in a godly nuclear mushroom cloud.

 Unfortunately, his gut told him that Annabeth was right. The statue belonged back on Long Island, where it might be able to stop the war between the two camps.

 “So Reyna takes the statue,” Percy said. “And we continue on to Athens.”

 Leo shrugged. “Cool with me. But, uh, a few pesky logistical problems. We got what—two weeks until that Roman feast day when Gaea is supposed to rise?”

 “The Feast of Spes,” Jason said. “That’s on the first of August. Today is—”

 “July eighteenth,” Frank offered. “So, yeah, from tomorrow, exactly fourteen days.”

 Hazel winced. “It took us eighteen days to get from Rome to here—a trip that should’ve only taken two or three days, max.”

 “So, given our usual luck,” Leo said, “maybe we have enough time to get the Argo II to Athens, find the giants, and stop them from waking Gaea. Maybe. But how is Reyna supposed to get this massive statue back to Camp Half-Blood before the Greeks and Romans put each other through the blender? She doesn’t even have her pegasus anymore. Uh, sorry—”

 “Fine,” Reyna snapped. She might be treating them like allies rather than enemies, but Percy could tell Reyna still had a not-so-soft spot for Leo, probably because he’d blown up half the Forum in New Rome.

 She took a deep breath. “Unfortunately, Leo is correct. I don’t see how I can transport something so large. I was assuming—well, I was hoping you all would have an answer.”

 “The Labyrinth,” Hazel said. “I—I mean, if Pasiphae really has reopened it, and I think she has. ..” She looked at Percy apprehensively. “Well, you said the Labyrinth could take you anywhere. So maybe—”

 “No.” Percy and Annabeth spoke in unison.

 “Not to shoot you down, Hazel,” Percy said. “If s just...”

 He struggled to find the right words. How could he describe the Labyrinth to someone who’d
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 never explored it? Daedalus had created it to be a living, growing maze. Over the centuries it had spread like the roots of a tree under the entire surface of the world. Sure, it could take you anywhere. Distance inside was meaningless. You could enter the maze in New York, walk ten feet, and exit the maze in Los Angeles—but only if you found a reliable way to navigate. Otherwise the Labyrinth would trick you and try to kill you at every turn. When the tunnel network collapsed after Daedalus died, Percy had been relieved. The idea that the maze was regenerating itself, honeycombing its way under the earth again and providing a spacious new home for monsters.. .that didn’t make him happy. He had enough problems already.

 “For one thing,” he said, “the passages in the Labyrinth are way too small for the Athena Parthenos. There’s no chance you could take it down there—”

 “And even if the maze is reopening,” Annabeth continued, “we don’t know what it might be like now. It was dangerous enough before, under Daedalus’s control, and he wasn’t evil. If Pasiphae has remade the Labyrinth the way she wanted...” She shook her head. “Hazel, maybe your underground senses could guide Reyna through, but no one else would stand a chance. And we need you here. Besides, if you got lost down there—”

 “You’re right,” Hazel said glumly. “Never mind.”

 Reyna cast her eyes around the group. “Other ideas?”

 “I could go,” Frank offered, not sounding very happy about it. “If I’m a praetor, I should go. Maybe we could rig some sort of sled, or—”

 “No, Frank Zhang.” Reyna gave him a weary smile. “I hope we will work side by side in the future, but for now your place is with the crew of this ship. You are one of the seven of the prophecy.”

 “I’m not,” Nico said.

 Everybody stopped eating. Percy stared across the circle at Nico, trying to decide if he was joking.

 Hazel set down her fork. “Nico—”

 “I’ll go with Reyna,” he said. “I can transport the statue with shadow-travel.”

 “Uh...” Percy raised his hand. “I mean, I know you just got all eight of us to the surface, and that was awesome. But a year ago you said transporting just yourself was dangerous and unpredictable. A couple of times you ended up in China. Transporting a forty-foot statue and two people halfway across the world—”

 “I’ve changed since I came back from Tartarus.” Nico’s eyes glittered with anger—more intensely than Percy understood. He wondered if he’d done something to offend the guy.

 “Nico,” Jason intervened, “we’re not questioning your power. We just want to make sure you don’t kill yourself trying.”

 “I can do it,” he insisted. “I’ll make short jumps—a few hundred miles each time. It’s true, after eachjump I won’t be in any shape to fend off monsters. I’ll need Reyna to defend me and the statue.”

 Reyna had an excellent poker face. She studied the group, scanning their faces, but betraying none of her own thoughts. “Any objections?”

 No one spoke.

 “Very well,” she said, with the finality of a judge. If she had a gavel, Percy suspected she would have banged it. “I see no better option. But there will be many monster attacks. I would feel better
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 taking a third person. That’s the optimal number for a quest.”

 “Coach Hedge,” Frank blurted.

 Percy stared at him, not sure he’d heard correctly. “Uh, what, Frank?”

 “The coach is the best choice,” Frank said. “The only choice. He’s a good fighter. He’s a certified protector. He’ll get the job done.”

 “A faun,” Reyna said.

 “Satyr!” barked the coach. “And, yeah, I’ll go. Besides, when you get to Camp Half-Blood, you’ll need somebody with connections and diplomatic skills to keep the Greeks Ifom attacking you. Just let me go make a call—er, I mean, get my baseball bat.”

 He got up and shot Frank an unspoken message that Percy couldn’t quite read. Despite the fact that he’d just been volunteered for a likely suicide mission, the coach looked grateful. He jogged off toward the ship’s ladder, tapping his hooves together like an excited kid.

 Nico rose. “I should go, too, and rest before the first passage. We’ll meet at the statue at sunset.”

 Once he was gone, Hazel frowned. “He’s acting strangely. Fmnot sure he’s thinking this through.”

 “He’ll be okay,” Jason said.

 “I hope you’re right.” She passed her hand over the ground. Diamonds broke the surface—a glittering milky way of stones. “We’re at another crossroads. The Athena Parthenos goes west. The Argo II goes east. I hope we chose correctly.”

 Percy wished he could say something encouraging, but he felt unsettled. Despite all they’d been through and all the battles they’d won, they still seemed no closer to defeating Gaea. Sure, they’d released Thanatos. They’d closed the Doors of Death. At least now they could kill monsters and make them stay in Tartarus for a while. But the giants were back —all the giants.

 “One thing bothers me,” he said. “If the Feast of Spes is in two weeks, and Gaea needs the blood of two demigods to wake—what did Clytius call it? The blood of Olympus?—then aren’t we doing exactly what Gaea wants, heading to Athens? If we don’t go, and she can’t sacrifice any of us, doesn’t that mean she can’t wake up fully?”

 Annabeth took his hand. He drank in the sight of her now that they were back in the mortal world, without the Death Mist, her blond hair catching the sunlight—even if she was still thin and wan, like him, and her gray eyes were stormy with thought.

 “Percy, prophecies cut both ways,” she said. “If we don’t go, we may lose our best and only chance to stop her. Athens is where our battle lies. We can’t avoid it. Besides, trying to thwart prophecies never works. Gaea could capture us somewhere else, or spill the blood of some other demigods.”

 “Yeah, you’re right,” Percy said. “I don’t like it, but you’re right.”

 The mood of the group became as gloomy as Tartarus air, until Piper broke the tension.

 “Well!” She sheathed her blade and patted her cornucopia. “Good picnic. Who wants dessert?”
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 L X X V I I I

 PERCY

 At sunset, Percy found Nico tying ropes around the pedestal of the Athena Parthenos.

 “Thank you,” Percy said.

 Nico frowned. “What for?”

 “You promised to lead the others to the House of Hades,” Percy said. “You did it.”

 Nico tied the ends of the ropes together, making a halter. “You got me out of that bronze jar in Rome. Saved my life yet again. It was the least I could do.”

 His voice was steely, guarded. Percy wished he could figure out what made this guy tick, but he’d never been able to. Nico was no longer the geeky kid from Westover Hall with the Mythomagic cards. Nor was he the angry loner who’d followed the ghost of Minos through the Labyrinth. But who was he?

 “Also,” Percy said, “you visited Bob...”

 He told Nico about their trip through Tartarus. He figured if anyone could understand, Nico could. “You convinced Bob that I could be trusted, even though / never visited him. I never gave him a second thought. You probably saved our lives by being nice to him.”

 “Yeah, well,” Nico said, “not giving people a second thought.. .that can be dangerous.”

 “Dude, I’m trying to say thank you.”

 Nico laughed without humor. “I’m trying to say you don’t need to. Now I need to finish this, if you could give me some space?”

 “Yeah. Yeah, okay.” Percy stepped back while Nico took up the slack on his ropes. He slipped them over his shoulders as if the Athena Parthenos were a giant backpack.

 Percy couldn’t help feeling a little hurt, being told to take a hike. Then again, Nico had been through a lot. The guy had survived in Tartarus on his own. Percy understood firsthand just how much

 strength that must have taken.

 Annabeth walked up the hill to join them. She took Percy’s hand, which made him feel better.

 “Good luck,” she told Nico.

 “Yeah.” He didn’t meet her eyes. “You too.”

 A minute later, Reyna and Coach Hedge arrived in full armor with packs over their shoulders. Reyna looked grim and ready for combat. Coach Hedge grinned like he was expecting a surprise party.

 Reyna gave Annabeth a hug. “We will succeed,” she promised.

 “I know you will,” Annabeth said.

 Coach Hedge shouldered his baseball bat. “Yeah, don’t worry. I’m going to get to camp and see my baby! Uh, I mean I’m going to get this baby to camp!” He patted the leg of the Athena Parthenos.

 “All right,” said Nico. “Grab the ropes, please. Here we go.”

 Reyna and Hedge took hold. The air darkened. The Athena Parthenos collapsed into its own shadow and disappeared, along with its three escorts.

 The Argo II sailed after nightfall.

 They veered southwest until they reached the coast, then splashed down in the Ionian Sea. Percy was relieved to feel the waves beneath him again.

 It would have been a shorter trip to Athens over land, but after the crew’s experience with mountain spirits in Italy, they’d decided not to fly over Gaea’s territory any more than they had to. They would sail around the Greek mainland, following the routes that Greek heroes had taken in the ancient times.

 That was fine with Percy. He loved being back in his father’s element—with the fresh sea air in his lungs and the salty spray on his arms. He stood at the starboard rail and closed his eyes, sensing the currents beneath them. But images of Tartarus kept burning in his mind—the River Phlegethon, the blistered ground where monsters regenerated, the dark forest where arai circled overhead in the blood-mist clouds. Most of all, he thought about a hut in the swamp with a warm fire and racks of drying herbs and drakon jerky. He wondered if that hut was empty now.

 Annabeth pressed next to him at the rail, her warmth reassuring.

 “I know,” she murmured, reading his expression. “I can’t get that place out of my head, either.”

 “Damasen,” Percy said. “And Bob...”

 “I know.” Her voice was fragile. “We have to make their sacrifice worth it. We have to beat Gaea.”

 Percy stared into the night sky. He wished they were looking at it from the beach on Long Island rather than from halfway around the world, sailing toward almost certain death.

 He wondered where Nico, Reyna, and Hedge were now, and how long it would take them to make it back—assuming they survived. He imagined the Romans drawing up battle lines right now, encircling Camp Half-Blood.

 Fourteen days to reach Athens. Then one way or another, the war would be decided.

 Over in the bow, Leo whistled happily as he tinkered withFestus’s mechanical brain, muttering something about a crystal and an astrolabe. Amidships, Piper and Hazel practiced their swordplay,
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 gold and bronze blades ringing in the night. Jason and Frank stood at the helm, talking in low tones— maybe telling stories of the legion, or sharing thoughts on being praetor.

 “We’ve got a good crew,” Percy said. “If I have to sail to my death—”

 “You’re not dying on me, Seaweed Brain,” Annabeth said. “Remember? Never separated again. And after we get home...”

 “What?” Percy asked.

 She kissed him. “Ask me again, once we defeat Gaea.”

 He smiled, happy to have something to look forward to. “Whatever you say.”

 As they sailed farther from the coast, the sky darkened and more stars came out.

 Percy studied the constellations—the ones Annabeth had taught him so many years ago.

 “Bob says hello,” he told the stars.

 The Argo II sailed into the night.
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 Glossary

 Achelous a potamus, or river god

 Aegis Thalia Grace’s terror-inducing shield

 Aeolus god of all winds

 Akhlys Greek goddess of misery; goddess of poisons; controller of the Death Mist; daughter of Chaos and Night

 Alcyoneus the eldest of the giants born to Gaea, destined to fight Pluto

 Alodai twin giants who attempted to storm Mount Olympus by piling three Greek mountains on top of each other. Ares tried to stop them, but he was defeated and imprisoned in a bronze urn, until Hermes rescued him. Artemis later brought about the giants’ destruction when she raced between them in the form of a deer. They both took aim with their spears, but missed and instead struck each other.

 Aphrodite the Greek goddess of love and beauty. She was married to Hephaestus, but she loved Ares, the god of war. Roman form: Venus

 Aquilo Roman god of the North Wind. Greek form: Boreas

 Arachne a weaver who claimed to have skills superior to Athena’s. This angered the goddess, who destroyed Arachne’s tapestry and loom Arachne hung herself, and Athena brought her back to life as a spider.

 arai female spirits of curses; wrinkled hags with batlike wings, brass talons, and glowing red eyes; daughters of Nyx (Night)

 Archimedes a Greek mathematician, physicist, engineer, inventor, and astronomer who lived

 between 287-212 bce and is regarded as one of the leading scientists in classical antiquity; he discovered how to determine the volume of a sphere

 Ares the Greek god of war; the son of Zeus and Hera, and half brother to Athena. Roman form: Mars

 argentum silver; the name of one of Reyna’s two metallic greyhounds that can detect lies

 Argo II the fantastical ship built by Leo, which can both sail and fly and has Festus the bronze dragon as its figurehead. The ship was named after the Argo , the vessel used by a band of Greek heroes who accompanied Jason on his quest to find the Golden Fleece.

 Argonauts in Greek mythology, a band of heroes who sailed with Jason on the Argo, in search of the Golden Fleece

 Ariadne a daughter of Minos who helped Theseus escape from the Labyrinth

 Anon an incredibly fast magical horse that runs wild and free, but occasionally answers Hazel’s summons; his favorite snack is gold nuggets
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 astrolabe an instrument used to navigate based on the position of planets and stars

 Athena the Greek goddess of wisdom. Roman form: Minerva

 Athena Part he nos a giant statue of Athena, the most famous Greek statue of all time

 augury a sign of something coming, an omen; the practice of divining the future

 aurum gold; the name of one of Reyna’s two metallic greyhounds that can detect lies

 Auster Roman god of the South Wind. Greek form: Notus

 Bacchus the Roman god of wine and revelry. Greek form: Dionysus

 ballista (ballistae, pi.) a Roman missile siege weapon that launched a large projectile at a distant target {see also scorpion ballista)

 barracks the living quarters of Roman soldiers Bellona a Roman goddess of war

 Boreads Calais and Zethes, sons of Boreas, god of the North Wind Boreas god of the North Wind. Roman form: Aquilo braccae Latin for trousers

 Bunker Nine a hidden workshop Leo discovered at Camp Half-Blood, filled with tools and weapons. It is at least two hundred years old and was used during the Demigod Civil War.

 Cadmus a demigod whom Ares turned into a snake when Cadmus killed his dragon son

 Calypso the goddess nymph of the mythical island of Ogygia; a daughter of the Titan Atlas. She detained the hero Odysseus for many years.

 Camp Half-Blood the training ground for Greek demigods, located on Long Island, New York

 Camp Jupiter the training ground for Roman demigods, located between the Oakland Hills and the Berkeley Hills, in California

 catapult a military machine used to hurl objects

 Celestial bronze a rare metal deadly to monsters

 centaur a race of creatures that is half human, half horse

 centurion an officer of the Roman army

 Ceres the Roman goddess of agriculture. Greek form: Demeter

 charmspeak a blessing bestowed by Aphrodite on her children that enables them to persuade others with their voice

 chiton a Greek garment; a sleeveless piece of linen or wool secured at the shoulders by brooches and at the waist by a belt

 Circe a Greek goddess of magic

 Clytius a giant created by Gaea to absorb and defeat all of Hecate’s magic Cocytus the River of Lamentation in Tartarus, made of pure misery cohort one of ten divisions in a Roman legion; a group of soldiers

 Colosseum an elliptical amphitheater in the center of Rome, Italy. Capable of seating fifty thousand spectators, the Colosseum was used for gladiatorial contests and public spectacles, such as
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 mock sea battles, animal hunts, executions, reenactments of famous battles, and dramas.

 cornucopia a large horn-shaped container overflowing with edibles or wealth in some form The cornucopia was created when Heracles (Roman: Hercules) wrestled with the river god Achelous and wrenched off one of his horns.

 Cupid Roman god of love. Greek form: Eros

 Cyclops a member of a primordial race of giants (Cyclopes, pi.), each with a single eye in the middle of his or her forehead

 Daedalus in Greek mythology, a skilled craftsman who created the Labyrinth on Crete in which the Minotaur (part man, part bull) was kept

 Damasen giant son of Tartarus and Gaea; created to oppose Ares; condemned to Tartarus for slaying a drakon that was ravaging the land

 Demeter the Greek goddess of agriculture; a daughter of the Titans Rhea and Kronos. Roman form: Ceres

 denarius (denarii, pi.) the most common coin in the Roman currency system

 Diocletian the last great pagan emperor, and the first to retire peacefully; a demigod (son of Jupiter). According to legend, his scepter could raise a ghost army.

 Diomede s a principal Greek hero in the Trojan War

 Dionysus the Greek god of wine and revelry; a son of Zeus. Roman form: Bacchus

 Doors of Death the doorway to the House of Hades, located in Tartarus. The Doors have two sides —one in the mortal world and one in the Underworld.

 drachma the silver coin of Ancient Greece

 drakon a gigantic yellow and green serpent-like monster, with frills around its neck, reptilian eyes, and huge talons; it spits poison

 dryads tree nymphs

 Earthborn Gegenees in Greek; monsters that wear only a loincloth and have six arms

 eidolons possessing spirits

 Elysium the section of the Underworld where those who are blessed by the gods are sent to rest in eternal peace after death

 empousa a vampire with fangs, claws, a bronze left leg, a donkey right leg, hair made of fire, and skin as white as bone. Empousai [pi.] have the ability to manipulate the Mist, change shape, and charmspeak in order to attract their mortal victims.

 Epirus a region presently in northwestern Greece and southern Albania

 Eris goddess of strife

 Eros Greek god of love. Roman form: Cupid

 faun a Roman forest god, part goat and part man. Greek form: satyr

 Favonius Roman god of the West Wind. Greek form: Zephyros

 Fields of Asphodel the section of the Underworld where people who lived neither a good nor a bad life are sent after death
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 Fields of Punishment the section of the Underworld where people who were evil during their lives are sent after death to face eternal punishment for their crimes

 Furies Roman goddesses of vengeance; usually characterized as three sisters—Alecto, Tisiphone, and Megaera; the children of Gaia and Uranus. They reside in the Underworld, tormenting evildoers and sinners. Greek form: the Erinyes

 Gaea the Greek earth goddess; mother of Titans, giants, Cyclopes, and other monsters. Roman form: Terra

 Geras god of old age

 Geryon a monster with three bodies that was slain by Heracles/Hercules

 gladius a short sword

 Graecus the word Romans used for Greek

 greaves shin armor

 Greek fire an incendiary weapon used in naval battles because it can continue burning in water

 gris-gris In this New Orleans Voodoo practice named after the French word for gray ( gris ), special herbs and other ingredients are combined and put into a small red flannel bag that is worn or stored to restore the balance between the black and white aspects of a person’s life.

 gryphon a creature with the forequarters (including talons) and wings of an eagle and the hindquarters of a lion

 Hades the Greek god of death and riches. Roman form: Pluto

 Hannibal a Carthaginian commander who lived between 247 and 183/182 bce and is generally considered to be one of the greatest military strategists in history. One of his most famous achievements was marching an army, which included war elephants, from Iberia over the Pyrenees and the Alps into northern Italy.

 harpy a winged female creature that snatches things

 Hecate goddess of magic and crossroads; controls the Mist; daughter of Titans Perses and Asteria Hemera goddess of day; daughter of Night

 Hephaestus the Greek god of fire and crafts and of blacksmiths; the son of Zeus and Hera, and married to Aphrodite. Roman form: Vulcan

 Hera the Greek goddess of marriage; Zeus’s wife and sister. Roman form: Juno Heracles the son of Zeus and Alcmene; the strongest of all mortals. Roman form: Hercules Hercules the son of Jupiter and Alcmene, who was born with great strength. Greek form: Heracles

 Hermes Greek god of travelers; guide to spirits of the dead; god of communication. Roman form: Mercury

 Hesiod a Greek poet who speculated that it would take nine days to fall to the bottom of Tartarus

 Horatius a Roman general who single-handedly held off a horde of invaders, sacrificing himself on a bridge to keep the barbarians from crossing the Tiber River. By giving his fellow Romans time to finish their defenses, he saved the Republic.

 House of Hades a place in the Underworld where Hades, the Greek god of death, and his wife, Persephone, rule over the souls of the departed; an old temple in Epirus in Greece
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 Hyperion one of the twelve Titans; Titan lord of the east Hypnos Greek god of sleep. Roman form: Somnus

 hypogeumthe area under a coliseum that housed set pieces and machinery used for special effects

 Iapetus one of the twelve Titans; lord of the west; his name means the Piercer. When Percy fought him in Hades’s realm, Iapetus fell into the River Lethe and lost his memory; Percy renamed him Bob.

 ichor the golden fluid that is the blood of gods and immortals

 Imperial gold a rare metal deadly to monsters, consecrated at the Pantheon; its existence was a closely guarded secret of the emperors

 Janus Roman god of doorways, beginnings, and transitions; depicted as having two faces, because he looks to the future and to the past

 Juno the Roman goddess of women, marriage, and fertility; sister and wife of Jupiter; mother of Mars. Greek form: Hera

 Jupiter the Roman king of the gods; also called Jupiter Optimus Maximus (the best and the greatest). Greek form: Zeus

 Kampe a monster with the upper body of a snake-haired woman and the lower body of a drakon; appointed by the Titan Kronos to guard the Cyclopes of Tartarus. Zeus slew her and freed the giants from their prison to aid him in his war against the Titans.

 katobleps a cow monster whose name means “down-looker” (katoblepones, pi.). They were

 accidentally imported to Venice from Africa. They eat poisonous roots that grow by the canals and have a poisonous gaze and poisonous breath.

 Katoptris Piper’s dagger

 Kerkopes a pair of chimpanzee-like dwarfs who steal shiny things and create chaos Khione the Greek goddess of snow; daughter of Boreas Koios one of the twelve Titans; Titan lord of the north Krios one of the twelve Titans; Titan lord of the south

 Kronos the youngest of the twelve Titans; the son of Ouranos and Gaea; the father of Zeus. He killed his father at his mother’s bidding. Titan lord of fate, harvest, justice, and time. Roman form: Saturn

 Labyrinth an underground maze originally built on the island of Crete by the craftsman Daedalus to hold the Minotaur (part man, part bull)

 Laistrygonian giant a monstrous cannibal from the far north Lar a house god, ancestral spirit (Lares, pi.) legionnaire Roman soldier lemures Roman term for angry ghosts

 Leto daughter of the Titan Koios; mother of Artemis and Apollo with Zeus; goddess of motherhood

 Lotus Hotel a casino in Las Vegas where Percy, Annabeth, and Grover lost valuable time during their quest after eating enchanted lotus blossoms

 Mansion of Night Nyx’s palace
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 manticore a creature with a human head, a lion’s body, and a scorpion’s tail

 Mars the Roman god of war; also called Mars Ultor. Patron of the empire; divine father of Romulus and Remus. Greek form: Ares

 Medea a follower of Hecate and one of the great sorceresses of the ancient world

 Mercury Roman messenger of the gods; god of trade, profit, and commerce. Greek form: Hermes

 Minerva the Roman goddess of wisdom. Greek form: Athena

 Minos king of Crete; son of Zeus; every year he made King Aegus pick seven boys and seven girls to be sent to the Labyrinth, where they would be eaten by the Minotaur. After his death he became a judge in the Underworld.

 Minotaur a monster with the head of a bull on the body of a man Mist a magic force that disguises things from mortals

 Mount Tamalpais the site in the Bay Area (Northern California) where the Titans built a palace naiads water nymphs

 Necromanteion the Oracle of Death, or House of Hades in Greek; a multileveled temple where people went to consult with the dead

 Neptune the Roman god of the sea. Greek form: Poseidon

 New Rome a community near Camp Jupiter where demigods can live together in peace, without interference from mortals or monsters

 Notus Greek god of the South Wind. Roman form: Auster numina montanum Roman mountain god ( montana , pi). Greek form: ourae nymph a female nature deity who animates nature nymphaeum a shrine to nymphs

 Nyx goddess of night; one of the ancient, firstborn elemental gods

 Odysseus legendary Greek king of Ithaca and the hero of Homer’s epic poem The Odyssey. Roman form: Ulysses

 Ogygia the island home—and prison—of the nymph Calypso ourae Greek for mountain god. Roman form: numina montanum Ouranos father of the Titans

 Pasiphae the wife of Minos, cursed to fall in love with his prize bull and give birth to the Minotaur (part man, part bull); mistress of magical herbal arts

 Pegasus in Greek mythology, a winged divine horse; sired by Poseidon, in his role as horse-god, and foaled by the Gorgon Medusa; the brother of Chrysaor

 Periclymenus an Argonaut, the son of two demigods, and the grandson of Poseidon, who granted him the ability to change into various animals

 peristyle entrance to an emperor’s private residence

 Persephone the Greek queen of the Underworld; wife of Hades; daughter of Zeus and Demeter. Roman form: Proserpine

 phalanx a compact body of heavily armed troops
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 Phlegethon the River of Fire that flows from Hades’s realm down into Tartarus; it keeps the wicked alive so they can endure the torments of the Fields of Punishment

 pilum (pila, pi.) a javelin used by the Roman army

 Pluto the Roman god of death and riches. Greek form: Hades

 Polybotes the giant son of Gaea, the Earth Mother

 Polyphemus the gigantic one-eyed son of Poseidon and Thoosa; one of the Cyclopes

 Porphyrion the king of the giants in Greek and Roman mythology

 Poseidon the Greek god of the sea; son of the Titans Kronos and Rhea, and brother of Zeus and Hades. Roman form: Neptune

 praetor an elected Roman magistrate and commander of the army

 Proserpine Roman queen of the Underworld. Greek form: Persephone

 Psyche a young mortal woman who fell in love with Eros and was forced by his mother, Aphrodite, to earn her way back to him

 quoits a game in which players toss hoops at a stake

 Riptide the name of Percy Jackson’s sword; Anaklusmos in Greek

 River Acheron the fifth river of the Underworld; the river of pain; the ultimate punishment for the souls of the damned

 River Lethe one of several rivers in the Underworld; drinking from it will make someone forget his identity

 Romulus and Remus the twin sons of Mars and the priestess Rhea Silvia. They were thrown into the River Tiber by their human father, Amulius, and were rescued and raised by a she-wolf. Upon reaching adulthood, they founded Rome.

 Saturn the Roman god of agriculture; the son of Uranus and Gaea, and the father of Jupiter. Greek form: Kronos

 satyr a Greek forest god, part goat and part man. Roman equivalent: faun

 Scipio Reyna’s pegasus

 Sciron an infamous robber who ambushed passersby and forced them to wash his feet as a toll.

 When they knelt, he kicked his victims into the sea, where they were eaten by a giant turtle.

 scorpion ballista a Roman missile siege weapon that launches a large projectile at a distant target

 Senatus Populusque Romanus (spqr) meaning “The Senate and People of Rome,” it refers to the government of the Roman Republic and is used as an official emblem of Rome

 shadow-travel a form of transportation that allows creatures of the Underworld and children of Hades to travel to any desired place on earth or in the Underworld, although it makes the user extremely fatigued

 Sibylline Books a collection of prophecies in rhyme written in Greek. Tarquinius Superbus, a king of Rome, bought them from a prophetess named Sibyl and consulted them in times of great danger.

 spatha a heavy sword used by Roman cavalry

 Spes goddess of hope; the Feast of Spes, the Day of Hope, falls on August 1
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 stela (stelae, pi.) an inscribed stone used as a monument

 Stygian iron a magical metal, forged in the River Styx, capable of absorbing the very essence of monsters and injuring mortals, gods, Titans, and giants. It has a significant effect on ghosts and creatures from the Underworld.

 Tantalus In Greek mythology, this king was such a good friend of the gods that he was allowed to dine at their table—until he spilled their secrets on earth. He was sent to the Underworld, where his curse was to be stuck in a pool of water under a fruit tree, but never to be able to drink or eat.

 Tartarus husband of Gaea; spirit of the abyss; father of the giants

 telkhine a sea demon with flippers instead of hands, and a dog’s head

 Tempest Jason’s friend; a storm spirit in the form of a horse

 Terminus the Roman god of boundaries and landmarks

 Terra the Roman goddess of the Earth. Greek form: Gaea

 Thanatos the Greek god of death; servant of Hades. Roman form: Letus

 Theseus a king of Athens who was known for many exploits, including killing the Minotaur

 Three Fates In Greek mythology, even before there were gods, there were the Fates: Clotho, who spins the thread of life; Lachesis, the measurer, who determines how long a life will be; and Atropos, who cuts the thread of life with her shears.

 Tiber River the third-longest river in Italy. Rome was founded on its banks. In Ancient Rome, executed criminals were thrown into the river.

 Tiberius was emperor of Rome from 14-37 ce. He was one of Rome’s greatest generals, but he came to be remembered as a reclusive and somber ruler who never really wanted to be emperor.

 Titans a race of powerful Greek deities, descendants of Gaea and Uranus, who ruled during the Golden Age and were overthrown by a race of younger gods, the Olympians

 Triptolemus god of farming; he aided Demeter when she was searching for her daughter, Persephone, who was kidnapped by Hades

 trireme an Ancient Greek or Roman warship, having three tiers of oars on each side

 Trojan Horse a tale from the Trojan War about a huge wooden horse that the Greeks built and left near Troy with a select force of men inside. After the Trojans pulled the horse into their city as a victory trophy, the Greeks emerged at night, let the rest of their army into Troy, and destroyed it, decisively ending the war.

 Trojan War In Greek mythology, the Trojan War was waged against the city of Troy by the

 Achaeans (Greeks) after Paris of Troy took Helen from her husband, Menelaus, king of Sparta.

 venti air spirits

 Venus the Roman goddess of love and beauty. She was married to Vulcan, but she loved Mars, the god of war. Greek form: Aphrodite

 Vulcan the Roman god of fire and crafts and of blacksmiths; the son of Jupiter and Juno, and married to Venus. Greek form: Hephaestus
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 Wolf House where Percy Jackson was trained as a Roman demigod by Lupa Zephyros Greek god of the West Wind. Roman form: Favonius Zeus Greek god of the sky and king of the gods. Roman form: Jupiter
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 Coming Fall 2014

 The Heroes of Olympus, Book Five THE BLOOD OF OLYMPUS
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 FROM THE NEW YORK TIMES #1 BEST-SELLING AUTHOR

 Don’t miss Rick Riordan’s hit series, The Kane Chronicles! Keep reading for a preview of book

 one in the series, The Red Pyramid.

 RICK RIORDAN
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 1. A Death at the Needle

 C

 A

 R

 T

 E

 R

 We only have a few hours, so listen carefully.

 If you’re hearing this story, you’re already in danger. Sadie and I might be your only chance.

 Go to the school. Find the locker. I won’t tell you which school or which locker, because if you’re the right person, you’ll find it. The combination is 13/32/33. By the time you finish listening, you’ll know what those numbers mean. Just remember the story we’re about to tell you isn’t complete yet. How it ends will depend on you.

 The most important thing: when you open the package and find what’s inside, don’t keep it longer than a week. Sure, it’ll be tempting. I mean, it will grant you almost unlimited power. But if you possess it too long, it will consume you. Learn its secrets quickly and pass it on. Hide it for the next person, the way Sadie and I did for you. Then be prepared for your life to get very interesting.

 Okay, Sadie is telling me to stop stalling and get on with the story. Fine. I guess it started in London, the night our dad blew up the British Museum.

 My name is Carter Kane. I’m fourteen and my home is a suitcase.

 You think I’m kidding? Since I was eight years old, my dad and I have traveled the world. I was born in L.A. but my dad’s an archaeologist, so his work takes him all over. Mostly we go to Egypt, since that’s his specialty. Go into a bookstore, find a book about Egypt, there’s a pretty good chance it was written by Dr. Julius Kane. You want to know how Egyptians pulled the brains out of mummies, or built the pyramids, or cursed King Tut’s tomb? My dad is your man. Of course, there are other reasons my dad moved around so much, but I didn’t know his secret back then.

 I didn’t go to school. My dad homeschooled me, if you can call it “home” schooling when you don’t have a home. He sort of taught me whatever he thought was important, so I learned a lot about Egypt and basketball stats and my dad’s favorite musicians. I read a lot, too—pretty much anything I could get my hands on, from dad’s history books to fantasy novels—because I spent a lot of time sitting around in hotels and airports and dig sites in foreign countries where I didn’t know anybody. My dad was always telling me to put the book down and play some ball. You ever try to start a game of pick-up basketball in Aswan, Egypt? It’s not easy.

 Anyway, my dad trained me early to keep all my possessions in a single suitcase that fits in an airplane’s overhead compartment. My dad packed the same way, except he was allowed an extra workbag for his archaeology tools. Rule number one: I was not allowed to look in his workbag. That’s a rule I never broke until the day of the explosion.

 It happened on Christmas Eve. We were in London for visitation day with my sister, Sadie.

 See, Dad’s only allowed two days a year with her—one in the winter, one in the summer— because our grandparents hate him. After our mom died, her parents (our grandparents) had this big court battle with Dad. After six lawyers, two fistfights, and a near fatal attack with a spatula (don’t ask), they won the right to keep Sadie with them in England. She was only six, two years younger than me, and they couldn’t keep us both—at least that was their excuse for not taking me. So Sadie was raised as a British schoolkid, and I traveled around with my dad. We only saw Sadie twice a year, which was fine with me.

 [Shut up, Sadie. Yes—I’m getting to that part.]

 So anyway, my dad and I had just flown into Heathrow after a couple of delays. It was a drizzly, cold afternoon. The whole taxi ride into the city, my dad seemed kind of nervous.

 Now, my dad is a big guy. You wouldn’t think anything could make him nervous. He has dark brown skin like mine, piercing brown eyes, a bald head, and a goatee, so he looks like a buff evil scientist. That afternoon he wore his cashmere winter coat and his best brown suit, the one he used for public lectures. Usually he exudes so much confidence that he dominates any room he walks into, but sometimes—like that afternoon—I saw another side to him that I didn’t really understand. He kept looking over his shoulder like we were being hunted.

 “Dad?” I said as we were getting off the A-40. “What’s wrong?”

 “No sign of them,” he muttered. Then he must’ve realized he’d spoken aloud, because he looked at me kind of startled. “Nothing, Carter. Everything’s fine.”

 Which bothered me because my dad’s a terrible liar. I always knew when he was hiding something, but I also knew no amount of pestering would get the truth out of him. He was probably trying to protect me, though from what I didn’t know. Sometimes I wondered if he had some dark secret in his past, some old enemy following him, maybe; but the idea seemed ridiculous. Dad was just an archaeologist.

 The other thing that troubled me: Dad was clutching his workbag. Usually when he does that, it means we’re in danger. Like the time gunmen stormed our hotel in Cairo. I heard shots coming from the lobby and ran downstairs to check on my dad. By the time I got there, he was just calmly zipping up his workbag while three unconscious gunmen hung by their feet from the chandelier, their robes falling over their heads so you could see their boxer shorts. Dad claimed not to have witnessed anything, and in the end the police blamed a freak chandelier malfunction.

 Another time, we got caught in a riot in Paris. My dad found the nearest parked car, pushed me into the backseat, and told me to stay down. I pressed myself against the floorboards and kept my eyes shut tight. I could hear Dad in the driver’s seat, rummaging in his bag, mumbling something to himself while the mob yelled and destroyed things outside. A few minutes later he told me it was safe to get up. Every other car on the block had been overturned and set on fire. Our car had been freshly washed and polished, and several twenty-euro notes had been tucked under the windshield wipers.
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 Anyway, I’d come to respect the bag. It was our good luck charm But when my dad kept it close, it meant we were going to need good luck.

 We drove through the city center, heading east toward my grandparents’ flat. We passed the golden gates of Buckingham Palace, the big stone column in Trafalgar Square. London is a pretty cool place, but after you’ve traveled for so long, all cities start to blend together. Other kids I meet sometimes say, “Wow, you’re so lucky you get to travel so much.” But it’s not like we spend our time sightseeing or have a lot of money to travel in style. We’ve stayed in some pretty rough places, and we hardly ever stay anywhere longer than a few days. Most of the time it feels like we’re fugitives rather than tourists.

 I mean, you wouldn’t think my dad’s work was dangerous. He does lectures on topics like “Can Egyptian Magic Really Kill You?” and “Favorite Punishments in the Egyptian Underworld” and other stuff most people wouldn’t care about. But like I said, there’s that other side to him. He’s always very cautious, checking every hotel room before he lets me walk into it. He’ll dart into a museum to see some artifacts, take a few notes, and rush out again like he’s afraid to be caught on security cameras.

 One time when I was younger, we raced across the Charles de Gaulle airport to catch a last-minute flight, and Dad didn’t relax until the plane was off the ground, I asked him point blank what he was running from, and he looked at me like I’d just pulled the pin out of a grenade. For a second I was scared he might actually tell me the truth. Then he said, “Carter, it’s nothing.” As if “nothing” were the most terrible thing in the world.

 After that, I decided maybe it was better not to ask questions.

 My grandparents, the Fausts, lived in a housing development near Canary Wharf, right on the banks of the River Thames. The taxi let us off at the curb, and my dad asked the driver to wait.

 We were halfway up the walk when Dad froze. He turned and looked behind us.

 “What?” I asked.

 Then I saw the man in the trench coat. He was across the street, leaning against a big dead tree. He was barrel shaped, with skin the color of roasted coffee. His coat and black pinstriped suit looked expensive. He had long braided hair and wore a black fedora pulled down low over his dark round glasses. He reminded me of a jazz musician, the kind my dad would always drag me to see in concert. Even though I couldn’t see his eyes, I got the impression he was watching us. He might’ve been an old friend or colleague of Dad’s. No matter where we went, Dad was always running into people he knew. But it did seem strange that the guy was waiting here, outside my grandparents’. And he didn’t look happy.

 “Carter,” my dad said, “go on ahead.”

 “But—”

 “Get your sister. I’ll meet you back at the taxi.”

 He crossed the street toward the man in the trench coat, which left me with two choices: follow my dad and see what was going on, or do what I was told.

 I decided on the slightly less dangerous path. I went to retrieve my sister.

 Before I could even knock, Sadie opened the door.


 
[image: picture385] 




 “Late as usual,” she said.

 She was holding her cat, Muffin, who’d been a “going away” gift from Dad six years before. Muffin never seemed to get older or bigger. She had fuzzy yellow-and-black fur like a miniature leopard, alert yellow eyes, and pointy ears that were too tall for her head. A silver Egyptian pendant dangled from her collar. She didn’t look anything like a muffin, but Sadie had been little when she named her, so I guess you have to cut her some slack.

 Sadie hadn’t changed much either since last summer.

 [As I’m recording this, she’s standing next to me, glaring, so I guess I’d better be careful how I describe her.]

 You would never guess she’s my sister. First of all, she’d been living in England so long, she has a British accent. Second, she takes after our mom, who was white, so Sadie’s skin is much lighter than mine. She has straight caramel-colored hair, not exactly blond but not brown, which she usually dyes with streaks of bright colors. That day it had red streaks down the left side. Her eyes are blue. I’m serious. Blue eyes, just like our mom’s. She’s only twelve, but she’s exactly as tall as me, which is really annoying. She was chewing gum as usual, dressed for her day out with Dad in battered jeans, a leather jacket, and combat boots, like she was going to a concert and was hoping to stomp on some people. She had headphones dangling around her neck in case we bored her.

 [Okay, she didn’t hit me, so I guess I did an okay job of describing her.]

 “Our plane was late,” I told her.

 She popped a bubble, rubbed Muffin’s head, and tossed the cat inside. “Gran, going out!”

 From somewhere in the house, Grandma Faust muttered something I couldn’t make out, probably “Don’t let them in!”

 Sadie closed the door and regarded me as if I were a dead mouse her cat had just dragged in. “So, here you are again.”

 “Yep.”

 “Come on, then.” She sighed. “Fet’s get on with it.”

 That’s the way she was. No “Hi, how you been the last six months? So glad to see you!” or anything. But that was okay with me. When you only see each other twice a year, it’s like you’re distant cousins rather than siblings. We had absolutely nothing in common except our parents.

 We trudged down the steps. I was thinking how she smelled like a combination of old people’s house and bubble gum when she stopped so abruptly, I ran into her.

 “Who’s that?” she asked.

 I’d almost forgotten about the dude in the trench coat. He and my dad were standing across the street next to the big tree, having what looked like a serious argument. Dad’s back was turned so I couldn’t see his face, but he gestured with his hands like he does when he’s agitated. The other guy scowled and shook his head.

 “Dunno,” I said. “He was there when we pulled up.”

 “He looks familiar.” Sadie frowned like she was trying to remember. “Come on.”

 “Dad wants us to wait in the cab,” I said, even though I knew it was no use. Sadie was already on the move.

 Instead of going straight across the street, she dashed up the sidewalk for half a block, ducking
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 behind cars, then crossed to the opposite side and crouched under a low stone wall. She started sneaking toward our dad. I didn’t have much choice but to follow her example, but it made me feel kind of stupid.

 “Six years in England,” I muttered, “and she thinks she’s James Bond.”

 Sadie swatted me without looking back and kept creeping forward.

 A couple more steps and we were right behind the big dead tree. I could hear my dad on the other side, saying, “—have to, Amos. You know it’s the right thing.”

 “No,” said the other man, who must’ve been Amos. His voice was deep and even—very insistent. His accent was American. “If / don’t stop you, Julius, they will. The Per Ankh is shadowing you.”

 Sadie turned to me and mouthed the words “Per what?”

 I shook my head, just as mystified. “Let’s get out of here,” I whispered, because I figured we’d be spotted any minute and get in serious trouble. Sadie, of course, ignored me.

 “They don’t know my plan,” my father was saying. “By the time they figure it out—”

 “And the children?” Amos asked. The hairs stood up on the back of my neck. “What about them?”

 “I’ve made arrangements to protect them,” my dad said. “Besides, if I don’t do this, we’re all in danger. Now, back off.”

 “I can’t, Julius.”

 “Then it’s a duel you want?” Dad’s tone turned deadly serious. “You never could beat me, Amos.”

 I hadn’t seen my dad get violent since the Great Spatula Incident, and I wasn’t anxious to see a repeat of that, but the two men seemed to be edging toward a fight.

 Before I could react, Sadie popped up and shouted, “Dad!”

 He looked surprised when she tackle-hugged him, but not nearly as surprised as the other guy, Amos. He backed up so quickly, he tripped over his own trench coat.

 He’d taken off his glasses. I couldn’t help thinking that Sadie was right. He did look familiar— like a very distant memory.

 “I—I must be going,” he muttered. He straightened his fedora and lumbered down the road.

 Our dad watched him go. He kept one arm protectively around Sadie and one hand inside the workbag slung over his shoulder. Finally, when Amos disappeared around the corner, Dad relaxed. He took his hand out of the bag and smiled at Sadie. “Hello, sweetheart.”

 Sadie pushed away from him and crossed her arms. “Oh, now it’s sweetheart, is it? You’re late. Visitation Day’s nearly over! And what was that about? Who’s Amos, and what’s the Per Ank h?”

 Dad stiffened. He glanced at me like he was wondering how much we’d overheard.

 “It’s nothing,” he said, trying to sound upbeat. “I have a wonderful evening planned. Wfio’d like a private tour of the British Museum?”

 Sadie slumped in the back of the taxi between Dad and me.

 “I can’t believe it,” she grumbled. “One evening together, and you want to do research.”
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 Dad tried for a smile. “Sweetheart, it’ll be fun. The curator of the Egyptian collection personally invited—”

 “Right, big surprise.” Sadie blew a strand of red-streaked hair out of her face. “Christmas Eve, and we’re going to see some moldy old relics from Egypt. Do you ever think about anything else?”

 Dad didn’t get mad. He never gets mad at Sadie. He just stared out the window at the darkening sky and the rain.

 “Yes,” he said quietly. “I do.”

 Whenever Dad got quiet like that and stared off into nowhere, I knew he was thinking about our mom. The last few months, it had been happening a lot. I’d walk into our hotel room and find him with his cell phone in his hands, Mom’s picture smiling up at him from the screen—her hair tucked under a headscarf, her blue eyes startlingly bright against the desert backdrop.

 Or we’d be at some dig site. I’d see Dad staring at the horizon, and I’d know he was remembering how he’d met her—two young scientists in the Valley of the Kings, on a dig to discover a lost tomb. Dad was an Egyptologist. Mom was an anthropologist looking for ancient DNA. He’d told me the story a thousand times.

 Our taxi snaked its way along the banks of the Thames. Just past Waterloo Bridge, my dad tensed.

 “Driver,” he said. “Stop here a moment.”

 The cabbie pulled over on the Victoria Embankment.

 “What is it, Dad?” I asked.

 He got out of the cab like he hadn’t heard me. When Sadie and I joined him on the sidewalk, he was staring up at Cleopatra’s Needle.

 In case you’ve never seen it: the Needle is an obelisk, not a needle, and it doesn’t have anything to do with Cleopatra. I guess the British just thought the name sounded cool when they brought it to London. It’s about seventy feet tall, which would’ve been really impressive back in Ancient Egypt, but on the Thames, with all the tall buildings around, it looks small and sad. You could drive right by it and not even realize you’d just passed something that was a thousand years older than the city of London.

 “God.” Sadie walked around in a frustrated circle. “Do we have to stop for every monument?”

 My dad stared at the top of the obelisk. “I had to see it again,” he murmured. “Where it happened...”

 A freezing wind blew off the river. I wanted to get back in the cab, but my dad was really starting to worry me. I’d never seen him so distracted.

 “What, Dad?” I asked. “What happened here?”

 “The last place I saw her.”

 Sadie stopped pacing. She scowled at me uncertainly, then back at Dad. “Hang on. Do you mean Mum?”

 Dad brushed Sadie’s hair behind her ear, and she was so surprised, she didn’t even push him away.

 I felt like the rain had frozen me solid. Mom’s death had always been a forbidden subject. I knew she’d died in an accident in London. I knew my grandparents blamed my dad. But no one would
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 ever tell us the details. I’d given up asking my dad, partly because it made him so sad, partly because he absolutely refused to tell me anything. “When you’re older” was all he would say, which was the most frustrating response ever.

 “You’re telling us she died here,” I said. “At Cleopatra’s Needle? What happened?”

 He lowered his head.

 “Dad!” Sadie protested. “I go past this every day, and you mean to say—all this time—and I didn’t even knowT

 “Do you still have your cat?” Dad asked her, which seemed like a really stupid question.

 “Of course I’ve still got the cat!” she said. “What does that have to do with anything?”

 “And your amulet?”

 Sadie’s hand went to her neck. When we were little, right before Sadie went to live with our grandparents, Dad had given us both Egyptian amulets. Mine was an Eye of Horus, which was a popular protection symbol in Ancient Egypt.
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 In fact my dad says the modern pharmacist’s symbol, Rx, is a simplified version of the Eye of Horus, because medicine is supposed to protect you.

 Anyway, I always wore my amulet under my shirt, but I figured Sadie would’ve lost hers or thrown it away.

 To my surprise, she nodded. “’Course I have it, Dad, but don’t change the subject. Gran’s always going on about how you caused Mum’s death. That’s not true, is it?”

 We waited. For once, Sadie and I wanted exactly the same thing—the truth.

 “The night your mother died,” my father started, “here at the Needle—”

 A sudden flash illuminated the embankment. I turned, half blind, and just for a moment I glimpsed two figures: a tall pale man with a forked beard and wearing cream-colored robes, and a copperyskinned girl in dark blue robes and a headscarf—the kind of clothes I’d seen hundreds of times in Egypt. They were just standing there side by side, not twenty feet away, watching us. Then the light faded. The figures melted into a fuzzy afterimage. When my eyes readjusted to the darkness, they were gone.

 “Urn...” Sadie said nervously. “Did you just see that?”

 “Get in the cab,” my dad said, pushing us toward the curb. “We’re out of time.”

 From that point on, Dad clammed up.

 “This isn’t the place to talk,” he said, glancing behind us. He’d promised the cabbie an extra ten pounds if he got us to the museum in under five minutes, and the cabbie was doing his best.

 “Dad,” I tried, “those people at the river—”

 “And the other bloke, Amos,” Sadie said. “Are they Egyptian police or something?”

 “Look, both of you,” Dad said, “I’m going to need your help tonight. I know it’s hard, but you have to be patient. I’ll explain everything, I promise, after we get to the museum. I’m going to make
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 everything right again.”

 “What do you mean?” Sadie insisted. “Make what right?”

 Dad’s expression was more than sad. It was almost guilty. With a chill, I thought about what Sadie had said: about our grandparents blaming him for Mom’s death. That couldn ’t be what he was talking about, could it?

 The cabbie swerved onto Great Russell Street and screeched to a halt in front of the museum’s main gates.

 “Just follow my lead,” Dad told us. “When we meet the curator, act normal.”

 I was thinking that Sadie never acted normal, but I decided not to say that.

 We climbed out of the cab. I got our luggage while Dad paid the driver with a big wad of cash. Then he did something strange. He threw a handful of small objects into the backseat—they looked like stones, but it was too dark for me to be sure. “Keep driving,” he told the cabbie. “Take us to Chelsea.”

 That made no sense since we were already out of the cab, but the driver sped off. I glanced at Dad, then back at the cab, and before it turned the corner and disappeared in the dark, I caught a weird glimpse of three passengers in the backseat: a man and two kids.

 I blinked. There was no way the cab could’ve picked up another fare so fast. “Dad—”

 “London cabs don’t stay empty very long,” he said matter-of-factly. “Come along, kids.”

 He marched off through the wrought iron gates. For a second, Sadie and I hesitated.

 “Carter, what is going on?”

 I shook my head. “I’m not sure I want to know.”

 “Well, stay out here in the cold if you want, but I’m not leaving without an explanation.” She turned and marched after our dad.

 Looking back on it, I should’ve run. I should’ve dragged Sadie out of there and gotten as far away as possible. Instead I followed her through the gates.
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HAZEL

DURING THE THIRD ATTACK. Hazel almost ate a boulder. She was peering into the fog. wondering
how it could be so difficult o fly across one stupid mountain range, when the ship’s alarm bells
sounded.

“Hard 10 port!” Nico yelled from the foremast of the flying ship.

Backat the helm, Leo yanked the wheel. The Argo If veered lef, its aerial oars slashing through
the clouds like rows of knives.

Hazel made the mistake of looking over the rail. A dark spherical shape hurtled toward her. She
thought: Why is the moon coming at us? Then she yelped and hit the deck. The huge rock passed so
close overhead it blew her hair out of her face.

CRACK!

‘The foremast collapsed—sail, spars, and Nico all crashing (o the deck. The boulder, roughly the
size of a pickup truck, tunbled ofFinto the fog like it had important business elsewhere.
icol” Hazel scrambled over to himas Leo brought the ship level.

“I'm fine,” Nico muttered, kicking folds of canvas off his legs.

She helped him up, and they stumbled to the bow. Hazel pecked over more carefully this time.
The clouds parted just long enough to reveal the top of the mountain below them: a spearhead of black
rock jutting from mossy green slopes. Standing at the summit was a mountain god—one of the numina
monianum, Jason had called them. Or ourae, in Greek. Whatever you called them, they were nasty.

Like the others they had faced, this one wore a simple white tunic over skin as rough and dark as
basalt. He was about twenty feet tall and extremely muscular, witha flowing white beard, scraggly
hair, and a wild look in his eyes, like a crazy hermit. He bellowed something Hazel didn't understand,
but it obviously wasn't welcoming. With his bare hands, he pried another chunk of rock from his
mountain and began shaping it into a ball.
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The scene disappeared in the fog. but when the mountain god bellowed again. other numing.
amswered i the distance,teir voices cchoing through e vallys,

“Stupid ock gods!” Leo seled fom he el “That'ste chird e I've had o replace
st You thinktey grow on rees?

Nico frowned, “Masts are fom rees.™

“That's ot the poim!” Leo smtehed up one of his conirols, igged from a Ninendo Wi sk
ad spum i i cirle. A e fect away. a rapdoor opened inthe deck. A Celestal o canmon
rose. Hazel just ad e 1o cover her ears before i discharged i the sky, spraying  dozen metal
spheresthatraled gren fr. The splercs grew spikes in mdai, ke helicopie blades, and hrted
away o the fog.

A moment atr,aseres ofexplosions crached eross the mountains, followed by the outraged
roars of mourtain gods.

“Hat” Loo yelled.

Unforumately, Hazelgosssed, judging from tci st two encousters, Leo's newest wespon had
only amoyed the mumin.

Anotber bouldor whisted trough the sir fFo thei sarboard side.

Nico yelled, “Get us out o hes

Leo musered some unlaicring commments about mmina, bt e tamed the wheel The engines
e, Magical rigging ashod el g, and the ship cked o port. The Argo /1 picked up specd.
retrating northwest, s they'd been doing fr he past two days,

Hazel dic't relax il ey were outof the mountains. The fog learod. Selow them, morning
sunlight llaminated the fslian counryside—olling ren hills and golden fclds ot oo diferent
from those in Northern Califoria. Haze could almost imgine she was saling bon: to Cai Jupiter

The thought weighed o herchest. Camp Jupiter had only becn e hom for e s, since
i ad brough er bck:from the Underworld. But e missd it more than he bintplace of New
O, and defnitly more than Alaska, where she'd died back in 1942,

She missd er bunk i the Fifh Cobort arracks. She issed dinnes i he mess bl with wind
spiritswhisking platerstrough e ir and legionnairesjoking abou he war ganes. Sh warted 10
wandr he strects o New Rom:, holding hands with Frank Zsng. She wanied o experience just
being regular il for once, with n actal sweet, caring bayfiend.

‘Mostofall, she wantd t fcl safe. She was tired of being scacd and orricd al he tme.

She st onthe guarirdeck s Nico picked mast spliors outof i arms and Leo punched
butions on he hip's console

“Well that was suckiastic,” Leo sid. “Shouid | wake the ofhers?™

Hael was empicd to say yes, but the ot crew members had sken e night sift and bod
came thir rest. They were exhaustd from defending the ship. Evry few borrs, it sccmed,som:
Roman morster b decided the Ao I Jooked like a sty e,

A few weeks ago, Hazel wouldn't have believed thatanyone could scep irough s numina
ack, bus o she imagined her ficnds were sill soring away belowdecks. Whenever she gt a
chance to crash.she slept ke a coma patica.

“They need rest,”she said. “We'll ave o fgure outanother way on our own






images/00010.jpg





images/00013.jpg
“That's a long way."” Nico said. “Plus, we don't have...” His voice cracked. “You know...our
sea expert, Percy.”

“The mame hung in the i ke an impeding storm.

Percy Jacksan, son of Poscidan...probubly the derigod Havel admired most, He'd saved her
Tife 5o many times on thelr quest  Alaska: but when be had needed Hazel's bl in Rom, she'd
il him. She'd walched, powerless, as he ancl Anvalbeth hud plunged into that it

Hazel 0ok a deep breath Percy and Amsabeih were stillave. She knew that inbee beart She
could stll belp them f she could get 1o the House of Hades, if she could survive the challenge Nico,
i warned her about...

“What about continuing ok she asked. “There has 1o be a break i the mounains, or
someting”™

Leo fddled with the brome Archimedes sphere hat he'd instaled on the comole—his newest
and st dangerous oy Every time Hizel looked o the hing, ber o went dry. She waorried that
Leo would turn the wrong combination on the sphere and accidentally cjeet temal from he deck, or
blow up the ship, o tuen the Aro 11 inlo a giant touser.

Forturaiely, they got huky. The sphere grew a camers lens and projected o 3-D inuge of the
Apenine Mouains above the corsale.

o Leo examined the bolagram. 1 don't see any good passes o the north. But | fke that
idea betir han backiracking south. 'm done with Rome.™

‘No one argued with that, Rome had not been  good experience.

“Whatever we do,” Nico said, “we have to hury, Every day that Amabeth and Perey are in
Tartans,..”

He didn'tneed 1o finish. They had to bope Percy und Amsbeth could survive long enough 10 find
the Tartarus side of the Doors of Death. Then. assuming the Argo £ could reach the House of Hades,
they might be able 1o open the Doors onthe mortl side, save their friends, and scal the enirance,
stopping Gaca's forces from being reincarmated n the mortal world over and over.

‘Yes..nothing could go wroog with hat plan.

Nico scowled at the alian countryside below them “Maybe we shandd wake the others. This
decision affects s all

“No.™ Hazel said.*We can find a solusion™

‘She wasi't sure why she feltso srongly abaut i, butsince Icaving Rome, the crev had started to
Tose it cohesion. They'd been lcarming o work as  team. Then har...thei (w0 most important
merbers fel oo Tortarus. Perey had been theit backbone. He'd given them confdence as they safled
across the Atlantic and into the Mediterrancan. As for Amubeth—she’d been the de fcto leader of
the quest. She’d recovered the Ather Parthenas single-hundedly. She was the smartest of the sever,
the one with the amswers.

1 Hazel woke up the restof the erew every ime they B a problenn, they'd just start arguing
again, feeling more and more hopeless.

She had 1o muke Percy and Anabeth prowd of ber. She hod 0 take the niiaive. She couldn'
belicve ber only role in his quest would be what Nico had warned her of —removing the obstacle
waitiog for them i the House of Hades. She pushed the thought aside
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“Huh” Leo scowled at his monitor. In his tatiered work shirt and grease-splaticred jeans, he
Tooked ke be'd just st a wresting match with  locomuive

Eversince tei fiends Petcy and Amsobeth had Bilen oo Tartars, Leo had been working
alinost norstop. He'd been actng angrer and even e driven than wia

Hasst warried about him Bt partoffer was relieved by he hange. Whenever Leo smiled and
foked, e looked s uch ike Samen. bis sre-srandiater.. Haze's frst boyfeine, back n 1942.

Ui, why did ber lfe ave 1o be s complicated?

“Amthe way,” Leo matered. "D you sc one?”

Onhis monior glowed a map of sl The Apernine Mouekains ran down the middle of he boot-
shoped couriry. A green do for the Argo 1 bliked onthe westem side of the range,  few hndred
imles northaf Rome. Their pathshould have been siple. They needed 1o gt  piac called Fpirus
in Grecce and fsd an old eple called the House of ades (or P, asthe Romavs called i or
s Hael ko o hink of i the World's Worst Abet Faee)

“To reach Epirs,all they hd o do was g0 sraight cast—over he Apearines and acros the
vt Sea. Dot € b worked ot tat way: Each i they ried focrossthe spineof aly,the
otz o stacked

For e past wo days they'd sired rorth,boping 0 find 3 afe pos, with 0 luck. T mumina
monanin wete soms o Gaea, Hazels eas fvorte godess. That mode then vers desermined
cremies. The Ango 11 coulda’t fy bigh cpough 0 avoidthei atacks; and v withall s defemses,
e ship couldn's ke it ercss e range withous being smushed o peces.

s our " Haze i, “Nico's e The muming can sense s,

‘Sthe panced ather halfbrother Sincetheyd rescued him from the giass, b”d sared o regain
i sicngh, b e was sl painfly in. His black i o cans g of s skeltl frame. Lomg
dork i famed hissunken eyes. His ofve complexion had e a sicly grceish white, ke the
coloraf ree sap.

o ycars, be was Barely fousiec, ustyear older than Haze, bttt did' el the whole
story. Like Hazel Nico di Argelo wos a demizod rom another er. e radited s i of o4 encsgy
4 melancholy tha came rons knowing he it belong i the medern world.

Hazel o o i yery ong, bt she undersood, even shared, his sadness, The ehildren of
Hades (Plfo—whichever)raely b happy s, And jding fom whit Nico had ol ber the night
befor, their biggest chulnge was yet o come when they reached th House of Hades—a chalenge.
e mplored e o keep st fromth others.

Nico ripped the it of is Sysianiron sword. “Earth spiris don't ke hildren f e
Underworkd. That's tre. We gt e teie skin—ireraly. But | hink the mamina could sersc his
ship anywny. We're caring he Athera Parthenos. Thatthing s lke  mugical beacon

Hasel shivered, thinkig ofthe mussive sat: ot took up most of the hold. They'dsacrificed s0
smch savig i from the cavern uder Rome bt hey had o ida what 0 do with it S far the only
i it scemed 10 be o for was alertng more moniers (0 thei preseoce.

Lo taced i finaee down the mup ofHaly. “So crossing the mouetai s o Thing i, they 08
lone way i cither direction™

“We could g0 by sa," Hoel suggeted. “Sail around the southern p of laly.”
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‘The woman smiled serencly.

“ILam Heeate,” she said. “Goddess of magic. We have much to discuss if you're to live through
tonight”
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Al her life, she'd heard abou the Mist—the supernatural veil that obscured the world of myth
from he sight of mortals. 1 could deceive humans, even dermigods, ito seeing monsters as harmless
animals, or gods as regular people.

Hazel had never thought of it as actal smoke, bt s she watched it curling aroud Arion’s les,
foating throush the broken arches of the rined coustyard, the hairs sod up on e s, Samehow
she knew: this white stfT was pure mgic

Inthe e, dog i, Ao st wly oo i, e e, g
nervously.

It okay." Hazel stroked his neck. “We're in this together, I'm going © get down, all right?”

Sthe slid off Arion's back_Instary b med and ran.

Buebe'd aleady disappoared the way h'd come:

S0 much fo beingin i ogec

Amother howl e hroghtheair—closer i .

Harel seppe o the e of e conrtard, The Mt o e ik e o

“Hllo?” se caled

“Hello a voice e

“The pale figure of a woman sppeared at the northern gatewary. No, wait... she stood at the eastern
entrance. No, the western. Three smoky inages of the same woman moved in unison toward the center
ofthe . Herform was e, made from Mist,and she wa e byt sl wispsof
ke, daring t o bt ke il S ot o ps”

She reached h: cner o the soutyard nd o thes o mergsd i e, She sl 03
young woman in a dark stecveless gown. Her golden hair was gathered into a high-set ponytail,
Ancient Greck style. Her dress was so silky, it scemed o ripple, as if the cloth were ink spilling off
her shoulders. She looked o more than twenty, but Hazel knew that meant nothing

el Lovesqe,” i he o

She was b, but deatlypale. e, back i Newe rlea,Hazel I been forced o st
 wake o  dea csmate: She remembeed e s bdy of e young il e opencasie
Her e esn e prtil, i e were resig, which Hage o b eriing.

“This womun e acelof hat gir—except the womas's ey were ope andcorpletely
black When e e esd, e s o bk i e it peoplesgtn. ity
erimagesburing ogether, e  phowgraphof somsone movig 00 st 0 capar.

“Who are you™" Hazel's fingers twitched at the hilt of her sword. “f mean.... which goddess?"

Hazel was sure of that much. This woman radiated power, Everything around them —the swirling
Mist, the monochromatic storm, the eerie glow of the ruins—was because of her presence.

A" The wormn nodded. “Let me give you some light ™

e i e s, Sdenyshe s holding wo old-sioed rcd e, gtring with
The Mis receded o the cdges 01 couyard, ALt worma's sndaled e, two Wispy
anits tok onsolid frm One was  black Labradot rriver. The olcr wasa o, oy, ety
rodent with a white mask around its face. A weasel, maybe?






images/00031.jpg





images/00030.jpg





images/00033.jpg





images/00032.jpg
1V

HAZEL

HAZEL WANTED T0 RUN, but her feet seemed stuck to the white-glazed ground.

On cither side of the crossroads, two dark metal torch-stands erupted from the dirt like plant
stalks. Hecate fixed her torches in them, then walked a slow circle around Hazel, regarding her as if
they were partners in some eerie dance.

The black dog and the weasel followed in her wake.

“You are like your mother,” Hecate decided.

Hazel's throat consricted. “You knew her?”

“Of course. Marie was a fortune-teller. She dealt in charms and curses and gris-gris. 1am the
goddess of magic.”

Those pure black eyes seemed to pull at Hazel, as if trying to extract her soul. During her first
lifetime in New Orleans, Hazel had been tormented by the kids at St. Agnes School because of her
mother. They called Marie Levesque a witch. The nuns muttered that Hazel’s mother was trading with
the Devil.

I the nuns were scared of my mom, Hazel wondered, what would they make of this goddess?

“Many fear me,” Hecate said, as if reading her thoughts. “But magic is neither good nor evil. Itis
a tool, like a knife. Ts a knife evil? Only if the wielder is evil.”

“My-—my mother. . Hazel stammered. “She didn’t believe in magic. Not really. She was just
faking it, for the money.”

‘The weasel chittered and bared its teeth, Then it made a squeaking sound from its back end.
Under other circumstances, a weasel passing gas might have been funny, but Hazel didn't laugh. The
rodent’s red eyes glared at her balefully, like tiny coals.

“Peace, Gale.” said Hecate. She gave Hazel an apologetic shrug. “Gale does not like hearing
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about nonbelievers and con artists. She herself was once a witch, yousee.’

“Your weasel was a wich?™

St apolocat. aculy.” Hecate said. “But ys-—Gle was once  disgrecable human witch.
She b trrble personal hypienc, plus exrems—ai digetive isues ™ Hecae waved ber and i
front o er nose. 1 gave my other followers a bod rame.”

“Okany.” Haae ried not 0 ook i e wease, She really didn’t wand 0 know about e oders’s
intstinal probem.

“Atany rate.” Hecate sald, " uroed ber i a polecat, Sh’s mach b s a polesat”™

Hazel swallowed. She looked at he black dog, which was affctonaily mizling he sodess’s
. “And your Labradr...?*

O, e’ Hecuba, the forme queen of Troy,” Hocate sad, as i at should be obvious

“The dog grmied.

“oure i, Hecub* he gddess ssid. “We don't b tme for longiroductions. The i
i Hazel Levesque, your mosher may have claed ot o believe, but sh e magic. Eventall,
b realized this. When she sarched for spel o surmon he god Phso, | helped ber fnd i

“You..7"

“Yes." Heeal contined circing Hazel, "1 saw polentialin your mother. | sce even more
potential inyou:

Hazels head spun. She remenbered hertmother'sconfessionjust before she had died: bow
sbe'd summoned P, b the god b fllen i fove with er,and how, because o er reedy wish,
e dauger Hazel had been born with curse. Havel couldsummon iches from the e, b anyone
who used them would suffr and dic.

Now this goddess was saying ot she had e ol tat happen.

“My mother sulfered becausc of that magie. My whle lfe—

“Your life would' v happened without me,” Hecate sid flady. 1 have no i for your
anger. Neithe do you. Without my help, you wil dic.

“The blck dos searled. The polecat sempped s et nd passed s

e et ik e s were g with ot s

“What ki of help?”she demmnded.

Hecate aised e pale s The hre gacwaysshe'd come rom-—norih, as,and west—
Began 0 swirl with Mist A fury o black and-white images lowed and Hickered,lke the old sile
movies hat were sl playing in heaters sometimes when Hael was smull

In the westen doorway, Romn and G derrigodsin ull armor foughtone aotber on s
Fillside neer a ane pine e, The grass was srewn with he wounded and he dyin. Hazel saw
el riding Arion,charging through the melee and shouting.—rying 1o sop te violee.

Tnthe gateway 1o the ast, Hazelsaw the Argo I/ pleging irough e skysbov the Apereinss.
s rigging was n flames. A boukdersmashed i the quarerdeck. Ancter punched through the hll
The s burt ke roen pupin,and the engine xploded.

“The images i he northern doorway were e worse. Hazel s Leo, unconscious —or dead
flling through ths clouds, Sbe saw Fraok sagsering alooe down dark uone,clutcig is am. bis
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HAZEL

THE STORM SWALLOWED THE HILL in a swirling cone of black vapor.

Arion charged straight into it

Hazel found herselfat the summit, but it felt like a different dimension. The world lost its color.
“The walls of the storm encircled the hill in murky black. The sky churned gray. The crumbling ruins
were bleached 50 white, they almost glowed. Even Arion had tumned from caramel brown to a dark
shade of ash.

Inthe eye of the tempest,the air was still, Hazel’s skin tingled coolly, as if she’d been rubbed
withalcohol. In front of her, an arched gateway led through mossy walls into some sort of enclosure.

Hazel couldn't see much through the gloom, but she felt a presence within, as if she were a chunk
of iron close to a large magnet. Its pull was irresistible, dragging her forward.

Yet she hesitated. She reined in Arion, and he clopped impatiently, the ground crackling under
his hooves. Wherever he stepped, the grass, dirt, and stones turned white like frost. Hazel
remembered the Hubbard Glacier in Alaska—how the surface had cracked under their feet. She
remembered the floor of that horrible cavern in Rome crumbling to dust, plunging Percy and Annabeth
into Tartarus,

She hoped this black-and-white hilltop wouldn't dissolve under her, but she decided it was best
10 keep moving.

“Let's go, then, boy.” Her voice sounded muffled, as if she were speaking into a pillow.

Arion trotted through the stone archway. Ruined walls bordered a square courtyard about the
size of a temnis court, Three other gateways, one in the middle of each wall, led north, east, and west
Inthe center of the yard, two cobblestone paths intersected, making a cross. Mist hung in the air-
hazy shreds of white that coiled and undulated as if they were alive.

Not mist, Hazel realized. The Mist
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‘The boys exchanged nervous looks.

“Uh..” Leo pointed north. “Please tell me he’s not taking you into that?"

Hazel had been so focused on Arion, she hadn't noticed the disturbance. A mile away, on the
crest of the next hill, a storm had gathered over some old stone ruins—maybe the remains of a Roman
temple or a fortress. A funnel cloud snaked its way down toward the hill ike an inky black finger.

Hazel’s mouth tasted like blood. She looked at Arion. “You want to go there?”

Arion whinnied. as if o say, Uh, duh!

Well... Hazel had asked for help. Was this her dad’s answer?

She hoped so, but she sensed something besides Pluto at wor
powerful, and not necessarily frienly.

Still, this was her chance to help her friends—to lead instead of folow.

She tightened the straps of her Inperial gold cavalry sword and climbed onto Arion’s back.
11 be okay!” she called up to Nico and Leo. “Stay put and wait for me.”

“Wait for how long?” Nico asked. “What if you don't come back?”

“Don'tworry, I will,” she promised, hoping it was true.

She spurred Arion, and they shot across the countryside. heading straight for the growing
tornado.

that storm...something dark,
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“We need some creative thinking.” she said. “Another way to cross those mountains, or a way 10
hide ourselves from the mumina.”

Nico sighed. “If I was onmy own, | could shadow-travel. But that won't work for an entire ship.
‘And honestly, 'm ot sure | have the strength to even transport myself anymore.”

1 could mybe rig some kind of camouflage,” Leo said, “like a smoke sereen to hide us in the
clouds.” He didn't sound very enthusiastic.

Hazel stared down at the rolfing farmland, thinking about what lay beneath it—the realm of her
father, lord of the Underworld. She*d only met Pluto once, and she hadn't cven realized who he was
She certainly had never expected help from him—not when she was alive the first time, not during her
time as a spirit in the Underworld, not since Nico had brought her back to the world of the living,

Her dad’s servant Thanatos, god of death, had suggested that Pluto might be doing Hazel n favor
by ignoring her. Afier al, she wasn't supposed to be alive. If Pluto took notice of her, he might have
10 return her to the land of the dead.

Which meant calling on Pluto would be a very bad idea. And yet...

Please, Dad, she found herself praying. I bave to find a way (o0 your temple in Greece—the
House of Hades. If you're down there, show me what to do.

Atthe edge of the horizon. a flicker of movement caught her eye—something small and beige
racing across the fields at incredible speed, leaving a vapor trail like a plane’s.

Hazel couldn't believe it. She didn’t dare hope, but it had 1o be. .“Arion.

“What?" Nico asked.

Leo let out a happy whoop as the dust cloud got closer.
whole part. We haven't seen him since Kansas!™

Hazel laughed—the first time she’d laughed in days. It fet so good to see her old friend.

‘About a mile to the north, the small beige dot circled a hill and siopped at the summit. He was.
difficult 1o make out, but when the horse reared and whinnied, the sound carried all the way to the
Argo Il Haze had no doubt—it was Arion.

“We have to meet him.” she said. “He's here (0 help.”

“Yeah, okay.” Leo scratched his head. “But, uh, we talked about not landing the ship on the
ground anymore, remember? You know, with Gaca wanting o destroy us and afl”

“Just get me close, and I'l] use the rope ladder.” Hazels heart was pounding. 1 think Arion
wants 10 tell me something ™

s her horse, man! You missed that
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HAZEL

HAZEL HAD NEVER FELT S0 HAPPY. Well, except for maybe on the night of the victory feast at Camp
Jupiter, when she’d kissed Frank for the first time.._but this was a close second.

As s00n as she reached the ground, she ran to Arion and threw her arms around him. *1 missed
you!” She pressed her face into the horse’s warm neck, which smelled of sea salt and apples. “Where
have you been?”

Arion nickered. Hazel wished she could speak Horse like Percy could, bt she got the general
idea. Arion sounded impatient, as if saying, No time for sentiment, girl! Come on!

“You want me to o with you?™ she guessed.

Arion bobbed his head, trotting in place. His dark brown eyes gleamed with urgency.

Hazel still couldn't believe he was actually here, He could run across any surface, even the sea:
bt she’d been afiaid he wouldn't follow them into the ancient lands. The Mediterrancan was 0o
dangerous for demigods and their allics.

He wouldn't have come unless Hazel was in dire need. And he seemed so agitated.... Anything
that could make a fearless horse skittish should have terrified Hazel.

Instead, she felt elated. She was so tired of being seasick and airsick. Aboard the Argo I/, she
felt aboutas useful as a box of ballast. She was glad to be back on solid ground, even if it was Gaca’s
teritory. She was ready 10 ride.

“Hazel!” Nico called down from the ship. “What's going on?”

“I1°s fine!” She crouched down and summoned a gold nugget from the earth. She was getting
better at controlling her power. Precious stones hardly ever popped up around her by accident
anymore, and pulling gold from the ground was casy.

She fed Arion the nugget...his favorite snack. Then she smiled up at Leo and Nico, who were
watching her from the top of the ladder a hundred feet above. “Arion wants to take me somewhere.
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cocoon—the trap that Annabeth had tricked Arachne into weaving. It was unmistakably empty. Slash
marks in the sand made a trail downriver...as if something heavy. with multiple legs, had scuttled into
the darkness.
“She’s alive.” Annabeth was so horrified, so outraged by the unfairness of it all, she had to
suppress the urge 10 throw up.
“It's Tartarus,” Percy said. “Monster home court. Down here, maybe they can't be kil
He gave Annabeth an embarrassed look, as if realizing he wasn't helping team morale. “Or
maybe she’s badly wounded, and she crawled away to die.”
“Let's go with that.” Annabeth agreed
Percy was still shivering. Annabeth wasn't feeling any warmer either, despite the hot, sticky air.
‘The glass cuts on her hands were still bleeding, which was unusual for her. Normally, she healed fa
Her breathing got more and more labored.
“This place is killing us.” she said. “T mean, it’s literally going to kill us, unless.
Tartarus. Fire. That distant memory came into focus. She gazed inland toward the cliff
lluminated by flames from below.
Tt was an absolutely crazy idea. But it might be their only chance.
“Unless what?" Percy prompted. “You've gota brilliant plan. haven't you?”

“It's a plan.” Annabeth murmured. “I don't know about brilliant. We need to find the River of
Fire.”
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designed to hurt and kill. Annabeth 1ook a ratling breath and wondered if the vaices in the Cocyts
Wwere ight. Magbe fighing for survival was pointless. They would be dead within he boue.

Next 10 her,Perey coughed “This place smells like my ex-stepfther.™

Annabeth muraied o weak sl She'd nver met Smelly Gabe, butshe'd beard enough soris,
Shefoved Perey for rying o lf her spirts.

Ifshe'd flleninto Tartarus by herself, Annabeth though, she would ave been doomed. Afersil
she'd been throush beneath Rome. i the Athem Pathenas, his was sl 00 much, She
Would've curled up and cried unil she becam: anothr ghost, mcing i the Cocytus

Butshe wasetalone. She b Perey. A hat meant se couldtgve up.

e oreed berel o ke siock. Her foot was stil wrapped n ts makeshift cast ofbourd and
Bubble Weap, sl angled n cobwebs, But when she moved i, i dida' urt. The ambrosia she'd
ateninth fumels unler Rome st have fnally menced ber bones,

Her backpack was gune—lost during he 1, or maybe washed sway n theriver. She hed
Tosing Dacdali’s Lapiop, with all s faastc programs ane dta,but she hud worse problers. Her
Celetial bronae dagacr was missing-—the weapon she’d caried since she was seven years old.

“The realizaton almost broke her,but she couldi't e herseldwel on it. Time o wieve laer
Whatelse did they have?

No food, o water...basically o supplies at all

Yep. OfFto 2 promising st

Anmabeth planced at Peccy. He looked prety bad, His dark b was plasired across his
forchead, his T-shirtrippe 0 shreds. His fingers were scraped raw from holding on 0 that ldae
Before they fll. Most worrisome ofal b was shivering and bis lips were blue.

“We should keep moving or we'll gt hypothrmia,* Anmabeth sad. “Can you sard?”

He nodded. They both snggled 1o thie et

Ammabiet pt her arm around his waist, though she wasn't sure who was supporting whom: She
scanved ther suroundings. Above, she saw o sign of e tuel they'd fllen down. She couldn't
even see the cavern roof —jimt blood-colored cloval foatng in he hazy gray si. 1t was ke starng
hroush  thin mix o oo soup and cement.

“The black-glass beach srcihed inland about fify yards,the dropped offhe e ofa il
From where she siood, Armabethcould' sec what was below, bu he edge flickered with ed light
as i luminsied by huge fires

A distant memory tuged at her—somsting about Tararus and fire. Befors she could think o0
much sbout t, Pery infaled sharply.

“Look." He poinied downstrean.

A bundred et away, a fniiar-looking baby-blue falan car had crashed headfirst ko the
sand. T Tooked just ik the Fiat tha b sashed inio Arachie and s her phareneting ko the it

Annsbeth hoped she was wron but how mny Halian sports ars could there be n Tarurs?
Part of her didn't want 1 0 angwshere ncar it,butshe bad 0 find out. She ripped Perey’s b,
they stumbled oward the wreckage. One of the car'streshad come offand was floating o
Backwater eddy of the Cocyts. The Fiat's windows bad shatered, sending brigher ass fike frosing
across the dark beach, Under the crushed hood lay the atcred, gistening remuins of  giand ik
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Her mouth felt like it was being decp-fried. Her eyes shed boiling tears, and every pore on her face
popped. She collapsed. gageing and retching. ber whole body shaking violenly.

“Anmabeth!" Percy grabbed her arms and just managed to stop ber from rolling into the iver.

“The convulsions passed. She took a ragged breath and managed 10 situp. She flt horribly weak
and mauseous, but her next breath came more easily. The blisters on her arms were starting fo fude

“It worked,” she croaked. “Percy, you've got 1o drink

“1..” His eyes rolled up in his head. and he slumped against her.

Desperately, she cupped more fire in her palm. oring the pain, she dripped the liquid into
Percy's mouth. He didn't espond.

She tried again, pouring a whole handful down his throat. This time he splutered and coughed.
Amabeth held himas be rembled, the magical fire coursing through his system His fever
disappeared._ His boils fided. He munaged tsit up and stmack his lips

“Ugh.” he said. “Spicy, yet disgusting”

Amabeth laughed weakly. She was so relieved. she fltlight-headed. “Yeah. That prety much
sums it .

“Yousaved s

“For now,” she said, “The problem is, we're sill in Tartarus.”

Percy blinked. He looked arownd as ifjust coming t ferms with where they were. “Holy Hera. |
never though...well, 'm ot sure what | thought. Maybe that Tartarus was empty space, a pit with no
botom. But this s a el place.™

Annabeth recalled the landscape she'd scen while they fell—a series of platcaus leading ever
dowmward into the gloom.

“We haven't scenall of it” she warned. “This could be justthe firs tiny part of the abyss. like
the front sicps.”

*The welcome mat,” Percy mutered.

“They both zed up at the blood-coloed clouds swirling in the gray haze. No way would they
have the strengih to climb back up that cliff, ven ifthey wanied fo. Now there were only fwo choices:
downriver or upriver, skirting the banks of the Phiegethon.

“Well find a way ou,” Percy said. “The Doors of Death.™

Annabeth shuddered. She remembered what Percy bad said just before they fel ino Tartarus
He'd made Nico di Angelo promise 1o lead the Argo /110 Epirus, o the moral side of the Doars of
Death.

We'll see you there, Perey bad said.

“That idea seemed even crazier than drinking fre. How could the two of them wanler through
Tartarus and find the Doors of Death? They'd barely been able to stunble a hundred yards in his
poisonous place without dying

“We have 1o, Percy said. “Not just for us. For everybody we love. The Doors have o be closed
onboth sides, or the monsters willjust keep coming through. Gaca’s forces will overrun the world.™

Annabeth knew he was right SGI...when she tred to imagine a plan that could scceed, the
logistics overwhelmed her. They hud mo way of locating the Doors. They didn't know how much time
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viver called”™

“The Phlegebon,” she said. “You should concentrc on going down.”™

“The Phlegethon?” He shimnied along the ledge. They'd made it oughly a third of the way down
the clifi—sill high enough up to die ifthey fel. “Sounds ke a marathon for hwking spitballs ™

“Please don't make me fugh'” she said

“Just g 0 keep things light”

“Thanks." she grunted. narly missing the ledge with her bad foot. “I'll have a smile on my face
as 1 plamme 1y death™

“They kept going, one step at a tm, Amabeths éyes stung with sweat. Her arms rembled. Bit o
her amazement,they fnally made it 0 the bottom of the lif,

When she reached the ground, she stnbled. Perey caugh her. She was alamed by bow feverish
His skin felt. Red boils had crupted on his fuce, so e looked like a smollpo victim.

Hr own vision was blurry. Her throat feltblistered, and ber stomach was clenched tighter than
fist

We have o burry,she thougt

“Just1o the river,” she told Py, rying to eep the panic out of er voice. “We can o tis."

They stgacred over slick glass ledges, around massive boulders, avoiding sialagmies that
Would" impaled them with any lip ofthe foot. Their tatiered clothes sicamed from the heat of the
viver, but they hept going unil they crumpled o their knces atthe banks of the Phlcgeton.

“We have 10 drink.” Annabeth said.

Perey swayed, his eyes half-closed. I ook im three-count 1 respond. “Un...drik fire?”

“The Phicgsthon flows from Hades's realm down into Tartarus” Ammabett could barcly falk-
Her throat was closing p from the heat and the acidic ir, “The river is used t punish the wicked.
Butalso...some legends call it the River of Healing ™

“Some legends?"

Amsbetth swallowed, ying 1o stay conscious, “The Phlegethon keeps the wicked in one piece.
0 thatthey can codure he wrments ofhe Flds of Punshmen. | tink...it might be the Underworld
cquivalent o smbrosia and pectir,”™

Percy winced as cinders sprayed from the river, curing around i ce. “But i’ fire. How ean
we—"

“Like this.” Anriabeth hrust he hands it te river.

Spid? Yes, but she was convinced they ad o choice, I ey waited any longer, tey would
pass outand dic. Betier 0 ry something foolish and hope it worked.

On first contct, the fire was't painul I el old, which probably meant it s so hot it way
overloading Amubeths nerves. Before she could changs her mind, she cupped e fiery liquidin her
palms and uised it 10 her moush.

She expected a taste like gasoline. It was so much worse: Once, at a restaurant back in San
Franisco, she"d made the mistake of tasting a ghost chilipepper tha came with a plate of ndian
food. Afler barcly ibbling . she thougt b respiratory system was going o implode. Drirkine from
the Phlegethon was like gulping down a ghost chill smoothie. Her sinuses filled with liquid flame.
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especially susceptible. The empousa’s favorite tactic was to make a guy fall in love with her, then
drink his blood and devour his flesh. Not a great first date.

Kelli had almost killed Percy. She had manipulated Annabeth’s oldest friend. Luke, urging him
to commit darker and darker deeds in the name of Kronos.

Annabeth really wished she still had her dagger.

Percy rose. “They're heading for the Doors of Death,” he murmured. “You know what that
means?”

Annabeth didn’t want to think about it, but sadly, this squad of flesh-eating horror-show women
‘might be the closest thing to good luck they were going to get in Tartarus.

“Yeah.” she said. “We need to follow them.”
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‘Percy gripped Annabeth's wrist. He looked at her with alarm, as if be recognized the mall girl's
voice 0.

There was a chorus of rowling and grumbling The creatures —maybe ul(a dozen, Amubeth
uossed —had paused just on the oiher side of e bovlder, but il thy gave o indication that ey d
caught the demigods” scere. Amabth wondered if demigods didn't smellthe sam: in Tartarus, or 1
ihe other scentshere were 50 powerful, they asked a demigod's aur.

“1 wonder,” saida hid voice, gravelly and ancientlke the first “if perhaps you do not know
the way, young one.”

“Oh, shut your fng bole, Serephone,” said the mll girl. “Wherr's th last e you escaped 1
ihe mortal world? | was here a couple of years ago. [ knov the way! Besides, / uderstand what
we're fcing up there. You don't have a cle”

“The Earth Mother did not make you boss!” shrieked  fourh voice

More hissing,scufling, and feral moars—like gian alley cas fighing. At st he one
Serephone yeled. “Enoug

“The sculing died down.

“We will follow for now,” Serephone said. “But i you do not lead us well, if we find you have
e sbout the summors of Gaca—

1 don't i snappe the mall gil. “Believe e, 've got sood reason o get o tis bate. |
fave some cnemees o devour, and you'l feast on the blood of erocs. Just Icave one special morsel
for me-—the one ramed Percy Jackson ™

Amabeth fought down a sl of her own. She forgot about er e, She wanted 0 ju over the
boulder and slash the rorsters o dust with e k... exceptshe didn't ave i anyte.

“Believe me,” said e mall gl “Gaca has called s, we're going 0 have so much fim.
Beore this waris over, morials and demignds will frembe at th sound of my rame—Keli*

Annubeth almostyeiped aloud. She glanced at Pescy. Even inthe red light ofthe Phlcgethon, bis
e seemed wany.

Empousai, she moutbed Vampires

Percy nodded rimiy.

e remembered Kelli. Two ycars ago, i Prcy'sfresheman oricnation he and thcr fricnd
Rachel Dare had becn atacked by empousai disguised as cheerlcaders. One of them had been Kell
Late, the same empousa fnd atiacked them in Dacdaluss workshop. Annobeth d stabbed her inthe
back and sen ber. bere. o Tartarus,

“The reatures shuffled oft.thei voices ting fiotr, Amnabelh crept 0 he e of the boulder
ad isked a glimpse. Sure enogh,five women staggered along on mismutched legs —mecharical
brone on the el shogay and cloven-hooved on the right. Their e was made of fire, thei skin s
whiteas bone. Most of them wore taicred Ancient Greek dresses, except for the one in e Iead,
Kl who wore  bumed and orn blouse withashort pleated skir.. e cheerleader’s ouit.

Aot grited her ecth. She hd ficed It of bad monsters over te years, b she haed
empousal more than st

T addition o their sty claws and fangs,they had a powerfulsbilty to manipulate the Mist
They could change shape and charmspeak. tricking mortals o leting down theic gard. Men were

led
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“Percy!” she shricked. *The river is messing with your mind. It the Cocyus—the River of
Lamentation. I's made of pure misery!”

“Misery,” he agreed.

“Fight

She kicked and struggled. trying to keep both of them afloat, Another cosmic joke for Gaea o
laugh at: Annabeth dies trying 10 keep her boyfriend. the son of Paseidon, from drowning.

Not going 10 happen, you hag. Annabeth thought.

She hugged Percy tighter and kissed him. “Tell me about New Rome," she demanded. “What
were your plans for us?”

“New Rome. . For us...”

“Yeah, Seaweed Brain. You said we could have a future there! Tell me!”

Amabeth had never wanted to leave Camp Half-Blood. It was the only real home she’d ever
Kaown. But days ago, on the Argo 11, Percy had told ber that be imagined a future for the two of them
among the Romn demigods. I their city of New Rome, veterans of he legion could settle down
safely, 20 0 college, get married, even have kids.

“Architecture,” Percy murmured. The fog started to clear from his eyes, “Thought you'd like the
bouses, the parks. There’s one street with all these cool fountains.”

Annabeth started making progress against the current. Her limbs felt Iike bags of wet sand, but
Percy was helping her now. She could see the dark line of the shor about a stonc”s throw away.

‘College,” she gasped. “Could we go there together?”

“Y-yeah,” he agroed, a litle more confidendy.

“What would you study, Percy?”

“Dunno,” he admitied.

“Marine science,” she suggested, “Oceanography?”

‘Surfing?” he asked.

She laughed. and the sound senta shock wave through the water. The wailing faded 1
background noise. Ansabeth wondered if anyone had ever laughed in Tartarus before—just a pure,
simple laugh of pleasure. She doubted it

She used the last of her strengh o reach the riverbank. Her feet dug into the sandy botiom She
and Percy hauled themselves ashore, shivering and gasping, and collapsed on the dark sand.

Annabeth wanted 10 curl up net 1o Percy and g0 10 sleep. She wanied to shat her eyes, hope all
of his was justa bad dream, and wake up 1o find erself back on the Argo 11, safe with her friends
(well...as safe as a demigod can ever be).

But, n0. They were really in Tartarus. At their feet, the River Cocytus roared past. a flood of
liquid wretchedness. The sulfurous air stung Annabeth's lungs ard prickled her skin. When she looked
ather arms, she saw they were already covered with an angry rash. She ried t it up and gasped in
pain.

“The beach wasn't sand. They were sitting on a feld of jagaed black-glass chips, some of which
were now cmbedded in Annabeth's pals.

So the air was acid. The water was misery, The ground was broken glass. Everything here was
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And so must you, Hazel, if you are 10 help your friends.”

“But..” Hazel looked t the cat. She knew it was actully Hecuba, the black Labrador, but she
couldu't convince hersel. The cat seemed so real, “I can't do that.™

“Your mother had the talent” Hecate said. *You have even more. As o child of Phto who bas
etuned from the dead, you understand the veil between worlds better than most. You can control the
Mist. Ifyou do not...well, your brother Nico s aready warmed you. The spiris have whispered to
i, told him of your future. When you reach the Hose of Hades, you will meeta formidable eremy.
She cannot be overcome by strngth o sword. You alone can defeat her. and you will requite magic.”

Hazel’s legs fe wobbly. She remembered Nico's grim expression, his fingers digging ino her
arm. You can’t tell the others, Not yet. Their courage is already stretched to the limit,

“Who?™ Hazel croaked. “Who isthis encmy?"

1wl not speak her mame,” Hecate said. “That would alert er to your presence before you are
ready to fice her. Go porh, Hazel. As youtravel, practice summoning he Mist. When youarrive in
Bologm, seck out the two dwarfs. They will lead you to  treasure that may belp you survive n the
House of Hades.”

1 don't understand.”™

“Mew.” the ktien complained.

“Yes, yes, Hecuba." The goddess ficked her hand again. and the cat disappeared. The black
Labrador was back inits place,

“You wil understand, Hazel.”the goddess promised. “From ime o e, 1 will send Gale 10
check on your progress.

“The policat hissed. ts beady red eyes full of mulice.

“Wonderfil,” Hazel mutred.
‘Before you reach Epirus, you must be prepared,” Hecate said. “If you succeed, then perhaps we
will et again.._for the firal Bate.

A final batle, Hazel though. Oh.joy.

Hazel wondered if she could prevent the revelations she saw in the Mist—Leo flling through
the sky: Frank stumbling through the dark. alone and gravely wounded; Perey and Armabeth a the
mercy of adark giant

She hated the gods” riddles and their unclear advice. She was sarting fo despise crossroads.

“Why are you elping me?" Hazel demanded. “At Camy Jupiter, they said you sided with the
Titans in he last war.™

Hecate's dark eyes glinted. “Because | am a Titan—daughter of Perses and Asteria. Long before
the Olympians came 1o power, | ruled the Mist. Despite hi, in the First Titan War, mllennia ago, |
sided with Zeus against Kronas. | was not blind to Kronos’s cruely. | hoped Zeus would prove a
beter king."

She gave a sl bitir laugh. “When Demter lost her daughter Persephane, Kidnpped by your
fatber, | guided Demeter through he darkest might with my torches, belpin her scarch. And wher the
iants rose the firs time. | agin sided with the gods. | ought my archenemy Clytis, made by Gaca to
absorb and defeat all my magic.”

“Clytius.” Hazel had never heard tht nasne—Clai-fee-is—but saying it mode ber limbs fecl
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couldn't blame him for wanting to get away from this place as fast as possible.

“The countryside sparkled as the summer sun it the morning dew. Onthe hill, the ol ruins stood
white and sileat—o sign of ancien paths, or goddesses, or frting weasels.

“Hazel?™" Nico asked.

Her knces buckled. Nico and Leo grabbed her arms and helped her 0 the steps of the foredeck.
She felt cmbarrassed, collapsing like some fuiry-ale damsel, but her enerigy was gone. The memory
of those glowing scenes at the crassroads filled her with dread.

“1met Hecate,” she managed.

She did't ell them everything. She remembered what Nico had said: Their courage is alrecdy
stretched 1o the Timit. But she told them about the secret northern pass through the mouriains, und the
detowr Hecate described that could ke them 0 Epirus.

‘When she was done, Nico took her hand. His eyes were full of concern. “Hazel, you met Hecate
ata crossroads. That's... that's something many demigods don't survive, And the ones who do survive
are never the same. Are you sure you're—"

m fine.” she insisted.

But she knew she wasn't. She remembered how bold and angry she’d fel elling the goddess
she’d find her own path and succeed at everything. Now her boast seemed ridiculous. Her courage
ad abandoned her.

“What if Heeate istricking us?” Leo asked. “This route could be a trap.”

Haze! shook her head. “If it was a trap, | think Hecate wouldve made the northern route sound
tempiing. Believe me, she didn’.”

Leo palled a calculator out of bis 1001 belt and punched in some numbers. “Thats,..something
Tike three hundred miles out of our way 1o get o Venice, Then we'd have 0 backtrack down the
Adriatic. And you s something about baloney dwarfs?”

“Dwarls in Bologna,” Hazel said. “1 guess Bologna is a city. But why we have to find dwarfs
there...| have o idea, Some sort of treasure 0 help us with the quest.”™

“Huh” Leo said. “I mean. I'mall about reasure, but—"

“I's our best option.” Nico helped Hazel 1 her fect, “We ave to make up for lost time, travel
as fastas we can. Percy’s and Annabeth's lives might depend on t.”

“Fast2™ Leo grinned. *1 can do fast™

He hurried o the console and started fipping switches.

Nico took Hazel's arm and guided her out of earshot, “What else did Hecate say? Anything about

1 can't” Hazel cut him ofF. The jmages she”d seen had almost overwhelmed her: Percy and
Amabeth helpless at the feet of those black metal doors, the dark giant looming over them, Hazel
herselftrapped ina glowing maze of ight, wble to help.

Youmust defeat the witch. Hesate had said. You alone can defeat her. Unless you manage
that..

The end, Hazel thought. Al gateways closed. All hope extinguished.

Nico had warned her. He'd comimuned with the dead. heard them whispering hints about their
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heavy. She glanced at the images in the northern doorway —the mussive dark shape looming over
Percy and Annabet 1 he the threat in the House of Hades?™

O e s oy s Hoc i, Tt it you ettt wih e o0
g that.*

e snapped her fingers, and al of e gateways turned dark. The Mist dissolved, the images
sone,

“Weall face ehoices.” the goddess said. “When Kromos arose the sceond time, | made a mistake.
supported him. 1 had grown ired of bing ignored by the-so-called major gods. Despite my years of
it service, they mistrusted e, refsed e a st n theie Bl

“The polccat Gale chitiered angrily.

It does ot mater anymore.™ The goddess sighed. *| have mde peace again with Olympus.
Even now, when they are aid Tow—their Greek and Roman personas fghing each other— will help
them. Greck or Roran, | have always been only Hecate. [ will assist you ausinstthe giants, if you
prove yourself worthy, S0 now it your choice, Hazel Levesque. Will you st me..or will you
shume, s the Olympian gods have done 00 ofic

Blood roared in Hazel's cars. Could she trust his dark goddess, whod given ber mother the
magic that rined her lfe? Sorry. no, She didn't much like Hecate's dog o her gassy polecat, either.

But she also kpew she could't et Percy and Asvaberh dic

Il o orth,” she said. “We'll ake your secret pass through the mountains.”

Hicate nodded, the slighies hint of saisfaction i her ice. “You have chosen well, though the
path will ot be easy. Many monsters wil ise against you. Even some of my onn servants have sided
with Gaca, boping o destroy your mortal world.™

“The oddess ook her double torches from their sands. “Prepare yoursel. dsughier of lu, If
you succeed against the witch, we will mect ogain.”

Tl sceeed,” Hazel promised. “And Hcat? I'm o choosing o of yous pas. ' aking
my own’

“The gnddess arched her eyebrows. Her polecat writhed. and her dog snarlsd.

“We're going 0 find a way 1o stop Gaca,” Haze! said. “We're going 1o rescus our riends from
Tartarus, We're going keep the crew aid the ship together, and we're 2oing 0 $10p Carp Jupiter and
Cap Hal-Blood from going to war. We're goirg (0 do i all

“The storm howled,the black walls of the fumel cloud swirling fuster,

“interesting.” Hecate said, as if Hazel were an unexpeted resultin  scicnce experiment, “That
would be mogic worth scing "

A wave of darkness bloted out the world. When Hazel's sight returned, the storm the goddess,
and ber minions were gone. Hazel sood on the hillside in the morming sunlight, alone i the ruins
except for Arion, who paced pext o ber, ickering impatiently.

“0 agee;” Hazel tld the borse. “Let’s getout of here.™

“What huppenod?” Leo asked as Hazel elimbed aboard the Ao 1.
Hae!’s s sull shook from her talk with the goddess. She planced over the ail and saw e
st of Arion's wak strtching aceoss the ills of faly. She had boped her fricnd would stay, but
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future. Two children of the Underworld would enter the House of Hades. They would face an
impossible foe. Only one of them would make itto the Doors of Death.

Hazel couldn't meet her brother’s eyes.

“T'll tell you later,” she promised, trying to keep her voice from trembling. “Right now, we
should rest while we can. Tonight, we cross the Apennines.
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But Gaea wasn't like other gods. The Earth Mother was older, more vicious, more bloodthirsty,
Annabeth could imagine her laughing as they fell into the depths.

Anmabeth pressed her lips o Percy’s ear. I love you™

She wasn't sure he could hear her—but ifthey were going o die she wanted hose 10 be her Jast
words,

She ried desperately o think of a plan 10 save them. She was » daughter of Athena. She'd
proven herselFin the tunncls under Rome, beaten a whole series of challenges with only her wits. Bt
she couldn't think of any way o feverse o even slow their fll.

Neither of them had the power 1 fly—no like Jason, wh could cantrol the wind, or Frark. who
could turminto a winged animal, Ifhey reached the botiom at terminal velocity...well, she knew
enough science 10 know it would be ferminal,

She was seriously wondering whether they could fashion & parachute out of thir shirts—fat s
how desperate she was—when something about their surroundings changed. The darkness ook on 4
prayered tinge. She realized she could see Percy's hair as she hugged him The whistling in her cars
turned into mure of a roar. The i becams ntolerably hot, permeated with a smell ike rotien cees.

Suddenly, the chute they'd been fllng hrough opened into a vast cavern. Maybe halfa mile
below them, Anmabeth could sce the botiom. For a mormen she was 10 stumed to think properly. The
entir island of Manhattan could have ft inside this cavern—and she coulds't even see it fll extent,
Red clouds hung in the air ike vaporized blood. The landscape—at last what she could see of t—
was rocky black plains, punctuied by jsgeed mountains and fiery ehasms, To Asbetly's lefi, the
‘wround dropped off ina series of cliff, like colossal steps leading deeper into the abyss.

The stench of sulfur made it hard to concentrae, but she focused on the ground dircetly below
therm and s a ribbon of litiring black liquid—a river.

“Percy!” she yelled inhis car. “Water!™

She gestured franically, Percy's fice was hard to read i the dim red light He looked shell-
shocked and terrified. but he nodded as i he understood.

Percy could control water—assuming that was water below them. He might be able to cushion
their fall somehow. Of course Annabeth had heard horrible stories about the rvers of the
Underworld. They could take ayway your memories. or burn your body and soul o ashes. But she
decided not o think sboul that. This was their only chance.

“The river hurted toward them. At the las second, Percy yelled defiantly. The water erupted ina
massive geyser and swallowed them whole.
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from crossing ltaly. She has raised her mountain gods against you."

“We noticed.” Haeel said.

“Any aempi o cross the Apermines will mean the destrction of your ship.Ironically, this might
e the st opion for your rew, | foresee hatall of you would survive the cxplosion. i is
possible, though unlikely, you could sl reach Epirus and close the Doors of Death. You might find
Gaca and prevent hee rise. But by hen, both demisod carrps would b destroyed. You would have v
home foretum o, Hecate smled. “More kel the desiuction of your ship would srand you i the
moumtains. 1 would mean the o of your quest, b f would spare you and your iends mich pain
and suferng i the ays o come. The war with he gants would have o be won or lost witbhort you™

Won or lost wihout s,

A sl iy part of Hazel foundthat appealing.She'd becn wishing for the chance 0 be a
normal gir. She dida't wast any o pain or suffringfor berselFand e fieuds. They'd already
been trough so mich,

She ooked behind Hecate o the middle gxteway. She saw Percy and Amabeth sprawled
Peplessly hefor those black-and-silvr dors. A rusive dark shape, vaguely harswid, oow
Toomed over them, s footrised s if o cush Percy:

“What about ther?” Hazel asked, ber voice ragged. “Percy and Amsbethi™

Hlcate srugged. "West, cast, or souah.. ey die.”

“Notan opion.” Hazel said,

“Then you have only ane paih, though i i the most dangerous,™

Hecaic's inger crossed ber miniature Apemites, leaving s glowing whit e inthe red lames
“There is a scrct passhere n the norh, a place where 1 hold sway, where Hannibal nce crossed
whenbe marched agnist Rome,”

“The goddess made a wide loop..o he top o iy, then east 10 the sa, then down long the
wesiern coast of Greese, “Once through e pass, you would ravel north to Bologrm, and then 1
Verice. Fromtere, il the Adratic 1o you g, e Fpinus in Greeve ™

el didn'tknow much sbout seopraphy: She had o dea what the Adritic Sea was like.
She'd never eard of Bologma, and al she knew about Venic was vage sories sboutcanals and
gondota, B one i was obvious, “Thar’ so i out of e way ™

“Which s why G willnot expect you o take this rovie.” Hecate s, 1 can obscire your
progress sameswha, b he success o yous journey wil depend on you, Hazel Levesque. You must
Team o use the Mist

“Me?” Hazels heart et ke it was umbling down ber rib cage. “Lse the Misthow ™

Hecate exinguished her map offaly. She licked hec s at th black dog Hecuba, Mist
collectot around the Labrador il she was completely hidden n a cocoon of white. The fog cleared
with an auible pooy? Where the dog had sood was a disgrunled-looking black kitien with golden
oxes

“Mew it complained.
amhe sddess ofthe Mist” Hecate explained. 1 am responsible for keeping he vl hat
separates the workd of the gods from the world of mortals. My children eam to use the Mist 0 their
advarvage, o create llusions or nfloence the mnds of morials, Other demigods can do this a5 well.
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shirt soaked in blood. And Hazel saw hersclf in a vast cavern filled with strands of light like a
Juminous web. She wa sirugaing o break heough while in the distanee, Percy and Amaheth lay
sprawled and umoving at the foo of two blackand-ilver metal doors.

“Choices ™ said Hecate. You sand a th crosscoads, Hazel Levesque. And am he goddess of
crossroads.”

The roued rebled at Hazels et She Jaoked down and s the glint ofslver olns.
ihousans of old Rovan denari breaking the sufice al around her, a fthe e hilliop was.
coming o 1 bil, She'd been o apated by th visions inthe doorways th she st ave suramoned.
every bit of silver n he surocading conryside.

“The past s lose o the surice i this place,” Heetesaid.“In ancient s, bwo great Romun
vouds met hers, Neves was excluanged. Markets were held Friends e, and encries fought Ertire
s had 1 choose  direcion. Crossrouds are always places of decision.”

“Like., ke Janus.™ Haze!remerbered the sheine of Janus on Temple Hill back t Canp Jupiter.
Demigies would g0 there  muke decisions. They would fipa coi, beads o ais,and Tupe the
wo-iced gt would uide them well. Hael hd aways fated tht place. She'd ever undersiood
why her rends were 50 willing 0 et gnd ake away their responsibliy for chovsing. Aferall
Hazel o becn hrough, she rused the wisdom o he gnds abort as muxh as she msied s New
Orlears stot mchi:.

“The pddess of magic rade o dsgusted iss. “Janus and his doorways: He would ave you
el tiat all choices are black of white, yes o 0, i oF out In e, i's ot that simple. Whenever
youreach he crossroads,there are slways at last firee ways 0 g0, . fou, f you count i
Backwand. You are af such s crossing now, Hazel”

Hazel looked again a eachswitling gaiewsy:  demigod war, the destruction of e Argo 1.
isaster forherself and e fiends. Al the choices are bad”

“Allchoices have risks,” the goddess corrected. Bt whatis your goal

“My goal?” Hazel waved heplessly atthe doorways. “None of these.™

“The dog Hecuba snarled. Gl the polcat siteed around he goddess's fect,frting and
gashing her tecth,

Yoo could o backward,” Hecate susgssted, “rerace your seps 1o Rom.. byt Gaea's forces.
arc xpecting that. None ofyou will survive.”

So...wlutare you saying””

Hecate sicpped 1 the nearest wreh. She scooped a
e was bolding  maniatie rlicfmup of Taly.

“Vou could o west™ Hecate lother finger drf way from her fery ap, “Go buck o Aerica
with your prize, the Athens Parthnos. Your corpades back hor, Greek and Rowas, are on he bink.
of war. Leave now, and you might save many lves.”

“Migh,  Hazel repested. “But Gaca s supposed 1o waks in Grease. Thar's where the gians arc
ering

“True, G has st the date of Augist frt, the Feastof Spes, xddess of ope, or et ise
povwer. By salking onthe Day of Hope, sh iten (0 destroyail hope forever, Even i you tcached
Greece by hen. could you stop her? 1do not know,” Hecate raced her finger along e ops of the
fiery Apennines. “You coald go east, across the moustains, but Gaca will do anyhing o stop you

il of fire and sulpted te fames unil





images/00069.jpg
was perched on the marble pedestal at Neptune's feet. just above Leo’s head.

“If we had a secret air,” said Red Fur, “1 would want a frehouse pole.”

“And & waterslide!" said Brown Fur, who was pulling random tools out of Leo’s belt, tossing
aside wrenches, hammers, and staple guns.

“Stop that’” Leo tried to grab the dwarf's fect, but be couldn't reach the top of the pedestal

“Too short?” Brown Fur sympathized.

“You're calling me short”” Leo looked around for something to throw, b there was nothing but
pigeons, and he doubted he could catch one. “Give me my belt, you stupid—

“Now, now!” said Brown Fur, “We haven't even introduced ourselves. I'm Akmon. And my
brother over there—"

“—is the handsome one!” The red-frred dwarf lified his espresso. Judging from his dilated eyes
and his maniacal grin, be didn't need any more caffeine. “Passalos! Singer of songs! Drinker of
coffee! Stealer of shiny stufl”

“Please!” shrieked his brother, Akmon. “I steal much betier than you™

Passalos snorted, “Stealing naps, maybe!” He took out  knife—Piper’s knife—and started
picking his tecth with it

“Hey!" Juson yelled. *That's my girlfriend’s knife!"

He lunged at Passalos, but the red-furred dwarf was too quick. He sprang from his chair,
bounced off Jason’s head, did a flip, and landed next to Lo, his hairy arms around Leo’s waist.

“Save me?™ the dwarf pleaded.

“Giet O Lea tried 10 shove him away, but Passalos did a backward somersault and landed out
of reach. Leo’s pants promptly fell around his knces

He stared at Passalos, who was now grining and holding  small zigragey strip of metal.
Somehow, the dwarf had stolen the zipper right off Leo's pans

“Giive—stupid—zipper!” Leo stuttered, trying to shake his fist and boist up his pants at the same
time.

“Eh, not shiny enough.” Passalos tossed it sway.

Jason lunged with his sword. Passalos launched himself straight up and was suddenly sitting on
the statue’s pedestal next 1o his brother.

“Tell me | don't have moves,” Passalos boasted.

“Okay,” Akimon said. “You don't have moves.”

“Bah!” Passalos said. “Give me the tool belt, | want to see.”

“No!" Akman clbowed him away, “You got the knife and the shiny ball."

“Yes, the shiny ball s nice.” Passalos took off his cowboy hat. Like a magician producing a
rabbit. he pulled ot the Archimedes sphere and began tinkering with the ancient bronze dials.

“Stop!” Leo yelled. “That's a delicate machine.”

Jason came 1o his side and glared up at the dywarfs. “Who are you two, anyway?"

“The Kerkopes!” Akmon narrowed his cyes at Jason. “I bet you're a son of Jupite, ¢h? I can
always tell”
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wait! | don't have a dwarf-tracking GPS—or my tool beltt™

“Fine” Jason rmbled. He lnced up ot he shipasi10 et bis bearings, ten poied aross
e piz, T bl frd e st dwar i hat direction, | ik Cone 0"

ey waded o ke of pigcons, then menconered down  ide st ofcloing sors ad
sl shops, The sidewalks were ied with white colamms covered in grafi. A few partandlers
asked for change(Leo ddo't oow Tlan, but e 3o the ssage oud and lear)

e kept pating iswis, boping is oo bl would mugialy reappear I it He ied ot
10 freak.but he'd come o depend on hat bl for slmost eeryting.He fel ke sombody had swlen
one ol s b,

“We'lfnd i Jason promised.

Usly, Leo would e el cessicd. Jasonad e for staying leveleaded n criss.
e e d gorien Leo ou f plenty of b scrupe. Today, thovghal Leo could hirk about was the
stupid fotun coukie e i opened n Rome. The odess Neresis hud promised i hlp,and b'd
goten € the code 10 actvae the Archimedos sphere. Arthe e, Lso had bud o chorce but o e i
i7be w1 save s e ot Nemeis b warmed hat b belp came with price.

Leo worcred i hat price wouldever be paid. Pery and Amabeth were gone. Thesip was
Tadreds of mles offcourse, hesding foward an impossibie cullenge. Leo's fiods were conting
onlim o best erifimg L. And now e ' even e is ool bt o is Archimedes sphere

He was soabsorbed with feling sory for el e didet oice wherethey were el
Jason grabbed i e ekt

Leo looked up. They'darived in sl piszzn. Looming over them was a s bronze saue
of buck ruked Neptne

Al jeer” Leo avered i yes. He really did pecd 1 sce sl groin s caly nthe
o

e sea 2 sio0d o big bl column i e middle of o fomain st s working
(whichsecmed Kindofiroic), On eithe side of Nepune, e winged Cupid dodes weresting.
K of chilin’, ke, What'sy? Neptune el (avoid the groin)was throwing is i 1o one side
inan EvisPresley move, He sipped s ot loosely n i right b and scched s 68 b
ke b was lesing Lo, or possibly atmping 1o evite hin.

“Some kind ofclus?” Leo wondered.

Jasom fowned. Ny, maybe o Ther ae e of e sl ove he place n lly. 'd
fust el beter Fwe ran aross Jupier. Or Mierva. Anybody b Neptue, ealy.™

Leo climbed ot he dry foustain, He pus s on e sae’s pedesal,and s o
impresionssueed rovgh s fingsips. He sersed Celestol brones gears, magical levers, spings.
ad pstons.

I mecharical” e said.“Maybe a doorway o the dwarty seers air?”

“Oooont triked anearby voie, Secre ie?”

L soert et yelled ane voie fromabove.

Jason siepped back, bis sword eady: Leoslost gt whiplashrying o ook n two places at
e, The v dwarfin e cowboy i wassiting aboue iy et iway a e st café
Wble, ipits ancpress beld by bis eyl ot The brown fered deain the een bower
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blade but having no luck.
“Hold on,” Leo said. “If I can find a release switch—"
“Just go!” Jason growled. “I'll follow you when I get out of thi
By
“Don't lose then!™

‘The last thing Leo wanted was some alone time with the monkey dwarfs, but the Kerkopes were
already disappearing around the far corner of the piazza. Leo left Jason hanging and ran after them.
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“Just like Black Bottom.” Passalos agreed.

“Black Batiom?” Lea resisted the urpe 10 jurmp af the dwarfs” fect again. He was sure Passalos
was going (0 rin the Archinedes sphere any second now.

“Yes, you know.” Akmon grinned. “Hercules, We called him Black Botiom because he used to
0 around withous clothes, He got so tn that his backside, well—"

“Atleast be had a sense of humor " Passalos said, “He was going 1 kil us when we stole from
him, but be let us go because he liked our jokes. Not like you two. Grumpy, grumpy!™

“Hey, I've gota sense of humor,” Leo snarled. “Give me back our suff, and I'll ell youa joke
withaa good puch line.”

“Nice ry!” Akmon pulled a ratchet wrench from the tool belt and span it like a noisermaker. “Oh,
very nice! I'm definitely keeping ths! Tharks, Blue Bottom!™

Biue Bottom?

Leo ghanced down. His pants had slipped around his ankles again, revealing his blue
undershorts, “That's it he shouted. “My Stufl: Now, Or 1'll show you how funay a flaming dwarfis.”

His hands caugh fire.

“Now we're talking " Jason thust his sword imto the sky. Dark clouds began to gather over the
piazza, Thunder boomed.

“Oh. scary!” Akinon shrieked.

“Yes,” Passalos agreed. “IF only we had a secret la to hide in™

“Alas, this statue isn't the doorway 10 secret lair.” Akamon said. “It has a différent purpose.™

Leo's gut twisted, The fires died in his hands, and he realized something was very wrong He
yelled, “Trap!™ and dove out of the fountain. Unfortunately, Jason was 100 busy summoning his storm.

Lo rolled on his back as five golden cords shot from the Neptune statuc’s fingers, One barely
missed Leo's feet. The rest hormed in on Jason. wrapping him like  rodeo calfand yanking him
upside down.

A bolt of ightning blasted th tines of Neptune's trident, sending ares of eleciricity up and down
the statue, but the Kerkopes had already disuppeared.

“Bravor” Akmon applauded from a nearby cafE table. *You make a wonderful pifat, son of
Jupitert”

“Yes!" Passalos agreed. “Hercules hung us upside down once, you know, O, revenge is sweet™

Leo summoned a ireball, He lobbed it at Passalos, who was trying 1 fuggle two pigeons and the
Archinedes sphere.

“Eek!” The dwarf jumped frec of the explosion, dropping the sphere and leting the pigoons fly

“Tim o leave!™ Akimon decided.

He tipped his bowler and sprang away, jurmping from table to table. Passalos glanced at the
Archimedes sphere, which had rolled between Leo’s feet.

Leo summoned another fireball, “Try me,” be snarled

“Bye!" Passalos did a backflip and ran afer his brother.

Leo scooped up the Archimedes sphere and ran over 10 Jason, who was stll hanging upside
down, thoroughly hog-tied except or his sword arm. He was trying o cut the cords with his gold
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end up in an lalian jail.

Forunscly, h did't need 1o read abels. He could el st fom picking up  tootpasic wbe
‘whether it contained potasium niat. He four charcoal, He found sugar and baing soda. The stre
Sold mtches, and bug speay, e sl il Pretsy muheveeying e ecded, plus a aundry
cord e could s asa bl He added soms lalian junk food 0 the basket, just 1o sort of disgaise his
o sispicious purchases thn dumped bis sl e registr. A wide.

i some questons e id't ulestand, but s et py, i b,

He ducked i th nearest doorway where b could ecp aneye on he fowers. e siricd 10
work, s ire 1o dry outmaterial e o e cooking atofcrwise would b ke
days o conplete.

Every ome ina while e sneaked a ook at the tower, but there was o sgn of e dwarf. Lo
coudanly hope hey were sl up thre. Making i arscnal 1ok st fe miukes— e was thar
sood—butt et ke hours,

Jason didn't show. Mayhe e was sl el st the Neptne foumain, o scouring e tsets
Tooking for Leo. No one clse fronithe ship canme o hel. Probubly it ws tking them  lng time 0
st all those pink rubber bands ou of Coach Hedge's i

“That s Lot only imsel, i bog f junk fod, and e highly mprovisd weapors
e rom sugarand ootbpaste. Oh and the Atchimedes spee. Tha was kind of inportat. Tie
Hoped e 't uined i by fling i with chmical powder.

He ran o the tnwer and foud the rérance. He started wp the winding s iside,onlyfo be
stopped . tcket booth by some: carcaker swho yelled at i in i,

“Seriouly?” Loo askd, “Look, ma, you've got dwarf inyour belfy ' e eximiaior.” e
Vel i camof g spray, “Sec? Extermimtor Moo Buono- St squit, A He paomired
 dowar meling i terro, which fr som: reason e lalian did't seer 0 uderstand.

e g st e out s plm o ey

‘Dang,man ™ Leo grunbled, 1 justspeot all my cash o bomende explosives and whaiot” He
g around i bis grocery bag. "Dt suppose you'd accept...u.. whitevar tese are?”

L beld up  sellow-nc-red bag ofjunk food called Fonzies He assumed they were some kind
ofchips. To his supris, e carciakee srugeod ad ok te bog. *hari”

Leokept climbing. but he made a mental note o siock u on Forcies. Apparenty they were
bt hun cash n

“hesaes wenkon, a on, ad o Ths whole ower scemed b oting bt an excuse 0 build

He siopped on' anding and slumped agairst 1 rarrow bred windon, rying o catch is
ety He wassweaing ke razy, n his ear humped s is b, Supid Keekopes. Leo
fired hat s soomas e reached he fop,they would jump may before e coud use s weapons:
bt he hod 0 7

He keptclimbing.

Finaly, i legs feling ke overeooked modles, e reached the summit

The room s bout hesize of a broom closet, with basred windows on al four walls. Shoved
inthe comers were sacks of easuee, shiny oodics spillngal ver e oo, Leo spoted Fiper's

st
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LEO

THE DWARFS DIDN'T TRY VERY HARD TO LOSE HIM, which made Leo suspicious. They stayed just at
the edge of his vision, scampering over red-tiled rooftops, knocking over window boxes, whooping
and hollering and leavinga trail of screws and nails from Leo’s tool belt—almost as if they wanted
Leo to follow.

He jogzed after them, cursing every time his pants fell down. He turned a corner and saw two.
ancient stone towers jutting into the sky, side by side, much taller than anything else in the
neighborhood—maybe medieval watchtowers? They leaned in different directions like gearshifis on a
race car.

“The Kerkopes scaled the tower on the right. When they reached the top. they climbed around the
back and disappeared.

Had they gone inside? Leo could see some tiny windows at the top, covered with metal grates;
but he doubted those would stop the dwarfs. He watched for a minute, but the Kerkopes didn’t
reappear. Which meant Leo had to get up there and look for them.

“Gireat,” he muttered. No flying friend to carry him up. The ship was 100 far away to call for
help. He could jury-rig the Archimedes sphere into some sort of flying device, maybe, but only if he
had his tool belt—which he didn’t. He scanned the neighborhood, trying to think. Halfa block down,
a setof double glass doors opened and an old lady hobbled out, carrying plastic shopping bags.

A grocery store? Hmm. ..

Leo patted his pockets. To his amazement, he still had some euro notes from his time in Rome.
“Those stupid dwarfs had taken everything except his money.

He ran for the store as fast as his zipperless pants allowed.

Leo scoured the aisles, looking for things he could use. He didn't know the Italian for Hello,
where are your dangerous chemicals, please? But that was probably just as well. He didn't want to
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into sizzling. melted stubs of iron.

Jason flew in like Peter Pan, electrcity sparking around him and his gold sword steaming.

Leo whistled appreciatively. “Man, you just wasted an awesome entrance.”

Jason frowned. He noticed the bog-tied Kerkopes. “What the—

“All by myself” Leo said. “I'm special that way. How did you find me?”

“Un, the smoke,” Jason mansged. “And | heard popping noises, Were you having a gnfightin
bere?”

“Something ke that Leo tossed him Piper’s dagger, then kept ruremging through the bags of
dwaf shinies, He remembered what Hazel had ssid about finding a treasure that would help them
with the quest, but e wasn't sure what he was looking for. There were coins, gold muggets, jewelry,
paper clips. foil wrappers, cufllnks.

He kept coming back 0 a couple of things that didn't seem o belong. One was an old bronze
navigation device, like an astrolabe from a ship. Itwas badly dumaged and seemed 1o be missing
some pieces. but Leo sill found it fscinating.

“Take it Passalos offered. "Odysseus made it, you know! Take it and et us go.”

“Odysseus?™ Jason asked. “Like, the Odysseus?”

“Yes!" Passalos squeaked. *Made it when he was an old man in laca. One of his fast
inventions, and we stole it”

“How does it work?” Leo asked.

“Oh, it doesn't” Akmon said. “Something bout a missing crystal?* He glanced at his brother for
elp.

My biggest whit-
mutering in his sleep. the night we stol
shiny is yours! Can we g0 now?”

Lea wasn' sure why he warted the astrolabe. It was obviously broken, and he dida’t get the
sense that this was what Hocate meant for them o find. Still, he slipped it o one of his tool belt's
magic pockets.

He turned his attention (o the other strange piece of loot-—the leather-bound book.Is tite was in
gold leaf, in a language Leo couldn't understand, but nothing else about the book seemed shiny. He
didn'tfigure the Kerkopes for big readers.

“What's this?” He waigged it at the dwarfs, who were stil teary-cyed from the smoke.

“Nothing!” Akmon said, “Just a book. It had  pretty gold cover, 50 we took it from him™

“Him?" Leo asked.

Akaon and Passalos exchanged a nervous fook.

“Minor god.” Passalos said. “In Verice. Really. its nothing."

“Venice." Jason frowned at Leo. “Isa’t that where we're supposed 10 g0 ey

“Yeah-" Leo examined the book He couldnt read the text, but it hud lots of illustrations:
scythes, different planss, a picture of the sun,  team of oxen pulling a cart. He didn't see how any of
that was important, but ifthe book hud been solen from a minor god in Venice—the next place Heeate
had told them to visit—then this Aad 10 be what they were looking for,

Passalos said. **Shouldve taken a erystal.” That's what he kept
Passalos shrugaed. “No idea what he meant. But the
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kaife, an old Icather-bound book, o few interesing-looking mechanical devices, and enough gold 1o
give Hazel's horse 4 stomachuche,

Atfirst, b thougt the dwarfs had lef. Then he fooked wp. Akmon and Passalos were harging
upside down from the rafiers by their chimp feet, playing antggavity poker. When they saw Lea, they
threw their cards ike confes and broke out in applause.

“Fiold youhed do it Akmon shricked in delight

Passalos shrugsed and took off one of his gold watches ar handed it o his brother. “You win, |
didhink e was that dunnb.”

They both droppe o th loor. Akmon was wearing Leo’s tool belt—he was so close that Leo
Had 0 st the urge 0 g for it

Passalos straighiend his cowboy fat and Kicked open the grate on the nearest window, “What
should we make Him el nexs, bother? The dome of San Luca?™

Leo wanked to throile the dwar, but he forced & smile. “Oh, that souds fun! But before you
uys g0. you forgat something shiny.™

“lmpossible!” Akimon scowled. “We were very thorough ™

“You sure?” Leo beld up his grocery bag.

“The dwarfs inched closer. As Leo had boped. their curiosity was so strong that they couldn't
esist.

“Look” Leo brought out his frst weapon—a lump of ricd chemicals wrapped in alumirum foil
—and it it with his hand.

He knew enough to turm away when it popped, butthe dwars were staring right at . Toothpast,
sugar, and bug spray weren'tas good as Apollo’s music, bot they made for a prety decen flash-bang.

“The Kerkopes wailed, clawing a their s, They stumbled toward the window, but Leo setoff
i homemade firecrackers —snapping them around the dwarfs* base fee 0 keep them off balance.
Then, for good measure, Leo umed the dial on his Archimedes sphere, which nleashed s plume of
foul white fog that filled the room.

Leo wasn't bothered by smuke. Being immune o fire, be'd stood in smoky bonfires, endured
dragon breath, and cleaned out blazing forges pleny of times, While the dwarfs were hacking and
wheezing, he grabbed his ool belt from Akmor, calmly sumnaned som: bungee cords,and tied up the
dvarfs

“My eyest” Akamon coughed. “My fool belt"

“My fect e on fire!” Passalos wailed. “Nok shiny! Not shiny atall”

Aficr muking sure they were securely bound, Leo drageed the Kerkopes info one corner and
egan rifting through ther reasires. He rerieved Piper’s dagger,  few of his prototype grenades,
and  dozen other odds and ends the dwarfs had taken from the Argo /1.

Pleaset” Aksmon wailed. “Don't take our shiries!”

“We'll make you s deal!” Passalossuggested, “We'll cut you in fo en percentf you et i gor™
‘Affaid not” Leo musered. “I1s all mine now.”

“Tweny percent”

Justthen, thder boormed overhead. Lightning lashed, and the bars o e nearest window burst
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Akmon squealed with delight. “T knew you were as smart as Hercules! I will call you Black
Bottom, the Sequel!”

“Yeah, no thanks.” Leo said. “But in return for us sparing your lives, you have to do something
for us. I'm going to send you somewhere to steal from some people, harass them, make life hard for

them any way you can. You have (o follow my directions exactly. You have to swear on the River
Styx”

“We swear!” Passalos said. “Stealing from people is our specialty!”
“Ilove harassment!” Akmon agreed. “Where are we going?”
Leo grinned. “Ever heard of New York?”
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" Where exactly can we find this minor god?"* Leo asked.

“Not™ Akmon shricked. “You can't take it back to him! Ifhe finds out we stole it—"

“He'll destroy you,” Jason guessed. “Which is what we'll do if you don'tell s, and we're a for
closer.” He pressed the point of his sword against Akmon's furry throat

“Okay, okay!” the dwarf shrieked. “La Casa Neral Calle Frezzerial”™

“Is that an address?” Leo asked.

“The dwarfs both nodded vigorously.

“Please don't tell him we stole it,” Passalos begged. “He isn't nice at alll”

*Who s he?” Jason asked. “What god?"

11 can't say.” Passalos stammered.

“You'd beter,” Leo warned.

“No." Passalos said miserably, “I mean, | really can't say. | can't pronounce it Tr—tri—It's too
hardr™

““Truh," Akmon said. “Tru-toh—Too many syllables!™

They both burst into tears.

Leo didn't know if the Kerkopes were telling them the truth, but it was hard to stay mad at
weeping dwarfs, no matter how amoying and badly dressed they were.

Jason lowered his sword, “What do you want o do with them, Lea? Send them to Tartarus?”

“Please, no!” Akmon wailed. “1t might take s weeks to come back”

“Assuming Gaea even lets us!” Passalos siffled. “She controls the Doors of Death now. She'll
be very cross with us.

Lea looked at the duwarfs, He'd fought lots of monsters before and never felt bid about
dissolying them, but this was different. He had to admit he sort of admired these litle guys. They
played cool pranks and fiked shiny things, Leo could relate, Besides, Percy and Amabeth were in
Tartarus right now, hopefully still alive, trudging toward the Doors of Death, The idea of sending
these twin monkey boys there 1o face the same nighmarish problem. .. well, it didn't seem right

He imagined Gaca laughing at his weakness—a demigod t0o softhearted 10 kill monsiers. He
remembered his dream about Camp Hal -Blood in ruins, Greek and Roman bodies lttering the fields.
He remembered Octavian speaking with the Earth Goddess's voice: The Romans move east from
New York. They advance on your camp, and nothing can slow them down.

“Nothing can slow them down." Leo mused. “I wander...”

“What?" Jason asked,

Leo looked at the dwarfs. “I'll mke you a deal.”

Akmon's eyes lit up. “Thirty percent?”

“We'll leave you all your treasure,” Leo said, “except the stuff that belongs 10 us, and the
astrolabe, and this book, which we'll take back to the dude in Venice.”

“But he'll destroy st Passalos wailed.

“We won't say where we got it” Leo promised. “And we won'tkill you We'll let you go free.”

“Un, Lea...2" Jason asked nervously.






nav.xhtml

    
  
    		Start


  





images/00058.jpg
Still, moping around wasn't going to got Percy and Annabeth back. He had to concentrate on
fining the problems he could ix.

Anyway, Annabeth s said the satue wis the key o defeating Gaea. I could sl he ift
tetween Greck and Roman demigods. Leo fgured there had o be more o t than just symbolism.
Mayhe Ather’s cyes shot lases, o the snake behind her shield could spit poison. O maybe the
sl figure of Nike came 10 i and busted out some nisja moves.

Leo could think of allkinds offr things the statue mightdo i e e desigped it but the more he
examined i, the more frusiated he ot The Athens Parhenos radiaed magic. Even e could feel hat
Bt it dido't seem 0 do anything except ook impressive.

“The ship careened o one side. taking evasive muneuvers. Leo resisied the urte 10 runto the
el Jason, Piper, and Frank were on dusy with Hazel now. They could ndle whatever was going
on. Besides, Hazel hud insisted on taking the wheel 10 gide then hrough the secret pass that the
magic goddess had old her about.

Lo hoped Hast was rightabou he o detous north. He did't tusthis Heeate ady. He
dido'tsee why sucha crecpy goddess would suddenly decide to be belpfl

Ofcourse, b did't st magic in gencral, Tha's why he was having so much rouble with the
Athert Parthenes. i had no moving parts. Whatever it did, it apparenly operated on pare sorcery.
and Leo dida’t appreciate that. He wanied it ke sease, like 3 machire.

Finally he 20 00 extuasted o think siraght, He curled up with a blankst n the engine room and
Jistened 0 the soothing hum of th geverators. Buford the meclianical bl satinthe comer on leep
wode, making e sieamy sworcs: SHhh. pif, skh, i

Leo liked his quurers okay, but he el saest here n the heart of the ship—in a room filled with
mcclaniams he kncw how t0 control. Besides. maybe iFhe spent more tim close to the Athera
Parthenos, he would eventaly souk in s secrets,

115 you or e, B Lady.™ he mumured as e pulled the blasket up 10 bis chin. “You're gouns
coaperate evenll

He closed his cyes and stept. Unfortumatly,that meant drcas.

He was runing foe bis lfe through his moiber's old worksbop, where she'd did n' fre when Leo
was eigh

He was't sure what was chasing i, bu he sensed it elosing st —something lare nd dark
and fll of e

He saumbled info workbenches, knacked over 1olboxes, nd ripped on clecwrical cards. He
spotted the exitand sprinied toward i, but s figre loomed in front of him—u woman i robes of dry
swirling earh, bet fce covered i veil of dust.

Where are you going, il hera? Gaca asked. Stay. and meet my favorite son.

Leo darted 0 the Jef,butthe Ear Goddess's aughter ollowed him.

The night your mother died, I warned you. 1 saldthe Fates would not allow me ro bl you
then, But v ou have chsen your path. Your deoth is near, Leo Valdez.

He tan nto  drafing able —his mother’sold workstation. The wal behind it was decoraied
With Leo's crayon drawings. He sobbed in desperaton aed urned, bus the thing pursuing bin now
stood in his path-—a colossal being wrapped in shadows, its shape vaguely humanoid, its head almost
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choice. It's the cliff or the cave, boy!”™

Suddenly Leo understood what she meant. He was comered. He could jump off the cliff but that
was suicide. Even if there was land under those clouds, he would die in the fal, or maybe he would
just keep falling forever.

But the cave.... He stared at the dark opening between the tree roots, It smelled of rot and death.
He heard bodics shufling inside, voices whispering in the shadows,

“The cave was the home of the dead. If he went down there, he would never come back.

“Yes,” the woman said. Around her neck hung a strange bronze-and-emerald pendant, like a
circular labyrinth, Her cyes were so angry, Le finally understood why mad was a word for crazy.
“This lady had been driven nuts by hatred. “The House of Hades awaits. You will be the first puny
rodent (0 dic inmy maze. You have only one chance 1o escape, Leo Valdez. Take it

She gestured toward the cliff.

“You're bonkers,” he managed,

“That was the wrong thing to say. She seized his wrist. “Perhaps I should kill you now, before my
dark friend arrives?

Steps shook the hillside. The giant was coming, wrapped in shadows, huge and heayy and bent
on murder.

“Have you heard of dying in' dream, boy?” the wommn asked. “It s possible, at the hands of s
sorceress

Leo's arm started to smoke. The woman's touch was acid. He tried o free himself, but her grip
was ke sieel.

He opened his mouth to scream,. The massive shape of the giant loomed over him, obscured by
layers of black smoke.

“The giant raised his fist, and a voice cu through the dream

“Leo!™ Jason was shaking his shoulder, “Hey, man, why are you hugging Ni

Leo’s eyes fluttered open. His arms were wrapped around the human-sized statue in Athera’s
hand. He must have been thrashing in his sleep. He clung to the victory goddess like he used to cling
10 his pillow when he had nightmares as a kid. (Man, that had been so embarrassing in the foster
homes.)

He disentangled hinselF and sat up. rubbing his face,

“Nothing, " he muttered, “We were just cuddling. Uny, what's going on?*

Jason didn't tease him. That's one thing Leo appreciated about his friend. Jason's ice-blue eyes
ere evel and e, The e scar o i ot e ik ey fid whe b bad e
o share.

“We made it through the mountains,” he said. *“We're almost to Bologna. You should join us in
the mess hall. Nico has nerw information.™
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scraping the ceiling twenty fect above.

Leo’s hanes burstino flame. He blased the gian, bu the darkoess consumed his ire, Leo
ceached for his ol belt. The poskets were sewn shut. He ried o speak—to say amyihing that would
save his ife—but he could't ke & soud, a i he ir i been stofen from his Tungs,

My som will ot allow an fires o, Gaea said from he depths o the warehouse, He s the
void that consumes all magic. the cold that consumes al fire. the silence that consunes al speech.

Leo warsed to shout: And I'm the dide that’s all ot of here!

His voice did't work. so b used his fect. He dashed to the righ, ducking under the shadowy
giant’s grasping hands, and burs through the nearest doorway.

Suddenly, be found himsel at Camp Half-Blood, except the carmp was in ruins. The cabirs were
charred husks. Bumed fields smoldered in the moonlight. The dining pavilion had collapsed ino s
pile of white rubble, and the Big House was on fire,its windows glowing like demon eyes.

Leo kept rumning, sure the shadow gt was sl bebind hirm.

He wove around the bodies of Greek and Roman demmigods, He wanted to check if they were
alive, He wanted fo hlp them. Bt somehow he knew he was ruming out of .

He jogaed toward the only fiving people he saw—a group of Romans standing at e volleyball
pit. Two centurions lcaned casually on thir javelin, chatting with a ll skinny blond guy ina purple
foga. Leo stunbled. It was that freak Octavian, the augur from Cam Jupitr, who was always
scrcaming for war.

Octavian tumed 10 fe him,but b seemed 1 be in  trance. His features were slack, his eyes
closed, When he spoke, it was in G’ voice: This cannot be prevented. The Romans move east
from Nevw York. They advance on your camp. and nothing can slow them down:

Leo was tempted to puoch Octavian in the i, Inscad be kept ruming.

He climbed HalF-Blood Hill. At the summit,lightoing ha splintered the gian pine ree.

He falfered 0. stop. The back of he ill was sbom sway. Beyond i, he entire world was gone.
Lo saw nothing bus couds fr below—a ollig silver carpet under the dark sky.

A sharp voice said, “Well?"

Leo flinched.

Atthe shitered pie tree, a worman knclt ata cave entrance that had cracked open between the
tree’s roots

“The worman wasi't Gaea. She looked more fike a lving Atbers Parhernos, with the sam: golden
obes and bare ivory arms. When she rose, Leo almost sumbled offthe edge of e world.

Her face was regally beautiful, with high cheekbones, large dark eyes, and braided licorice-
colored hairpiled in fancy Gireek hirdo, st with  spiral of emeralds and diamonds so that i
reminded Leo ofa Christrms tree. Her expression radiated pure hatred. Her lip curled. Her nose:
wrinkled.

“The tinkerer god’s cild,” she sneered, “Youare o threat, but | suppase my Vengeance st
start someshere. Maks your choice.

Lo tried 10 speak. bt he was abowt 0 craw out ofbis skin with panic, Between this hte queen
and the gt chasing hir, he had m idea what 10 do

“He'll be here soon,” the worman warned. “My dark friend will not give you the lusury of
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a bandara, which gwve her a commando look that Leo found kind of hot—and then immediately folt
ity sbout.

Nextto et sa her boyiriend Frank Zinng. dressed in block workout pris and a Rovran tourist
Teshir that sid 1407 (was that evesa word?). Faok’ old centurion badia was pimed to hisshirt,
despite the fact hat e demigads of e Argo 1] were mow Public Encrnies Nuavbers | through 7 back
at Camp Jupiter. His grim expression ust reinforced is unforumate reseamblance 104 sumo wrester,
Then there was Hasel's halCbrodcr, Nico i Angelo, Dang, that kid gave Lo the reaky-deskies. He
sat back i s Jother avitor jacker, his black T-shir o jeans,that wicked silver sl ring on his
finger, and the Stywian sword st s side. His ufs of black hair stk wp in eurls ke baby bl wings,
His eyes were sad and kind of iy, as i he'd sared i the depths of Tararus—which be fud.

“The only alsens demigod was Piper, sho was taking b tuem at e el with Couch Hede,
their satyr chaperone

Leo wished Piper were here. S had a way ofcalmigthings down widhthat Aphrodite charn
afhers. Afcr his dreams lastmight, Lo could us some calm.

Onthe other b, i was probably wood she was above deck caperoring ther chapsrone. Now
hatthey were inthe anicns ands, they hat 0 be constanly on @rd. Leo was nervous about letng.
Couch Hedge fy solo. The satyr was a inle tigger-hupp, and thebelm hud plenty o bright.
angerous btons thet could catse the picturesque falian villages below them 10 0 BOOM!

Lo had zoncd ou 50 wialy he didn't realize Jason was sil tlking.

—the House of Hades.” he was saying."Nico?™

Nico s forward, T communed with the dead Tast nighe ™

He just tossed that ine ot her, ike e was saying he g91a tex froma buddy,

1w bl learn more about what we'llface,” Nico contimied, “In acient tines,the House:
of Hades was a major st for Greek pilgrims. They would come o speak with he dead and horor
their ancestors.”

Leofrowned. "Sonds ke Dia d fos Macrios. My Au Rosa took tatstuffseiously. ™

He remembered being dragsed by ber o the local cemetery in Houston, where they'd clean up
thei rlatives” ravesites and put o offrings of emonade, cookies and fresh marigolds. Aut Rosa
Would force Leo o stay for  piesic, a if hanging o with dead people were good for bis appetic.

Frank grssed. “Chincse have that, 1oo—ancestor worship, sweeping the graves in the
prngime.” He glanced i Leo. “Your Aunt Rosa would've gotten along with my grandrmother ™

Lo had  ferrifying nage of s Aunt Rosa and some old Chinese womun in wresters” oueis,
whaling on cach o with spiked clubs

“Yeahy" Leo said. “F'm sure they would've been best buds.”

Nico cleared his throat. “A lot of cultures have seasoral traditons 1 bovor the dead, but the
House of Hades was open year-round. Pilgris couldactuly speak to the ghoss.In Greek.the place
was caled the Neeromanieon, the Oracle of Death. You'd work your way hrough different Tevels of
tunmels, feaving oferings and drinking special poions—

“Special potions” Leo mitered. “Yum”

Jason flashed bima look ke, Duade, enough. “Nieo, 20 on.™

“The pilginas believed tat cach evel of he temple brought you closer o the Underworld,unil
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LEO

LEO HAD DESIGNED the mess hall’s walls to show real-time scenes from Camp Half-Blood. At first
he had thought that was a pretty awesome idea. Now he wasn't so sure.

“The scenes from back home—the campfire sing-alongs, dinners at the pavilion, volleyball games
outside the Big House—just seemed to make his friends sad. The farther they got from Long Island,
the worse it got. The time zones kept changing, making Leo feel the distance every time he looked at
the walls. Here in ltaly the sun had just come up, Back at Camp Half-Blood it was the middle of the
night. Torches sputtered at the cabin doorways. Moonlight glittered on the waves of Long Island
Sound. The beach was covered in footprints, as if a big crowd had just left.

With a start, Leo realized that yesterday—last night, whatever—had been the Fourth of July.
“They'd missed Canp Half-Blood’s annual party at the beach with awesome fireworks prepared by
Leo's siblings in Cabin Ni

He decided not to mention that to the crew. but he hoped their buddies back home had had a good
celebration, They needed something to keep their spirits up, 00,

He remembered the images he’d scen in his dream—the camp in ruins, litiered with bodies;
Octavian standing at the volleyball pit, casually talking in Gaea’s voice.

He stared down at his eggs and bacon. He wished he could turn off the wall videos.

“So.” Jason said, “now that we're here...”

He sat at the head of the table, kind of by default. Since they’d lost Annabeth, Jason had done his
best to act as the group’s leader. Having been practor back at Camp Jupiter, he was probably used to
that; but Leo could tell his friend was stressed. His eyes were more sunken than usual. His blond hair
was uncharacteristically messy. like he’d forgotten to comb it.

Leo glanced at the others around the table. Hazel was bleary-eyed. too, but of course she’d been
up all night guiding the ship through the mountains,. Her curly cinnamon-colored hair was tied back in
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Leo was pretty sure it would take more than a few matches to set that gian ablaze.
15 & good fead,” Jason insisted. “At least we know how 10 kil the giant. And this sorceress.
well, if Hecate believes Hazel can defeat her, then so do L™

Hazel dropped her eyes. “Now we just have (0 reach the House of Hades, batle our way through
Gaea's forces—"

‘Plus a buch of ghosts.” Nico added grimly. “The spirits in that termple may not be friendly.”
“—and find the Doors of Death,” Hazel continued. *Assuing we can somehow arrive at the
same time as Percy and Amabeth and rescue them”

Frank swallowed a bite of pancake; “We can do it. We have to.”

Leo admired the big guy’s optimism. He wished be shared it.

“So, with this detour,” Leo said, “I'm estimating four or five days o arrive at Epirus, assuming
0 delays for, you knovw, monster attacks and stfl™

Jason smiled sourly. “Yeah. Those never happen

Leo looked ut Hazel. “Hecate told you that Gaea was plaming ber big Wake Up party on August
first, right? The Feast of Whatever?”

“Spes,” Hazel said. “The goddess of hope.”

Jason turned his fork. “Theoretically, tat Ieaves us enough ime. It's only July fifth. We should
be able to close the Doors of Death.then find the gians” HQ and stop them from waking Gaea before:
Augus first”

“Theoretically,” Hazel agreed. “But I'dsilllike 10 know how we ke our way through the
House of Hades without going insane or dying

‘Nobody volunteered any ideas.

Frank set down his pancake roll like it suddenly didn't mste so god. “It's July fifih. Oh, jeez |
hadn'teven thought of that...

“Hey, man, t's cool,” Leo said. *You're Canadian. right?  did’t expect you 1o get me an
Independence Day preseat or anything...unless you warted to.”

“I's notthat. My grandimother...she always old me that seven was an unlucky number. 1t was &
sghost mmber. She didn' like it when | 101d her there would be seven demigods on our quest. And
Juky i the seventh month.”

“Yeah, but...” Leo tapped his fingers nervously an the table. He realized be was doing the
Morse code for / ove you, the way he used to do with his mom, which would have been pretty
embarrassing i his friends undersivod Morse code. “But that's just coincidence, right?”

Frank’s expression didn't reassure him.

“Back in China,” Frank said, “in the old days, people called the seventh monhthe ghst manth.
That's when the spirit world and the human world were closest. The living and the dead could go
back and forth. Tell me it's a coincidence we're searching for the Doors of Death during the ghost
monh”

No one spoke.

Leo wanted o think that an old Chinese belief couldn't have anything o do with the Romans and
the Greeks. Totally different, right? But Frank's existence was proof that the cultures were tied
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the dead would appear before you. If they were pleased with your offerings, they would answer your
auestions, maybe even el you the fture.”

Frari wpped his g of ot chocolate, “And if the spirits weren  pleased?”

“Some pilirs found noting.” Nico sad. “Some wen insane,or died e leaving the temple.
Oohers los their way in the tumels and were never séen agiin,

“The poin s, " Jason said quickly. “Nico found some information hat might help us."

“Yeah Nico did’t sound very enthusiasic. “The ghast 1 spoke o last ight..he was a former
prist of Hecate. He confirmed wht the goddess told Hase) yesterday a the crossroads. Inhe frst
war with he giants, Hecale fough or the gods. She slew one of he giaris—onc who'd becn designed
as the anti-Hecate. A iy named Clytius™

“Dirk dude,” Leo guessed. “Weapped in shadows.”

Haze! tamed toward bim, her gold eyes narrowing “Leo, how did you knor that?”

“Kind of ad  dream”

N ook mepries. st i hd i s s st s g
worl

i e pid close atntion a Leo explained. He tried no 0 ookt the wall iroges of
Carp Hal-Blood a he described the place in ruis. He told them abou the dark giant, and the
strange wormwn on Half-Blood Hil, offring him  multiple-choice death

Jason pushed away his plae of pancakes, “Sothe gian is Clytus. 1 suppose he'll be waiting for
us, gnrding the Doors of Death.”

Frank rolled p one of the pancakes aod stared munching —vot a gay o It impending death
standin the way of a hearty breakfast. “And the woman in Leo's dreani?”

“She’s my problem.” Hazel passed a diamond beween ber fingers n  skight of hand. “Hecate
meneioned a formidable cnemy i he Fotse of Hades—a witch who could't b defeated except by
e, using magic.”

“Do you know magie?" Leo usked.

“Notyet”

“Ah.” He tied o hink of something hopeful {0 say, but he recallcd the angry woman's eyes, the
way ber seely urip made his skin smoke. "Any idea who i is?”

Haze! shook her head. “Only tht...* She lanced a1 Nico, and some sortof silent arguancrt
Fappened between them. Leo got the feling thatthe two of them had ad private conversations about
the House of Hades, and they weren't sharing a the details. “Only that she won't be casy o defeat ™

Bt there i some gnod nesws” Nico said. “The ghost 1 ke 10 explaned how Hecate defeated
Clytius inthe first war. She used her forehes o set his air o fre. He burned o death. In ther
words, ire i his weakness.™

Everybody looked a Leo.

“OR he said. “Okay.”

Jason nodded encouragingly, ke his was great news—like e expected Leo 1o walk ip 0.6
towering mass of darkness, shoot few fireballs, and solve all thei problems. Leo did’ want 10
b i down, butbe could sil b Gaea's voice: i i the void that consumes all maic the
cold that consumes all fire, the sitence thar consumes all speech.
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LEO

LEO WAS VAGUELY AWARE OF HAZEL SHOUTING, “Go! I'll take care of Nicol”

Asiff Leo was going to turn back. Sure, he hoped di Angelo was okay, but he had headaches of
his own.

Leo bounded up the steps, with Jason and Frank behind him.

“The situation on deck was even worse than he’d feared.

Coach Hedge and Piper were struggling against their duct tape bonds while one of the demon
monkey dwarfs danced around the deck. picking up whatever wasn't tied down and sticking it in his
bag, He was maybe four feet tall, even shorter than Coach Hedge, with bowed legs and chimp-like
feet, his clothes so loud they gave Leo vertigo. His green-plaid pans were pinned at the cuffs, and
held up with bright-red suspenders over a striped pink-and-black worman’s blouse. He wore halfa
dozen gold watches on each arm, and a zebra-paterned cowboy hat witha price tag dangling from the
brim. His skin was covered with patches of scragaly red fur, though ninety percent of his body hair
seemed to be concentrated in his magnificent eyebrows.

Leo was just forming the thought Where's the other dvwarf? when he heard a click behind him
and realized he'd led his friends into a trap

“Duck!” He ht the deck as the explosion blasted his eardrums,

Note 10 self, Le thought groggily. Do not leave boxes of magic grenades where dwarfs can
reach them.

Atleast he was alive. Leo had been experimenting with all sorts of weapons based on the
Archimedes sphere that he'd recovered in Rome. He'd built grenades that could spray acid, fire,
shrapnel, or freshly buttered popcorn. (Hey, you never knew when you'd get hungry in battle.) Judging
from the ringing in Leo’s cars, the dwarf had detonated the flash-bang grenade. which Leo had filled
witha rare vial of Apollo’s music, pure liquid extract. It didn’tkill, but it left Leo feeling like he'd
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together. The Zhang family went all the way back to Ancient Greece. They'd found their way through
Rome and China and finally to Canada.

Also, Lea kept thinking about his meeting with the revenge goddess Nemssis at the Great Salt
Lake. Nemesis had called him the seventh wheel, the odd man out on the quest. She didn't mean
seventh as in ghost, did she?

Jason pressed his hands against the arms of his chair, “Let's focus on the things we can deal
with We're getting close to Bologna, Maybe we'll get more answers once we find these dwarfs that
Hecate—"

The ship lurched as if it had hit an iceberg. Leo's breakfast plate slid across the table. Nico fell
backward out of his chair and banged his head against the sideboard. He collapsed on the floor, with
4 dozen magic goblets and platters crashing down on op of him.

“Nico!" Hazel ran 1o belp him.

“What—7" Frank tried to stand, but the ship pitched inthe other direction. He stumbled into the
table and went face-first into Leo’s plate of scrambled eggs.

“Look!™ Jason poisted at the walls. The images of Carp Hal-Blood were flickering and
changing

“Not possible,” Leo murmured.

No way those enchantments could show anything other than scenes from camp, but suddenly o
huge, distorted face filled the entire port-side wall: crooked yellow teeth, a scragaly red beard. a
warty nose, and two mismatched eyes—one much larger and higher than the other, The fice seemed to
be trying to eatits way into the room.

“The other walls flickered, showing scenes from above deck. Piper stood at the helim, but
something was wrong. From the shoulders dawn she wass wrapped in duct tape, her mouth gaged and
her legs bound to the control console.

At the mainmast, Coach Hedge was similarly bound and gageed, while a bizarre-looking
creature—a sort of gnome/chimpanzee combo with poor fashion sense—danced around him, doing the
coach'’s hair intiny pigiails with pink rubber bands.

On the port-side wall, the huge ugly face receded so that Leo could see the entire creature—
another gnome chimp, in even crazier clothes. This one began leaping around the deck, stufing things
ina burlap bag—Piper's dagaer, Leo's Wil controllers. Then he pried the Archimedes sphere out of
the command console.

“Not" Leo yelled.

“Unbh," Nico groaned from the floor,

“Piper!” Jason cried.

“Monkey!" Frank yelled.

“Not monkeys,” Hazel grumbled. *1 think those are dwarfs.”

“Stealing my stuff?” Leo yelled, and he ran for the sairs.
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just done a belly flop off the deep end.

He tried to gt up. His limbs were useless. Someon was tgging at his waist, maybe 3 frend
trying 0 help him up? No, His frends did't smell like heavily perfumed morikey cages.

He munaged t0 urm over. His vision wats o of focus and tinted pink, ke the world had been
subimerged i strawbery jelly. A griming. wotesque face loomed over him. The brown-fuered dwarf”
was dressed even worse than his fricnd. in @ groen bowler hat ke  leprechaun's, dangly diamond
carrings, and a white-anc-black referce’s shit. He showed offthe pize he'd jus stolen—Leo’s fool
elt—then danced wway.

L ried 0 grab him, bus his fingers were murb, The dwar frolicked aver 1 the nearest
allsta, which his red-frred frind was priming to lauoch.

“The brownfred dvarf jumped oo the projectlelike it was a skatcboard, and his fiend shot
Himinto the sky.

Red Fur pranced over 1 Coach Hedg. He gave the saty a b smack on the check, then skipped
10 the rail. He bowed to Leo, doffing his zebea cowboy hat, and did s backfip over the side.

Leo maaged o get p. Jason was already onhis feet. sumbling and ruming o things. Frank
Had turned inlo a silverback gorill (why. Leo wasn'tsure; maybe fo commune with the monkey.
dwarfs?) bt he flash grenade had it him hard, He was spraw led o the deck with bis torgae haging
outand his gorila eyes rolled up i his bead

“Piper!™ Jason staggered 10 the helmand casefully pulled the gag out of ber ot

Dot waste your ime on me!” she said. “Go afer therm

Atthe mast, Coach Hodge mumbled, *HHHmmama et

Lt fyured that means: “KILL THEMI” Essy translaton, since st of the coch's sentences
involved the word kil

Leo glanced ut the conrol comale. His Archimedes sphere was one. He put his hand o his
waist, where his 001 belt should Bve been. His head stared 1o clear, and bis sense of ourage came
08 boil Those dwarfs had atmcked his ship. They'd stolen his most precious possessions

Below him spread the city of Bolog—a jigsaw puzzle ofred-tled buildings ina valley
hemmed by green hils. Unless Leo could find the dwarfs somesshere in that maz of srees... Nope.
Failure wasn'tan option. Neither was waiting for is riends t recover,

He tumed 10 Jason. “You feeling good enough 1 control the winds? | need a i
Jason frowned, “Sure, but
“Good.” Lew said. “We've got some monkey duces o cateh.™

Jasor and Leo fouched downin  big pinzza lined with white mrble government buildings and
oudoor cafes. Bikes and Vespas clogaed the surrounding sircets, b the square ifel was emply
except for pgeons and o few old men drinking espresso.

‘None of the locals sccmed to otice the hugs Grock warship hovering over the piaza, or the fict
that Jason and Leo had ust flown down, Jason wiclding a gold sword, and Leo...well, Leo pretty
nnch empy-handed.

“Where 107" Jason asked.

Lo stared at i *Well, | dumo. Let me pull my dwarfracking GPS out of my 1ol belt.... Oh,
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been stumbling around in a daze, barely able to function. He'd acted like a fool. and he was sure his
fricnds though be"d lost is murbles.

He couldn' el them what was wrong. There was nohing hey could do, and fiom lisiening 0
them k. Frank was prety sure they did’ e the sam: problem withthir gy parenés yellng in
theiecars.

Just Frank's luck,but e e 0 pll i fogether His e ncoded Him—especialy now, with
Amabeth gone

Annabeth hud been kind 1o him. Even when he was so distractd he'd scted ke & bufoon,
Amabet hod been potient and helpful. While Ares screame that Athena’s children couldn't b
trusted. and Marsbellowed athim o kil al the Grecks, Frank had grown 0 espet Ansaberh

Now thatthey were witbout her, Frank was the next best thing the group hod 0 a military
straegist, They would need hum for the iip abcad.

He rose and ot dressed. Forunately he'd marsged 10 buy some new clothes n Siena a couple of
days ago, replacing the Laundry tht Leo had sent flying away on Bulord the table. (Long siory.) He
geed o some Levi's and an army-roen T-shit, thenreached fo his fvorit pullove before
rememibering he dids't need it The weather was foo warm. More important, he dida'tnecd the
pocksis amymore o proteet the magical picce of frewood that controlled his 1 span. Hazel was
Kecping it safe for him.

Maybe tht should have made him nervous 1 he firewood bumed, Frank died: end o story. But
e tust Hazel more than e rustod himsclf. Knowing she was safcguarding his big weakoess made
i foet betir—ike he'd fstencd his scat beltfo a high-specd chuse.

He shung s bow and quiver over s shoulder. Inmediatly they morphed into a regular
backpack. Frank loved that. He never would've known abou he quiver's camoulage power ifLeo
bad' fgared it out for him.

Leo! Mars vaged. He mast die!

Thratle him! Aves cried. Throtile everyone! Who are w talking about again?

“The two bogan shoutng a cach other again, over the sound of borbs exploding in Frank's skal,

He stcadicd himselagainst the wall For days, Frank hd listnsd 1o those voices demunding
Leo Valdes's death.

Afir all, Leo hud staried the war with Car Jpite by fringa bllista int the Forum Sure,
e bocn possessedai te ime: but sl Mars demanded vengeance. Leo made tings harder by
consandy easing Frank, and Ares dermnded that Frank realiae for every insult

Frank kept the voices atbay, but it wasn'tcasy.

On their tip crossthe Atantic, Leo had said someting tut 6l stuck n Fraak's mind. When
they’dlesmed thatGaea the evil carth goddess had put s bounty on their beads, Leo hud waried 1o
Know or how much.

L can understand no being as pricey as Jason ar Percy, be'd ssid but am I worth, like, wo or
three Franks?

Justanother one of Leas supid jokes, butthe coment it e 100 close to home. On the 4o
11, Frank definitely el ke the LVP—Least Valuable Player. Sur, he could tum ino animals. So
what? His biggest clain 0 hlpfulness so fr had been changing inio a weasel o escape fom s
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telling me there were dogs everywhere. Venetians love dogs.”

Frank frowned. He kept forgeting that Piper’s dad was Tristan MeLean, A-list movie star. She
didat talk about i much. She scemed pretty down-o-carth for  id raised i Hollywood. That was.
i k. Tl in ey oo s st was oz g pishass i o'
epic fils,

Bt what ae they?” e sk, repeating Hazel's question. “They look lik.. starving shaggy
cows withsheepdog hair ™

He waited for someane to enlighien him Nobody volusscered any informution.

“Maybe they're harmicss.” Leo suggesied. “They're ignoring the motals ™

“Harmless!™ Glesson Hedge laughed. The satyr wore his usual gym shorts, sports shirt, and
conchs whiste. His expression was as grufas ever, but he still had one pirk robber band stuck in
i hair from the prankster dwarfs in Bologna. Frank was kind of seared 1o mention i (0 him, “Valdez,
how many harmess monsers have we met? We should just aim the ballistac and see what happens!”

“Un no,” Leo said.

For once, Frank agreed with Leo. There were 100 many morsters. T would be impossible 10
target one without causing coflateral damage i the crowds of ourists. Besides, f those crestures
panicked and stpeded.

‘We'll ave 10 walk through them and bope they re peaceful,” Frank suid. bting he idea
alrcady, “1's he only way we're going o trck down the owner of thut book ™

Lo pulled he lather-bound mamal from underneath his arm.He'd slapped a sicky mote on the
cover with the address the dwarfs in Bologma had given him

“La Casa Nera, " be vead. “Calle Freszeria,”

“The Black House,” Nico di Angslo translated. “Calle Frezzeriaisthe street”

Frark tred not 0 flinch when b realized Nico yas a his shoulder. The guy was 50 quiet and
brocding. he almost seemed to demmerializ when he wasn't speaking. Hazel might have bee the one
wh came back from the dead. but Nico was way more ghostlike.

“Youspeak lalian?” Frank asked.

Nico shot i a warning look, like: Watch the questions. He spoke calmly, though.“Frark is
right We have to find that address. The only way 1o do it s 1 walk te city. Venice is a maze. We'll
Have 10 risk the crowds and those... whatever they are.”

Thisvler rumbled i the clear summer sky. They'd passed through some storms the night before.
Frark had though hey were over, but ow he wasa't sure. The air felt as thick and warm as sauna
steam.

Jason frasned o the horizon, “Maybe | should stay on board. Los of ven in hatsiorm ast
nigh. I they decide 0 atack the ship again.

He didan' eed o fnish. They'd all ad expericnces with angry wind sprits. Jason was th oy
one who had much luck fghting them,

Coach Hedge gruned. “Well, 'mout oo, I you sofiearted cupeakes are going o stroll hrough
Venice witho even whacking those furry il o the head, forgt it | don' ke horing
expeditions”

I okay, Conch ™ Leo grinned. “We sill have f repair the foremust, Then ] need your help in
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underground workshop. and even that had been Leo's idea. Frank was better known for the Giant
Goldfish Fiasco in Atlanta, and, justyesterday, for turning into a two-hundred-Kilo gorilla only to get
hnocked senseless by a flash-bang grenade.

Lo hadn't e any gorilla jokes at his expense yet. But it was only a matter of ime.

Kill him!

Torture him! Then kill him!

“The two sides of the war god seemed 1o be kicking and punching each other inside Frank's head,
using his simuses as a wrestling mat.

Blood! Guns!

Rome! War!

Quiet down, Frank ordered,

Amazingly, the voices obeyed.

Okay. then, Frank thought

Maybe he could finally gt those annoying screaming miri-gods under control. Maybe today
would be a good day.

“That hope was shattered as soon as be climbed above deck.

“What are they?” Hazel asked.

“The Argo 11 was docked at a busy wharf. On one side striched a shipping channel about balfa
kilometer wide. On the other spread the city of Venice—red-tiled roofs, metal church domes, steepled
towers, and sun-bleached buildings in all the colors of Valentine candy hearts—red. white, oche.
pink, and orange.

Everywhere there were statues of Tions—on top of pedestals, over doorways, on the particoes of
the largest buildings. There were so many, Frank figured the lion must be the eity's mscot.

‘Where streets should have been, green canals etched their way through the neighborhoods, each
one jammed with motorboats. Along the dacks, the sidewalks were mobbed with tourists shopping at
the T-shirt kiosks, overflowing from stores, and lounging across acres of ouldoor cafe tables, ike
pods of sea lions. Frank had thought Rome was fill of touriss. This place was insane,

Hazel and the rest of his friends weren't paying attention o any of that, though. They had
gathered at the starboard rail o stare at the dozens of weird shaggy monsters milling through the
crowds.

Each monster was about he size of a cow, with a bowed back ke  broken-down horse, matted
gray fix, skinny legs, and black cloven hooves. The creatures” beads seemed much 100 beavy for their
necks. Their long. anteater-like snouts drooped 1o the ground. Their overgrown gray manes
completely covered ther eyes,

Frank watched as one of the creatures lumbered across the promenade, snuffing and licking the
pavement with s long tonguc. The tourists parted around it, unconcerned. A few even petted it. Frank
wondered how the mortals could be so calm. Then the monster’s appearance flickere. For a moment
it turned into an old, it beagle.

Jason grunted. “The mortals think they're stray dogs.

“Or pets roaming around,” Piper said. “My dad shot a film in Venice once. I remember him
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the engine room. I've got an idea for a new installation.”

Frank didn't like the gleam in Leo’s eye. Since Leo had found that Archimedes sphere, he’d been
trying outa lot of “new installations,” Usually. they exploded or sent smoke billowing upstairs into
Frank's cabin.

“Well...” Piper shified her feet, “Whoever goes should be good with animals. 1, uh..I'll admit
Pmnot great with cows.

Frank figured there was a story behind that cormment, but he decided not o ask.

“I'll go.” he said.

He wasn't sure why be volunteered—maybe because he was anxious to be usefil for a change.
Or maybe he didn’t want anyone beating him o the punch. Animals? Frank can turn into animals!
Send him!

Leo patted him on shoulder and handed him the leather-bound book. *Awesome. If you pass a
hardware store, could you get me some two-by-fours and a gallon of tar?"

“Leo,” Hazel chided, “it's not a shopping trip.”

“Tll go with Frank.” Nico offered.

Frank's eye started twitching, The war gods’ voices rose 1o a crescendo in his head: Kifl him!
Graecus scum!

No! I love Graecus scum!

“Uh...you're good with animals?” he asked

Nico smiled without humor. “Actually, most animals hate me. They can sense death. But there’s.
‘something about this city...."” His expression turned grim, “Lots of death, Restless spirits. If1 go, I
may be able to keep them at bay. Besides. as you noticed, I speak lialian.

Leo seratehed his head, “Lots of death, huh? Personally, I'mtrying 0 avoid lots of death, but you
guys have funt”

Frank wasn't sure what scared him more: shagay-cow monsters, hordes of restless ghosts, or
‘going somewhere alone with Nico di Angelo.

“I'll 20 t00.” Hazel slipped her arm through Frank’s.
quest, right?™

Frank iried not to look too relieved. He didn’t want to offend Nico. But he glanced at Hazel and
told her with his eyes: Thank you thank you thank you.

Nico stared at the canals, as if wondering what new and interesting forms of evil spirits might be
lurking there. “All right, then. Let’s go find the owner of that book.”

“Three is the best nuniber for a demigod
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distance, when Hazel stumbled on a loose piece of cobblestone. Frank caught her. Six o seven of the
big gray beasis rmed 1o look at them. Frank glimpsed a glowing green eye under one's mune, and
nstantly he wis hit with a wave of e, the way be felt when he ate oo much cheese or ice creant
“The creatures made decp throbbing sounds in their throats like angry foghorns.
“Nice cows,” Frank murmred. He put himself between his friends and the morsers. “Guys, I'm
ihirking we should back out of here slowly.™

“Pmsucha Kutz,” Hazel whispered. “Sorry.”

“It's not your fault” Nico said. “Look at your feet”

Frank glanced down and caugh his breath.

Unner their shoes, the paving stones were moving—spiky plant endrils were pushing up from
the cracks.

Nico stepped back. The roots snaked outin'is direction,trying o ollow, The tendrils got
dhicker, exwdinga steamy green vapor that smeled of boiled cabbag.

“These roots scem o like demignds.” Frank noted.

Hazel's hand driffed to her sword hilt. “And the cow creatures like the roots.”

“The entire herd was now looking their direetion, making foghorn growls and stumping theie
hooves, Frank understood animal befavior well enough fo et the message: You are standing on our
food. That makes you encmies

Frank tried o think. There were too many monsters to fgh. Something about their eses hidden
nder those shagay manes..Frank had gotien sick from the barest glimpse. He had a bad feeling that if
those monsters made direct eye contact, he might get a Jot worse than nauseos

“Don't meet ther eyes,” Frank warned. “I'll distract them. You two back up slowly toward that
black house.”

“The creatures fensed, ready to atack.

“Never mind,” Frank said. “Run!™

As it wrmed ou, Frank could nof tum into a hino, and he lost valusble time trying.

Nico and Hazel bolted for the side street. Frank stepped in front of the monsters, baping 0 keep
their attention. He yelled at the top of his lungs, imagining himself as a fearsome rhinoceros, but with
Ares and Mars screaming in his head, be couldn't concentrate. He remained regular-old Frank.

"Two of the cow monsters peeled off from the herd to chase Nico and Hazel

“No!” Frank yelled afierthem. “Me! I'm the rhino’™

“The rest of the herd surrounded Frank. They growled, emerald-green gas billowing from their
nosirils. Frank stepped back o avoid the stuff, but the stench nearly knocked himover.

Okay, 50 nota rhino. Something else. Frank knew he had anly seconds before the monsters
trampled o poisoned him, but he could'tthink. He couldn' hold the image of any animal long
enough to change form.

“Then he glanced p at e of the town-house balconics and saw a sione carving —the symbol of
Venice.

“The next nstart, Frank was a fll-grown lion. He roared in challenge, then sprang from the
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“A lot of cows in one place.” Frank said.

“Yeah. but look;” Nico said, “Past that archway.

Nico's eyes must've been better than his. Frank squinted. At the far end of the plaza, a stone
archway carved with lions led o a narrow street. Just past the arch, one of the town houses was.
painted black—the only black building Frank had seen so far in Venice,

“La Casa Nera,” he guessed.

Hazel's grip tightened on his fingers. 1 don't ke that plaza. It fels. . cold.”

Frank wasn't sure what she meant. He was sill sweating like crazy.

But Nico nodded. He studied the tows-house windows, most of which were covered with
wooden shuters. “You're right, Hazel. This neighborhood is filled with lemures.™

“Lemurs?” Frank asked nervously. “I'm guessing you don't mean the furry lile guys from
Madagascar?”

‘Angry ghosts,” Nico said. “Lemures g0 back to Romn times, They hang around a fot of Halian
citics, but 've never felt so many in one place. My mom told me...” He hesitated. “She used to tell
me stories about the ghosts of Venice.”

Again Frank wondered about Nico's past, but he was afraid 1 ask. He caught Hazels eye.

Go ahead, she seemed to be saying Nico needs practice talking fo people.

“The sounds of assault rifles and atom bombs got louder in Frank's head. Mars and Ares were
trying to ousing each other with “Dixie” and “The Battle Hymn of the Republic.” Frank did his best
10 push that aside.

*Nico, your mom was ltalian?” he guessed. “She was from Venice?"

Nico nodded reluctantly. “She met Hades here, back in the 1930s. As World War Two got
closer, she fled 1o the U.S. with my sister and me. | mean. .. Bianca, my other sister. | don't remernber
much about Italy, but [ can still speak the language.”

Frank ried to think of a response. O, that's nice didn’t seem 0 cut it

He was hanging out with not one but rwo demigods who'd been pulled out of e, They were
both. technically, about seventy years older than he was

“Mist've been hard on your mom, Frank said. “T gess we'll do anything for someone we
Tove.”

Hazel squeezed his hand appreciatively. Nico stared at the cobblestanes. “Yeah,” be said
biterly. 1 guess we will*

Frank wasn't sure what Nico was thinking. He had a hard time irmagining Nico di Angelo acting
aut of love for anybody, except maybe Hazel. But Frank decided he’d gone as far as he dared with the
personal questions.

S0, the femures...” He swallowed. “How do we avoid them?”

Tmalready onit.” Nico said. “I'm sending out the message that they should stay away and
ignore us. Hopefully that's enough. Otherwise...things could get messy.”

Hazel pursed her lips. “Let's get going.” she suggested.

Halfivay across the piazza, everything wert wrong: but it had nothing t0 do with ghosts.

They were skirtng the well in the middle of the square, rying (o give the cow monsters some
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shirt. He had curly black hair and a friendly smile, though Frank doubted he was friendly. Probably he
wasn't even human.

At the moment, Frank didn’t care.
““Can you cure her?” he asked.

“Of course,” the man said. “But you'd better hurry inside. I think you've angered every
katobleps in Venice.”
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middle of the monster herd and landed cight metors away, on top of the old stone well.

“The monsters rowled in reply. Three of them sprang at once, but Frank was ready. His lon.
reflexes were built for speed in combat

He slashed the frst o monstes o dust with his elaws, then sank his fngs o the third one's
throat and ossed it aside.

There were seven lefl, plus the two clasing bis Fiends. Not great odds. bt Frank hud t0 keep the
ulk of herd focused on i He roared at the monsters, and hey edged mway.

“They oumnbered him yes, Bus Frark was a top-of-he-chain predator. The herd monsiers kncw
it They had also just watched him serd hree of e frends fo Tartars.

He pressed his advantage and leaped ofthe well, still baring his fogs. The berd backed of.

1be could just maneuver aroued them then turm and rn afer is frends

He was doing allrigh,un e ook his frs backward siep owars the arch. One of cows, cither
the bravest or the stupidest, ook tat s  sign of weakness. It charged and blasted Frank n he fice
with grecn gas.

He slashed the morster 1 dust, but the darmugs wos already done. He forced isself ot 10
breathe. Regardles, b could feelthe fur burning o his snous. His eyes stang. He saggered back,
bl and dizzy, dimly aware of Nico screaming is name

“Frank! Framk?”

He ried 10 focus. H was back in hsman forms reching and sturbling.His face el like it was
pecling of. n font of him, th green cloud of gas flonted botween him and the herd. The remaining
cow monsters eyed him warily, probably wondering if Fank bod any more ricks p bissleeve,

He glanced behind him. Under the stone arch, Nico di Angelo ws bolding his black Stysian ron
sword, gestring at Frank to hurry. At Nico's feet, bwo puddes of darkness sained the puverment—vo.
doubt the remins of the cow tonsters that had chased the.

And Hazel,.she wis propped against the wall belind her brother. She wasn't moving.

Frank ran toward them, forgeting about the monste berd. He rushed past Nico and grabbed
Hazel's shoulders. Her head sharped againsther chest.

“She ot blastof reen as rightin the face,” Nico said siserably. “I—1 wasn't st eoough™

Frank coulda't el f she was breathing. Rags sn despair batled inside him. He'd always been
scared of Nico. Now he wanted 1 drop-Hick the son of Hades int the earest camal. Maybe that
wasa' fair,but Frank didn'tcare, Neither did he war gods sereamingin is head.

“We necd 0 gt her back o the ship.” Frank said.

“The cow morsier herd prowled cautiousty just beyond the arcliway. They bellowed their foghorn
cries. From ncarby strects, more tosers answered. Reinforcemenss would soon have the demigods
surrounded.

W'l never make it on foot” Nico s, “Frank, tum info  gian cagle. Don'1 worry about me:
Gether back o theArgo 17"

With s fce burming and the voices screaming in his mind, Frank swasn'tsure b could change.
stapes buthe was about 10 try when 1 voice behind them said, “Your rends can't e you. They.
dontknow the cure™

Frank spun. Standing i the threshold of he Black House was a young tran in jeans and a denim
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carcass on the riverbank. Percy couldn't tell what it was-a fallen monster? An animal of some kind?
The empousai atacked it with elisy

When the demons moved on, Percy and Armabeth resched the spot and found pothing efl except
 few splinered bones and lisirirg stins drying i the beat ofthe iver, Percy hid no doubi the
emponsai would devon demmigods with the sams sto.

“Come on” He lad Amabeth gendly away from the scene. “We don't want o lose them™

As they walkod, Perey thought ahowt the firt time be'd fought the empouss Kelli at Goode High
Sehools feshman orientaion, when he and Rachel Flizabeth Dase ot trapped in the band hall, At he
sime, it scemed Ike a hopeless sination. Now. be’d give anything 1o have  problemthatsinple. At
Teast hed been in the mortl world then, Here,theré was nowhere 1o .

‘Wow. When he started looking back on he war with Kronos as the good old days.— ot was sad.
He kept hopirg things would get btir for Annabeth and i, bt heir lves just got morc and more
dngerous, as if the Thre Fates were up there spinming their fuures with barbed wire imsead of
threadjst 10 sce how nuch two demigods could tolerate

Afle  few more miles, the empousal disappeared over a idgs. When Percy and Amubeth
caughtup,thy found themselves at the edge of aother massive i, The River Phicgsthon spilled
over the side i jagged ters of fery waterflls, The demon ldics were picking thei way down the
G, junping from ledpe 0 ledge like mountain goats.

Percy’s heart creptino his throat. Even ifhe and Armabeth reached e bottom of th cliffal
they didn't bave rmuch o look forward f0. The ndscape below thern was s bleak. ashgray plain
Bristling with black trees,like irscet hair. The round was pocked with blisters. Every once in
while, a bubbie would swell and burst, disgorging a monster like 2 larva from an ege.

Sddenly Percy wase't ungy anymore.

AL the newly formed monsirs were crawling and hobbling in the same direction—oward a
Bank oFblack fog that swallosved the horizon ke  storm front. The Phlegethon lowed n the same
dircction il about by across the plain, where it mt another river of black water-— maybe the
Cocyts? The two flaods combined i steaming. boling cataract and flawed on as onc toward the
black fog.

“The longer Percy looked into tha stormof darkness, the less he wanked 10 g0 there. It could be
Hiding anything—an ocan, & bottomless it an army of monsters. Bt f the Daors of Death were i
that direetion t was their only chance 10 et hom:.

He peered over the cdge of the elifl.

“Wish we could fly,” e rtered.

Anabeth rubbed et s, “Remerrber Luke’s winged shoes? | wonder i they're
ere somewhere.”

Percy remembered, Those shoes hd been cursed t drag their wearet nto Tartarus, They'd
almost taken his best friend, Grover. “I'd setle for  hang glider.”

“Maybe nota good ides.” Annabeth poinied. Above them, dark winged shapes spiraled inand
outof the bloodred clouds.

“Furies?” Percy wondered.

“Or some ober kind of demon,” Annabethsaid. “Tartarus has thousands.™

11 down
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“What was the Titan’s name?” Annabeth asked.

“Uh...lapetus. He said it meant the Impaler or something.

“No, the rame you gave himafter b st his memory. Steve?”

“Bob,” Percy said.

Anmsbeth munsged s weak laugh. “Bob the Titan.”

Percy’s lips were so parched, it hurt 0 smile. He wondered what had happened to lapetus afer
they'd left him in Hades's palace...if he was stll content being Bob, friendly, happy, and clueless.
Percy hoped 50, butthe Underworld seemed to bring ou the worst i everyone—monsters, heroes,
and gods.

He gzed across the ashen plairs. The other Titans were supposed 10 be here in Tartarus—
maybe bound in chairs, or roaming aimiessly, o hiding in some of those dark crevices. Percy and his
allies had destroyed the worst Titan, Kronos, but even s remains might be down bere somewhere—
a billion angry Titan particles floaing through the blood-colored clowds or lurking in that dark fog.

Percy decided not o think about that. He kissed Anabeth’s forchead. “We should keep moving.
You want some more fire fo drink?”

“Ugh Pl puss”

“They struggled 1o their feet. The rest of the clifflooked impassibie 10 descend—nothing more.
than a crosshatching of tiny ledges—but they kept climbing down.

Percy’s body went onautopilot. His fingers cramped. He felt blsters popping up on his ankles,
He ot shaky from hunger

He wondered ifthey would die of sarvation, or if the firewater would keep them going. He
remembered the punishment of Tartalus, who'd been permanently stuck ina pool of water under
fruit free but couldn't reach either food or drink.

Jeez, Percy hadn't thought about Tantalus in years. That stupid guy bad been paroled briefly to
serve as director at Camp HalBlood. Probably he was back in the Fields of Punishmen. Percy had
never fet sorry for the jerk before, but now he was startng to sympathize. He could imagine what it
would be ke, getting hungrier and hungricr for ctenity but never being able fo eat.

Keep climbing. be 0ld himself

Cheeseburgers, his stomach replied.

Shut up, b though.

With frs. s stomch conplained,

A billion years ater, with a dozen new bisters on his fest, Percy reached the bottom. He helped
Anmabeth down, and they collapsed on the grouxl.

Ahead of them sretched miles of wasteland, bubbling with monstrous larvae and big inscet-hair
trees. To their right, the Phlegethon split into branches that etched the plain, widening inio a delta of
smoke and fire. To the porth,along the main route ofth river, the grownd was riddled with cave
entrances. Here and there, spires of rock jutied up like exclamation pois,

Under Percy’s hand, the soil felt alarmingly warm and smooth. He tried to grab a handful, then
realized that under  thin layer of dirt and debris, the ground was a single vast membrane... ike skin.

He almost threw up, but forced hirnsel ot to. There was nothing in is stormuch but fire.
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“Including the kind that eats hang gliders,” Percy guessed. “Okay, so we climb.’

He couldn't see the empousai below them anymore. They'd disappeared behind one of the
ridges, but that didn’t matter. It was clear where he and Annabeth needed to go. Like all the maggot
‘monsters crawling over the plains of Tartarus, they should head toward the dark horizon. Perey was
just brimming with enthusiasm for that.
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XV

PERCY

PERCY RECALLED HOW DANGEROUS Kelli had been the last time they’d fought in the Labyrinth,
Despite those mismatched legs, she could move fast when she wanted to. She’d dodged his sword
strikes and would have eaten his face if Annabeth hadn' stabbed her from behind

Now she had four friends with her.

“And your friend Annabeth is with you!” Kelli hissed with laughter, “Oh, yeah, I otally
remember her.”

Kelli touched her own sternum, where the tip of the knife had exited when Annabeth stabbed her
in the back. “What's the mater, daughter of Athena? Don't have your weapon? Bummer. I'd use it to
kill you™

Percy tried to think. He and Annabeth stood shoulder to shoulder as they had many times before,
ready to fight. But neither of them was in good shape for batile. Annabeth was empty-handed. They
were hopelessly outnumbered. There was nowhere to run. No help coming

Briefly Percy considered calling for Mrs. O"Leary, his hellhound friend who could shadow-
travel. Evenif she heard him, could she make it info Tartarus? This was where monsters went when
they died. Calling her here might kill her, or turn her back o her natural state as a fierce monster.
No....he couldn't do that to his dog.

S0, 0 help. Fighting was a long shot.

‘That left Annabeth's favorite tactics: trickery, talk, delay.

* he started, “1 guess you're wondering what we're doing in Tartarus.”
snickered. “Not really. I just want to kill you."

‘That would"ve been it, but Annabeth chimed in.

“Too bad,” she said. “Because you have no idea what's going on in the mortal world.”
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‘He didn't mention it to Annabeth, but he started to feel like something was watching them—
‘something vast and malevolent.He couldn't 210 in on l, because the presence was all around themn.
Watching was the wrong word, 0o. That implied eyes, and ths thing was simply aware of them, The
ridges above them now looked less like steps and more like rows of massive ecth The spires of rock
Tooked like broken ribs. And ifthe ground was skin.

Percy forced those thoughes aside. This place was just freaking him out. That was all

Amabeth sood, wiping soot from her fce. She gazed foward the darkness on th horizon.
“We're going (o be completely exposed, crossing this plain™

‘Abouta undred yards ahead of them, a blister burst on the ground. A monster clawed its way
out...a glistening telkhine with slick fr, @ seal-Jike body, and sturted human fimbs. It managed 1o
crawl a few yards before somethine shot outof the nearest cave, so fat that Percy could only register
a dark groen reptilian head. The monster snatched the squealing felkbine in ts jaws and dragaed it
ko the darkness.

Reborn in Tartarus for fwo sccods, only to be caten, Percy wondered if that telkhine would pop
up some other place in Tartarus, and how long it would take o re-form.

He swallowed down the sour taste of firewater. “Oh yeah. Tl be fin.™

Antabeth helped him o his foet. He fook one Lt ookt the clifs, butthere was no going back.
He wouldve given a thousard golden drachmas o huve Frank Zhang with them right now—good old
Frank, who always scemed (0 show up when needed and could turn ko an eagle or o dragon o fly
them across this stupid wastelar.

“They sarted walking, trying to avoid the cave entrances, sticking close t the barnk of the rivr,

“They were just skirting one of the spires when a gint of movement caugh Percy's eye—
something darting befween the rocks 0 their right

A monsir following ther? Or maye it was ust some random baddie, heading for the Doars of
Death.

Suddeny he remembered why they d saried following this route, and he froze in his tracks.

*“The empousai.” He wabibed Annabeth's arm. “Where are they?

Annabeth scamed a thce-sixty, her gray eyes bright with alarm

Maybe the demon ladics had becn soapped up by that repiile in the cave. If the enpousai were
il abead ofthem,they shouldve been visible somewhere on the pairs.

Unless they were hiding.

ool Percy dre his sword

“The empousai emered fromthe rocks all around them—five of them forming a ring. A perfect

wap.
Kelli fimped forward on her mismached legs. Her fiery hair burned across her shoulders like
miniature Phicgethon waterfall. Her tattered choerleader outfit was splaticred with rusty-brown
stains, and Percy was prety sure they weren' ketchup. She fixed him with her glowing red eyes and
bared hor fungs.
“Percy Jackson.” she cooed. “How awesome! | don't even have o return o the mortal world to
destray you!™
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Olympus?"

“Shut up, Serephone!” Kelli screeched. “Gods, you're ammoying!”

“Lwill ot cross the Dark Lady.™

Amabeth took the opening. “You'd al be better following Sercphone. She's older and wiser.”

“Yes!" Serephone shrieked. “Follow met”

Kellistruck so fast, Percy dida’ have the chance to rise his sword. Forusutely, she didn't
atack him. Kell kashed out at Serephone. For balfa second,the twa demons were a blur of slashing
claws and fings,

“Then it was over. Kell stood riumphant over s pile of dust. From her claws hung the ered
remains of Sercphone’s dress.

“Any more issues " Kel snapped at e sisters. “Hecate is the goddess of the Mist! Her ways
are myserious. Who knows which side she truly favors? She isalso the goddess of he crossroads.
and she expects us 1o make our own choices. | choose the path that will bring usthe most demigd
blood! I choose Gaea!™

Her friends hisscd inapproval.

Amabeih glanced at Percy, and he saw that she was out ofideas. She'd done what she could.
She’d gotien Kelli to climinate one of her own. Now there was nothing et but o fight

“For two years | chumed in the void.” Kelli said. “Do you know bow completely annoying it i
10 be vaporized, Annabeth Chase? Slowly re-forming. fully consciows,in searing pain for monts and
years as your body regrows,then finaly breaking the crust of this helish place and clawing your way
back to daylight? All because some itle girfstabbed you in the back?™

Her baleful eyes held Amabeth's. *] wonder what happens if a demigod is killed in Tararus.
doub t's ever happencd before. Let's find out.™

Percy sprang. slashing Ripiide ina huge arc. He cut one of the demons in b, b Kelli dodged
and charged Amabeth, The other two empousai lauched themselves at Percy, One grabbed his
sword arm. Her friend jumped on his back.

Percy ried 0 ignore them and staggered toward Apmabeth, determined 10 g0 down defending b
ifhe had fo; but Amabeth was doing pretty well. She tumbled o o side, evading Kelli's claws, and
came up with a rock in her hand, which she smacked into Kelli’s nose.

Kelli wailed. Amabeth scooped up gravel and flung it i the emponsa’s eyes.

‘Meanwhile Percy thrashed from side to side, trying to throw ofF his emponsa itchiiker, bt her
claws sank deeper ino his shoulders, The second empousa held his arm, preventing him from using
Ripide.

Out of the comer of his eye, he saw Keli lunge, raking her talons across Ambeth's arm.
Amubeth screamed and fell.

Percy stumbled in her direction. The vampire onhis back sank her tecth info his neck. Searing
pain coursed through his body. His knees bucklcd.

Stay on your feet, be told Himselt. You have (o beut them,

“Then the other vampire bt s sword arm, and Riptide clatered 0 the ground.

“That was it. His fuck had finally run out. Kell loomed over Annsbeth, savoring ber moment of
riumph. The other two cmpausai circled Percy, their mouhs slavering, ready for another taste.
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The other empousai circled, waiching Kelli for a cue w attack: but the ex-cheerleader only
snarled, crouching out of reach of Percy’s sword.

“We know enough.” Kellisaid. “Gaea has spoken ™

“You're heading oward a mujor defeat.” Arnabeth souved so confidet, even Percy was
impressed. She slanced at he other empousa, one by one, hen poinied accusingly at Kell, “This one
claim she’s leading you 0 a victory, She's lying. e fas ime she was in the mortal world, Kelli
was in charge of keeping my frend Luke Castellan fithl 0 Kronos. n he end, Luke rejected him.
He gave his e 0 expel Kronos. The Titans Jostbecause Kellifaod. Now Kelli wans 0 lead you
0 another disaser ™

The other empousai musered and sifled weasily.

“Enought” Kellis ingernails grew ino long black walons. She glared at Anabeth s if imugining
ber slced into smll pieces

Percy was prety sure Kell b o  hing for Luke Castellan Luke had thit effect ongirls—
even donkey-legeed vampircs—and Percy wasn'tsue bringing up his name was such @ good idea

“The gir lies.” Kell said, “So the Titums lost. Fine! Thut was past of he plan (0 wake Goeal
Now the Earth Mother ad her giants wil destoy the mortal world, and we will ofaly feast on
demigods™

“The other vampires gnashed their fecth i reruy of excitement. Percy had been in the middle of
a school of shirks when the water was full of blood, That was't narly as scary as empousa cady
10 feed.

He prepared o atack, but bow many could he ispaich before hey overwhelmed hir? It
would'tbe crough.

“The demigods have wnited” Anmabeth selled. “You'd betir hink wice before you attack s,
Romans and Grceks will fight you together, You don'tstand  chare!™

The emposat backed wp nervously,bissing. “Roman.”™

Percy guessed they'd had experience withthe Twelfth Legion before, nd it bt worked out
wellfor them.

“Yeah, you bet Romani." Percy bared his forcarmand showed them he brand he'd goten
Carm Jupter—the SPQR mark,withth ridnt of Neptunc. “Y ou mix Greck and Romar, and you
Ko what you get? You gt BAMY

He sionped i foot and the emposai serambled bick. One fell ofThe bovlder where she'd
been perched

“That mmde Percy feel good, but they recovered quickly and elosed inagain.

“Bold talk.” Keli said, “for two demigods lost in Tariarus, Lower your sword, Perey Jackson,
and P11 il you quickly. Believe me, thee are worse ways o dic down here.”

“Waitf" Annabeth ricd again. “Aren't empousai the servarts of Hesate?

Kell curled ber lip. “So7"

“So Hecae is o our side pow,” Annabethsaid. “She s  cabin at Carpy HalFBlood. Soms o
her demigod lildren are my iiends. Ifyou figh us, sl be angry.

Perey wanked to g Anmabeth, she was so brilliat

Onc of the other emponsal growled. I this true, Kelli? Has our mistress made peace with
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XVI

PERCY

PERCY THOUGHT HE WAS ALLUCINATING. It just wasi't possible that a huge, silvery figure could
drop out of the sky and stomp Kelli flat, tranpling her into 2 mound of monster dust.

But that's exactly what happened. The Titan was ten feet tall, with wild silver Einstein hair, pure
silver eyes. and muscular arms protruding from a ripped-up blue janitor’s uniform. In his hand was a
massive push broom. His name tag, incredibly, read o

Annabeth yelped and ried to crawl away, but the giant janitor wasn't interested in her. He turned
1o the two remining empousai, who stood over Percy.

One was foolish enough to attack. She lunged with the speed ofa tiger, but she never stood a
chance. A spearhead jutted from the end of Bob’s broom. With a single deadly swipe, he cut her to
dust. The last vampire tried to run. Bob threw his broom like a massive boomerang (was there such a
thing as a broomerang?). It sliced through the vampire and returned to Bob's hand.

“SWEEP!" The Titan grinned with delight and did a victory dance. “Sweep, sweep, sweep!

Percy couldn't speak. He couldn’t bring himselfto believe that something good had actually
happened. Annabeth looked just as shocked.

“H-how

“Percy called me!” the janitor said happily. “Yes, he did."

Annabeth crawled a little farther away. Her arm was bleeding badly. “Called you? He—wait,
You're Bob? The Bob?"

“The janitor frowned when be noticed Annabeths wounds. “Ow

Annabeth flinched as he knelt next to her.

“I’s okay,” Percy said, sill woozy with pain. “He’s friendly.”

He remembered when he’d first met Bob. The Titan had healed a bad wound on Percy's

" she stammered.
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‘Thena shadow fell across Percy. A deep war ry bellowed from somewhere above, echoing
across the plains of Tartarus, and a Titan dropped onto the battlefield.
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‘shoulder just by touching it. Sure enough. the janitor tapped Annabeth’s forearm and it mended
instantly.

Bob chuckled, pleased with hinself, then bounded over to Percy and healed his bleeding neck
and arm. The Titan's hands were surprisingly warm and gentle.

“All better!” Bob declared, his cerie silver eyes crinkling with pleasure. “Iam Bob, Percy’s
friend!”

“Uh...yeah,” Percy managed. “Thanks for the help. Bob. I's really good to see you again.”

“Yes!” the janitor agreed. “Bab. That's me. Bob, Bob, Bob.” He shuflled around, obviously
pleased with his name. “T am helping. T heard my name. Upstairs in Hades’s palace, nobody calls for
Bob unless there is a mess. Bob, sweep up these bones. Bob, mop up these tortured souls. Bob, a
zombie exploded in the dining room”

Annabeth gave Percy a puzzled look, but he had no explanation.

“Then I heard my friend calll” The Titan beamed. “Percy said, Bob!”

He grabbed Percy’s arm and hoisted him to his feet.

“That's awesorme,” Percy said. “Seriously. But how did you—"

“Oh, time to talk later.” Bob's expression turned serious. “We must go before they find you.
‘They are coming. Yes, indeed.”

“They?"" Annabeth asked.

Percy scanned the horizon. He saw no approaching monsters—nothing but the stark gray
wasteland.

“Yes.” Bob agreed. “But Bob knows a way. Come on, friends! We will have fun!”
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“If the others found out.” Jason said, “you'd have that many more people to back you up, and to
unleash the fry of the gods on anybody who gives you trouble.”

Nico scowled. Jason sill elt the resentment and anger rippling off him.

“But its your call,” Jason added. “Your decision o share or not. T can only tell you—"

“Idon’t feel that way anymore,” Nico muttered. “I mean...I gave up on Percy. I was young and
impressionable, and I—1 don’t...”

His voice cracked, and Jason could tell the guy was about to get teary-eyed. Whether Nico had
really given up on Percy or not, Jason couldn't imagine what it had been like for Nico all those years,
keeping a secret that would"ve been unthinkable to share in the 1940s, denying who he was, feeling
completely alone —even more isolated than other demigods.

“Nico," he said gently, “I've seen a lot of brave things. But what you just did? That was maybe
the bravest”

Nico looked up uncertainly. “We should get back to the ship.”

“Yeah. Lcan fly us—"

“No,” Nico announced. “This time we're shadow-traveling. I've had enough of the winds for a
while.”
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“Hleft Camp Half-Blood because of love." Nico said. “Annabeth. . she-
Stll hiding, Cupid said, smashing another skelcton to picces. You do not have the strengih.
“Nico," Jason manged 0 say, it’s okay. | get "

Nico ghanced over, pain and misery washing across his fice.

“No, you dor't” he said. “There’s no way you an understand.™

And s0 you run avay again, Cupid chided. From your friends, from yourself:

“1 don't have friends!” Nico yelled. “1 left Camp HalF-Blood because | don’t belong! Ill never
belong!™

“The skeletons bad Cupid pinned now, but the invisibe god laughed so cruelly that Jason wanied
1o summon another bolt ofTightning. Unfortunately, he doubted he hod the sirength.

“Leave himalone, Cupid.” Jason croaked. “This isn't,.”

His voice failed. He wanked o say it wasn't Cupid’s business, but be realized this was exarly
Cupid's business. Something Favonius said kept buzing in his ears: Are you shocked?

“The story of Psyche finally made sense to him-—why a mortal il would be so afiaid. Why she
would risk breaking the rules 0 look the 2od of love in the face, because she feared be mightbe a
monster.

Psyche had becn right. Cupid was a monster. Love was the most savage monster of all,

Nico's voice was like broken glass, “I—I wasn't in love with Annabeth.”

“Youwere jealous of her.” Jason said. “That's why you didn't want 10 be around her. Especially
why you dida’t want 10 be around...him. It makes total sense.

Al the fight and denial seemed 10 go out of Nico at once. The darkness subsided. The Roman
dead collapsed into boves and crumbled to dust.

1 hated myself* Nico said, “I hated Perey Jackson™

Cupid becare visible—a lean. muscular young man with snowy white wings, straight black hair,
a simple white frock and jeans. The bow and quiver slung over his shoulder were o toys—they were
weapons of war, His eyes were as red as blood, as if every Valentine in the world had been squeezed
dry, distilled into one poisonous mixture. His fice was handsom, bt also harsh—as difficult fo look
atas a spotligh, He watched Nico with satisfiction as i he'd identified the exact spot or his next
arrow to make a clean kil

“Ilad a crush on Perey.” Nico spat. “That's the truth. That's the big secret™

He glared at Cupid. “Happy now?”

For the firs tine, Cupid's gaze seemed sympathetic. “Oh, | wouldn't say Love always makes
youhappy.” His voice sounded smaller, much more human, “Sometimes it makes you incredibly sad.
Butat least you've faced it now. That's the anly way to conquer "

Cupid dissolved info the wind.

On the ground where he'd stood lay an ivory saffthree feet ong topped with a dark globe of
polished marble about the size of a baseball, nestled on the backs of tree gold Roman eagles. The
scepter of Diocletian.
ieo knelt and picked it up. He regarded Jason, as if waiting for an atiack. “If e others found
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““That would be my cue.” Favonius stood. “Think long and hard about how you proceed. Nico di
Angelo. You cannot lie to Cupid. If you let your anger rule you. .well, your fite will be even sadder
than mine,”

Jason fel like his brain was urning back o wind. He didnt understand what Favonius was
talking about, or why Nico scemed so shaken. but he had oo time 1 think about it The wind god
ippearcd in a swirl of red and gold. The summer air suddenly felt oppressive. The ground shook.
and Jason and Nico drew their swords

So.

The voice rushed past Jason's ear like a bullet, When he turned, no one was there.

You come to claim the scepter-

Nico stood at his back, and for once Jason was glad 10 have the guy's company.

“Cupid,” Jason called, “where are you?™

“The voice laughed. I definitely didn't sound like s cute baby angel’s. It sounded deep and rich,
but also threatening—like a tremor before a major carthquake.

Where you least expect me, Cupid answered. As Love aliays is

Something shammed into Jason and hurled him across the street. He toppled down a set o steps
and sprawled on the floor of an excavated Roman basemert.

1 would think you'd know beter, Jason Grace. Cupid's voice whirled around him. You ve
found true love. after all. O do you still doubt yourself?

Nico scrarmbled down the steps. “You okay?”

Jason aceepted his hand and got 0 his feet, “Yeah. Just sucker punched. ™

O, did you expect me 10 play fair? Cupid Vaughed. 1 am the god of love. | am veves fair.

“This time, Jason’s senses were an high alert. He fet the air ripple justas an arrow materialized,
racing toward Nico's chest

Jason intercepted it with his sword and deflected it sideways. The arrow exploded aginst the
ocarest wall, peppering them with limestone shrapnel.

They fan up the steps. Jason pulled Nico 10 one side as another gust of wind toppled a colum
that would have crushed him flat

“1s this gy Love or Death?™ Jason growled.

Askyour friends, Cupid said. Frank, Hazel, and Percy met my counterpart, Thanatas. We are
not o different, Except Death is sometimes kinder.

“We just want the scepter!” Nico shouted. “We're trying to stop Gaea. Are you on the gods’” side.
or ot

A second arrow hit the ground between Nico’s fect and glowed white-hot. Nico sumbled back
a5 the arrow burst info a geyser of flame.

Love is on every side, Cupid said. And no one’s side. Don't ask what Love can do for you.

“Gireat,” Jason said. “Now he's spouting grecting card messages.”

Movement behind hinx: Jason spun, slicing his sword through the air. His blade bit nto
sometting solid. He heard a grunt and he swung again, bus the invisible god was gone. On the paving
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that, fong before that, it was the home of Cupid.”™

“The name echoed, as if voices were whispering it throvgh the uins.

‘Something about this place seemed even creepier than the palace basement in Split. Juson had
never thought much about Cupid. He'd certainly never thought of Cupid as seary. Even for Roman
demigods, the name conjured up an image of a silly winged baby with a toy bow and arrow, flying
arownd in his diapers on Valentine’s Day.

“Oh he’s not ke that.” said Favonis,

Jason flinched. “You can read my i

[ don't need t0.” Favorius tossed his bronze hoop in the air. “Everyone s the wrong
impression of Cupid.. il they meet him”

Nico braced himself against a colum, his legs trembling visibly.

“Hey, man...” Jason stepped toward him but Nico waved him off

AtNico's feet, the grass tumed brown and wilted. The dead patch spread outward, as if poison
were seeping from the soles of his shoes.

“Ah..,” Favorius nodded sympathetically, “I don't blame you for being nervous, Nico di
Angelo. Do you know how / ended up serving Cupid?”

1 don't serve anyone,” Nico mtered. “Especialy ot Cupid.”

Favonius continued as ifhe hada't heard, T fell infove with a mortal named Hyacinthus. He was
quite exrsordinary.”

“He...2" Jason's brain was still fuzzy from his wirsd trip, 80 it 100k him a second 1o process that.
“Oh.."
‘Ves, Jason Grace.” Favonius arched an eyebrow, “1 fel in love with a duce. Does that shock

your

Honestly, Jason wasn't sure. He tried not to think about the details of godly love lives, no mater
who they fell in love with. After all, his dad, Jupiter, wasn't exactly a model of good behavior.
Compared 1o some of the Olympian fove scandals he'd heard abou, the West Wind falling in love
with a mortal guy did't seem very shocking. 1 guess not. So... Cupid struck you with his arcow, and
you el inlove.”

Favonius snorted. “You make it sound so sinple. Alss, love is never simple, You sce, the god
Apollo also liked Hyacinthus. He claimed they were just friends. | don't know. But one day | came
across them together, playing a game of quoits—"

There was that weird word again. “Quoits?”

“A game with those hoops.” Nico explained, though his voice was brittle. “Like horseshoes.™

“Sort of,” Favonius said. “Atany rate, | was jealous. Instead of confronting them and finding out
the truth, T shifled the wind and sent a heavy metal ring right at Hyacinthus"s head and... well.” The
wind god sighed. “As Hyacinthus died, Apollo tumed him into a flower, the hyacinth. 'm sure Apollo
would've taken horrible vengeance on me, but Cupid offered me his protection. I'd done a errible
thing. but ' been driven mad by lave. so he spared me, on the conition that I work for him forever.

cupp.

The name cchosd through the ruins again.
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agree.

Poor Nico di Angelo. The gos voice was tinged withdisappoimument. Do you know what you
want, much less what | wani? My beloved Psyche risked everyihing in the name of Love. It was the
only way 10 atone for her lack of faith. And you—what have you risked in my name’

Ve been o Tartarus and back,” Nico smarled. “You don't scare me.”

1 scare you very, very much. Fice me. Be hones,

Jason pulled himselup.

Al around Nico, the sround shified. The grass withered, and the stones cracked as if something
Was moving n the earth benesth rying 0 pushits way through.

“Give s Diocletian’s scepter.” Nico said. “We don't ave time for games,”

Games? Cupid struck, slapping Nico sideways into a grarite pedestal, Love s no gae! It ¢ o
flowery softness! 1t is hard work—a quest that never ends, It demands everything from you
—especially the truth. Only then does it vield rewards.

Jason rtrieved his sword. fthis nvisible gy wass Love, Jason wass beginning o tink Love
was overrated. He liked Piper”s version beter —considerate, kind, and beautiful. Aphrodite he could
understand, Cupid seemed more ke & thig, an enforcer,
ic0.” be called, “what dos this guy want from you?”

Tl him, Nico di Angelo, Capid said. Tell him you are a cowird, afvaid of yourself and yorr
feelings. Tell him the real reason you ran froni Canp Half-Blood, and why you are always alone.

Nico letloose a gtural scream, The ground at his feet split open and skeletons crawled forth—
dead Romars with mssing harcs and caved-nskulls, cracked rbs, and jaws uhinged. Som were
dressed i th remmanis of togas. Otbers had linting pieces of armor hanging offtheir chests.

Will you hide among the dead, s you always do? Cupid e,

Waves of darkness olled offthe son of Hades. When hey hit Jason, he almost lost
consciousness—overwhelmed by hatred and fear and shar.

Imges lashed through i mind. He saw Nico and his ister ona snowy cliTin Maine, Percy
Jackson protecting them fom a manticor. Perey's sword gleaed in the dark. He'd boen th frst
demigod Nico hud ever seen in action

Later, at Camp Hal-Blood, Percy 1ook Nico by the arm promising o keep his ssier Bianca
safe. Nico believed him. Nico looked o his sca-green cyes and thought, How can he passibly fuil?
This is a real hero. He was Nico's favorite game, Mythomogic, brought o i,

Jason saw the moment when Py returned and told Nico that Bianca was dead. Nico bad
sercamed and called him  far. He'd felt betrayed., but stll...when he skelcton wariors attacked, he
couldn't et them harm Perey. Nico bad called on the carth o swallow them up, and then be'd run
away—terrified of his own powers. and his own cmotions.

Jason saw a dozen more scenes like this fom Nico's point of view.... And they lef him sumved,
unabie 0 move or speak.

Meanwhile, Nico's Roman skelctons surged forward and grappled with something invisibl. The
04 srugsled. finging the dead aside, breaking of ribs and skulls, bus the skeletos kept coming.
piming the god's arms.

Interesting! Cupid said. Do you have the stvength. afie all?
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stones. 4 trail of golden ichor shimmered—the blood of the gods.

Very good, Jason, Cupid said. At least jou can sense my presence, Even a glancing hit at true
love is more than mast heroes manage.

S0 now 1 get the scepter?” Jason asked.

Cupid laughed. Unfortunately, you could not wield it Only a child of the Underworld can
summon the dead legions. And only an officer of Rome can lead them.

“But...” Jason wavered. He was an officer. He was practor. Then he remembered all his second
thoughis about where he belonged. InNew Rome, he'd offered to give up his position to Percy
Jackson. Did that make him unworthy to lead a legion of Roman ghosts?

He decided o fice that problem when the time came,

“Just leave that to us,” he said. “Nico can summon-—"

“The third arrow zipped by Jason's shoulder. He couldn't stop it in time, Nico gasped as it sunk
it his sword arm.

“Nicol”

“The son of Hades stumbled. The arrow dissolved. leaving no blood and no visible wound, but
Nico's fice was tight with rage and pain.

“Enough games!” Nico shouted. “Show yourselfl™

It is a costly thing, Cupid said. looking on the true face of Love.

‘Another column toppled. Jason scranbled out of ts way.

My wife Pyyche learned that lesson, Cupid ssid. She was brought here eons ago, when this
was the site of my palace. We met only in the dark. She was warned never 10 look upon me, and yet
she could not stand the mystery. She feared I was a monster. One night, she lit a candle, and
beheld my fuce as I slept.

“Were you that ugly?" Jason thought be had zeroed in on Cupid’s voice —at the edge of the
amphitheater about twenty yards away—but he wanted 10 make sure.

“The god laushed. £ was 00 handsome, I' ufraid. A mortal cannol gaze upon the truie
appearance of a god without suffering consequences. My mother, Aphrodite, cursed Psyche for her
distrust. My poar lover was tormented, forced into exile, given horrible tasks to prove fer worth.
Sthe was even sent 10 the Undervorld on a quest to show her dedication. She earned her way back
tomy side. but she suffered greatly.

Now I've got you, Jason though.

He thrusthis sword in the sky and thunder shook the valley. Lightming blasted s crater where the
voice had been speaking.

Silence. Jason was just thinking, Dang, it actually worked, when an invisible force knocked him
1o the ground. His sword skittered across the road.

A good iry, Cupid said, his voice alrcady distant. Bur Love cannot be pinned down 5o easily.

Nextto him, a wall collapsed. Jason barely managed t rofl aside.

“Stop it” Nico yelled. “Is me you wan. Leave him alonel”

Jason's ears rang. He was dizy from getting simacked around. His mouth tasted like limestone
dust. He didn't understand why Nico would think of himself as the min target, but Cupid seemed to
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Nico looked pretty hung up about it. “Why aren't your Gireek and Roman sides in conflict. like
the other gods?"

“Oh, 1 have the oceasional headache.” Favonius shrugged. “Some mornings I'll wake wp ina
Greek chiton when I'm sure I went 0 sleep in my SPQR pajamss. But mostly the war doesn't bother
me. I'ma minor nd, you know—never really been much in the limelight. The to-and-fro batles
among you demigods doa’t affect me as greatly.”

“So...™ Jason wasn't quite sure whether to sheathe his sword. “What are you doing here?"
“Several things!” Favonius said, “Hanging out with my bisket of ruit. 1 always carry a basket of
fruit. Would you like a pear?”

“I'm good. Tharks."

“Let's see...carlier [ was eating ice cream. Right now I'm tossing this quoit ring.” Favonius spun
the bronze hoop on his index finger.

Jason had no idea what a guoit was, but he tried to stay focused. T mean why did you appear ©
us? Why did you lead us 10 this cellar?”

“OhI" Favonius nodded. “The sarcophagus of Diocletian. Yes. This was its fimal resting place.
The Christians moved it out of the mausoleum. Then some barbarians destroyed the coffin. 1 just
wanted 10 show you"—he spread his hands sadly—that what you're looking for isn'there. My
master has taken

“Your master?"” Jason had a flashback to a floating palace above Pikes Peak in Colorado, where
be'd visited (and barely survived) the studia of  crazy weatherman who claimed he was the god of
all the winds. “Please tell me your master isn't Acolus.

“That aithead?" Favonius snorted. “No, of course not.™

“He means Eros.” Nico's voice tumed edgy. “Cupid, in Latin™

Favonius smiled. “Very good, Nico di Angelo. I'm glad 10 see you again, by the way, It's beena
fong time.”

Nico kit is eyebrows. “I've never met you.”

“You've never seen me,” the god corrected. “But I've been watching you. When you came here
8 gl oy and several times since. | knew eventually you would return 10 fook upon my masters
face.

Nico urmed even paler than usual. His eyes darted around the cavernous room as if he was

1 don't know. Nothing "
“Nothing?" Favonius cried. “The ane you care for most..plunged inio Tartarus, and still you
will notallow the truh?

‘Suddenly Jason felt like he was eavesdropping

The one you care for most

He remembered what Piper had told him about Nicos crush on Annabeth. Apparently Nico's
feelings went way decper than a simple crush.

“We've only come for Diocletian's scepter,” Nico said, clearly anxious to change the subject.
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XXXVI

JASON

JASON HAD RIDDEN THE WIND MANY TIMES. Being the wind was not the same.

He felt out of control, his thoughts scattered, no boundaries between his body and the rest of the
world. He wondered if this was how monsters felt when they were defeated-—bursting into dust,
helpless and formles

Jason could sense Nico's presence nearby. The West Wind carried them into the sky above
Split. Together they raced over the hills, past Roman aqueducts, highways, and vineyards. As they
approached the mountains, Jason saw the ruins ofa Roman town spread out in a valiey below—
crumbling walls, square foundations, and cracked roads. all overgrown with grass—so it looked fike
a giant, mossy game board.

Favonius set them down in the middle of the ruins, next to a broken column the size of a
redwood.

Jason'’s body re-formed. For a moment it felt even worse than being the wind, like he’d suddenly
been wrapped ina lead overcoat

“Yes, mortal bodies are rerribly bulky.” Favonius said, as if reading his thoughts. The wind god
settled on a nearby wall with his basket of fuit and spread his russet wings in the sun. “Honestly, T
don’tknow how you stand it, day in and day out”

Jason scanned their surroundings. The town must have been huge once. He could make out the
shells of temples and bathhouses, a half-buried amphitheater, and empty pedestals that must have once
held statues. Rows of columns marched off 1o nowhere. The old city walls wove in and out of the
side like stone thread through a green cloth.

Some areas looked like they'd been excavated, but most of the city just seemed abandoned, as if
it had been lefl to the elemens for the fast two thousand years.

Velcome to Salona,” Favonius said. “Capital of Dalmatia! Birthplace of Diocletian! But before
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.. Favonius nodded sadly. “You thought it would be as easy as facing Diocletian’s ghost?
T'mafaid not, Nico. Your trials will be much more difficult. You know. long before this was
Diocletian’s Palace, it was the gateway to my master's court. I've dwelt here for eons, bringing those
who sought love into the presence of Cupid.”

Jason didn’t like the mention of difficult trials. He didn’t trust this weird god with the hoop and
the wings and the basket of fruit, But an old story surfaced in his mind —something he'd heard at
Camp Jupiter. “Like Psyche, Cupid's wife. You carried her to his palace.”

Favonius’s eyes twinkled. “Very good, Jason Grace. From this exact spot, | carried Psyche on
the winds and brought her to the chambers of my master. In fact, that is why Diocletian built his
palace here. This place has always been graced by the gentle West Wind.” He spread his arn
2 spot of tranquility and love in  turbulent world, When Diocletian’s Palace was ransacked

“You took the scepter,” Jason guessed.

“For safekeeping,” Favonius agreed. “IL s one of Cupid’s many treasures, a reminder of better
times. If you want ... Favonius turned to Nico, “You must face the god of love."

Nico stared at the sunlight coming through the windows, as if wishing he could escape through
those marrow openings.

Jason wasn'tsurc what Favonius wanted, but if facing the god of love meant forcing Nico into
some sort of confession about which girl he liked, that didn't seem so bad.

“Nico. you can o this.” Jason said. “It might be embarrassing, but it's for the scepter.”

Nico didi't look convinced, In fact he looked like he was going (0 be sick. But he squared his
shoulders and nodded. “You're right. I—F'm not afraid ofa love god.”

Favonius beamed, “Excellent] Would you like a snack before you go?” He plucked a green apple
from his basket and frowned at it, “Oh, bluster. I keep forgetting my symbol is a basket of unripe fruit.
Why doesn't the spring wind get more credit? Sunmer has all the fin™

“That's okay.” Nico said quickly. “Just take us to Cupid.”

Favonius spun the hoop on his finger, and Jason’s body dissolved into

“Itis
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“He's not a returned spirit,” Nico murmured. “Or a creature of the Underworld™

“No." Jason agreed. “1 doubi they would cat chocolate-covered ice eream bars."

“So what s he?” Nico wondered.

They got within hirty feet, and the winged dude looked directly atthem. He smiled, gestured
over his shoulder with his ice cream bar, and dissolved into the ai.

Jason couldn't exactly see him, but be'd had enough experience controlling the wind that be
could rack the angel’s path—a warm wisp of red and gold zipping across the street, spiraling down
the sidewalk. and blowing posicards from the carousels in front of the fourist shops. The wind headed
toward the end of the promenade, where o big fortresslike structure loome.

“I'm betting that's the palace,” Juson said. “Come on.”

Even after two millennis, Diocletian's Palace was sil impressive. The outer wall was orly
pink granite shell with crunbling colurns and arched windows open to the sky, but it was mostly
intact,a quarte mile long and seventy or cighiy feetall, dwarfing the moden shops and bouses that
uddled beneath it. Jason imagined what the palace must have looked Fike when it was newly buil,
with mperial guards walking the rmparts and the golden eagles of Rome glinting on the parapets.

“The wind angel—or whatever he was-—whiskedt inand out of the pink granite windows, then
disappeared on the other sde. Jason scamned the palace” ficade for an entrance. The only one he
saw was several blocks away, with toursts lined up o buy tickets, No time for that.

“We?ve got 10 catch him” Jason said. “Hold o™

“But

Jason grabbed Nico and lifed them both o the air

Nico made a muffled sound of protestas they soared over the walls and ko a courtyard where
more tourists were milling around, aking pictres.

Alite kid did a double take when they landed. Then his eyes glazed over and he shook his
ead, like he was dismissing a juice-box-induced hallucination. No one clse paid them any attention.

Onthe It side of the courtyard stood o line of colurms holding up weathered gray arches. On
the rightside was s white marble building with rows of all windows.

“The peristyle;” Nico said. “This was the entrance fo Diocletian’s private residence.” He
scowled at Jason. “And please, | don'tlke being touched. Dot ever grab me again.”™

Jasorr's shoulder blades tensed. He thoughtbe heard the undertone ofa threat,fike: unless you
want 0 get a Stvgian sword up your nose. “Uh, okay. Sorry. How do you know what this place is
called?”

Nico scanned the airium. He focused on some steps in the far corner, leading down.

“I've been here before.” His eses were as dark as his blade. “With my mother and Biarica. A
weekend rp from Verice. | was maybe...six?”

“That was when..the 193057"

““Thiry-eight o s0,” Nico said absently. “Why do you care? Do you see that winged guy

Jason was il irying 0 wrap his mind around Nico's past
Jasonalways tried to build a good relationship with the peaple on his tearn. He'd learned the
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XXXV

JASON

JASON FIRST SAW THE ANGEL AT THE ICE CREAM CART.

The Argo 11 bad anchored in the bay along with six or seven cruise ships. As usual, the mortals
didn't pay the trireme any attention; but just 1o be safe, Jason and Nico hopped on a skiff from one of
the tourist boats 5o they would look like part of the crowd when they carme ashore.

At first glance, Split seemed like a cool place. Curving around the harbor was a long esplanade
lined with palm trees. At the sidewalk cafés, European teenagers were hanging out. speaking a dozen
different languages and enjoying the sunny afternoon. The air smelled of grilled meat and fresh-cut
flowers.

Beyond the main boulevard, the city was a hodgepodge of medieval castle towers, Roman walls,
limestone town houses with red-tiled roofs, and modern office buildings all crammed together. In the
distance, gray-green hills marched toward a mountain ridge, which made Jason a litile nervous. He
kept glancing at that rocky escarpment, expecting the face of Gaea to appear in its shadows.

Nico and he were wandering along the esplanade when Jason spotted the guy with wings buying
anice cream bar froma street cart. The vendor lady looked bored as she counted the guy's change.
Tourists navigated around the angel's huge wings without a second glance.

Jason nudged Nico. “Are you seeing thi

“Yeah.” Nico agreed. “Maybe we should buy some ice cream™

As they made their way toward the street cart, Jason worried that this winged dude might be a
son of Boreas the North Wind. At his side, the angel carried the same kind of jagged bronze sword the
Boreads had, and Jason’s last encounter with them hadn’t gone so well.

But this guy seemed more chifl than chilly. He wore a red tank top, Bermuda shorts, and
huarache sandals. His wings were a combination of russet colors, like a bantam rooster or a lazy
sunset. He had a deep tan and black hair almostas curly as Leo’s.
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said. “My favorite place.”

Underground was ot Jason's avorite place.

Ever since hisfip bencath Rome with Piper and Percy,fghing those win gants i the
Hypogcum under the Colosseum, most of his ighimares were about bascmeris, rapdoors, nd largs
Hamstor whcels.

Having Nico along was ot reassuring His Sygian iron blade secrmed 10 make the shadows even
sloomser,as ifhe infernal metal was drawing the light and heat out of the air.

“They crept through a vas celar with thic support colums holding up a vaulied ceiling The.
Himestone blocks were 30 old,thy had fused together from ceuries of moisture, making the place
Took almost ike & mturally formed cave,

None of the ouriss e venmued dorwn here. Obviously, they were smater than demignds.

Jason drew his gladius. They tede theit way under the low archways, hei steps echoirg on the:
stone floor. Barred windows ined the top ofone wal, acimg the stret level, but tatjust made the
el e s caophic, The s f gk e s s, swiciogwith
ancient dust.

Jason passed a support beam, looked o his el and almost b heart atack. Staring right ot
i was - marble bust of Diocletian, is limesions fce lowering with disapproval.

Jason steadied his breathing. This sccmed lik & good plscs 0 leave the e he'd witien for
Reyma,telling her oftheir route 1o Epirus, 1 was away from he crowds, but e trusted Reyna would
find it She had the instinets of a hunker. He slipped the note between te bustand it pedestal, and
scpped bick.

Diccleian's mb eyes mde him jumpy, Jason couldn't help tinking of Termimus,the alking
stat-god back at New Rome. He hoped Diocletian did't bark at him or sy burst o song:

“Hellot*

Before Jason could registe that the voice b come from somewhere clse, he shiced off he
cperor’s bad. The bustoppled ! shatered against the floor.

“That wasn'tvery nice,” st the voice behind them.

Jason turned. The winged man from he i cream stand was leaning agains  nearby colurm,
casually wssing sl bronze hoop i the ir. AL is it sata wicker picrve basket ful of it

1 mean.” the man said, “whit did Diocletian ever do 0 you?”

“The i swirled around Jason's feet. The shirds of marble gathered ioto & minjanrs tornado,
spiraled back o the pedestal, and reassembled into  complete busi the note il tocked wnderneaty

U Jason lowered his sword. It ws an accident. You sarled me.*

“The winged dud chuckled. “Jason Grace, the West Wind has been called many things. . warm.
e, if-giving, and devilishly handsome. But 1 have never been caled starling. | leave hat crass
ebavior o my sty brefwen in the north”

Nico nched backward. “The West Wind? You mean you're—"

“Favonis," Juson realized. “God ofthe West Wind"

Fayonius sl and bowed, obsiously pleased 0 be recognized. “You can all me by my
Roman mame, cerainly, or Zephyros, ifyou're Greek. I'm not hung up about it
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hard way that if somebody was going to have your back in a fight, it was better if you found some
comemon ground and trusted cach other. But Nico wasn't casy to figure out. | just...| can'timagine
bow weird that must b, coming from anoher time."

“No. you can't.” Nico stared atthe stone floor. He took a deep breath,

“Look...1 don'tike talking about it Honestly, I hink Hazel has it worse. She remembers more
about when she was young She had o come back from the dead and adjust to the moder world.
Me...me and Bianca, we were stuck atthe Lotus Hotel, Time passed so quickly. Ina weird way, that
made the transition easier.”

“Percy told me about that place.” Jason said. “Seventy years, but it anly felt like a monh?"
ico clenched his fistuntl his fingees tured white. “Yeah. I'm sure Pecy told you all about

e,

His voice was heavy with bitterness—more than Jason could understand. He knesw that Nico had
blamed Perey for getiing his sister Bianca killed, but they'd supposedly gotten past tht,at least
according to Perey. Piper had also mentioned a rumor that Nico had a crush on Annabeth. Maybe that
was part of it

il Jason did't et why Nico pushed people away, why he never spent much time at cither
camp, why he preferred the dead 10 he living. He really didn't get why Nico had promised to lead the
Argo Il 10 Epirus if e ted Percy Jackson so much.

Nicors eyes swept the windows above them “Roman dead are everywhere here... Lares,
Lemures. They're watching. They're angry.”

“Atus?" Jason's hand went fo his sword

“Ateverything.” Nico pointed to a small stone building on the west end of the courtyard. “That
used to be a emple to Jupitr. The Christians changed it a bapistery. The Roman ghosts don't ke,
i

Jason stared at the dark doorway.

He'd never met Jupiter, but he thought of his fther as a living person—the guy who'd fallen in
ove with his mom, OF course he knew his dad was immortal, but somehov the full meaning of that
Had never really sunk in until now, as he stared at a doorway Rorons had walked through, tousands
of years ago, 1o worship fis dad, The idea gave Jason a spliting headache.

“And over ther..” Nico pointed cast 0 a hexagona building ringed with freestanding colurms.
“That was the mausoleu of the emperor

“Buthis torb s’ there anymore.” Jason guessed.

“Not for centuries,” Nico said. “When the cmpire collapsed, the building was turned into a
Christian cathedral.”

Jason swallowed. “So if Diocletian’s ghost s sl around here—"

“He's probably not happy.”

“The wind usted, pushing leaves and food wrappers across the peristyle. I the comer of is
eye, Jason caughta glimpse of movement— blur of red and gold.

‘When he turned, a single rust-colored feather was setling on he steps that fed down.

“That way.” Jason pointed. “The winged gy, Where do you thirk thase stairs lea

Nico drew his sword. His smilc was even more unsettling than his scowl. “Underground,” he
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Holy Romulus . Jason wished be could put a bell around Nico di Angelo’s neck 1o remind him.
the gy was there. Nico d this ishabing bbit f standin ity i the comner,bending it
shudows.

He sepped forward, s darkcyes fxc on Jaon. S tey'drescoed i fomthe oz o
in Rome, Nico b sleptvery i and cyen ven s, 3 i be were sl subsistng o those
emergency pomegranate seeds from the Underworld. He reminded Jason a little too much of a flesh-
cating ghoul he'd once fought in San Bernardino.

“Croatia used to be Dalmatia,” Nico said. “A major Roman province. You want to visit
Diocletian's Palace, don’t you?”

Conch Hodgs mamged ancterberoic belch,“Whase palace? And i Dalmtia wher those
Dulmtian dogs coms from? That 101 Duimatians movie—1 sl hve ighunares.”

Frank sraiched his head. “Why would you hve ightmaresabout tnt”

(Conch Heds fookod ke e e about o lurch o  mjor speech ahout th evils aFcarioon
Dulmatas, but Json decided he id wank o koo

“Nico is right,” be said. “I need to go to Diocletian’s Palace, It's where Reyna will go first,
becawse she knows / would go there.”

Pipr raed ancyebrow. “And why would Reyn tink that? Becase you'se aiways hud
fascination with Croatian culture?”

Jasonstard at i uncaten sandwich. Tt was ard 10k abou i e before Juno i fis
memory. His years at Canp it scemed mnde u, ke a movie e'd acted i decadesbefore.

“Reye and 1 s 1ok aboutDiocltian:” e said."We b ind of idolizd the gy as
Ieader. We tlked about how we'd ke o visit Diocleian's Place. Ofcourse we kew tatwas
impossible. No one could travel 10 the ancient lands. But still, we mude this pact that if we ever did,
that's where we'd go.”

* Leo consideod the e, heshook ishead. 1 ot nting. Why was e s0

Frank looked offerded. “He was the lat great pagan experort”
Leo roled his eyes. “Why am | notsurprised you know hat, Zhang?”
7 He was the st one who worshipped the Olympian gods, before Constantine
e along and adopled Chritianity.™

Hazel nodded. | remermber something sbout that. The muns at St. Agnes faught s that Diocletian
was a ugs vllai, ight along with Nero and Caligula.” She fooked askance at Jason. *Why would
youidolize him?”

“He wasn'ta fotal villain' Jason said. “Yeah, he persecutid Christians, but therwise be was a
o0d ruler. He worked his way up from nothing by joining the legion. His pareais were former
slaves...or o least his mom was. Demigods know e was & son of Jupiter-—he last demigod to rle
Rome. He was also the first emperor ever toredce, lke, peacefully, and give wp his power. He was.
from Dalmatia 50 be moved back there and buita retirement palace. The fown of Split grew p.
around...”

He filtered when be looked at Leo, who was mimicing taking notes with anair pencil,

“Go o, Professar Grace!™ be said, wide-¢yed. “| wanma get an A on the fest”
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He faltered. His face turned bright red.
‘Coach?” Leo grimned. “Who have you been calling every night you old goat?”
“No one!” Hodge snapped. “Noting 1 just meart —

“He means we've already tried,” Hazel imtervened. and the conch gave ber a grateful look.
“Some magic is interfering...maybe Gaea, Contacting the Romans is even harder. | think they re
shielding themselyes.”

Juson looked from Hazel 1 the coich, wondering what was going on with the satyr, and how
Hazel knew about it Novw that Jason thought about i, the coach bad't mertioned his cloud mymph
girlfriend Mellic ina long time.

Frank drummed his fingers on the table. “| don't suppose Reyma has cell phore...? Nah. Never
mind. She’d probably have bad recepion on # pegiss fying over the Atlamic.”

Jason thought about the Argo I7's joueney across the ocean,the dozens of encousers tha had
nearly killed them, Thinking about Reyna making that journey alone —he could' decide whether it
was terrifying or awe-inspiring.

“She'll find s, he said, “She mentioned something in the dream—she’s expecting me 10 g0 t0.a
certain place on our way 0 the House of Hades. 1—1d forgotien abou it actually, but she’s right. s
a place | need 10 visit™

Piper lcancd toward him her caramel braid falling over her shoulder. Her multicolored eyes
made ithard for him o think staight.

“And where i this place?” she asked,

“A._.uh.a town called Split"

“Split” She smelled really good—like blooming honeysickle

“Unn, yeah " Jason wondered if Piper was working some sort of Aplrodie magic on him-—like
maybe every time he mentionsd Reym's name, she would beficdle him so much be could't think
about anyihing but Piper. He supposed it wasi't the worst sortof revenge. “In fct, we should be
seting close. Leo?"

Leo punched the intercom butan, “Haww

Festus the figurehead creaked and steamed

“He says maybe ten minutes (0 the harbor,” Leo reported. Though | sif] don't et why you wart
1080 0 Croatin, especially s own called Sp/ir. | mean, you rame your city Split, you gota figure t's
a warning (0, you know, spli. Kind of ike taming you city Ger Out

“Wait," Hazel said. “Why are we going to Croatia®

Jason noticed that the others were refuctant 1o meet ber eses, Since ber rick with the Mist
against Sciron the bandit, even Jason feta lite nervous around her. He knew that wasn't fir 10
Hzel, It was hard enough being  child of Plto, bt she'd pulled off some serions magic on that clff
And aferward, according 10 Hazel, Pluto himself had appeared to hr. That was something Romans
ypically called a bad amen.

Leo pushed his chips and bt sauce aside. “Well, technically we've been in Croatian errtory
for the past day or so. All that coastline we've been sailing past s it but | ucss back in the Roman
times it was called... what'd you say, Jasort? Bodacious?™

“Dalmatia,” Nico said, making Jason jump.

soing up there, buddy?"
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Frank groaned. “Can we leave Valdez in Croatia?

Jason stood. “Frank, you're in charge of defending the ship. Leo, you've got repairs to do. The
rest of you, help out wherever you can. Nico and I...” He faced the son of Hades. “We have a ghost (o
find.”
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“Shut up, Leo.”

Piper sipped another spoonful of soup. “So wh is Diocletian’s Palace so speei

Nico leaned over and plucked a grape. Probably that was the guy’s entre diet for the day. “It's
said 0 be haunted by the ghost of Diocletian™

“Who was a son of Jupiter,like me,” Jason said. “His tomb was destroyed centuries ago, but
Reyna and | used to wonder if we could find Diocletian’s ghost and ask where be was busicd. . well,
according 10 the legends, his scepter was buried with him.*

Nico gave hima thin, creepy smile. “Ah...chat legend.™

“What legend?” Hazel asked.

Nico tumed to his sister. “Supposedly Diocletian's sceper could summon the ghosts ofthe
Roman legions, any of them who worshipped the old gods. ™

Leo whistled. “Okay, now T'm interested. B nice to have a booty-kicking army of pagan
Zombies on our side when we enter the House of Hades.

‘Not sure | would've put it that way.” Jason muttered, “but yeah."

“We don't bave much time,” Frank warned, “It's already July ninih, We have 10 get o Epirus.
close the Doors of Death—"

“Which are guurded,” Hazel murmured, “by a smoky giant and u sorceress who wars...” She
esitated. “Well, I'm not sure. But according to Pluto, she plans 1o ‘rebuild her domin.” Whatever
that means, its bad enough that my dad feltlike warning e persorally.”

Frank unted. “And if we survive all that. we still have to find out where the giarts are waking
and get there before the first of August. Besides, the longer Percy and Amnabeth are in Tartarus

G

“kow,” Jason said. “We won'ttake long in Split But looking for the scepter is worth a ry.
While we're at the palace, T can leaye a message for Reym, leting her know the route we're taking
for Epirus.”

Nico nodded. “The scpter of Diocletian cold make o huge difference. You'll need my help.

Jason tried not 0 show his discomiort, but i skin prickled atthe thought of going anywhere:
with Nico di Angelo.

Percy had shared some disturbing sories ubout Nico. His loalties weren'talways clear. He
spent more time with the dead than the fiving. Once, he"d lured Percy into a rap in the palace of
Hades. Maybe Nico had made up for that by helping the Greeks againstthe Titas, butsill..,

Piper squeezed his hand. “Hey, sounds fun. Il g0, 00."

Jason wanted o yell: Thank the gods!

But Nico shook his head. “You can't, Piper. It should only be Jason and me. Diocletian's ghost
might appear for a son of Jupiter, but any other demigods would most likely...ah, spook him. And I'm
the only one who can talk t0 his spirit. Even Hizel won't be able to do ths

Nico's eyes held a gleam of challenge. He scemed curious as to whether or not Jason would
protest.

“The ship’s bell sounded. Festus creaked and whirred over the foudspesker.

“We've arrived,” Leo announced. “Tine to Split™
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Frank frowned. “What does that mean?
Loo wiped th chip crumbs off his face. It means passthe ot sauce, Zang. I'm sillbunry.”
Frank sl over a jar of salsa. I can't befieve Reym would ry o find us. I’ aboo, coming o

the ancien s, She'l be stipped ofher practorship,”

“If she lves," Hazelsaid. 1t was hard cnough for us 10 mlke it this fa with seven domigods and
s warship,

“And me.” Coach Hedee belched. “Don'tforgst, cupcake, you gotthe saryr advartage.”
Jasor o (o s, Coach Hedze could be prety idiculous, but Jason was glad hd come
along. He thoughtabout the saty Te'd secn n his drcam—Grover Underwood. He couldn't imagine a

satyr o diffrent from Couch Hedge, but ey both scemed brave in heir own way.

e Jasan wonder abou the funs back at Carp Juitee—heer they could be ik that i
ihe Roma demigods expectet more fromthem. Another thing 10 add o i lis...

Hislst. e b realied that e o one v hat wome, bus ever since leaving Camp Half-
Blood. h"d been thinking of ways 0 ke Carp Jupitr more.. Greck.

He had gown up a Camp Jupiter. Hed done wellthere. But e hud always beenia e
uncomenionsl. He chafed uder th rles

He had joined the Fifth Cohort because everyone fod him not 0. They warned it was the
worst it So he'd though. Fine, 1l make it the best

Once b became practor, he'd campaigncd 1o remame the leion e First Legion raher han the
Twelfih Legion 10 symbolizc  ew start for Rowe. The idea had almost cavsed a tiny. New Rome
was all hout traditon and I gacies: the rules didt change casily: Jason had learoed 1o five with that
and even rose o e op.

Bt noww that he o e bothcamps, b couldn't sl he fecling tht Camp Hal-Blood might
Have tagt him more abovt Himelf. 1 he Surived his war With Gaza and revamed to Camp Jpiter
a5 pracior, could he change things for e beer?

“That wos hisduty.

S0 why did the idea il him with dread? He el gl about eaving Resra torule witbou i,
bt tll...part of im warsed to g back to Carmp Hal-Blood with Piper and Leo. He guessed t hat
e i prety erible feader,

“Jasont?” Lea asked. “Argo I 10 Jason. Come in™

He reatired is fends were looking ot him expectaily. They eeded resssurance. Whether or
ot he made it back 0 New Rome afler the war, Jason had 0 sep up now and act ke a practor,

“Yeah.sorey ™ He ouched the groove thatSciron he bandit had cut n s e, “Crossing the
Adantic s a hard jouney, no doubt. ButI'd ever bt agsinst Reym. If anyore can muke . she wil

Piper irelod her spoon thvough he soup. Jason was sill it ervous about hr geting
featoas of Reym, but whe st looked up, she gave ima dry smile that secmed more essing than
imsecure.

“Well, 'd one 10 5ce Reyma again” she said, “But how is she supposed to find ws?”

Frank rised s . “Can't you jost s b an Iismessage

“They're not working very well.” Coach Hedge put in. “Horrble recepiion Every ight |
swear, | could kick that rainbow goddess...."






images/00178.jpg
XXXIV

Later, his friends explained that they hadn't seen him falling from the sky unil the last second.
“There was no time for Frank to turm into an eagle and catch him: no time to formulate a rescue plan.

Only Piper’s quick thinking and charmspeak had saved his life. She’d yelled WAKE UP! with so
much force that Jason felt like he’d been hit with defibrillator paddles. With a millisecond to spare,
he’d summoned the winds and avoided becominga floating patch of demigod grease on the surface of
the Adriatic

Back on board, he had pulled Leo aside and suggested a course correction. Fortunately, Leo
trusted him enough not o ask why.

“Weird vacation spot.” Leo grinned. “But, hey, you're the bos:

Now, siting with his fiiends in the mess hall, Jason felt so awake, he doubted he would sleep
for a week. His hands were jittery. He couldn’t stop tapping his feet. He guessed that this was how
Leo feltall the time, except that Leo had a sense of humor.

After what Jason had seen in his dreany he didn’t feel much like joking.

While they ate lunch, Jason reported on his midair vision. His friends were quiet long enough for
Coach Hedge to finish a peanut butter and banana sandwich, along with the ceramic plat.

“The ship creaked as it sailed through the Adriatic, its remaining oars still out of alignment from
the giant turle attack. Every once in'a while Festus the figurehead creaked and squeaked through the.
speakers, reporting the autopilot status in that weird machine language that only Lea could understand.

“A note from Annabeth.” Piper shook her head in amazement. “1 don't see how that’s possible,
butifitis—

“She’s alive,” Leo said. “Thank the gods and pass the hot sauce.
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“Cloven Elders, man.” Grover's voice was high and reedy, as if he were terrified, but Jason
suspected the satyr had more steel than he fet on. *Seriously, don't you Romans have nature and wrees
and stuff? T've got some news you need o fear. Plus, I'ma card-carmying protector, I'm here fo, you
knorw, protect Rachel.”™

Reyma looked like she was trying mot 1o smile. “But o weapors?"

“Just the pipes.” Grovers expression becane wistful. “Percy always said my cover of *Born to
be Wild" should count as a dangerous weapon, but 1 don't think it's thar bad.”

Octavian sneered. *Another friend of Percy Jackson. That's all /need o hear.”

Reyma held up ber hand for silence. Her gold and silver dogs sniffed the air, but they remained
calm and attentive at ber side.

“So fa, our guests speak the ruth,” Reyna said. “Be warned, Rachel and Grover, if you start 1o
Tie, this conversation will not go well for you. Say what you came 10 say.

Fromher jeans pocket. Rachel dug out a piece of paper like a napkin “A message. From
Amabeth.”

Jason wasn't sure he"d heard her right. Annabeth was in Tartarus. She couldn't send anyone a
Dote on s napkin.

Maybe I've hi the water and died, s subconscious said. This isn 't a real vision. It's some.
sort of afier-death hallucination,
But the dream seemed very real. He could fiel the wind sweeping scross the roof. He could
smell the storm. Lightning flickered over the Empire State Building. making the Romans” armor flash.
Reym took the note. As she read it her cyebrows erept higher. Her mouth parted in shock.
Finally. she looked up at Rachel. “Is this a joke?"

“1wish.” Rachel said. “They're really in Tartarus.”

“Bat how—"

“I don't know.” Rachel said. “The note appeared in the sacrificial fire at our dining pavilion.
That's Amabeth's handswriting. She asks for you by name.”

Octavian stirred. “Tartarus? What do you mean?”

Reyna handed him the letter

Octavian muttered as be read: “Rome, Arachoe, Athens—dthena Parthenos™ He looked around
in outrage, us if waiting for someons to contradict wht be was reading. “A Greek trick! Greeks are
infamous for their tricks!™

Reyma took back the note. “Why ask this of me?"

Rachel smiled. “Because Amabeh s wise. She believes you can do this, Reyma Avila Ramirez-
Arcllano.”™

Jason fet like he'd been slapped. Nobody ever used Reyna’s ful mame. She hated telling anyone
what it was. The only time Jason bad ever said it aloud, just trying to pronounce it correctly, she’d
given hima murderous look. That was the name of a litle girl in San Juan, she wold him.{ left it
behind when I eft Pucrto Rico.

Reyna scowled. “How did you—"
“Uh." Grover Underwood interrupted. “You mean your initals are RA-RA?"
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you've seen her. The peaceful ones like her always take the longest t re-form. This time. though, I'm
sure Leto will fight for vengeance. The way Zeus treated her, affer she bore him those fine twins?
Outrageous!”

Percy almost grunted out loud.

The rwins,

He remembered the name Letos the mother of Apollo and Artemis. This guy Koios looked
vaguely familiar because he had Artemis's cold eyes and Apollo’s smile. The Titan was their
grandfather, Leto’s father. The idea gave Percy a migraine.

“Welll I'll see you in the mortal world!™ Koios chest-bumped Bob, almost knocking the cat off
His bead, “Oh, and our two orher brothers are garding this side of the Doors, 50 you'll see them soon
enought™

“Lwill

“Count o it” Koios lumbered off almost knocking over Percy and Annubeth as they scrambled
outof s way.

Before the crowd of monsters could fill the empry space, Percy motioned for Bob to leanin.

“You okay, big guy?" Percy whispered.

Bob frowned. *1 do not know, I all this™—he gestured arownd them—*what is the meaning of
okay?

Fair point. Percy thought

Annabeth peered toward the Doors of Death, though the crowd of monsters blocked them from
view. “Did | hear correctly? Two more Titans guirding our exit? That's not good.”

Percy looked at Bob. The Titan's distant expression worried him.

“Do you remerher Koios?" he asked gently. “All that stuffbe was talking about?”

Bob gripped his broom. “When he told it, I remembered. He handed me my pastlike...Jike a
spear. But 1 do not know i1 should take it s it still mine, i do not want it2”

“No,” Annabeth said firmiy, “Bob, you're different now, You're better.

“The kiten jumped off Bobs head. He circled the Titan's feet, bumping his head againsi the
“Titan's panis cufs. Bob didn't seem 10 notice.

Percy wished he could be s certain as Annabeth. He wished he could tell Bob with absolute
confidence that he should forget about his past.

But Percy understood Bob’s confision. He remembered the day he'd opened his eyes at the Wolf
House in California, his memory wiped clean by Hera. If somebody fad been waiting for Percy when
e first woke up, f they"d convinced Percy that his name was Bob, and he was a friend of the Titans
and the giants...would Percy have believed it? Would he have felt betrayed once he found out his true
identity?

This is different. he old himself. Were the good guys.

But were they? Percy had lefi Bob in Hades’s palace, at the merey of a new master who hated
him Percy didn't feel like he had much right o tel] Bob what to do now—even if their lives
depended onit.

“Iihink you can choose, Bob,” Percy ventured. “Take the parts of lapetus's past that you want to
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secing her, Jason felt an incredible pang of guilt, He'd let her believe they had a future together. He
ad never been in love it ber, and he had't led her on, exactly...but e also had't shut her down.

He'd disappearcd, eaving ber 1 run the camp on her own. (Okay, that hac' exactly been
Jason's idea, but tll...) Then he had retumed to Camp Jupiter with his new girlfiend Piper ind a
whole bunch of Greek friends in  warship. They'd fred o the Forum and run away, leaving ey
Witha war on her hands.

i his drcam she looked tired. Others might ot otice. but be'd worked with her long ctough to
recomize e weariness in her eyes, the fghiness in he shoulders under the straps of her armor. Her
dark i was wet,like she'd taken a hasty shower.

“The Romns stared atthe roof-access door as ey were wting for somone.

When the door opened, two people eincrged. Onc was a faun—no, Jason thought—a saiyr. He'
Iearned the diffrence at Camp Half-Blood, and Coach Hedge was always correcting b if e made
that mistake. Roman faurs tened to hang around and beg and eat. Satyes were more helpful, more:
engaged with demigod affirs. Jason did't think be’d seen this particular satyr before, b he was
sure the guy was from the Greek side, No fun would look so purpaseful walking w 10 an armed
group of Romans i the middle of the night.

He wore a green Nature Conservancy T-shirt with pictires of endangered whales and tgers and
stulf. Nothing covered his shagay legs and hooves, He fud a bushy goatee, curly brown hair tucked
into 4 Rasta-syle cap, i a sctofreed pipes around hs neck. His hands fidgeted with he hemof is
shirt, bo considering the way he studicd the Romas, noting their positions and their weapors, Jason
figured his satyr had been in corbat befie.

Athis side was a redheaded girl Jason recognized from Canp HalF-Blood—thir oracle, Rachel
Elizabeth Dare. She had long rizzy .  plain white blouse, and jeans covered with hand-drawn
ink designs, She beld a bluc plastic hairbrush that she wpped ncrvously ugainst her thighlike s good
Tuck alisman.

Jason remembered her at the campfie, reciting lines of prophecy that sent Jason, Piper, and Leo
on heir first quest together. She was  regular mortal teenager—not a demigod —but for reasans
Jason never understoo, the spirit of Delphi had choset her s its host.

“The real question: What was she doing with the Romuns?

She stepped forward, her eyes fixed on Reym. “You got my message.™

Ocavian snorted. “That'sthe only reason you made it his far alive, Graccus. | hope you've
come o discuss surrender ferms.”

“Octavian...” Reym warned,

“Atleast search them” Octavian protested.

“No necd,” Reyma said, stying Rachel Dare. “Do you bring weapons?”

Rachel shrugged. “ it Kronos in the eye with thi airbrush once. Otherwise, o

“The Romuns dids't scem o know what to make of that. The mortal didn't sound like she was
Kidding.

“And your fiend? Reyr nodded 1o the saty. “ thought you were corming alone:

“This i Grover Underwood” Rachel said. “He’s a leader of the Council.”

“What council?” Octavian demanded
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Percy's fingers closed around his pen. He didn’t think much of Bob's brother, even without the
Fip-him-to-pleces threat. Compared 1o Boby's simple way of speaking. Koios sounded like be was
veciting Shakespeare. That alone was cnough fo make Percy irritaed.

He was ready to uncap Riptde if e had to, butso far Koios didr'tseem fo notice him. And Bob
ad't betrayed them yet,though he'd had plenty of opportuntics.

AR s g00d 0 see you...” Kojos drummed his fingers on his bear's-head hefmet “You
remembser what fun we had in the old day'

“Of course” Bob chirped. “When we, .

“Holding down our father, Ouranos.” Koios said.

“Yes! We loved wrestling with Dad...*

“We restrained him™

“That's what | mean

“While Kronos cut him to picces with is scythe.

“Yes, - Bob looked mildly i1, “What fun™

“You grabbed Father's right foot, a1 recall,” Koios said. “And Ouranos kicked you in he fice
s e struggled. How we used fo tease you about thatt”

“Silly me.” Bob agreed.

“Sadly, our brother Kronos was dissolved by those impadent demigods.” Koios heaved a sigh.
“Ris and picces of his essence remmin, but nothing you could puttogether agan. | suppose some
injuries even Tartarus cannot heal.”

Alas?

Butthe st of s have anather chance to shine, h?™ He leaned forwand conspiratorially.
“These gianis may rhink they wil rul. Let them be our shock troops and destroy the Olympiars—all
well and good. But ance the Earth Mother is awake, she will emember thatwe are e eldest
children. Mark my words. The Titans will yet rule the cosmos.™

“Homm" Bob said. “The giants may ot ike that”

“Spit on what ey ke, Koios said, “They've already passed through the Doors of Deth,
anyway, back 1o the mortal world, Polyboes was the st one, not bl i hour ago, sl grumbling
about missing his prey. Apparently some demigods he was ufer got swallowed by Nyx. Never sec.
hem agin. | wager!”

Amabeth gripped Percy’s wrist. Through the Death Mis, he couldi' read her expression very
well, but he saw the alarmin her eyes,

Ifthe gianis had already passed through the Doors, then at east they wouldn't be hunting through
Tartarus for Percy and Amabeth. Unfortunately, that also meant their friends in the mortal world were
i even greater danger. Al of the carler fights with the giats hud been in vain. Their ercmies would
be reborn as strong s ever.

“Well™ Koios dresw his mussive sword. The blade radiaied a cold deeper than the Hubbard
Gilacier. | must be off. Leto should have regenerated by now. | will convince her o fight *

“Of course;” Bob mumured. “Leto.”

Koios laughed. “You've forgotten my daughier, s well? | suppose i’s been too long since
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Two centurions advanced, their pila leveled. Grover brought his pipes (o his lips. played a
quick g, and their spears furned ino Christmas rees. The guards dropped them in suprise.

“Enough!” Reyna showsed.

She dida't offen aise her voice. When she did, everyone listened.

“We've strayed from the poini,” she said. “Rachel Dare, you're felling me Amabeih is in
Tartarus, yet she’s found 4 way o send this message. She waris me fo bring tis statue from the
ancientlands 0 your camp.”

Rachel nodded. “Only a Roman can return it and restore peace.™

“And why would the Romas wani peace.” Reyna asked. “afler your ship atacked our ci

“Youknow why,” Rachel said. “To avoid this war. To reconcile the gods' Greek and Roman
sides. We bave fo work ogether 10 defeat Gaea

Octavian siepped forward to speak. but Reyma shot hima withering look.

“According o Percy Jackson,” Reym said, “te batile with Gaea will be fought i the ancient
Tands. In Greece.™

“That's whete the giants are,” Rache agreed. “Whatever magic, whever rital the gianss are
planming o wak the Earth Mother, | sense it will appen in Grecce. But..well, our problems aren't
Timited 0 the ancicnt lands. That's why | brought Grover o falk o you

“The sty tugged bis goutee, “Yeah. see, over the last few monis, T'ye been talking 0 sayrs
and naure spirits across the contnent. They'rc all saying the same thing. Gaca is stirring — mean,
she’s right on he edge of consciousness. She's whispering in the minds of aiads, rying 0 trn thern.
She's causing carthquakes, uprooing the dryads' rees. Last weck alone. she appeared in buman form
ina dozen different places, scaingthe horas off somme of my friends. In Colorado, u giant stone fist
osc out of  mountain and swattod some Party Ponics like flics.”

Reym frowned. “Party Ponies

“Long story." Rachel said. “The point s: Gaca will rise everyhere. She's already siring. No
place will be safe from the banle. And we know that her frst targets are going 0 be the demigod
camps, She wanés us destroyed.”

“Speculation” Octavian said, “A distraction. The Groeks fear our attack. They're trying to
canfse us. I°s the Trojan Horse all over agin!™

Reyoa twisted th silver ring she always wore, with the sword and forch symbols of her mother,
Bello

“Marcs.” she s, “bring Scipio from he stables.™

“Reym, o™ Octavian protesied.

She faced the Greeks. | will do this for Anaabeth, for the hope of peace between our canps, but
do o hink | ave forgotten the insults to Camp Jupiter, Your ship fired on our city, Fou declared war
—pot us. Now, leave.”

Giraver stanped his ool “Percy would never—

“Grover,” Rachel said, “we should go.”

Her tone said: Before it oo late.

At they had retreated back down the stais, Octavian wheeled on Reyrs, “Are you mad?™
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Bob scratched his chin. “You are not monsters. It may be different for you.”

Great, Percy thought.

He didn’t relish the idea of Gaea waiting for them on the other side, ready to teleport them into
the middle of a mountain: but at least the Doors were a chance to get out of Tartarus. It wasn't ike
they had a better option.

Bob helped them over the top of another ridge. Suddenly the Doors of Death were in plain view
—a freestanding rectangle of darkness at the top of the next heart-muscle hill, about a quarter mile
away, surrounded by a horde of monsters so thick Percy could've walked on their heads all the way
across.

“The Doors were still 100 far away to make out much detail, but the Titans flanking either
‘were familiar enough. The one on the Ieft wore shining golden armor that shimmered with heat.

“Hyperion,” Percy muttered. “That guy just won't stay dea

“The one on the right wore dark-blue armor, with ram’s horns curling from the sides of his
helmet. Percy had only seen him in drears before, but it was definitely Krios, the Titan that Jason had
Killed in the battle for Mount Tam.

“Bob’s other brothers,” Annabeth said. The Death Mist shimmered around her, temporarily
turning her face into a grinning skull. “Bob, if you have to fight them, can you

Bob hefled his broom, like he was ready for a messy cleaning job. “We must hurry.” he said,
which Percy noticed wasn't really an answer. “Follow me.”
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Reynma's hand drified toward her dagger.

“Butthat's not important” the satyr said quickly. “Look, we wouldn't have risked coming here if
we didi't rust Annabeth’s instincss. A Roman leader retuning the most important Greek statue (0
Camp HalF-Blood—she knows that could prevert a war.”

“Thisisn'ta rick,” Rachel added. “We're not Iying. Ask your dogs.”

“The metallc greybounds dida't react. Reyna stroked Aurum's head thoughtfuly. “The Athena
Parthenos...so the legend s troe.”

“Reym!” Octavian cried, “You can't seriously be considering this! Even if the statue still exists,
you see what they're doing. We're on the verge of attacking them—destroying the stupid Greeks once
and o all—and they concoct this stupid errand to divert your atiention. They want 1o send you 0
your deathr™

“The other Romans futered, glaring at thei visitors, Jason remembered horw persusive
Octavian could be, and he was wirnning the officers o his side.

Rachel Dare fced the augur, “Octavian, son of Apollo, you should take this rore seriously.
Even Romans respected your fther’s Oracle of Delphi,”

“Hal" Octavian said. “You're the Oracle of Delphi? Right. And I'm the Emperor Nero!”

“Atleast Nero could play music,” Grover mtiered.

Octavian balled his fists.

‘Suddenly the wind shifled. It swirled around the Romans with a hissing sound, like a est of
snakes, Rachel Dare glowed ina green aura, as if hit by a soft emerald spotlight. Then the wind faded
and the aura was gone

“The sncer melied from Octavian's fice. The Rormans rustied weasily.

“It's your decision.” Rachel said, as if nohing had happencd. I have no specific prophecy to
offer you but | can see glimpses of the fuure. | sec the Athena Parihenos on Half-Blood Hill  see
e bringing it She pointed at Reyna. “Also, Ella has been murmuring lines from your Sibylline
it

“What?" Reyma interrupted. “The Sibylline Books were destroyed centuries age.

“Lknew it” Octavian pounded his fst ino bis palm. “That harpy they brought back from the
quest—lla. | koew she was spouing prophecies! Now | understand. She-—she somehow memorized
a copy of the Sibylline Books.”

Reynu shook her bead in disbeliet. “How is that possible?™

“We don't know,” Rachel admiticd, “But, yes,that seems 10 be the case. Ella has a perfect
memory. She loves books. Somewhere, somehow, she read your Roman book of prophecies. Now
she’s the only source for them™

“Your fiends lied,” Octa
stole her!™

Grover huffed indignanty. “Ella isn't your property! She’s a free creature. Besides, she warts 0
beat Camp HalBlood. She’s dating one of my fiends, Tyson.™

“The Cyelops.” Reyna remembered, “A harpy datinga Cyelops...”

“That's not elevant!” Octayian said. “The harpy has valuable Roman prophecics. Ifthe Gresks
won't retum her, we should take their Oracle hostage! Guards!”

said. “They told usthe harpy was just mustering gibberish. They
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keep. Leave the rest. Your futwre is what matiers.

“Future..” Bob mused. “That s a morial concent. | am ot meant 0 change, Percy Friend ™ He
e aroand him t the horde of monsters. “We ae the same...forever.”

I you were the sume,” Percy said, "Ammabeth and | would be dead already. Maybe we weren't
meant o be reras, but we are. You've been the best friend we cold ask for™

Boby's slver eyes looked darker than usual. He beld outhis hand, and Soall Bob the iten
jummped int . The Tita rose o i full height Lt ws o, hen. fiends. Not much farther.”

Stomping on Tartaris’s hear wasn'tnearly as mch f a it soued

“The puaplish ground was slippery and constanty pulsing It looked lat from a distance, but .
clase it was made offolds nd ridges that go harder 1 rawigate the Farther they walked. Grarled
Hompef o aires o bos v gave Prey some bl whenbe o ok, bt i

And of course, the monsters were exerywhere. Packs ofhellbounds prowled the plains, baying
and snarlng and tacking oy monste that dropped s . Aral wheeled overhead on ety
wings, making ghasly dark silhouetes n the poison clouds.

Petcy sumbled. His hund touehed a red artry, and  tngling sensation weat up i arm.
“There’s water inbere,” b said. “Actul water.”

Bob gruncd. “Onc of the fiverivers. His blowy

“His blood” Anmabeth sicpped away from the ncarcst churp of veins. 1 bncw the Underworld
tivers all empicd into Tartres, but

“Yes.” Bob agrecd. “They all flow through is heart”

Petcytraced his and across a web of eapllaries. Was the water of e Styx flowing beneath his
fingers, or muybe the Lethe? IFone of hose veins popped when e stepped on .. Percy shuddered.
He realized he was taking  siroll across the most dangerous circulaory sysiem n he universe

“We should hurry,” Annabeth said.“If we can't

Her voice sailed of.

Abead of them. jageed streaks of darkness tor through e air ke figtning,excopt pure biack.

“The Doors,” Bob said. “Must be a lrge group ging through ™

Percy's mouh tased like gorgon's blood, Exen i his friends from the Argo 1 managed 1o find
the other side ofthe Doors of Death, how could ey possibly fight the waves of monsters hat were.
coming through, especiall ifall e giants were already waiting fo them?

Do all the onsters o theugh the House of Hades?” e asked. “How big s thit place?™

Bob shrusged. “Perhaps they ace sent elsewhere when they step through. The House of Hades s
i he carhy ye? Thatis Goca' reaim. She could send ber minions wherever she wishes.

Percy's spirts sank. Morstes coming throughthe Doors of Death 10 threaten his riends at
Epirus—that was bad enovgh. Now be imagined the ground on the mural side as one big subway
systrn, depositing isnts and oher mastics anywhere Gea wanted then 10 g—Carrp Hal -Blood,
Comp Jupte, orinthe path ofthe Argo I/ before it could even réach Eirus,

“If Gaca s that much power,” Amabeth asked, "could't she corsrol where we end up?”

Percy really hated that question, Sometimes he wished Ammabeth weren't so smart.
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shook. His insides churned like a volcano.
Atleast Percy could go out fighting He raised Riptide.
But before he could strike, all the arai in front of him exploded into dust.
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On the Titan's shoulder. Small Bob woke up from a nap. He purred seismically and arched his
ack, tuming skelcal them back o calico. At leat e did'tsecm pervons.

Amsbeth cxamined her own zomie s, “Bob i we're inisibl... v you see w? |
mean. you're fchaically, you know. .

“Yes" Bob suid, "B we e fiends”

“Nyxand fer chidren could sce us.” Ammabeth said

Bob shruggsd. “That was in Nyx's realm. That s diffrent™

“Un...right Amnabeth didn't sound reassured, but thy were bere pow, They didn't ve any
choice but o ry.

Percystared atthe swarmof icious morsers, “Wel,a st we won't Bave 0 worry abo
uing il any othe fiends in tis crowd.™

Bob gritmed. “Yes, that i good news! Now, les go. Death s close.™

“The Doors of Death are close,” Amsbeth orrected. “Ler's waich e phrasing™

“They plunged ino the crowd, Percy trembled so badly. he was ffad the Deat Mist would
ke ight ofTim. He'd seen g roups of monsters before, He'd fought an army of hem duaing
i Batle of Manhasian. But his was diferent.

‘Whenever he'd fought morsters in the moral world, Percy t least knew he was defending bis
o, That gave him cournge, m mter how bad the odds were, Here, Percy was the invader, He
dido't belong in his rulinade of monsrs any more than he Minotaur belonged in Pemn Stion at
rush bowr.

Afew fectaway, a group of emponsal ore it the carcass of a gryphon while otber gryphors.
e aroundthem, squawking i outrage. A six-armed Earbborn o Laisirygorian iant pumieled

ch e with rocks, though Perey wasn' sur i hey were ighing o just messing around. A dark
wisp ofsmoke-—Percy guessed t mustbe an cidolon—sceped inio a Cyelops, made the morster it
Himselfin the fae, thendrified off 0 posses another vicim.

Amabeth whispered, "Percy, ook ™

Ao’ throw away, a gy na cowboy ouit was cracking a whip at some fire-breathing
Horses. The wrangler wore a Sictson hat o his greasy hir,an exralarge st ofeans, and 3 pai of
Biack eather boots. From the side, be might have passed for hunan—uniil h trncd, and Percy ssw
hathis upper body was split ko thre diffrent chess, cach ane deessed i differént-color Western
shirt.

i was definitly Geryon, who bad tied o KillPerey two years ago in Texas. Apparenily the cvil
ranchr was amvious 1o bresk i  rew herd.The idea of that guy riding out of e Doors of Death
made Percy"s sides hurtall over again.His ibs throbbed where the araf had wleashed Geryon's
dying curse back in the forest, He wanied t mareh up 0 the three-bodied rancher, suck him n the
face, and yell. Thanks a o, Tex!

Saudly, he couldn't

How many oiher o encries were in this crowd? Percy began o realize tha every bale I“d
ever won hd ony beena termporary vitory. No mater haw sirong o fucky he was, o mter how
imany monsers he destrosed, Perey would eventualy i, He wa only one mortal. Ho would getton
ol o ek, or o sk e would dic. And these monsices. they lsted forever. The st kept
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hadn't wished Percy a long and happy life.

After Percy's victory then, Gaea bad warned i 13 not press your luck. When your deaih
comes, | pramise it will be much more painful than gorgon’s blood.

‘Now he was i Tarars, dying from gorgsw’s blood pls a dozen other agonizing curses, while
e watchod hisgirlfiend stumble around, helpless and blind and belicving he’d abundoned b, He
cluiched bis sord. His knockles started o seam. Write smoke curled of his forcarms,

o't die ke tis, be tough.

‘Nos only because i was il and imsulingly lame, but because Anvabeth needed fim. Once be
was dead, th demons would turn their atenton o her, He coulda't leave her slone.

“The arai clustered around him, snickering and hissing.

His hewd will erupt first,the voice speclated.

N the voice answered sl from anotber direction. He will combust all at nce.

“They were placing hets on bow e would di...what sort o scorch murk he would feave on the
srowd

“Bob.” e croaked. I ocd you"

A bopeles plea. He could barely hear himsel: Why should Bob ansswer bis call twice? The.
itan knew the truth now. Percy was no friend.

He rased his e one fast . His surroundings sceme o flicker. The sky boled nd the
ground blisered.

Porcy roalized that what e san of Tartarus was only & watered-down version of s rue borror
—only what his demigod brsincould Fandle. The worst af i was veiled, the same wy he Mist
el monsters from mortal sight. Now s Percy did, he began o see the s

“The ai was ihe breathof Tartrus. Al hese monsters wer just blood cells circulating trough
i body. Everythine Porcy saw was  dreamin he mind of he dark god of e pit

“This st have been the way Nico had e Tartarus, nd it d altost desiroyed s saity.
Nio...one of the many people Perey had't trated well énough. e and Amabeth b oly made it
ihis fr through Tariarus because Nico di Aneclo had bekaved ike Bob's rue fiend.

You sce the horror of thepit? the arai said sootingly. Give up. Percy Jackson. ln't death
better than enduring this place?

“Tmsorry” Percy mamared.

He apologizes! The arai shicked with delight,He regretshis failed lfe, his crimes against the
children of Tartarus!

“No,” Percy said. “I'msorry. Bob.  should"ve been honest with you Please... forgive .
Protect Amabeih”

He did't expect Bob to hear Him o care, but il right o clear s conscience. He couldn't
blame anyone lsc fo his iroubles. Not he sods. Not Bob. He couldn't even blame Calypso, e girl
bio"d left alone on thatisland. Maybe she'd furmed bitr and cursed Porcy's grfrind ot of despair
Sil...Percy should have followed up with Calypso, made sur the gods sprang ber rom ber exile on
Ogyeia ke they'd promised. He hodet resied e any betor than he'd treated Bob He hadn't even
hought much abouther, though her oonlace plant il loomed in his mom's window box

ttook all bis remaining effort, but he got to his feet. Steam rose from his wholc body. His legs
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PERCY

PERCY WASN'T DEAD VET, but he was already tired of being a corpse.

As they trudged toward the heart of Tartarus, he kept glancing down at his body, wondering how
it could belong to him. His arms looked like bleached leather pulled over sticks. His skeletal legs
seemed o dissolve into smoke with every step. He'd learned to move normally within the Death Mist,
more or less, but the magical shroud still made him feel like he was wrapped ina coat of helium.

He worried that the Death Mist might cling to him forever, even if they somehow managed to
survive Tartarus. He didn’t want to spend the rest of hs life looking like an extra from The Walking
Dead.

Percy tried to focus on something else, but there was no safe direction to look.

Under his feet, the ground listened a nauseating purple, pulsing with webs of veins. In the dim
red light of the blood clouds, Death Mist Annabeth looked like a freshly risen zombie.

Ahead of them was the most depressing view of all.

Spread to the horizon was an army of monsters—flocks of winged arai, tribes of lumbering
Cyclopes, clusters of floating evil spirits. Thousands of baddies, maybe tens of thousands, all milling
restlessly. pressing against one another, growling and fighting for space—like the locker area of an
overcrowded school between classes, ifall the students were *roid-raging mutants who smelled
really bad.

Bob led them toward the edge of the army. He made no effort to hide, not that it would have done
any good. Being ten feet tall and glowing silver, Bob didn't do stealth very well

‘About hirty yards from the nearest monsters, Bob turned to face Percy.

“Stay quict and stay behind me,” he advised. “They will not notice you.™

“We hope.” Percy mutered.
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sack of billiard balls. Even with Annabeth supporting almost all his weight, he could barely stand.

“Bob, I'm going on, with or without you,” she said. “Will you help?”

The kitten Small Bob mewed and began to purr, rubbing against Bob’s chin.

Bob looked at Percy, and Percy wished he could read the Titan's expression. Was he angry, or
just thoughtful? Was he planning revenge. or was he just feeling hurt because Percy had lied about
being his fiiend?

“There is one place,” Bob said at last. “There is a giant who might know what to do.”

Annabeth almost dropped Percy. “A giant. Uh, Bob, giants are bad.”

ne is good,” Bob insisted. “Trust me, and | will take you...unless Polybotes and the others
catehus first”
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PERCY

A THTAN STRODE TOWARD THEM, casually kicking lesser monsters out of his way. He was roughly the
same height as Bob, with elaborate Stygian iron armor, a single diamond blazing in the center of his
breastplate. His eyes were blue-white, like core samples from a glacier, and just as cold. His hair
was the same color, cut military style. A battle helmet shaped like a bear's head was tucked under his
arm. From his belt hung a sword the size of a surfboard.

Despite his battle scars, the Titan's face was handsome and strangely familiar. Percy was pretty
sure he’d never seen the guy before, but his eyes and his smile reminded Perey of someone...

“The Titan stopped in front of Bob. He clapped him on the shoulder. “lapetus! Don'ttell me you
don’t recognize your own brother!”
“No!" Bob agreed nervously. “T won't tell you that”

“The other Titan threw back his head and laughed. “1 heard you were thrown into the Lethe.
Must've been terrible! We all knew you would heal eventually. It's Koios! Koios!"

“OF course,” Bob said. “Koios, Titan of..."

“The North!” Koios said.

“I know!" Bob shouted.

‘They laughed together and took turns hitting each other in the arm.

Apparently miffed by all the jostling, Small Bob crawled onto Bob's head and began making a
nestin the Titan's silver hair.

“Poor old apetus.” said Koios. “They must have laid you low indeed. Look at you! A broom? A
servant’s uniform? A cat in your hair? Truly, Hades must pay for these insults. Who was that demigod
who took your memory? Bah! We must rip him to pieces, you and I, eh?”

“Ha-ha.” Bob swallowed. “Yes, indeed. Rip himto pieces.”
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his eyes.

Bob loomed over them, his broom planted like a flag His face was unreadable, luminously
white inthe dark.

“Lots of curses,” Bob said. “Percy has done bad things to monsters.”

“Can you fix him?” Annabeth pleaded. “Like you did with my blindness? Fix Percy!”

Bob frowned. He picked a the name tag on his uniform like it was a scab.

Amabeth tried again. “Bob—"

“lapetus,” Bob said. his voice a low rumble. “Before Bob. It was lapetus.”

“The air was absolutely still, Peccy felt helpless, barely comnected to the world.

“Ilike Bob better.” Annabeth's voice was surprisingly calm. “Which do you like?

“The Titan regarded her with s pure silver eyes. “1 do not know anymore.™

He crouched nextto her and studied Percy. Bob's face looked haggard and careworn, as if he
suddenly felt the weight ofall his centurics.

“1 promised,” he murmused. “Nico asked me o help. | do not think Iapetus or Bob likes breaking
promises.” He touched Percy’s forehead.

“Owie,” the Titan rurmured. “Very big owie.™

Percy sank back into his body. The ringing in his ears faded. His vision cleared. He stil fltlike
he had swallowed a deep fryer. His insides bubbled. He could sense that the poison had only been
slowed, not removed.

But e was alive.

He tried to meet Bob's cyes, to express his gratitude. His head lolled against his chest,

“Bob cannot cure this,” Bob said. “Too much poison. Too many curses piled up.”

Anabeth hugged Percy's shoulders, He wanted 10 say: / can feel that now: Ow. Too fight,

“What can we do, Bob?” Annabeth asked. “Is there water anywhere? Water might heal him"

“No water,” Bob said. “Tartarus s bad."

1 noticed, Perey wanted o yell.

Atleast the Titan called himself Bob. Even if he blamed Percy for taking his memory, maybe he
would help Annabeth if Percy didn’t make it

“No,” Anabeth insisted. “No, there has 10 be & way. Something 1o heal him™

Bob placed his hand on Percy’s chest. A cold tingle like cucalyptus oil spread across his
sternum, but s soon s Bob lifled his hand, the relief stopped. Percy’s lungs felt as bot as lava again.

“Tartarus kills demigods.” Bob said. “It heals monsters, but you do not belong, Tartarus will not
heal Perey. The pit hates your kind.”

“1 don't care,” Annabeth said. “Even here, there /s 10 be someplace he can rest, some kind of
cure be can take. Maybe back atthe altar of Hermes, or—"

Inthe distarce, i deep voice bellowed—a voice that Percy recognized, unfortumately.

“I SMELL HIM!" roared the giant. “BEWARE, SON OF POSEIDON! | COME FOR YOU!"

“Polybotes,” Bob said. “He hates Poseidon and his children. He is very elose now.”

Amabeth struggled to get Percy to his feet. He hated making her work so hard, but he felt like @
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coming back. Maybe it would take them months or years to re-form. maybe even centuries. But they
would be reborn.

Secing them assembled in Tartarus, Percy felt as hopeless as the spirits in the River Coeytus. So
whatif he was a hero? So what if he did something brave? Evil was always here, regenerating,
bubbling under the surface. Percy was no more than a minor annoyance to these immortal beings. They
just had to outwait him. Someday, Percy’s sons or daughters might have to face them all over again.

Sons and daughters.

“The thought jarred him. As quickly as hopelessness had overtaken him, it disappeared. He
‘lanced at Annabeth. She sill looked like a misty corpse, but he inagined her true appearance—her
‘ray eyes full of determination, her blond hair pulled back in a bandana, her face weary and streaked
with grime, but as beautiful as ever.

Okay, maybe monsters kept coming back forever. But so did demigods. Generation after
‘generation, Camp Hal-Blood had endured. And Camp Jupiter. Even separately, the two camps had
survived. Now, if the Greeks and Romans could come together, they would be even stronger.

There was still hope. He and Annabeth had come this far. The Doors of Death were almost
‘within reach.

Sons and daughters. A ridiculous thought. An awesome thought. Right there in the middle of
Tartarus, Perey grinned.

“What's wrong?” Amabeth whispered.

With his zombie Death Mist disguise, Percy probably looked like he was grimacing in pain.

“Nothing,” he said. “I was just—"

Somewhere in front of them, a deep voice bellowed: “IAPETUS!™
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“Tam practor of the legion,” Reyna said. I judge this to be in the best interest of Rome.”

“To get yourself killed? To break our oldest laws and travel o the ancient lands? How will you
evenfind their ship, assuming you survive the journey?”

“Iwill find them.” Reyna said. “If they are sailing for Greece, I know a place Jason will stop.
To fce the ghosts in the House of Hades, he will need an army. There is only one place where he can
find that sort of help.”

In Jason's dream, the building seemed to tilt under his feet. He remembered a conversation he’d
had with Reyna years ago, a promise they had made to cach other. He knew what she was talking
about

“This is insanity,” Octavian muttered. “We're already under attack. We must take the offensive!
‘Those hairy dwarfs have been stealing our supplies. sabotaging our scouting parties —you know the
Greeks sent ther

“Perhaps,” Reyna said. “But you will ot launch an atiack without my orders. Continue scouting
the enemy can. Secure your positions. Gather all the allies you can, and if you catch those dwarfs,
‘you have my blessing to send them back to Tartarus. But do ot attack Camp Half-Blood ntil T
return.”

Octavian narrowed his eyes. “While you're gone, the augur is the senior officer. I will be in
rge”

“I know.” Reyna didn't sound happy about it. “But you have my orders. Youall heard them.” She
Seanned the faces of the centurions, daring them to question her.

She stormed off. her purple cloak billowing and her dogs at her heels.

Once she was gone, Octavian turned to the centurions. “Gather all the senior officers. T want a
meeting as soon as Reyna has left on her fool’s quest. There will be a few changes in the legion’s
plans.”

One of the centurions opened his mouth to respond, but for some reason he spoke in Piper's
voice: “WAKE UP!

Jason's eyes snapped open, and he saw the ocean’s surface hurtling toward him.






images/00168.jpg
XXX

PERCY

FOR ONE EXCITING MINUTE, Percy felt like he was winning. Riptide cut through the arai as though
they were made of powdered sugar. One panicked and ran face-firstinto a tree. Another screeched
and tried to fly away, but Percy sliced off her wings and sent her spiraling into the chasm.

Each time a demon disintegrated, Percy felt a heavier sense of dread as another curse settled on
him. Some were harsh and painful: a stabbing in the gut, a burning sensation like he was being blasted
bya blowtorch. Some were subtle: a chill i the blood, an uncontrollable tic in his right eye.

Seriously, who curses you with their dying breath and says: £ hope your eye twitches!

Percy knew that he'd killed a lot of monsters, but he’d never really thought about it from the
monsters” point of view. Now all their pain and anger and bitterness poured over him sapping his
strength,

‘The arai just kept coming. For every one he cut down, six more seemed to appear.,

His sword arm grew tired. His body ached, and his vision blurred. He tried to make his way
toward Annabeth, but she was just out of reach, calling his name as she wandered among the demons.

As Percy blundered toward her, a demon pounced and sank its teeth into his thigh. Percy roared.
He sliced the demon to dust, but immediately fell to his knees

His mouth burned worse than when he had swallowed the firewater of the Phicgethon. He
doubled over, shuddering and retching, as a dozen fiery snakes seemed to work their way down his,
esophagus.

You have chosen, said the voice of the arai, the curse of Phineas...an excellent painfil death,

Percy tried 1o speak. His tongue feltlike it was being microwaved. He remembered the old blind
king who had chased harpics through Portland with a WeedWacker. Percy had challenged him to a
contest, and the loser had drunk a deadly vial of gorgon’s blaod. Percy didn’t remember the old blind
man muttering a final curse, but as Phineas dissolved and returned to the Underworld, he probably
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‘she said. “The Doors of Death are working overtime. Her forces are entering the mortal world en
masse.”

“We'll never make it,” Nico said. “By the time we arrive, there'll be too many monsters to
fight™

Jason set his jaw. “We’ll defeat them. And we’ll make it there fast. We've got Leo back. He'll
give us the speed we need.”

He turned to his friend. “Or is that just hot air?"

Leo managed a crooked grin. His eyes seemed to say: Thanks.

“Time to fly, boys and girls,” he said. “Uncle Leo’s still got a few tricks up his sleeves!
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A pint of blood drained from Leo's face. “W-what now?”

Frank shrugged. *Accarding 1o this, ber original home was an island called Gozo just north of
here. Calypso's a Greek myh thingie, right?™

“Ah, a Greek myth thingie!" Coach Hedge rubbed his hands together. “Maybe we get o fight her!
Do we getto fight her? "Cause I'm ready.”

“No," Leo murmured. “No, we don't have to fight her, Coach.™

Piper frowned. “Leo, what's wrong? You look—"

“Nothing’s wrong!” Leo shot to his feet. “Hey, we should get going. We've got work o dot”

“But...where did you go?" Hazel asked. “Where did you get those clothes? How—"

“Jeez, ladies!” Leo said. “1 appreciate the concern, but | don't need two extra moms!”

Piper smiled uncertainly. “Okay, but—"

“Ships o fix!” Leo said. “Festus to check! Earth goddesses o punch in the fice! What are we
waiting for? Leo's back!™

He spread his arms and grinned.

He was making a brave attempt, but Jason could see the sadness lingering in his eyes, Something
had happened to him...something to do with Calypso.

Jason ried to remember the story about her. She was a sorceress of some sort, maybe like
Medea or Circe. Butif Leo had escaped from an evil sorceress's lair, why did be seem so sad? Jason
would have 10 talk to him later, make sure his buddy was okay. For now Leo clearly didn't want to be
nterrogated.

Jason got up and clapped him on the shoulder. “Leo’s right, We should get going ™

Everybody took the cue. They started wrapping up their food and finishing their drinks.

Suddenly, Hazel gasped. “Guys...”

‘She pointed to the northeast horizon. At first, Jasan saw nothing but the sea. Thena streak of
darkness shot into the air like black lightning —as if pure night had torn through the daytime.

“1don't see anything.” Coach Hedge grumbled.

“Me neither.” Piper said,

Jason scanned his friends faces. Most of them just looked confused. Nico was the only other one
who scemed 1o have noticed the black lightring

“That can't be...” Nico muttered, “Greece is still hundreds of miles away."

“The darkness flashed again. momentarily leaching the color from the borizon.

“You think it's Epirus?™ Jason’s whole skeleton tingled, the way he felt when he got it by a
thousand volts. He didn’t know why he could sce the dark flashes. He wasn't a child of the
Underworld. But it gave hima very bad fecling

Nico nodded. “The House of Hades is open for business.”

A few seconds later,  rumbling sound washed over them Iike distant atillery.

“I's begun,” Hazel said.

“What has?” Leo ssked.

When the next flash happened, Hazel’s gold eyes darkened like foilin fire. “Gaea’s firal push.”
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PERCY

PERCY WAS RELIEVED when the demon grandmothers closed in for the kill.

Stre, he was terrified. He didn’t like the odds of three against several dozen. But at least he
understood fighting. Wandering through the darkness, waiting o be attacked—that had been driving
him crazy.

Besides, he and Annabeth had fought together many times. And now they had a Titan on their
side.

‘Back off.” Percy jabbed Riptide at the nearest shriveled hag, but she only sneered.

We are the arai, said that weird voice-over, like the entire forest was speaking. You cannot
destroy us.

Annabeth pressed against his shoulder. “Don’t touch them.” she warned. “They're the
curses.”

“Bob doesn’t like curses,” Bob decided. The skeleton kitten Small Bob disappeared inside his
coveralls. Smart cat.

“The Titan swept his broom in a wide arc, forcing the spirits back, but they came in again like the
tide.

We serve the bitter and the defeated, said the arai. We serve the slain who prayed for
vengeance with their final breath. We have many curses to share with you.

“The firewater in Percy’s stomach started crawling up his throat. He wished Tartarus had better
beverage options, or maybe a tree that dispensed antacid fruit

“Iappreciate the offer,” he said. “But my mom told me not to accept curses from strangers.

“The nearest demon lunged. Her claws extended like bony switchblades. Percy cut her in two, but
as soon as she vaporized, the sides of his chest flared with pain. He stumbled back, clamping his hand

s of
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“Jason?" Piper called. “Oh, gods, your arms..."

He hadi't oticed, bu his skin was dotted with blisters.

Piper unwrapped a square of ambrosia. “Eat s,

He chewed. His mouh was flled with the taste of fresh brownies—bis fivorite treat from the
bakeries in New Rome. The blisters faded on his arms. His strength returned, but the browric:
ambrosia tasted more bitir than usual, as it somehow knew that Jason was turning bis back on
Canp Jupitr. This was no longer the aste of horme.

“Thanks, Pipes,” he murmured. “How long was 2"

“About six hours.™

‘Waow, Jason thought. No wonder he felt sore and hungry. “The others?™

Al fine. Tired of being cooped up. Should T ell them ' safe to come above deck?”

Jason licked his dry lips. Despite the ambrosia, he fet shaky. He didn’t want the tbers 10 see
i like this.

“Give me a second,” he said. .. catch my breath.™

Piper leaned next 0 him. I her green tank top, her beige shors, and ber hiking boots, she Tooked
Hike she was ready to climb a mountain—and then fght an army at the top. Her dager was strapped fo
er belt. Her cormucopia was slung over one shoulder, She'd taken to wearing the jagaed bronze
sword she'd recovered from Zethes the Boread, which was only sighly less intimidating than an
assault rifle,

During their time at Auster's palace, Jason had watched Piper and Hazel spend bours sword
fighting —something Piper had never been interested in before, Since her encouter with Khione,
iper scemed more wired, ensed up inside ike a primed catapult, as if she were determined never o
be caught off guard agin.

Jason understood the fling. but he worried she was being (00 fard o herself. Nobody could be
ready for anything allthe ime. He should know. He'd spent the fast fight as o fieeze-dried throw rue

He must have been saring, because she gave him  knowing smirk. “Hey, ' fine. Ie e fine

She perched on e tiptoes and kissed him, which eIt as good as the ambrosia. Her cyes were
lecked with so many colors Jason could've stared info them al day. studying the changing patierrs.
the way people watched the porthern lights.

“L'mlucky to have you.” he said.

“Yeah, youare.” She pushed his chest gently. “Now, how do we get this ship 1 the docks?”

Jason frawned across the water, They were still halfa mile from the sland. He had o idea
whether they could get the engines working, o the sails,

Fortuntely, Festus had been lisening. He fced front and blew a plume of fire. The ship's
engine clatered and hummed. It sounded like a massive bike with  busted chain—but they lurched
forward. Slowly, the Argo If headed toward the shore.

“Good dragon-* Piper pated Festus's neck.

“The dragon’s ruby eyes glinied as i be was pleased with himself.

He scems differen since you woke hiny” Jason said. “More...alive.”
“The way be should be.” Piper smiled. “1 guess once in a while we all need a wake-up call from
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His Roman form stabilized. The skeletal hands dissolved back into the earth.

“We do not have much time.” He looked like a man who"d just been violently ill. “Know that the
Doors of Death are at the lowest level of the Necromanteion. You must make Pasiphat see what she
wants to see. You are right. That s the secret to all magic. But it will not be easy when you are in her
maze.”

“What do you mean? What maze?”

“You will understand.” he promised. “And, Hazel Levesque....you will not believe me, but Iam
proud of your strength. Sometimes...sometimes the only way | can care for my children is to keep my
distance.”

‘Hazel bit back an insult. Pluto was just another deadbeat godly dad making weak excuses. But
‘her heart pounded as she replayed his words:  am proud of your strength.

“Go o your friends,” Pluto said. “They will be worried. The journey to Epirus still holds many

perils.”
“Wai {azel said.
Pluto raised an eyebrow.

“When I met Thanatos,” she said, “you know...Death...he told me T wasn’t on your list of rogue
Spirits to capture. He said maybe that's why you were keeping your distance. If you acknowledged
me, you'd have to take me back to the Underworld.”

Pluto waited. “What is your question?”

“You're here. Why don’t you take me to the Underworld? Return me to the dead?”

Pluto’s form started to fade. He smiled, but Hazel couldn'’t tellif he was sad or pleased.
“Perhaps that is not what / wan to see, Hazel. Perhaps I was never here.””
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“Like my friend Tempest.” he ventured.
'Oh, well...." Auster scowled. “I fear that one is a child of Boreas. How you tamed him, | will
never know. These are my own offspring a fine team of southern winds, Control them, Jason Girace.
and they will pull your ship from the harbor.”

Control them, Jason thought. Yeah, right.

“They ran back and forth, working up a frerzy. Like their master, the South Wind, they were
conflicted—half ho, dry sirocco, half stormy thunderhead.

1 need speed, Jason thought. I need purpose.

He envisioned Notus, the Greek version of the South Wind—blistering hot, but very fast.

In that moment, he chose Greek. He threw in his lot with Camp Half-Blood—and the horses
changed. The storm clowds inside burned away, leaving nothing but red dust and shimering heat, like
‘mirages on the Sahara.

“Well done,” said the god.

Onthe throne now sat Notus—a bronze-skinned old man in a fiery Greek chiton, his head
crowned with a wreath of withered, smoking barley.

“What are you waiting for?” the god prompied.

Juson turned toward the fiery wind steeds. Suddenly he wasn't afraid of them.

He thrust out his hand. A swirl of dust shot toward the nearest horse. A lasso—a rope of wind.
more tightly wound than any tormado—wrapped around the horse’s neck. The wind formed a halier
and brough the beast 10 a stop.

Jason summoned another wind rope. He lashed a second horse, binding it o his will. In less than
a minute, he had tethered all four venri. He reined them in, still whinnying and bucking, but they
couldn't break Jason's ropes. It felt like flying four kites in a strong wind—hard, yes, but not
impossible.

“Very good, Jason Grace. Notus said. “You are a son of Jupiter, yet you have chosen your own
path—as all the greatest demigods have done before you. You cannot control your parentage, but you
can choase your legacy. Now, go. Lush your team to the prow and dircet them toward Malta.”
‘Malta?" Jason tried to focus, but the heat from the horses was making him light-headed. He
knew nothing about Malta, except for some vague story about a Maltese falcon. Were malts invented
there?

“Once you arrive in the ity of Valletia,” Notus said, “you will no longer need these horses.”

“Youmean...we'll find Lea there?”

“The god shimmered, slowly fading into waves of heat, “Your destiny grows clearer, Jason
Grace, When the choice comes again—storm or fire—remember me. And do not despair.

“The doors of the throne room burst open. The horses, smelling freedom, bolted for the exit.
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bowling pins.

More surged forward. Bob whacked one over the head and speared another, blasting them o
dust. The others backed away.

Percy held his breath, waiting for thei Titan friend to be faid Tow with some terrible curse, but
Bob secmed finc—a massive ilvery bodyguard keeping death at bay with the world's most terifying
cleaning implement.

“Bob, you okay?" Percy asked. “No curses?”

“No curses for Bob!” Bob agreed.

“The arai snarled and circled, eying the broom The Titan is alreads cursed. Why should we
tarture him further? You, Percy Jackson. have already destroved his memors.

Bob's spearhead dipped.

“Bob, don't listen o them.” Annabeth said, “They're evilt™

“Time slowed. Percy wondered if the spirit of Kronos was somewhere nearby, swirling in the
darkness, enjoying this moment so mch that e wanted it o last forever. Percy fel exactly like he had
attwelve years old, batling Ares on that beach in Los Angeles, when the shadow of the Titan lord
had first passed over him

Bob turmed. His wild white huir looked like an exploded halo, “My memo

Curse him, Tiran! the arai wed, their red eyes leaming. Add to our numbers!

Percy’s heart pressed against his spine. “Bob, it's a long story. T didn't want you to be my
enemy. T tried fo make you a friend.”

By stealing your life, the arai said. Leaving you in the palace of Hades 1o scrub floors!

Annabeth gripped Percy’s hand. “Which way?” she whispered. “If we have to run?”

He understood. I Bob would't protect them, their only chance was o run—but that wasn't any
chance atall,

It was you?"

sten,” be tried again, “the @rai want you o get angry. They spawn from bitier thoughis.
Don'tgive them what they wark. We are your friends.”

Even as he said it, Percy felt like a liar. He'd left Bob in the Underworld and hadn't given him a
thought since. What made them friends? The fact that Percy needed him now? Percy alway hated it
when the gods used him for their errands. Now Percy was treating Bob the same way.

You see his face? the arai growled, The boy cannot even convince himself. Did he visit you,
afer he stole your memory?

*“No," Bob murmured. His lower lip quivered. “The other one did.”

Percy’s thoughts moved sluggishly. “The other one?™

“Nico." Bob scowled at him his eyes full of hurt. “Nico visited. Told me about Percy. Said
Perey was good. Said be was 2 friend. That is why Bob helped.”

“But...” Percy’s voice disintegrated like someone had hit it with a Celestial bronze blade. He'd
never felt o low and dishoorabe, so unworthy of having a friend.

The arai attacked, and this time Bob did not stop them.
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JASON

THEY FOUND LEO AT THE ToP of the city fortifications. He was sitting at an open-air caf,
overlooking the sea. drinking a cup of coffee and dressed in...wow. Time warp. Leo’s outfit was
identical to the one he’d worn the day they first arrived at Camp Half-Blood—jeans, a white shirt,
and an old army jacket. Except that jacket had burned up months ago.

Piper nearly knocked him out of his chair with a hug. “Leo! Gods, where have you been?”

“Valdez!" Coach Hedge grinned. Then he seemed to remember he had a reputation to protect and
he forced a scowl. “You ever disappear like that again. you litle punk, Il1 knock you into next
month!”

Frank patied Leo on the back so hard it made him wince. Even Nico shook his hand.

Hazel kissed Leo on the cheek. “We thought you were dead!”

Leo mustered a faint smile. “Hey, guys. Nah, nah, I'm good.”

Jason could tell he wasn ' good. Leo wouldn't meet their eyes. His hands were perfectly still on
the table. Leo’s hands were never sill. Al the nervous energy had drained right out of him, replaced
bya kind of wistful sadness.

Jason wondered why his expression seemed familiar. Then he realized Nico di Angelo had
looked the same way after facing Cupid inthe ruins of Salona.

Leo was heartsick.

As the others grabbed chairs from the nearby tables, Jason leaned in and squeezed his friend’s
shoulder.

“Hey, man,” he said, “what happened?”

Lea’s eyes swept around the group. The message was clear: Not here. Not in front of everyone

“I got marooned,” Leo said. “Long story. How about you guys? What happened with Khione?”
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o his rib cage. His fingers came away wet and red.

“Percy, you're bleeding!” Annsbeth cried, which was kind of obvious to him at that point. “Oh.
gods, on both sides.”

Itwas true. The lef and right hems of his tattered shirt were sticky with blood, as ifa javelin had
run him through.

Oranarrow...

Queasiness almost knocked him over, Vengeance. A curse from the slain.

He flashed back o an encouter in Texas two years ago—a fight with a monstrous rancher who
could only be killed if each of is three bodies was cut through simultancousty.

“Geryon,” Percy said. “This is bow [killed him...."

“The spirits bared their fangs. More arai leaped from the black tres. flapping their leathery
wings.

Yes, they agreed. Feel the pain you inflicedd upon Geryon. So many curses have been leveled
at you, Percy Jacksan. Which will you dic from? Choase, or we will rip you apart!

‘Somehow he stayed on his feet. The blood siopped spreading. but e stll felt ke he had a hot
metal curtain rod sticking through his ribs. His sword am was heavy and weak.,

“1 don't understand,” he mutered,

Bobs voice seemed o echo from the end of a long tunnel: “If you kill one, it gives youa curse.”

“Butif we don't ill themn..” Annabeth said.

“They 11 Kill us anyway.” Percy guessed.

Choose! the arai cried, Will vou be crushed like Kampé? Or disintegrated like the young
telkhines you slaughtered under Mount St. Helens? You have spread so much death and sulfering.
Percy Jackson. Let us repay you!

“The winged hags pressed in,their breath sour,their eyes burning with hatred. They looked like
Furies, but Perey decided these things were even worse. At least the three Furies were under the
conrol of Hades. These things were wild, and they just kept multplying.

Ithey really cmbodied the dying curses of every enemy Percy had ever destroyed. . then Percy
was in erious trouble. He'd fuced a lof of enemes,

One of the demons lunged at Annabeth. Instinctively, she dodged. She brought ber rock down on
the old lady’s head and broke her into dust.

It wasit like Annubeth had a choice. Percy would've done the same thing. Butinstantly
Annabeth dropped ber rock and cried in alarm.

I can't see!” She touched her face. looking around wildly. Her eyes were pure white

Percy ran to her side as the arai cackled.

Polsphemus cursed you when you tricked him with your invisibilis in the Sea of Monsters.
You called yourself Nobody. He could not see you. Now you will not see your attachers.

“I've got you," Percy promised. He put his arm around Annabeth, but as the arai advanced, be
dida’t know how he could protet either of them.

A dozen demons leaped from every direction, but Bob yelled, "SWEEP™™

His broom whooshed over Percy’s head. The entire arai offensive line toppled backward like
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somebody who loves us.”

Standing next to her, Jason felt so good. he could almost imgine their future together at Canp
Half-Blood, once the war was over—assuming they lived, assuming there was still a camp left to
return to.

When the choice comes again, Notus had said, storm or fire—remember me. And do not
despair.

“The closer they got to Greece, the more dread settled in Jason's chest. He was starting to think
Piper was right about the storm or fire line in the prophecy—one of them, Jason or Leo, would not
come back from this voyage alive.

‘Which was why they had to find Leo. As much as Jason loved his life, he couldn’t let his friend
die for his sake. He could never live with the guilt.

Of course he hoped he was wrong. He haped they both came out of this quest okay. But if not,
Jason had to be prepared. He would protect his friends and stop Gaca—whatever it took.

Do not despair.

Yeah. Easy for an immortal wind god to say.

As the island got closer, Jason saw docks bristling with sails. From the rocky shoreline rose
fortress-like seawalls—fifty or sixty feet tall. Above that sprawled a medieval-looking city of church
spires, domes, and tightly wedged buildings, all made of the same golden stone. From where Jason
stood, it looked as if the city covered every inch of the island.

He scanned the boats in the harbor. A hundred yards ahead, tied to the end of the longest dock,
was a makeshift rafl with a simple mast and a square canvas sail. On the back, the rudder was wired
1o some sort of machine. Even from this distance, Jason could see the glint of Celestial bronze.

Jason grinned. Only one demigod would make a boat like that, and he’d moored it as far out in
the harbor as possible, where the Argo I/ couldn’t fail to spot i.

“Get the others,” Jason told Piper. “Leo is here.”
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the charade and antack—one quick slash with his Imperial gold blade. Bur Hazel knew if he tried, he
would fail.

“Sciron.” she broke in, “do you have water? Soap? How are we supposed to wash—

“Like this!" Sciron spun his lef flinlock. Suddenly it became a squirt botle with a rag. He
tossed itto Jason.

Jason squinted at the label. “You want m: to wash your fect with glass cleaner?™

“Of course not!” Sciron i his eyebrows. “It says multi-surfce cleanser, My feet definitely
qualify as muli-surface. Besides, it's antibacterial. | need that. Believe me, water won't do th trick
on these babies.”

Sciron wigaled his toes, and more zombie café odor wafled across the cliffs.

Jason gagaed. “Oh, gods, no...”

Sciron shrugged. “You can always choose what's in my other hand.” He hefied his right
fintlock.

“He'll do it Hazel said.

Jason glared at her, but Hazel won the staring contest.

“Fine” he mutiered.

“Excellent! Now...” Sciron hopped 1o the nearest chunk of imestone that was the rightsize for a
footstool. He ficed the water and plarted his foot, so he looked like some explorer who'd just
claimed a new country, “I'll waich the horizon while you serub my bumions, Tl be much more
enjoyable.

“Yeah,” Jason said, “T bet.”

Jason knelt in front of the bandit, at the edige of the cliff, where he was an easy target. One kick,
and he'd topple over.

Hazel concentrated. She imagined she was Sciron. the lord of bandis. She was fooking down at
a pathetic blond-haired kid who was 1o threat at all—just another defeated demigod about to become
his victin.

I e mind, she saw what would happen. She summoned the Mist, calling it fom the depths of
the carth the way she did with gold or silver or rubies.

Jason squirted the cleaning fluid. His eyes watered. He wiped Sciron's big toe with his rag and
turned aside to gag. Hazel could barely watch, When the kick happened, she almost missed it

Sciron slammed his foot inio Jason's chest. Jason tumbled backward over the edge, his arms
failing, screaming as he fell. When he was abou to hit the water, the trtle rose up and swallowed
himin one bite, then sark below the surface.

Alarm bells sounded on the Argo I1. Hazel’s friends scrambled on deck, manning the catapults,
Hazel heard Piper wailing all the way from the ship.

1 was so disturbing, Hazel almost lost her focus, She forced ber mind to split into two parts-—
one intensely focused on her task, one playing the role Seiron needed to sce.

She sereamed in ourage. “What did you do?"

“Oh, dear..” Seiron sounded sad, but Hiazel got the impression he was hiding a grin under bis
bandana, “That was an acciden, [ assure you.”
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JASON

S0 1T WAS A STORM DAY. Auster, the Roman version of the South Wind, was holding court.

“The two previous days, Jason had dealt with Notus, While the god's Greek version was fiery
and quick to anger, at least he was guick. Auster...well, not so much.

White and red marble columns fined the throne room. The rough sandstone floor smoked under
Jason's shoes. Steam hung in the air, like the bathhouse back at Camp Jupiter, except bathhouses
usually didn’t have thunderstorms crackling across the ceiling, lighting the room in disorienting
flashes

Southern venti swirled through the hall in clouds of red dust and superheated air. Jason was
carefl to stay away from them. On his first day here, he'd accidentally brushed his hand through one.
He'd gotten so many blisters, his fingers looked like tentacles.

At the end of the room was the strangest throne Jason had ever seen—made of equal parts fire
and water. The dais was a bonfire. Flames and smoke curled up to form a seat. The back of the chair
was a churning storm cloud. The armrests sizzled where moisture met fire. It didn't look very
comfortable, but the god Auster lounged on it like he was ready for an casy afiernoon of watching
football.

Standing up. he would have been about ten feet tal. A crown of steam wreathed his shagay white
hair. His beard was made of clouds, constantly popping with lightning and raining down on the god’s
chest, soaking his sand-colored toga. Jason wondered if you could shave a thundercloud beard. He
thought it might be annoying to rain on yourselfall the time. but Auster didn't seem to care. He
reminded Jason of a soggy Santa Claus, but more lazy than jolly.

“So...” The god’s voice rumbled like an oncoming front. “The son of Jupiter returns.*

Auster made it sound like Jason was late. Jason was tempted to remind the stupid wind god that
he had spent hours outside every day waiting o be called, but he just bowed.
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‘The orb at the end of Diocletian's scepter glowed purple. Over the past week. it seemed to have:
aligned iself 1o Nico di Angelo’s moods. Jason wasn't sure that was a good thing.

“Then you've gof 10 convince the king of the South Wind 10 el Nico's voice secthed with
anger.“I dida’t come al this way. sulfer so many humaliaions.

Jason had fo make a conscious effor not o reach for is sword. Wherever Nico got angry,all of
Jason's instncts screamed, Danger!

“Look, Nico, " e said, “I'm here if you want o talk about, you know, what happencd in Croati.
st how dificult—

“You don's et anything

“Nobody's going o judge you."

Nico's mouth twisted ina sncer. “Really? That would be a frst. I'imthe son of Hades, Jason. |
‘might as well be covered in blood or sewage,the way people treat me. | don't belong anywhere. I'm
ot even from this cennury. But even tht’s not enough fo et me apart. 've g01 10 be—1o be—"
“Dude! 1 ot lke you've got a choice. s just who you are.”

“Just who L. The balcony tembled. Patterns shified n the stone floo, like bones coming
1o the surface. “Easy for you 0 say. You're cverybody's golden bay, the son of upter. The only
person who ever acecpicd me was Bianca, and sh dica! 1 didn't choose any of hs. My father, my
Feclings..."

Jason tred 10 think of something 0 say, He wanted to be Nico's friend. He kneww thit was the
only way 1o belp. But Nico wasr't making if casy.

He raised his s in submission. “Yeah, okay. But, Nico, you do choose bow 10 ive your life.
‘Youwan 0 trust somebody? Maybe take  risk that ' really your friend and 'l acept you. I's
better than iding ™

The floor cracked between them. The revice hissed. The ai around Nico shirmercd with
spectral ligh

“Hiding?" Nico's voice was deadly quiet.

Jason's fingers itched 1o draw his sword. He'd met plety ofscary deanigods, but b was sarting
0 realize that Nico di Angelo—as pale and gaut s he looked—might be more than b could handle.

Neveriheless, he held Nico's gaze. “Yes, hiding. You've run away from both camps. You're so
afaid you'l get reeted tht you won't even tr. Maybe s fime: you cone out of he shadows.”

Just when the fension became usbearable, Nico dropped his eyes. The fissure closed in the
balcony floor. The ghostly ightfded.

“I'm going 10 honor my promise,” Nico said, not uch louder than a whisper, “Tl take you o
Epirus. 'l hlp you close the Doors of Death. Then tha's it I'm lcaving —forever.™

Behind thern,the doors o the throne room blasted open with a gt of scorching air.

A discriicd voice said: Lond Auster will see you o,

As much as e dreaded this meeting, Jason et relieved. At the moment, g witha crazy
‘wind o scemed safer than befiending an angsy son of Hades. He tuned 1 tell Nico pood-bye, but
Nico had disappeared-—melting back infothe darkness.
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Hazel collapsed t her knees, suddenly dizzy.

Distantly, she could hear her friends cheering from the ship below. Jason stood over her, but he
was moving in slow motion, his outline blurry, his voice pothing but static.

Frost crept across the rocks and grass around her. The mound of riches she’d summoned sank
buck o the carth, The Mist swirled.

What have I done? she thought in a panic. Something went wrong.

“No, Hazel,” said a decp voice betind her. “Youhave dane well.™

She hardly dared to breathe. She’d only heard that voice once before, but she had replayed it in
her mind thousands of times.

She trned and found herselflooking up at her father.

He was dressed in Roman style—his dark hair close-cropped, his pale, angular face clean-
shaven. His tunic and toga were of black wool, embroidered with threadls of gold. The faces of
tormened souls shifled in the fabric. The edge of his toga was lined with the crimson of a senator or &
practor, but the siripe rippled like a river of blood. On Pluto’s ring finger was a mussive opal, like-a
chunk of polished frozen Mist,

His wedding ring. Hazel thought. But Pluto had never marricd Hazel's motber. Gods did not
marry mortals. That ring would signify his marriage to Persephone.

“The thought made Hazel so angry, she shook off her dizziness and stood.

“What do you want?” she demanded.

She hoped her tone would hurt him-—jab i for all the pain be'd caused her. Buta fint smile:
played across his mouth.

My daughter,” be said. “1 am impressed. You have grown strong.™

No thanks 10 you, she wanted 10 say. She didn't want to take any pleasure in his complimen, but
ber eyes still prickled.

“Ithought you mujor gods were incapacitated,” she managed. “Your Greek and Roman
personalitics fighting against one another.”

“We are;"” Pluio agreed. “But you invoked me so strongly that you allowed me to appear. .if only
for a moment”

“1didn'tinvoke you”™

But even as she said it she knew it wasn't true. For the first time, willingly, she’d embraced her
incage as a child of Pluto, She"d tried to understand her futhers powers and use them 10 the fllest.

“When you corme to my house in Epirus,” Pluto said, “you mist be prepared. The dead will not
welcome you. And the sorceress Pasiphaé—

“Pacify?" Hazel asked. Then she realized that must be the woman's name.

*“She will not be fooled as easily as Sciron.” Pluto’s eyes glitiered like volcanic stone. “You
succeeded in your first test, but Pasipha intends 1o rebuild her domain, which will endanger all
demigods. Unless you stop her at the House of Hades...”

His form flickered. For s moment be was bearded, in Greek robes with s golden laurel wreath in
Hhis hair. Around his feet, skeletal hands broke through the carth.

The god grited his teeth nd scowled
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‘For months. Jason had been wrestling with the question of where he belonged. He'd always
chad against he traditions of Camp Jupic,te power plays he ifihing. But Reym was a oo
person. e necded his elp. b furted his back on e, someone 1k Octavian could ke ver el
rui verything Jason did love abous New Rome, Could e be s05¢lfish a1 leave? The very idea
rusbed bimwith il

s s beart, he w1 b i e Hal - lood. The monds e speot thers with iper
and Lo hud el more saisfying ore pight han all i year a Canp Jpitr. Besides, at Carp
HalEBlood,tere was at least chance be might e his b someday. The s Hdly ver
stopped by Camp Jupite 0 sy helo.

Jason ook a shaky breat Yes. | knowe the dirction | want o take

“Good! And?”

Ul we sill e s way o fx e ship Is there—7"

Austerrised a inden finge. “Sul xpecing gidance fom hs wind ords? A son of Jpiter
should know beter.”

Jason hesited. “We'seIeaving, Lord Ausier. Today.™

e wind s i ad spread fis bands. At st y0u e o purposet Then ou have
imy permision g0, though you do ot nced it A how wil you sl withou your gineer, witbout
sour ngines fixed ™

Jason flt thesouh wins zpping round i whinnyin i challenge ke eadstrog mustaogs,
testing s wil

AL week e been wating. hoping Aser would decile o felp. For morshs e d worricd
ot his obliationsfo Camp Jupiter, bapire is path would become clar, Now, b realied, he
simply o 1otk what he wanted. He o to corarol he winds, ot the other way aroud.

“You're going o elp s Json sid, “Yourvenr cantake the formof hrses, You'l give us
{eam 0 pull the drgo 1, They 1 lead s 0 wherever Leo i.*

“Wonderful” Auer beamed, bis beard flashing with lecrcity. “Now...can you ke good on
those bokd words? Canyou cosrol whatyou sk o, or il you b lom aprt

“he o clappes is s, Wi swirld seound i trooe and ok the form o borses, These
were dark and cold ke Jason'sfind Tempest. Th S Wi horses were e of fir, sand,
and ot thaersiorm. Four of themraced past, e hat sigeingthe hair off Jason's ar. They
salloped around the bl columm,siting lames,neighing with a sou ke sundblastes. The
e tey ran, he willr theybecane. They starid 0 ye Jason.

Ausiersroked israimy beard. Do you know why hevent canappear as boscs,my boy?
Every soofen. we wind s fravel the arth n quine orm. On occasion. we've beet known 0 sire
e fastestof il horses.™

ks Bason tired, hovgh i th were chaeing it fesr. *Too mch nformasion.™

One of the veni charged a Jason.He docked asid. his coths smokin fom heclose cll.

“Someimes.” At conined cheerfully, “morals recognizs o divine blood, They will say,
That horse runs ke the wind. And for 0 reason. Like the fastest sallions, e ven e our
clildren™

“The wind horses began o circle Jason.
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“My friends will &ill you now!"

“They can try,” Sciron said. “But in the meantime, | think you have time (o wash my other foot!
Belicve me, my dear. My turle is full now. He doesn’t want you t0o. You'll be quite safe, unless you
refuse.”

He leveled the fintiock pistol at ber head.

She hesitated, leting him sec her anguish. She couldn't agree 100 easily, or he would'tthink she
was beaten.

“Don't kick me.” she said, half-sobbing.

His eyes twinkled. This was exactly what he expected. She was broken and helpless. Sciron, the
sonof Poseidon, had won again.

Hazel could hardly belicve this guy had the same futher as Percy Jackson. Then she remembered
that Poseidon had a changeable personality, like the sea. Maybe his children reflected that. Perey was
a child of Poseidon’s better nature—powerful, but gentle and helpful, the kind of sea that sped ships
safely 1o distant lands. Sciron was a child of Poscidon’s orher side—the kind of sea that battered
relentlessly at the coastline until it crumblod away, or carried the inmocents from shore and let them.
drown, or smashed ships and killed ertire crews without merey.

She snatched up the spray botle Jason had dropped.
iron.” she growled. “your foet are the feast disgusting thing about you.™

His green eyes hardened. “Just clean.”

She knelt, trying to ignore the sl She shuffled to one side, forcing Sciron o adjust his stance,
but she imagined that the sea was stillat her back. She held that vision in her mind as she shuffled
sideways again.

“Just gt on with t!” Sciron said.

Hazel suppressed a smil. She'd managed to turn Sciron one hundred and cighty degrees, but be
still saw the water in front of him, the rolling countryside at his back.

She started o clean.

Hazel had done plenty of ugly work before. She’d cleaned the wnicorn siables at Camp Jupiter.
She’d illed and dug latrines for the legion.

“This is nothing, she told herself. But it was hard not o retch when she looked at Sciron's toes

‘When the Kick came, she flew buckward, but she did't g0 far, She landed on her but n the grass
a few yards away.

Sciron stared at her. “But...”

Suddenly the world shified. The illusion melted, leaving Sciron foally confised. The sea was at
i back. He'd only succeeded in kicking Hazel away from the ledge.

He lowered his flindlock. “How—"

“Stand and deliver,” Hazel told him.

Jason swooped out of the sky. right over her head, and bods-slammed the bandit over the cliff.

Sciron screamed as he fel. firing his fintlock wildly, but for once hiting nothing. Hazel got to
er fet. She reached the clif's edge in time to see the turtle lunge and stsap Sciron out of the air.

Jason grinned. “Hazel, that was amazing, Seriously.. Hazel? Hey, Hazel?™
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“My lord,” he said. “Have you received any news of my friend?"

“Friend?”

“Leo Valdez™ Jason ried to siay patient.“The one wh was taken by the winds."

“Oh...yes. Or rther, no, We have had no word. He was not taken by iy winds. No doubi this
was the work of Boreas or his spawn.”™

Uh, yes. We knerw that™

“Thatis the only reason | 100k you n, of course.” Auster's eyebrows rose into his wreath of
steam “Boreas must be opposed! The north winds must be driven back!”

“Yes, my lord. Bu to oppose Boreas, we really need to get our ship out of the harbor™

“Ship in the harbor!” The god Teaned back and chuckled, rai pouring out of his beard. “You
Know the fast time mortal ships came into my barbor? A king of Liby... Psyollos was his nane. He
blamed me for the scorching winds that barned his ¢rops. Can you belicve it?”

Jason gited his teth. He'd learned that Auster couldn’t be rushed. In his rainy form he was
Sluggish and warm ad random.

“And did you bum those crops, my lord”"

“OFcourse!” Auster smiled good-ruturedly. “But what did Psyollos expect,planting crops at the
dge of the Sahara? The fool lauached his entire lect against me. He intended 1 destroy my.
stronghold so the south wind could never blow again. | destroyed his flet, of course.”

“Of couse.”

Auster narrowed his eyes. “You aren’t with Psyollos, are you?

“No, Lord Auster. I'm Jason Grace, son of—"

“Jupiter] Yes. of course. | like sons of Jupiter, But why are you still in my harbor?”

Jason suppressed a sigh. “We don't have your permission o leave, my lord. Also, our ship is
damuged. We need our mecharic, Loo Valdez, o repair the cngine, unless you know of another way."

“Hinmn” Auster held up his fingers and let o dust devil swirl between them like a baton. “You
Know, people accisse me of being fickle. Some: days 1 am the scorching wind, the destroyer of crops.
the sirocco ffom Africa! Orher days L gentle, heralding the warm summer rairs and cooling fogs of
the souhern Mediterranean. And i the off-season, | have & lovely place in Cancun! At any rate. in
ancienttimes, mortals both feared me and loved me. For a god, unpredictability can be a strengih.”

“Then you are truly strong." Jason said.

“Thank you! Yes! But the same is not rue of demigods.” Auster leaned forward, close enough so
that Jason could smell rin-soaked fields and hot sandy beaches, “You remind me of my own
children, Jason Grace. You have blown from place 10 place. Youare udecided. You change day to
day. I you could turn the wind sock, which way would it blow?™

‘Sweat trickled between Jason's shoulder blades. “Excuse me?”

“You say you nced a mvigator, You nced my permission. | say you need neither. It s ime to
choose a direction. A wind that blows aimlessly is of o use o amyone.”

1 don't...1 don't understand."

Evert s he said it, he did understand. Nico o tlked about ot belonging anywhere. At least
Nica was free of attachments, He could go wherever he chose.
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He was about to choose randomly when a winged demon descended in front of him, hovering
over the void on her bat wings, just out of sword reach.

Did you have a nice walk? asked the collective voice, echoing all around them.

Percy wrned. The arai poured out of the woods, making a crescent around them. One grabbed
Annabeth’s arm. Annabeth wailed in rage. judo-Tipping the monster and dropping on its neck. putting
her whole body weight into an elbow strike that would've made any pro wrestler proud.

“The demon dissolved, but when Annabeth got to her feet, she looked stumned and afaid as well
as blind.

“Percy?" she called, panic creeping into her voice,

“P'mright here.”

He tried to put his hand on her shoulder, but she wasn't standing where he thought. He tried
again, only o find she was several fect farther away. It was like rying 10 grab something in a tank of
water, with the light shifting the inge away.

Annabeth's voice cracked. “Why did you leave

“1dida’t!" He turmed on the ara, his arms shaking with unger. “What did you do to her?”

We did nothing, the demons said. Your beloved has unleashed a special curse—a bitter
thought from someone you abandoned. You punished an innocent soul by leaving her in her
solitude, Now her most hateful wish has come to pass: Annabeth feels her despair. She. too, will
perish alone and abandone.

“Percy”” Annabeth spread her ars, trying t find him. The aral backed up, letting her stumble
blindly through their ranks.

“Who did I abandon?” Percy demanded. “I never—"

‘Suddenly his siomach felt like it had dropped off the cliff.

“The words rang in his head: 4n innocent soul. Alone and abandoned. He remembered an island,
acave lit with soft glowing crystals, a dimner table on the beach tended by invisible air spirits.

“She wouldn't,” e mumbled. “She’d never curse me.”

“The eyes of the demons blurred together like their voices. Percy’s sides throbbed. The pain in
his chest was worse, as if someone were slowly twisting a dagger.

Annabeth wandered among the demons, desperately calling his name. Percy longed 1o run 1o her,
but he knew the arai woulda'tallow it The only reason they hadn't illed her yet was that they were
enjoying her miscry.

Percy clenched his jaw. He didn’t care how many curses he suffered. He had to keep these:
leathery old hags focused on him and protect Amabeth as long as he could.

He yelled in fury and atacked them all,
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PERCY

SLEFTT PERCY DRAGGED ANNABETIH, slicing through the arai to clear a path. He probably brought
downa dozen curses on himself, but he didn’t feel them right away. so he kept rumning.

“The pain in his chest flared with every step. He wove between the trees, leading Anmabeth at a
full sprint despite her blindness.

Percy realized how much she trusted him to get her out of this. He couldn’t let her down, yet how
could he save her? And if she was permanently blind... No. He suppressed a surge of panic. He
would figure out how to cure her later. First they had to escape.

Leathery wings beat the air above them. Angry hissing and the scutling of clawed feet told him
the demons were at their backs.

As they ran past one of the black trees, he slashed his sword across the trunk. He heard it topple,
followed by the satisfying crunch of several dozen arai as they were smashed flat

If atree falls in the forest and crushes a demon, does the tree get cursed?

Percy slashed down another trunk, then another. It bought them a few seconds, but not enough.

Suddenly the darkness in front of them became thicker. Percy realized what it meant justin time.
He grabbed Annabeth right before they both charged off the side of the cliff

“What?" she cried. “What is it?”

“CIift;” he gasped. “Big cliff.”

“Which way, then?”

 Percy couldn't see how far the cliff dropped. It could be ten feet or a thousand. There was no
2 what was at the bottom. They could jump and hope for the best, but he doubied “the best” ever
happened in Tartarus

So, two options: right or left, following the edge.
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Coach Hedge snorted. “What happened? Piper happened! I'm telling you, this girl has skills!™

“Coaeh..” Piper potested.

Hedge began reteling the sory, but i his version Piper was & kung f assassin and there were a
lot more Boreads.

As the coach ke, Jason studied Leo with concern. This cafe had a perfct view ofhe harbor.
Leo must have scen the Argo /] sail in. Yet he sat hore drinking cofice —which e didn't even like—
waiting for them 0 find him. That wasn'tfike Leo at all The ship was the most important thing in his
Tife, When he saw it coming o fescue i Leo should have run down 0 the docks, whooping at the
top of his ungs,

Conch Hedge was just describing how Piper had defeated Khione with  roundhouse Kick when
Piper intrrupied.

“Conch!™ she said, “H didn't happen like thatat al. | couldn't have done anything without
Fostus”

Lea raised his eyebrows, “But Festus was deactivated.”

Ut about that”Piper said. “1 sort of wake him up.”

Piper explained ber version of events—how she'd rebooted the metal dragon with charmspeak.

Leo tapped is fngers on the ble, fike some of his old energy was coming back.

“Shouldn't be possible.” he murmured. “Unless the upgrades et him respond 0 voice
commands, Butifhe’s permancnily activated, that means the navigation system and te crystal,

“Crystal?" Jason asked.

Lea flinched. “Um, mothing Anyway, what happensd aflc the wind borb went off7”

Haze took up the story. A wailress cam: over and offred them menus. I no time they were
chowing down on sandiviches snd sodas,enjoying the sumy day almost ke & group of regular
tcenagers.

Frank grabbed  tourist brochure stuck uer the napkin disperser. He beganto read it Piper
patied Leos arm, ike she couldn't believe he was really here. Nico stood at the die of the group,
cyeing the passing pedesirians s f ey might be coemies. Coach Hedge munched on he st and
pepper shakers

Despite the happy reunion, verybody seemed more subdued than usual—like they were picking
up on Leo’s mood. Jason had pever really considered how mportant Leo’s sease af humor was 1 the
roup. Even when things were super seriows,they could always depend on Leo to Jighten things up.
Now, it el ik the whole team fad dropped anchor.

“So then Jason barnessed the venl,” Hazel finished. “And here we are.*

Leo whistled. “Hotair horses? Dang. Jason. So basically, you held a bunch of gs together all
the way 10 Malt, and them you et it loose.”

Jason frowned. “You know, it doesn't sound so heroic when you pu it that way.”

“Yeah, well. 'm an expert on hot air. I'm tll wondering, why Malta? | justkind of ended up
Tere on the raf, but was that a rando thing, or—"

“Maybe becase ofthis™ Frank tapped his brochire. “Says here Malta was where Calypso
lived™
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Bus ey kept rying.

Hazel and Frank siood a the el tikering i th conirols, Piper relayed their commands fo
Cosch Heds, who was hanging over he sde of he hip, banging out denis inthe oars. Hedge was.
wellsuied forbanging on tings.

“They did't sceim o be makig much progress, b considering what they'd been thcough, it was
a miraclé the ship was i ne picce.

Jason shivered when e thought sbout Khione’s atack. He'd beea rendered helpless—frozen
sold ot once but twice, while Lo was blstcd ino e sky and Piper was forced 0 save themall
single-ndedly.

“Thank the gods for Piper. She considered heselfa failure for nothaving stopped he wind bomb.
from exploding: bt the truth was, she'd saved the entie crew from becoming ce sculptres in
Quebe.

he'd also maaged o dirctthe explosion of heicy Sphre, 0 even though the ship had been
pushed by across the Medierrancar it had sustained reltively minor damage.

‘Downatth dock. Hedes yelled, “Try it now!™

Hazeland Frank pulled soms of the levers. The port curs wers crazy, chopping up and down and
doing the wave. Coach Hedge tried 1o dodge, but one smached himin the rear and launched himino
the i He came down srcaiing ad splashed it te by

Jason sighed. At this ate, hey’d never be able o sal, even i the southern vl allowed them
fo. Somewhere inthe norh, Reyrn was flying toward Epirs, assuning she’d soten his note at
Diocleian's Palace. Leo was lost and in rouble. Percy and Anmabe.. well, bestcase scenario they
were il alive, making thei way to the Doors of Deaih.Jason could't et hem down.

A rsting sound made Him . Nico di Angelo stood i the shadow of e earest calim. He'd
e his jacket, Now he just wore his black T-shirt and black jeans. His sword and e scepter of
Diocleian hung on etherside of his bell

Days i the ot sun 't e i sk, I g, e looked paler. His dark e el over s
yes. His fice was still gaunt, bis be s defniely in bt shape than when they'd ef Croatia. He
T regined enough weight not 0 look starved. His arms were surprisingly tut with muscles, a i€
e’ spentthe st week sword fighting. Fo al Jason knew, he'd been slipping ofT o practice rasing
spirits with Diocletian's scepler, then sparring with them. Afler ther cxpedition n Splt nhing
would suprise i

“Any word from he king?” Nico asked.

Jason shook his hesd, “Every day. e cals for me later and ler

“We necd o leave,” Nico said, “Soon*

Jason b been having the same fesing. bu bearing Nico say it mude himeven edgier. “You
sense something?”

“Percy i close tothe Doors,” Nico said. “He’ll need s i be's oing o ke it hroughative ™

Jason poriced thathe did' mention Awabedh He decided ot to brig tht up,

Al right” Jason sai. “But i we can' repait the ship—

1 promised Id lead you o the House of Hades, Nico sid. "One way or another, [ will

“Youcan't shadow-iravel withall of us. A it wil take all of s 0 reach the Diors of Death™
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channel. Hazel didn't understand how anyone could shoot an arrow accurately from this high up.
accounting for the wind and the glare of the sun off the water. At the mouth of the inlet, the massive
shape of the turtle’s shell glinted like a bumished coin.

Jason joined her at the o, looking no worse for the climb,

He started to say, “Where—"

“Here!” said a voice.

Hazel flinched. Only ten feet away, & man had appeared, a bow and quiver over bis shoulder and
two old-fashioned fintlock dueling pistols in his hands. He wore high leather boots, leather breeches,
and a pirate-style shirt. His curly black hair looked like a litle kid's do and i sparkly green eyes
were friendly enough but a red bandana covered the lower half of s fice.

“Welcome!" the bandit cried. pointing his guns at them. “Your money or your life!”

Hazel was certain that he hadn't been there  second ago. He'd simply materialized, us if he'd
stepped out from behind an invisible curtain.

“Who are you?” Hazel asked.

‘The bandit laughed. *Sciron, of course!”

“Chiron?" Jason asked. “Like the centaur?™

“The bandit rolled his eyes. “Sky-ron, my friend. Son of Poscidon! Thief extraordinaire! All-
around awesome guy! But that's not important. I'm not secing any valusbles!” he cried. us if this were
excellent news, “I guess that means you wont o die?”

“Wait,” Hazel said. “We've got valuables, But if we give them up, how can we be sure you'll et
g7

“Oh, they always ask that” Sciron said. “I promise you, on the River Styx, that as soon as you
surrender what | want, [ will nof shoot you | will send you right back down that clift™

Hazel gave Jasona wary look. River Styx or o, the way Sciron phrased his promise didr't
reassure her

“What if we fought you?" Jason asked. “You can't attack us and hold our ship hostage at the
same—

BANG! BANG!

It happened so fast, Hazel"s beain necded a moment 0 catch up.

Smoke curled from the side of Jason's head. Just above his left ear, a groove cut through his hair
tike a racing stripe. One of Sciron’s fintlocks was sill pointed at his fce. The other flintlock was
pointed down, over the side of the cliff, as if Sciron’s second shot had been fired t the Argo /1.

Hazel choked from delayed shock. “What did you do?”

“Oh, don't worry!" Sciron laughed. “If you could see that far—which you can't—you'd see &
bole in the deck between the shoes of the big youngg man, the one with the bow.”

“Frank!™

Sciron shrugged. “If you say so, That was just a demonstration. I'm afraid it could have been
mch more serious.”™

He spun his flindocks. The hammers reset, and Hazel had a foeling the guns had just magically
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everything right again.”

“What do you mean?” Sadie insisted. “Make wha right?”

Dad’s expression was more than sad. It was almost guilty. With a chill, T thought about what
Sadie had said: about our grandparents blaming him for Mom's death. That couldn 1 be what he was
talking about, could it?

‘The cabbie swerved onto Great Russell Street and screeched to a halt in front of the museurn’s
main gates.

“Just follow my lead,” Dad told us. “When we meet the curator, act normal.”

Twas thinking that Sadie never acted normal, but I decided not o say that.

We climbed out of the cab. T got our luggage while Dad paid the driver with a big wad of cash.
Then he did something strange. He threw a handful of small objects into the backseat—they looked
like stones, but it was too dark for me to be sure. “Keep driving.” he told the cabbie. “Take us o
Chelsea.”

‘That made no sense since we were already out of the cab, but the driver sped off. I glanced at
Dad. then back at the cab, and before it turned the corner and disappeared in the dark. I caught a
weird glimpse of three passengers in the backseat: a man and two kids.

Ihlinked. There was no way the cab could've picked up another fare so fast, “Dad—

“London cabs don't stay empty very long.” he said matter-of-factly. “Come along, kids.”

He marched off through the wrought iron gates. For a second, Sadie and I hesitated.

“Carter, what is going on?”

Tshook my head. “I'm not sure I want to know.”

“Well, stay out here in the cold if you want, but /'n not leaving without an explanation.” She
turned and marched after our dad.

Looking back on i, I should"ve run. I should"ve dragged Sadie out of there and gotten as far
away as possible. Instead I followed her through the gates,
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Hazel wasn't in the best interest of the quest?

She ganced up. She could' see the tief from here, butshe sensed he was waiting. Hazel was
confident she could produse enough e and gold 0 inpress even the greedicst obber. S
wondered i the treasures she summoned would sill bring bad lock. She’d never been sue whtber
that curse had been broken when she hud dicd the frs e This sccmd ke a good opportunity to
find out. Anybody who robbed nnocent demigods with a ianiturle deserved a fow masty curses.

Gale the weasel jurped offher shoulder and scampered ahead. She lanced back and barked
cagerly.

“Going as fistas | can” Hazel mutired,

She coulda't shake th fecling that the weascl was arious fo waich ber fil

“This,uh,controlling the Mist” Jason said. “Have you had any luck?™

“No.” Hazel admitied

he didt ik o think abouther flures—he scagul she could'ttm i a dragan, Conch
Hedge's baseball batstubborly refusing fo fum o a ot dog. She just couldn't muke herselbelieve
any of it was possibl.

“Youll getit” Jasan s,

His tome surpriscd her. It wasn'ta throwanay comment just o be i He sounded truly
convinced. She hept climbing, but she imagined him waiching b wih those piereing blue cyes,bis
jaw set with confidence.

“How can you be sure?” she asked.

“Justam. I've got  good instinct for what people can do-—dermigods, anywas. Heete wouldn't
Have picked you i she didt believe you had power.”

Maybe that should v made Hazel feel betier. I dida't.

e Ind good instinct for people 100. She understond what mtivated most of e frends—
even er brodher, Nico. who wasi' asy to read.

B Juson? She didn't bave el Everybody said he wis  rstrsl leader, She believed it
Here v was, making her foe ke  valued member ofthe team. teling her she was capable of
anything. But what was Jason capable of?

She coulda’t alk 0 anyone about her doubis. Frank was in awe of the gy Piper, of cours, was
ead-over-heel. Leo was his best friend. Even Nico scemed fo follow i fead without guestion.

But Hozel could't forget that Jason had been Hera's frst move in the war agains the ganés. The
Qucen of Olympus had dropped Jason iio Camp Half-Blood, which had staried this entire chain of
everts o stop Giaca. Why Jason first? Something fold Hazel he was the linchpin. Jason would be the
final play. too,

To storm o fire the world vt ull. That's wht the prophecy said, As mich as Hazel feared
fire, she feared storms more. Jason Giace could cause som: prtty huge siorms.

She glanced up and saw the im of the cliffonlya few yards above ber.

She resched i {op,breathless and sweaty. A long sloping valley marched inland, dotied with
scraggly olive tres and fimestons boulders. There were o signs of civiliztion.

Haze!'s legs rembled from the el Gale sceied ansiows o explore. The weasel barked and
farted and scampered into the ncarcst bushes. Far below, the Argo 1 looked like 4 toy boat in the
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any scent of danger—smoke, or poison. or the stench of demons.

Tt wasn'tthe first time she’d plunged through darkness. She imagined she was back in the tumnels
under Rome, searching out the Athena Parthenos. In retrospect, her journey to Arachne’s cavern
seemed like a trip to Disneyland.

The squabbling sounds of Nyx’s children got farther away. That was good. Percy was still
ruming at her side, holding her hand. Also good.

In the distance ahead of them, Annabeth began to hear a throbbing sound, like her own heartbeat
echoing back, amplified so powerfully, the floor vibrated underfoot. The sound filled her with dread,
50 she figured it must be the right way to go. She ran toward it.

As the beat got louder, she smelled smoke and heard the flickering of torches on cither side. She
guessed there would be light, buta crawling sensation across her neck warned her it would be a
mistake to open her eyes.

“Don’t look.” she told Percy.

“Wasn't planning on it” he said. “You can feel that, right? We're tillin the Mansion of Night. T
do not want to see it

Smart boy, Amabeth thought. She used t0 tease Percy for being dumb, bu
were usually right on target.

Whatever horrors fay in the Mansion of Night, they weren't meant for mortal eyes. Seeing them
‘would be worse than staring at the face of Medusa. Better to run in darkness

‘The throbbing got louder still, sending vibrations straight up Annabeths spine. It felt like
someone was knocking on the bottom of the world, demanding (o be let in. She sensed the walls
‘opening up on either side of them. The air smelled fresher—or at least not quite as sulfurous. There
‘was another sound, 100, closer than the deep pulsing... the sound of flowing water.

Annabeh's heart raced. She knew the exit was close. If they could make it out of the Mansion of
Night, maybe they could leave the dark brood of demons behind.

She began to run faster, which would have meant her death if Percy hadn't stopped her.

truth his instinets.
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ever tell us the details. I'd given up asking my dad. partly because it made him so sad. partly because
he absoluely refused to tell me anything. “When you're older” was all he would say, which was the
most frusirating response ever.

“You're telling us she died here,” 1 said. “At Cleopatra’s Needle? What happened”

He lowered his head.

“Dad!" Sadie protested. “1 go past this every day, and you mean o say—all this time—and |
didn't even know?”

Do you still have your car?” Dad asked her, which seemed fike a really stupid question.

~Of course I've stll got the cat!” she said. “What does that have to do with anything?”

“And your amlet?”

Sadie’s hand wentto her neck. When we were lile, right before Sadie went 10 live with our
grandparents, Dad had given us both Egyptian amulets. Mine was an Eye of Horus, which was
popular protection symbol in Ancient Egypt.

—_~—

T

In fact my dad says the modern pharmacist’s symbol, R, is a sinplified version of the Eye of
Horus, because medicine is supposed (o protect you.

Anyway, Lalways wore my amulet under my shirt, but | figured Sadie would've lost hers ar
thrown itaway.

To my surprise, she nodded. *"Course | have it, Dad, but don't change the subject. Gran's
always going on about how you caused Mum's death. That's not true, is i

‘We waited. For ance, Sadie and | wanted exactly the same thing —the trich.

“The night your mother died.” my father started, “here at the Needie—"

A sudden lash ifluminated the embarkmern 1 turned, half blind, and just for & moment 1 glimpsed
o figares: a tall pale man with a forked beard and wearing cream-colored robes. and a coppery-
skinned girl in dark biue robes and a headscarf—the kind of clothes I'd seen hundreds of imes in
Egypt. They were just standing there side by side, not twenty foet away, watching us. Then the light
faded. The figures melted into a fuzzy aflrimage. When my eyes readjusted 1o the darkness, they were
sone.

“Um..™ Sadie said nervously. “Did you just see that?™

“Get i the cab,” my dad said, pushing us toward the curb, “We're out of ime.”

From that point on, Dad clamened .

“This sn't he place 0 talk,” he said, glancing behind us. He'd promised the cabbie an exira ten
pounds ifhe got s t0 the muscur i under five minutes, and the cabbie was doing his best

“Dad.” | tried, “those people a the river—"

“And the other bloke, Amos,” Sadie said. “Are they Fgyptian police or something?”

“Look, both of you" Dad said, “I'm going to need your help tonight. 1 know it’s hard, but you
have to be patient. I'll explain everything, | promise, affer we get fo the museum. 1'm going 1o make
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immediately ielded a bumper crop—precious metals popping to the surface as though the dirt was
anxious 10 expel them.

She found herself surrounded by a knce-high mound of reasure—Roman denarii, silver
drachmas, ancient gold jewelry, gitering diamonds and topaz and rubies—enough to il several
lawn bags.

Sciron laughed with deligh, “How inthe world did you do that?”

Hazel didn’tanswer. She thought about all the coins thathad appearcd at the crossroads with
Hecate. Here were even more—centuries” worth of hidden wealth rom every empire that had ever
claimed this land—Greck, Romun, Byznine, and so many others. Those cmpires were gore, leaving
only a barren coastline for Sciron the bandit.

“That thought made her feel small and powerless.

“Justtake the treasure,” she said. “Let us g0."

Sciron chuckled. “Oh, but T did say afl your valuables. | understand you're holding someting.
Very special on that ship...a certain ivory-and-gold statue abows, say, forty feet tall?”

“The swest stared to dry on Hazel's neck. sending a shiver down her back.

Jason stepped forward. Despite the gun poirted at his face, his eyes were as hard as sspphires.
“The statue isn't negotiable.’

“You're right, t's pou” Seiron agreed. *1 must have it
‘Gaca told you about t.” Haze! guessed. “She ordered you o take it

Sciron shrugged. “Maybe. But she told me | could keep it for myself. Hard to pass up that offer! |
don’tintend to dic again, my friends. | intend to live a fong lfe as a very wealthy man™

“The statue won't do you any good.” Hazel said. “Not if Gaea destroys the world."

“The muzzles of Sciron’s pistols wavered. “Pardon?”

“Gaea is using you,” Hazel said. “IF you tke thatstatue, we won't be able to defeat her. She’s
planning on wiping all mortals and demigds offthe fice of the earth, Teting her giants and monsers
take over. So where will you spend your gold, Sciron? Assuming Gaea even lets you live.™

Hazel letthatsink in. She figured Sciron would have o trouble believing in double-crosses,
beinga bandit and all.

He was silent for a count of en.

Finally his smile lines retued.

Al right!” he said. “I'm not unrcasonsble. Keep the stane.”

Jason blinked. *We can go?"

“Just one more thing.” Sciron said.
leave, insist that they wash my feet

Haze! wasn't sure she’d heard him right. Then Sciron kicked off his leather boos, one aftr the
other. His bare feet were the most disgusting things Hazel had ever seen...and she had seen some very
disgusting things.

They were puty, wrinkled, and white as dough, as ifthey'd been soaking in formaldehyde for o
few centuries, Tufls of brown hair sprouted from each misshapen toe. His jagged toenails were groen
and yellow, ke a tortoise’s shell.

Talways demund a show of respect. Before 1 let my vietims
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*“The River Acheron,” she guessed. “The fifih river of the Underworld.™
ke the Phlegethon better than this,” Perey mutered.

“I0s the River of Pain. The ulimate punishment for the souls ofthe damned—murderers,
especially.”

Murderers! he river wailed. Yes,like you!

Join us, amotber voice whispered. You are no better than we are.

Annabeth's head was flooded with images of allthe monsters she’d kil

That wasn't murder, she protesied. I was defending myself!

“The river changed course throush ber mind—showing her Z0¢ Nighshade, who had been slain
on Mount Tamalpais because she’d come 10 rescue Amabeth from th Titans.

She saw Nico's sister, Bianca di Angelo, dying in the collapse of he metal giant Talos, because
she also had tried o save Amabeth.

Michal Yew and Silena Beacgard...who had died in the Bate of Manhatuan.

You could have prevented i, the river told Arabeth. You should have seen a better way.

Most painful ofal: Luke Castellan. Amnabeth remermbered Luke's blood on ber dageer afier he'd
sacrificed himself o stop Kronos from destroying Olympus.

His blood is on your hands! theriver wailed. There should have been another w

Annabeth had wrestled with the same thought many fimes, She'd tred (o convince herself Luke's
death wasn' her fult. Luke had chosen his fite. Sll..she dide’t know i his soul had found peace in
the Underworld,or if he"d been reborn, ar f he’d becn washed into Tartarus because of his crimes.
He might be one of the fortured voices flowing past right now.

Yo murdered fim!the river cried. Jump in and share his punishment!

Perey gripped ber arm “Don'tlisten™

“But—

“Fknow. His voice sounded as britle s ice. “They're elling me the same stull | think...1 think
shis moat must be the border of Night's teritory, I we get across, we should be okay, We'Il have to
jump.”

“You said it was twerty feet”

“Yeah. You'll have 1 trust me. Put your arms arousnd my neck and hang on.”

“How ean you possibly—

“There!” eried a voice behind the. “Kill the ungrateful touriss!™

“The children of Nyx had found them. Amnsbeth wrapped her arms around Perey’s neck. “Go!™

With her eyes closed. she could only guess how he mamaged it Maybe he used the force of the
siver somehow. Maybe b was just scared out of his mind und charged with adrenaline, Percy leaped
with more sirength than she would Fave though possible. They sailed through the air as the river
churned and wailed below them, splashing Amabedhs bare ankles with stinging brine.

Then—CLUMP. They were onsolid ground again.

“You can open your eyes.” Percy said, breathing hard. “But you won't like what you sce.”

Annabeth blinked. Afler the darkness of Nyx, even the dim red glow of Tartarus seemed
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reloaded.

Sciron wagsled his eyebrows at Jason. “So! To answer your question—yes, | can atiack you and
hold your ship bostage at he same time. Celestal brows ammunition. Quite deadly 10 demigods. You
w0 would dic firs—bang, hang. Then | could take mytime picking offyour frends on that hip.
Targetpractce s so much e fan withlive targets ruwing around screaming!”

Jason touched the e furrow thatthe bullet had plowed through i . For orice,he didn't
ook very confident.

Hazel s ankles wobbled. Frank was the best shot she krew with a bow, but this bandit Sciron
was inlumanly 5004

“You're  san of Poseidori?” she managed. “l would've thought Apollo, the way you shoot.™

“The sl lines deepensa around his cyes. “Why, think you! I's just from practics, though. The
ATt trtle—ihat’s due 0 my parentge. You can't go around taming giant urtles without being 4 son
of Poseidon | could overwhelm your ship witha tidal wave, of course, but i’ eribly diffcult
Work. Not nearly as fun as ambushing and shooting people.

Hazeltried tocollect her thoughis, stall for ime, but it was diffcult while saring down the
smoking barrels of those fintlocks, “Uh...what's the bardana for?™

S0 1o one recogizes me!” Sciron said

“Bu you infroduced yoursel” Jason said. “You're Sciron™

“The bandit's eyes widened. “How did you— Oh. Yes, | suppose [ did* He lowered one.
imock and scratched the side of is head wih the oter, “Terribly sloppy of me. Sarry. ('m afaid
T'ma litle rusty. Back fom the dead, and alltht. Lot me ry again.”
. “Stand and deliver! | am an anonymous barci, and you do ot e 1o

A anomymous bandit. Someibing clicked in Hazel's memory, “Theseus. He klled you once.”

Sciron's shoulders lumped. “Now, why did you have o mention him? We were getting along so
welll”

Jason frowned, “Hazel, you know his guy’s story?™

She nodded, though the deails were murky, “Theseus met him on the road to Athens, Sciron
would kil his vitims by, wm..

Something abont the urdle. Haze) couldn't remenber.

“Theseus was sueh o chester!” Sciron complained. “ don't want 10k about him. I'm bick
fiom the dead now. Gaes promised me { could stay on the coasline and rob al the demigods |
Wanied, and that's what I'm going o do! Now...where were w

“You were about 10 let s go.” Hazel ventured.

“Himm,..” Sciron said. “No, I'm pretty sre that wasn't it Ah, ight! Money or your life, Where
are your valuables? No valubles? Then 1] have 10—

“Wai,” Hazel said. "L have our vahusbles. At leas, | can get them

Sciron pointed a flnlock at fason's head. “Wel, then, my dear, hop 0 i, oF my next shot will
ot off more than your riend's hair®™

Hazel hardly noeded to cancentrate. She was 5o anxious, the ground rumbled beneath her and
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XXVII

HAZEL

HAZEL LIKED THE GREAT OUTDOORS—but climbing a two-hundred-foot cliff on a stairway without
rails, with a bad-tempered weasel on her shoulder? Not so much. Especially when she could have
ridden Arion to the top in.a matier of seconds.

Jason walked behind her so he could catch her if she fell, Hazel appreciated that, but it didn’t
make the sheer drop any less scary.

She glanced to her right, which was a mistake. Her foot almost slipped, sending a spray of
wravel over the edge. Gale squeaked in alarm.

“Youall right?” Jason asked.

“Yes.” Hazel's heart jackhammered at her ribs, “Fine.”

She had no room 1o turn and ook at him. She just had 1o trust he wouldn't let her plummet to her
death. Since he could fly, he was the only logical backup. Still, she wished it was Frank at her back,
or Nico, or Piper, or Leo. Or even...well, okay, maybe not Coach Hedge. But still, Hazel couldn’t get
a read on Jason Grace.

Ever since she’d arrived at Camp Jupiter, she'd heard stories about him. The campers spoke
with reverence about the son of Jupiter who'd risen from the lowly ranks of the Fifth Cohort to
become practor, led them to victory in the Batle of Mount Tam, then disappeared. Even now, after all
the events of the past couple of weeks, Jason seemed more like a legend than a person. She had a hard
time warming up to him, with those icy blue eyes and that careful reserve, like he was calculating
every word before he said it. Also, she couldn't forget how he had been ready to write offher
brother, Nico, when they"d learned he was a captive in Rome.

Jason had thought Nico was bait for a trap. He had been right. And maybe, now that Nico was
safe, Hazel could see why Jason's caution was a good idea. Siill, she didn't quite know what to think
of the guy. What if they got themselves in trouble at the top of this cliff and Jason decided that saving
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“Stop it!"” Nyx yelled. “Whose foot is that?"
s hiting me!” cried someone. “Mother, tell her to stop hitting me!”
yelled Eris. “Ouch!™
“The sounds of scufiling got louder. If possible, the darkness became even deeper. Annabeth's
eyes dilated so much, they felt like they were being pulled out of their sackets.
She squeezed Percy’s hand. “Ready?”
“For what?" After a pause, he grunted unhappily. “Poseidon’s underpants, you can't be serious.”
“Somebody give me light!” Nyx sereamed. “Gah! T can’t believe I just said thatt”
“It’s a trick!” Eris yelled. “The demigods are escaping!”
“I've got them.” screamed an arai.
“No, that’s my neck!” Geras gagged.
“Jump!” Annabeth fold Percy.
“They leaped into the darkness, aiming for the doorway far, far below.






images/00390.jpg
behind cars, then crossed to the opposite side and crouched under a low stone wall. She started
sneaking toward our dad. | didn’t have much choice but to follonw her example, but it made me feel
ind of stupid.

“Six years in England.” | muttered, “and she thirks she’s James Bond.™

Sadie swatid me without looking buck and kept creeping forward.

A couple more sieps and we were right behind the big dead trc. | could hear my dad on the
other side, saying. "—have (o, Amos. You know il’sthe rightthing.”

“No." said the other man, who must've been Amas. His voice was decp and even—yery
insistent. His accent was American. I/ don't siop you. Julis, they will The Per Ankh s shadowing
you™

Sadic wmed to me and mouthed the words “Per whar?™

ook my head, just as mysificd, “Let’s get out of here,” | whispered. because | figured we'd
be spoted any minuse and gt i serious trouble. Sudie, of couse, ignored me.

“They don’t know my plan” my futher was saying.“By the ime they figre it out—"

“And the children?” Amos asked. The hairs stood up on the back of my neck. “Wiht about
theni?”

“I've made arrangemens 1o protect them.” my dad said. “Besides; i 1 don't do this, we're all in
danger. Now, back oft”

“I can't Jlius."

“Then i's  duct you wan?™ Dad's tone trned deadly serious, “You never could beat me,

Thad'tseen my dad get violent sibce the Great Spatula Incident, and | wasr't ansious o see a
repeatof hat,but the two men scemed to be edging toward a ight

Before I could react, Sadic poppedt up and sbowted, “Dad!”

He looked surprised when she tackle-hugged him, but not nearly as surprised as the other guy,
Amos, He backed up 50 quickly, be tripped over his own trench coat.

He'd taken offhis glasses. | couldn't help thinking tht Sadie was right. He did look famitiar—
like a very distant memory.

1 must e going.” he muttred. He straightened his fodora and lumbered down the road.

Our dad watched him g, H kept one arm protectively around Sadic and one hund inside the
workbag slung over his shoulder. Finally, when Amos disappeared around the corner, Dad relaxed.
He took his hand out of the bag and smiled at Sadic. “Hello, sweetheart™

Sadie pushed wway from him and crossed her arms. “Oh, now it's sweetheart,is it? You're lte.
Visitation Day's nearly over! And what was that about? Who's Amos, and what's the Per Ank?”

Dad stiffened. He glanced at me fike he was wondering how much we'd overheard.

“10s nothing.” he said, tying fo sound upbeat. 1 have a wonderful evening planned. Whe'd fike
o private our of the British Muscuni?”

Sadi stumped in the back of the taxi between Dad and .
“1can't believe it” she grumbled. “One evening together. and you want 10 do rescarch.™
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Mortals such as you could never reach them, except through the halls of my palace—the Mansion of
Nightt”

She gestured behind her, Floating in the abyss, maybe three hundred feet below, was a doorway
ofblack marble, leading into some sort of large room.

Annabeth's heart pounded so strongly she felt it in her toes. That was the way forward—but it
was so far down, an impossible jump. If they missed. they would fall into Chaos and be scattered into
pothingness—a final death with o do-over, Even if they could make the jump, the goddess of night
and her most fearsome children stood i their way.

With a jolt, Annabeth realized what needed to happen. Like everything she'd ever done, it was
Tong shot. In a way, that calmed her down. A erazy idea in the fice of death?

Okay, hes body seemed 10 say. relaxing. This is fumiliar territory.

She managed a bored sigh “1 suppose we could do one picture, but a group shot won't work.
Ny, bow about one o you with your favorite child? Which one is that?™

“The brood rustled. Dozens of horrible glowing eyes turned foward Nyx.

“The goddess shified uncomfortably, as if ber chariot were heating up under her feet. Her shadow
borses hufed and pawed at the void.

“My favorite child?” she asked. “All my children are terrifying!”

Percy snorted. “Seriously? I've met the Fates. I've met Thanatos. They weren't o scary, You've
£0t10 have somebody in this crowd who's worse than tha

“The darkest,” Annabeth said. “The mostlike you™

“Fam the darkest.” hissed Eris, “Wars and strife! | have caused all maner of death!™

L am darker stilll” snarled Geras. I dim the eyes and addle the brain. Every mortal fears old

age!

“Yeah, yeah," Amabeth said, trying 1o ignore her chatiering teeth. “I'm not secing enough dark. 1
mean, you're the children of Night! Show me dark!™

“The horde of arai wailed, flapping ther leathery wings and stirring up clouds of blackness.
Geras spread his withered hands and dimmed the entire abyss. Eis breathed a shadowy spray of
buckshot across the void.

“Tam the darkest!” hissed ane of the demons.

“No, II"

“No! Behold my darkness!”

Ifa thousand giant octopuses had squirted ink at the same time, at the bottom of the decpest, most
sunless ocean trench, it could not have been blacker. Annabeth might as well have been blind. She
gripped Perey’s hand and stecled her nerves.

“Wait!” Nyx called, suddenly panicked, “1 can't see anything™
“Yes!™ shouted one of her children proudly. *1 did that!™
“No, I didr™

“Fool, it was me!"
Dozens of voices argued in the darkness.
The horses whinsicd in alarm.
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“Late as uswal,” she said.

Sihe was holding her cat, MTin whord been a “going away” gift from Dad six years before.
Muflin never scemed 1 gt older or bigger. She had fuzzy yellow-and-black (i like 4 miniature
Teopard, alertyellow eyes, and poimy cars that were 100 tall for her head. A silver Egyptian pendant
danglod from her collar. She didn't ook nyting like 3 muffin, but Sadic had been finle when she
mamed her, o | gess you have to cut ber some slack.

Sadic hadn't changed moch cither since st summer,

[As F'mrecording this, she’s standing next 1 e, glaring. so | ess 1d beter be carefl how |
describe her.]

Vou would never guess she's my sisier. First o all, she'd been lving in England so long. she
Has 8 Britsh accent. Second, she takes afce our mom, who was whie, so Sudie’s skin s much lighter
thar mine. She s straightcaraimel-colored i, not exactly blond but not browr, which she usually
dyes with sreaks of brightcolors. That day it had red streaks down the left side. Her eyes are b,
F'mscrious. Blue cyes, just like our mom's. She’s only twelve, but she's cxactly as tll s me, which
is really amnoying She was chewing gum us usual, dressed for her day out with Dad in batered jeans,
aleather jacket, and combat boots, ke she was going o o concertand was Hopirg 1 siomp on som:
people. She had headphones dangling around her neck in cuse we bored ber.

[k, she didt it me, s 1 uess 1 i an okay job of describing e ]

“Our plane was late,” 1 old ber.

Sihe popped a bubble, rubbed Maffin's head. and tossed the cat inside. "Gran, going out!”

Fromsomewhere in the house, Grandma Faust matered something | couldn't make oue, probably
“Don’tlet them nt™

Sadic closed the door and regarded me as 1 wete  dead mouse e cat had just drsged in.
S0, here you are again.”

“Yep”

“Come on, then,” She sighed. “Let’s geton with it

Tha's the way she was. No “Fi, bow you been the st six mors? S0 wlad t0 see youl™ or
hing But hat was okay with me. When you only see each oter twice s year, i’ like you're

at cousins rather thansiblings. We had absolutely othing in commmon except our parents.

We trudged down the steps. | was thinking how she smelled ike a combination of old people’s
hose and bubble gum when she stopped so abruply, | can nto her.

“Who's that?” she asked.

1 altost forgotien about the davde inthe rench coat. He and my dad were standing scross the
stroet next 0 the big ree, Faving what ooked like a serious argument. Dad's buck was turmed so |
couldn'tsee his face, but he gestured with i hands like he does When he's agiated. The other guy
scowled and shook bis head.

“Dunno,” sid. “He was there when we polled up™

“He louks fumila.” Sadic rowved like she was trying 10 remerber. “Come on”

“Dad wants us to wait inthe cab,” 1 said, even though | knew it was no use. Sadic was already
onthe move.

stead of going straight across the strce, she dasbed up the sidewalk for hafa block, ducking

di






images/00150.jpg





images/00271.jpg





images/00392.jpg
- i





images/00149.jpg





images/00270.jpg





images/00391.jpg
Dad tried for  smile. “Sweetheart, it'll be fun. The curator of the Egyptian collection personally
invited—

“Right, big suprise.” Sadic blew a strand of redk-siraled i out of ber face, “Christrmas Eve,
and we're going 10 sec some moldy old relcs from Egypt. Do you over think about anyhing else?™

Dad dido't gct mad. He never gets mad at Sadic. He just sared out the window at the darkening
sky and the i

“Yes." he said quicty. “ do.”

Whenever Dad got quietlike that and sared offinto rowhere, T knew be was thinking sbout our
mom. The fast few months, it had been happening a lot. I'd walk nto our hotel room and find i with
i cell phone i his bands, Monrs picture smiling up at him from the screen-—her air fucked under
eadscar, he blue eyes startingly bright against he desert backdrop.

Or we'd be at some digsite. 'd see Dad staring at the horizon, and Id know he was
remembering how he'd met her—two young scientists in the Valley of the Kings, on a dig 10 discover
alost tomb. Dad was an Egypiologist. Mom was an antiropologistlooking for ancient DNA. He'd
told e the sory a thousand fimes.

Our taxi snaked its wasy along the banks of the Thames, Just past Waterloo Bridige, my dad
tensed.

“Driver,” he said. “Stop here a moment”

“The cabbie pulled over on the Victoria Embankment.

“Whatis it, Dad?” Lasked

He gotout o the cablike he had't heard me. When Sadie and 1 joined him on the sidewalk, be
was staring up af Cleopatra’s Necdle.

Incase you've never scen i:the Needle is an obelisk, not a needle, and it doesn't have anyihing
10 do with Cleopatra. | gues the Britishjust hought the marme sounded cool when they brough t 1o
London, ' sbout seventy feet tall, which would've been really impressive back in Ancient Egypl,
but on the Thames,withall the tal buildings around, it looks sl and sad. Youcould drive right by
it and not even realize you'd just passed something that was a thousand years older than the city of
London.

“God.” Sadie walked around in a frustrated circle, “Do we have to siop for every momment?™

My dad sared at the top of the obefisk. 1 had to e it agin,” he murmured. “Where it
appened..”

Afieczing wind blew offthe river. | wanted to et back i e cab, but my dad was really
startng 1o worry . d never seen hirnso distracted.

“What, Dad?” asked.“ Wit happened bere?™

“The st place 1 saw her.™

Sudic stopped pacing. Sh scowled at e uncertainly, then bick at Dad. “Hang on. Do you mean
Mui?*

‘Dad brushed Sadie’s hai behind her ear, and she was 5o surprised, she didn't even push him
away.

el like therain had frozen me solid, Monr's death ad always been a forbidden subject. 1
Ko she’d did in an accident in London. | knew my grandparcnts blamed my dad. But po one would
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“What?" Jason demanded.
Hazel told him the plan.





images/00277.jpg
“And if it doesn’t..." Percy stopped himself.

‘There was no point in wondering about that. They were about to march into the middle of an
enemy army. Ifthey were spotted, they were dead.

Despite that, Annabeth managed a smile. Their goal was in sight. They had a Titan with a broom
and a very loud kitten on their side. That had to count for something.

“Doors of Death.” she said, “here we come.”
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‘Then the smell hit her. Hazel didn't know if her fither s Underworld palace had a cafeteria for
zombies, but if it did. that cafeteria would smell like Sciron’s feet

“Sol" Sciron wrigled bis disgusting toes. “Wha wants the lefl, and who wants the right?”

Jasan's fice turned almost as white as those feet. “You've... g0t 0 be kidding™

“Notat allt” Sciron said. “Wash my feet, and we're done. I'l send you back down the cliff. |
promise on the River Styx.”

He made that promise so casily, alarm bells rang in Hazel"s mind. Feet. Send you back down
the elif: Tortoise shell,

“The story came back to her, all the missing pieces fiting into place. She remembered how Sciron
Killed his victims.

“Could we have a moment?” Hazel asked the bandit.

Sciron's eyes nartowed. “What for?

“Well, it's a big decision.” she said. “Left foor, right foot. We need to discuss.

‘She could ell he was smiling uner the mask.

“Of course.” he said. “I'm so generous, you can bave wo minutes.”

Hazel climbed out of e pile of treasure. She led Jason as far away as she dared—about fity
feet down the cliff, which she hoped was out of earshot.

“Sciton kicks his victinns offthe ¢liff;” she whispered.

Jason scowled. “What?*

“When you kneel down to wash his feet,” Hazel said. “That's how he kills you. When you're off-
balance, woozy from the smell of his feet, he'll kick you over the edge. You'll fall right nto the mouth
of his giant turle.”

Jason took & moment 1o digest that, 50 10 speak. He glanced over the Glifl, where the rile’s
massive shell glinted just under the water.

“Sowe have to fight” Jason said.

“Seiron's too fast” Hazel said. “He'll kil us both”

“Then I'll be ready to fly. When he kicks me over, Ill float halfivay down the clif. Then when
e kicks you, I'll catch you"

Hazel shook her head. “If he kicks you hard and Fast enough, you'l] be 100 dazed to fly. And even
‘you can, Sciron’s got the cyes ofa marksman. He'll watch you fll. I you hover, be'l just shoot you
out of the air.”

“Then..” Jason clenched his sword hilt “1 hope you have another idea?”

A few fect away, Gale the weasel appeared from the bisshes. She grashed her teeth and peered at
Hazel as 10 say, Well? Do you?

Hazel calmed her nerves, trying (0 avoid pulling more gold from the ground. She remembered the
dream she'd had of her father Pluto’s voice: The dead see what they believe they will see. So do the
living. That i the secret,

‘She understood what she had to do. She hated the idea worse than she hated that farting weasel,
worse than she hated Sciron's feet.

“Unfortunately, yes," Hazel said. “We have to let Sciron wi
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blinding

Before them sretched a valley big enough to fit the San Francisco Bay. The booming noise cams:
from the entire landscape, as if thunder were echoing from beneath the ground. Under poisonous
clowds, the rolling terrain gistened purple with dark red and biue scar ines.

“Itlooks like..” Annabeth fought down her revulsion. “Like a giant heart”

“The heart of Tartars.” Percy murmired.

“The center of the valley was covered with a fin black fizz of peppery doss, They were so far
away. it ook Annabeth s moment o realize she was looking st an army—thousands, maybe tens of
thousands of monsters, gathered around a central pinpoint of darkness. It was 100 far 1 see any
details, but Annabeth had no doubt what the pinpoint was. Even from the edge of the valley, Anmbeth
could feel its power tugging at her soul.

“The Doors of Death™

“Yeah" Percy's voice was hoarse. He stil had the pale, wasted complexion of a corpse....
which meant he looked about as good as Annabeth felt,

St realized she'd forgotten all aboutthei pursuers. “What happened o Nyx...2"

She trned. Somehow they'd anded several hundred yards from he banks of Acheron, which
flowed through a channel cut into biack volcanic hils. Beyond that was nothing but darkness.

No sign of anyone coming afer them. Apparenty even the wirions of Night did't like 1 cross
the Acheron.

She was about 10 ask Percy how he had jumped so far when she heard the skitering of a
rockslide inthe bills (0 their et She drew her drakon-bone sword. Percy raised Ripide.

A patch of glowing white hair appeared over the ridge, then a familiar grinning face with pure:
silver eyes.

“Bob?" Anabeth was so happy she uctuslly jumped. “Oh my gods!”

“Friends!” The Titan lumbered toward them, The bristles of his broom had been burned off. His
janitor's uniform was slashed with new claw marks, but e looked delighted. On his sboulder, Small
Bob the kitten purred almost as lowdly as the pulsing beart of Tartarus.

I found you!” Bob gathered them both in  rib-crushing hug. “You look fike smoking dead
people. Thatis good!™

“Urt” Perey said. “How did you get here? Through the Mansion of Night?”

“No, no.” Bob shook his head adamunily. “That place is too scary. Another way—only good for
Titans and such.”

“Let me guess,” Amnabeth said. “You went sidewiys.™

Bob scratched his chin, evidently ata loss for words, “Himm No. More...diagonal.”

Annabeh laughed. Here they were at the heart of Tartarus, facing an impossible army—she
Would take any comfort she could get. She was ridiculously lad to have Bob the Titan with them
again

She kissed his inmortal nose, which made him blink.

“We stay together now?” be asked.

“Yes." Annabeth agreed. “Time to see i this Death Mist works.”
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Anyway. I'd come to respect the bag. It was our good luck charm. But when my dad kept it close,
it meant we were g 0 need good Juck.

We drove through he ity cericr, heading east toward my grandparenss’ flt We passed the
iolden g of Buckinghum Palace, te big sone columnin Trafalar Square. Lomdon s  prety cool
plsce, butafler you've raveled for 5o o, i) gitiessart 1 bl together. Ot kids | et
someimes say,“Wow, youre so lucky yo et 0 ravel so mach.” B s ot ke we spend ns e
sigfusceing or ave ot of moncy (0 vl i siyle. Weve stayed in same prety ough plces, and
we hardly ever say amywhere longer than  few daya. Mostof the tm it el ke we're futives
ratber than ourists,

T mean, you soulds't hink my dad’s work was dangerous. He does lectures on fopcs like “Can
Egyptian Magic Really Kill You?™ and “Favorite Punishmenss in the Egypiian Underworld” and other
Stull st people woulda' care about. But ke | aidl, there”s hat ot side 10 him. He's always very
cautous, checking every hotel room before he lets me walk nt it He'll dartino a useum o see
some arifcs, ake  few note, and rush out again ke e’ afaid 0 be caught on security cameras.

One time when | was younge, we raced across the Chales de Gaulle airport o caicha last-
e g, and Dad didh't relax il the planc was off the ground, | sk him point blank wh he
was running from, and he looked o me ke I'd just pulled the pin ou of s gremade. Fora sccond | was
scared e mght acully tell me the rh. Then b aid, “Cartr,i's nothing” As if “nothing” were
i mostterrible thing n e world

Aftr thu, | decided muybe it was btier mt 10 ask questions

My grandparents, the Fausts, lived ina bousing development ncar Carsry WHarf,right on the basks of
the River Thames. The tas Tt s offat the cueb, and my dad asked the driver 10 wait.

‘We were halfay up the walk when Dad froze. He rumed and looked bohind us.

“What?" Lasked.

“Then s the s n the el coat. F was across the street, eaning against a big dead ree
He was barrel shaped, with skin the color of soasted coffee. His coatand black pinstriped suit looked
expensive. He had long braided hair and wore # black fedora pulled doyw Tow over his dark round
lasses, He reminded me of a azz musician,the kind my dad would always drag me 0 se in copcert.
Even though | couldn't se his cyes, | ot the irpression e was watching us. He mightve boen an old
friend or colleague of Dod's. No mutier where we werd, Dad was always ruming o people be
Knew. But it did scem stange hatthe gy was waiting hre, outside my grandpirents”. And be di
Took happy.

“Carter;” my dad said, “go on ahead.”

eisid

Gt your sister. I'll meet you back st the i

He crossed the sireet oward the man n the irench coat, which lef me with two choices: follow
imy dad and sce what was going on, or do what | was fold.

1decided on the sighily less dangerous path. | went o retrieve my siste.

Before | conld even knock, Sadic opencd the door.
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To my wonderful readers:
Sorry about that last cliff-hanger.
Well, no, not really. HAHAHAHA

But seriously, I love you guys.
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The sword did no damage. Each command only worked for a moment, but they were making the
turtle very annoyed. Arion whinnied derisively as the turtle snapped at him. only 10 get a mouthful of
horse vapor.

Soon the monster had completely forgotien the Argo 1/, Hazel kept stabbing a its bead. Piper
kept yelling commands and using her cormucapia 0 bownce cocomts and roasted chickens offthe
rile’s eyeballs

As so0n as the Argo I/ had passed into the straits, Arion broke offhis harassment. They sped
after the ship. and a moment ater were back on deck.

The rocket fire had extinguished, though smoking brorze exhaust vers still jutied from the stern.
“The Argo 1 limped forward under sail power, buttheir plan had paid off. They were safely harbored
inthe narrow waters, with a long. rocky island to starboard and the sheer white cliffs of the mainland
10 port. The trtle stopped at the cntrance 1o the straits and lared atthem balefilly, but it made no
attempt 1o follow. s shell was obviously much too wide.

Hazel dismounted and got a big hug from Frank. “Nice work out there!” he said.

Her face flushed. “Thaks.”

Piper shid down next to her. “Leo, since when do we have jet propulsion?™

“Aw. you know...” Leo tried o look modest and failed, “Just a liule something | whipped up in
my spare ime. Wish | could give you more than a few seconds of burm, but a least it got s ot of
there.”

“And roasted the turtle’s head." Jason sai

“Killit” Coach said. “You even have 10 o
and load. demigods!”

Jason frowned, “Coach, first of all, you made me lose my sword.”

“Hey! I didn’t ask for an evac!”

“Second, T don't think the ballistac will do any good. That shell is like Nemean Lion skin. Its
ead sn'tany softer.”

S0 we chuck one right down its throut,” Couch
monster thing in the Alantic. Light it up from the inside.

Frank scratched his head. “Might work. But then you've got a five-million-ilo tutle carcass
blocking the entrance o the straits. IFwe can't ly with the oars broken, how do we get the ship out?”

“You wait and fix the oars!” Coach said, “Or justsail the other direction, you big galoot”

Frank looked confissed. “What's a galoot?™

“Guys!” Nico called down from the st “About sailing the other direction? 1 don't think that's
going o work”

He pointed past the prow.

A quarter e ahead of them, the long rocky srip of land curved in and met the clifl, The
channel ended ina narrow V.

“We're notin a srait” Jason ssid. “We're ina dead end”

Hazel gota cold feeling in her fingers and toes, On the port ail, Gale the weasel satup on her
haunches, staring at Hazel expectanly.

sppreciatively. “So what now?"
We got enough distance. We got ballistae. Lock

“like you guys did with that shrimp.
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Wolf House where Percy Jackson was trained as a Roman demigod by Lupa
Zephyros Greek god of the West Wind. Roman form: Favonius
Zeus Greek god of the sky and king of the gods. Roman form: Jupiter
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made the only smart choice. He flew away as fast as possible.

“Coach, come on!” Jason said-

“No, I got his!” Hedg said, but Jason grabbed him arourd the waist and ook off. Unfortunately,
the conch struggled so much that Jason's sword fell out of his hand and splashed into the sea.

“Coach!” Jason complained.

“What?” Hedge said. 1 was softening him up!”

“The urte head-butted the hull, almost tossing the whole crew off the portside. Hazel heard a
cracking sound, like the keel had splirtered.

“Just another mirute,” Lo said, his hads flying over the console.

“We might not be here in unother minute!” Frank fired his st arrow,

Piper yeled at the turte, “Go aw

For a moment, it actally worked. The turtle turned from the ship and dipped its head
underwater, Butthen it came right back and rammed thein even harder.

Jason und Conch Hedge landed on the deck.

“Youall ight?” Piper asked.

“Fine," Jason mtered. “Without a weapon, but ine.”

“Fire inthe shell!” Leo cried, spinming his Wil controlle.

Hazel thought the ster had explodied. Jes of fire blasted out behind theim, washing over the
turtle’s head. The ship shot forward and threw Hazel o the deck ogin.

She hauled herselfup and saw that the ship was bouncing over the waves a incredible speed,
trailing fir fike a rocket. The futle was already a hundred yards behind them its head charred and
smoking.

“The monster bellowed in fiusiration and staried afier they s paddle fect scooping through the
water with such power tha it actually staried o gain on them. The entrance o the strits was sill 3
quarter mile abead.

“A distraction,” Leo mastered, “We'll never muke it unless we geta distraction™

“A distraction,” Huzel repeated.

She concenirated and thought: Arion!

She had o idea whether it would work. But instanily, Hazel spotied something on the horizon—
a lash of lght and stcam. It sreaked across the surface of the Adriati. Ina hearibeat, Arion siood on
the quarterdeck.

‘Gods of Olympus, Hazel thought. 1 love this horse.

Arion snorted as if 10 say. Of course you do. You're not stupid

Hazel climbed on his back. “Piper, | could use that charmspeak of yours.”™

“Once upon a time, | liked turles.” Piper muttcred, accepting s hand up. “Not anymore!™

Hazel spurted Arion. He leaped over the side of the boat. hiting the water ata full gallop.

“The turtle was a fast swirmer, bt it couldn't match Arion’s sped. Hazel and Piper zipped
around the monster’s head, Hazel sicing with her sword, Piper shouting random commands like.
“Dive! Tum lef! Look behind you!
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and he thought he’d never smell anything that good again.
“The raft finally got here,” he said.

Calypso snorted. Her eyes might have been red, but it was hard to tell in the moonlight. “You
just noticed”

ut if it only shows up for guys you like—"

“Don’t push your luck, Leo Valdez,” she said. “I stil/ hate you.™

“Okay.”

“And you are ot coming back here.” she insisted. “So don’t give me any empty promises.”

“How about a full promise?” he said. “Because I'm definitely—"

She grabbed his fice and pulled him into a kiss, which effectively shut him up.

For all his joking and flirting, Leo had never kissed a girl before. Well, sisterly pecks on the
cheek from Piper, but that didn’t count. This was a real, full-contact If Leo had had gears and
‘wires in his brain, they would've short-circuited.

Calypso pushed him away. “That didn’t happen.”
“Okay." His voice sounded an octave higher than usual.
“Get out of here.
“Okay.”

She turned, wiping her eyes furiously, and stormed up the beach, the breeze tousling her hair.

Leo wanted to call o her, but the sail caught the full force of the wind, and the raft cleared the
beach. He strugeled to align the guidance console. By the time Leo looked back, the island of Ogygia
was a dark line in the distance, their campfire pulsing like a tiny orange heart.

His lips still tingled from the kiss.

That didn’t happen, he 101d hirself. [ can't be in love with an immortal gi
can’t be in love with me. Not possible.

As his raft skimmed over the water, taking him back to the mortal world, he understood a line
from the Prophecy better—an oath to keep with a final breath.

He understood how dangerous oaths could be. But Leo didn’t care.

“I'm coming back for you, Calypso,” he said to the night wind. T swear it o the River Styx.”

. She definitely
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stela (stelae, pl.) an inscribed stone used as a monument

Stygian fron a magical metal, forged in the River Styx, capable of absorbing the very essence of
monsters and injuring mortals, gods, Titans, and giants. It has @ significant effect on ghosts and
creatures fiom the Underworld.

Tantalus In Greek mythology. this king was such a good friend of the gods that he was allowed to
dine at their tbie—until e spilled their secrets on earth, He was sent 0 the Underworld,
where his curse was o be stuck in a pool of water under a fuit tree but never (o be able to
drink or eat.

“Tartarus husband of Gaea; spirit of the abyss: fther of the gants

telkhine a sea demon with flippers instead of hands, and a dog’s head

“Tempest Jason's fiiend: a storm spirit in the form of a borse

“Terminus the Roman god of boundaries and landmirks

Terra the Roman goddess of the Earth, Greek form: Gaea

Thanatos the Greek god of death: servant of Hades. Roman form: Letus

Theseus a king of Athens who was known for many exploits, including killing the Minotaur

“Three Fates In Greek mythology, even before there were gods, there were the Fates: Clotho, who
spins the thecad of lfe; Lachesis, the measuser, who determines how long a ife will be: and
Atropos. who cuss the thread of ife with her shears.

“Tiber River the third-longest river in taly. Rome was founded on its banks. In Ancient Rome,
exccuted criminals were thrown into he river.

“Tiberius was emperor of Rome ffom 14-37 . He was one of Rome’s greatest generals, but he
came 1o be remembered as a reclusive and somber ruler who never really wanted 10 be
emperor.

“Titans a race of powerful Greek deities, descendants of Gaca and Uranus, who ruled during the
Giolden Age and were overthvown by a race of younger gods, the Olympians

Triptolemus god of farming: he aided Demeser when she was searching for her daughter,
Persephon, who was kidnapped by Hades

trireme an Ancient Greek or Roman warship, having three tiers of aars on each side.

Trojan Horse a tale from the Trojan War about a huge wooden horse that the Greeks built and left
near Troy with a select force of men inside. Afte the Trojans pulled the horse into their city as
a victory trophy, the Greeks emerged at night,let the rest o their army into Troy, and destroyed
it, decisively ending the war.

Trojan War In Greek mythology, the Trojan War was waged against the city of Troy by the
Achacans (Greeks) after Paris of Troy o0k Helen from her husband, Menelaus, king of Spart.

vent sir pirits

‘Venus the Roman goddess of love and besury. She was married (o Vulan, but she Toved Mars, the
sod of war. Greek form: Aphrodite

‘Valean the Roman god of fire and crafts and of blacksiiths: he son of Jupiter and Juno, and married
o Venus. Gireck form: Hephaestus
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Hazel shook her head. She’d heard a story back at Camp Jupiter. something about a robber who.
worked witha giant turle; but s sual, as soon as she needed the nformation, it sat annoyingly in the
back ofher memory,justoutof reach

The weasel Gale watched her, waiting to see what she would do.

The test hasn't happened yet, Hazel thought

Distracting the urtle hadn't been cnough Hazel hadn't proven anything about ho she could
maipulate the Mist..mostly because she couldn t manipulae the Mist

Leo stdied the clifftop and mutered wer s breath, “That's pota good majectory. Evenif |
could armthe catapult before hat gy pincushioned us with arrows, | don' think | could make the
shot. That's hundreds of fee. aloststraight up.™

“Yeah.” Frank grurbled. “My bow is useless 00, He's got o huge advantage, being above us
Hike that. | couldn'treach him."

“And, um...” Piper mudged th arrow that was stuck in the mast [ have a fecling he's a good
shot, 1 don't hink he meant 10 it me. But i he ..

She didn't ecd o elaborate. Whoever that robber was, he could hit  targt from hundreds of
fect awsy. He could shoot them il bfore they could react
Tl g0.” Harel said.

‘She e the idea, but sbe was sure Hecate had set this up as some sort of twisted challenge
“This was Hazel's test —her turn t0 save the ship. A if she needed confirmation, Gale scampered
along the railng and jumped on her shoulder, ready o hitch a ride.

The others stared a her.

Frank gripped his bow. “Hazel —

“No,listen,” she said, “this robber waris valuables. | can g0 up there, sumaron gold, jewels,
whitever he wans ™

Leo raised an eyebrow. “Ifwe pay him o, you think eIl acrually et us go?™

“We don't have much choice.” Nico said. “Between thit guy and the ...

Jason raiset his hand. The otbers fell silent

I o 0, he said, “The feter sy two people. Il ke Hael up there and watch her back.
Besides, | o't like the look of those sicps. I Hazel flls...well, | can us the winds to koep us both
fiom corning down the hard way,”

Avion whinmied in protes,as i to say, You e going \ithout me? You're Kidding. right?

“I have (0, Arion.” Hazel said, “Jason...yes. | think you're right,I's the best plan.

“Only wish | had my sword." Jason glared at the coach. “I¢'s back there at he bottom of the sea,
and we don't ave Percy o rerieve it

“The e Percy passed over them ke a cloud. The mood on deck go even darker;

Hazel siretched out her am She didn't think about . She jist concenirated on the water and
called o Imperial gold.

A stupid idea. The sword was much oo f away, probbly hundreds of feet underwaer. But she
felta quick tugin er fingers, ike a bite on  fshing line, and Jason’s biade flew out ofthe water and
o ber hand.
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initiative, or this would be a very short conversation.

“Oh. don'tkill yoursel” she cried. “We're ot that scary.

The goddess lowered her whip. “What? No, | dids‘t mean—"

“Well, I'd hope not!” Annabeth looked at Percy and forced  laugh. “We woulda't want o scare
her, would we'

“Ha, hn;” Percy said weakly. “No, we would'L™

“The vampire horses looked confisd. They reared and snorted and knocke thei dark heads
together. Nyx puled back on the reins.

D0 youknow who [am?” she dermnded.

“Well, you're Night, | suppose,” said Annabeth. “| mean, | an ell because you're dark and
everyihing,though the brochure did'tsay much about you”

Nyw's cyes winked out for a moment *What brochure?™

Asmabeth patied her pockes. “We had one, didn't we?”

Perey fcked his lips. “Unhuh™ e was still watching e horses,his hand tght on is sword
Filt, bt e s it nough o follow Amabet'slead. Now she st h (0 hope she wasn't muking
things worse...though honestly, she didn'tsce how things could be worse.

“Anyway.” she said,“I gess the brochure didi' say much, becasse you weren't spotlighied o0
the tour, We got o e the River Phlcgethon, the Cocys, the arai, the poison gade of Aklys, cven
som: random Tisans and gians, but Nyx...mm, o, you weren'treally feaured ™

Featured? Sporlighed?

“Yeah,” Percy said. waring o th idea. “We came down here for he Tartaus four—like,
exotc desinations, you know? The Underworld is overdone, Mount Olympus s  toreis rap—

“Gods. toally” Amabeth agreed. S0 we booked the Tariars excursion. but 10 one even
mersioned we'd run i Ny Hidh. O well, Guess they did’t think you were important.™

“No important!” Nyx eracked her whip. Her horses bucked and smapped thcir silvery fungs.
Waves of darkness roled ot of the chasm,turning Annabeth’s insides (0 jelly, butshe couldn't show
b fear.

e pushed down Percy’s sword arm, forcing i o lower his weapon, This was o goddess
eyond anyting they had ever fuced. Ny was older than any Olympian or Titan or gian, older even
than Gaea. She coulda'tbe defeaied by two demigods —atleast not two dermignds using force.

Annsbeh made bersel ook at the goddess's massive dark fuce

“Well, bow mainy other demigods have com: 10 sce you on he tor?” she asked imocenly.

Ny’ wen sk on the reirs, “None. Not one. This is umcecpable!™

Amabettshrugeed. “Maybe it because you haven'treally done anyhing 1 get inthe pews. |
imean, | can unlersiand Tariars being important! This whole place is samed afier him. Or, if e
could et Day—"

O, yeah. Perey chimed in. “Day? She would be impressive. Id otally wan 1o meet et
Maybe get her autograph™

“Dayt™ Ny ripped the ral ofher black chariot. The whole vehicle suddered. “You mean
Hemera? She s my daughier! Night i much more powerful than Day!™
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“This is a trap,” Hazel said.

“The others looked at her.

“Nah, it's fine,” Leo said. “Worse that happens, we muke repairs. Might take overnight, but I can
gt the ship flying again.”

‘Atthe mouth of the inlet, the tarte roared. It did't appear interested in leaving.

“Well...” Piper shrugged. “At least the turtle can't get us, We're saf here.”

‘That was something no demigod should ever say. The words had barely left Piper’s mouth when
anarrow sank into the mainmast,six inches from her face.

“The crew scatiered for cover, except for Piper, who sto0d frozen in place, gaping at the arrow that
had alimost pierced her nose the hard way.

“Piper, duck!” Jason whispered harshly.

But oo other missiles rained down.

Frank studied the angle of the bolt in the st and paired toward the top of the clifs.

“Up there,” he said. “Single shooter, See hin™

“The sun was in her eyes, but Hazel spotted a tiny figure standing at the top of the ledge. His
bronze armor linied.

“Who the heck is he?” Leo demunded. “Why is he firing at 2™

“Guys?" Piper's voice was thin and waery. “There’s a note.”

Hazel hadn't seen it before, but a parchment scroll was tied 10 the arrow shaft She wasn't sure
why, but that made her angry. She stormed over and untied it
Leo said. “You sure that's safe?™

She read the note out loud. “Firstline: Stand and deliver:™

“What does that mean?” Cosch Hedge complained. “We are standing. Well. crouching, anyway.
And ifthat guy is expecting a pizza delivery, forget it

“There’s more,” Hazel said. “This is a robbery. Send two of your party 10 the top of the cliff
with all your valuables. No more than two. Leave the magic horse. No flsing. No tricks. Just
climb.

“Climb whar?" Piper asked.

Nico poined. “There.”

A narrow set of steps was carved into the elif, leading o the top. The tutle, the dead-end
chanel, the cliff...Hazel got the feeling this was not the fist time the leter writer had ambushed a
ship here.

She cleared ber throat and kept reading aloud: “7 do mean all your valuables. Otherwise my
wrtle and 1 will destroy you. You have five minutes.

“Use the catapulis!” cried the coach.

“P.S.," Hazel read, “Don’t even think about using your catapults.”

“Curse itl” said the coach. “This guy is good.”

“Is the note signed?” Nico asked.,
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“Now all you need is a boat ™

He tred 10 ead her expression. He wass't sure f she was annoye that e was il ere, or
wistful that she was't eaving too. Then he fooked at al the suplics she'd sacked up—casily
cnough or o people for several days,

“Wat Ginca said... " He hesned. *About you setting offthis island, Would you want o iry it

She scowled. “What do you mean?”

“Well...I'm ot saying it would be fun having you along; always complaining and glaring at me
and stff But | suppose | could stand i, i you wanied o ry.”

Her expression sofiened justa il

“How noble,” she mutered. “But o, Leo. I ried 10 come with you. your iny chance ofescape
would be no chance atall. The gods have placed ancicnt mugic on thi island to keep me here. A hero
can lave. | carmot. The most importat thing is eting you ree s0 you can siop Gaca. Not tha | care
what happens 10 you " she added quickly. “But the world's fae s at stake.”
“Why would you care abou that?” he asked. 1 mean, afer being away fiom the world for o
o™

She arched her eyebrows. as if suprised that he'd asked a sensible question. 1 sppose | don't
Hike being old what 0 do—by Gaca or anyons else. As muchas | hue the eods sometimes, ove the
pasttree milleonia I've come o see that they're betir han the Titans, They're defnitely betit than
ihe giants. Al least the gnds kept in touch. Hermes has always been kind fo m:. And your fber,
Hephacstus,hus ofen vsited. He s-a good person.”

Lo wasn't sure wh 0 ke of ber faraway fone. She almost sounded like she was pondering
is worth, ot is dod’s.

Shereached outand closed his mouth, He bada'trealized it was hanging open.

“Now,” Calypso said, "how can | belp?™

“Oh" He stared down a i project. but when he spok, he blurted out an idea thathad been
forming cver since Calypso made his new clothes, “You know that flameproof cloth? You think you
could make mea e bag of that abric?*

He described he dimensions. Calypso waved her band impatintly, “That will oly ke minutes.
Will it help on your quest?”

“Yeah. It might save  life. And. un. could you chip offa e pce of crysal from your cave? |
don' ed much™

She frowed. “That's an odd request™

“Humor e

“Allright Consider it done. I'll make the fireproof pouch fonighta the loom, when I've cleancd
up. But whl can | do pow, while my ands are dirfy?™

She held up her caloused. gimy fngers. Leo couldi' help tinking there was norhing botier
han il who didn’t i geting her hands diry. But of course, that wasjust o eneral comment.
Didn'apply to Calypso. Obviously

“Well," e said, “you could twist some more brorze coils. But tha's kind of spesialized—

St pushedin e 0 him o0 the benchand began o wrk,ber hands braiding the bronze wiring
faster than he could have. “Just ik weaving.” she said. “This isn't so hard.”
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Hyperion one of the twelve Titans; Titan lord of the cast

Hypnos Greek god of sleep. Roman forne: Sormmus.

hypogeum the arca under a coliseum that housed set pieces and machinery used for special effects
iapetus one of the twelve Titans; lord of the west; his name means the Piercer. When Percy fought

him in Hades's realm, lapetus fell into the River Lethe and lost his memory; Percy renamed him
Bob.

ichor the golden uid that is the blood of gods and immortals

tmperial gold a rare metal deadly to monsters, consecrated atthe Pantheon: its existence was a
closely guarded sccret of the emperors

Janus Roman god of doorways, beginnings, and transitions: depicted as having two fices, because
he looks 1 the fisure and to the past

Juno the Roman goddess of women, marriage, and fertility;sister and wife of Jupiter; mother of
Mars. Greek forn: Hera

Jupiter the Roman king of the gods; also called Jupiter Optimus Maximus (the best and the greatest).
Greek form: Zeus

Kampé a monster with the upper body of a snake-faired woman and the lower body of a drakon:
appointed by the Titan Kronos to guard the Cyclopes of Tartarus. Zeus slew her and freed the
‘iants from their prison 10 aid him in his war against the Titars.

Katobleps a cow monster whose mame means “down-looker” (Katoblepones, pl.). They were

accidentully imported to Venice from Afica. They eat poisonous roots that grow by the eanal
and have a poisonous gaze and poisonous breath,

Katoptris Piper's dagser

Kerkopes a pair of chinpanzee-like dwarfs who steal shiny things and create chiaos

Khione the Gireek goddess of snow; daughter of Boreas

Kolos one of the twelve Titans; Titan lord of the north

Krios one of the twelve Titans; Titan lord of the south

Kronos the youngest of the twelve Titans; the son of Ouranos and Gaea; the father of Zeus. He killed
his father at his mothers bidding. Titan lord of fate, harvest, justice, and time. Roman form:
Saturn

Labyrinth an underground mize originally built on the island of Crete by the crafisman Daedalus to
hold the Minotaur (part man, part bull)

Laistrygonian giant a monstrous cannibal from the far north

Lar a house god, ancestral spirit (Lares, pl.)

legionnaire Roman soldier

Temures Roman term for angry ghosts

Leto daugher of the Titan Koios; mother of Artemis and Apollo with Zeus; goddess of motherhood

Lotus Hotel u casino in Las Vegas where Percy, Annabeth, and Grover lost valuble time during
their quest afier cating enchanted lotus blossoms

Mansion of Night Nyx's palace
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Fields of Punishment the section of the Underworld where people who were evil during their lives
are sentaflr death to face eternal punishment for their crimes

Furies Roman gnddesses of vengeance: usually characierized asthree sisters—Alecto, Tisiphone,
and Megsera;th children of Gaia and Ursaus. They reside inthe Underworld, tormenting
evildoers and simers. Grock form: the Erinyes

Gaea the Greck carth goddess: mother of Titans,giants, Cyelopes, and other monsers. Romun form:
Tem

Geras god of ld age

Geryon a monsier withthree bodies that was slain by Heracles'Hercules

eladives & short sword

Graecus the word Romans used for Greek

greaves shinamor

Greek fire an incendiary weapon used in raval battles because it can contrue burning in water

grisegrix n his New Orleans Voodoo practice mamed afler the French word for gray (¢ri). special
eebs and other ingredients are combined and put o a sl red flannel bag that s worn or
stored 0 restore the balance between the black and white aspects ofa person's lf.

ryphon s creature withthe forequarters (inchuding talons) and wings of an eagle and the
hindquarters of a lion

Hades the Grock god of death and riches. Roman formy Pluio

Hannibal a Carihaginian commander who lived between 247 and 183/1%2 bce and is generally
considered 10 be o of the greatest military siategists i history. One of his st farmotes
achicvemenis was marching an army, which included war clephants, from locria over the
Pyrences and the Alps ino northern Tl

Barpy a winged female creature that snatches things

Hecate goddess of mage and crossroads; controls the Mist; daughter of Tisars Perses and Asteria

Hemera goddess of day: daugver of Night

Hephaestus the Gireek god o fire and crafts and of blacksmiths; the son of Zeus and Hera, and
married to Aphvodite. Ronan forn: Valcan

Hera the Greek goddess of marrisge: Zeus's wi and sster. Romsn form Juno

Heracles the son of Zeus and Alemer; the strongestof all mortals. Romain form: Hercules

Hercules the son of Jupiter and Alcmene, wha was born with reat srengih. Gk form: Heracles

Hermes Groek god of ravelers; gide 0 spirits of the dead: god of communication. Romn form:
Mereury

Hesiod a Greek poct who speculated that t would ake ine days 0 ll 0 he Bottom of Tartarus

Horatius a Ronn general who single-hardedly held offa Horde of invaders, sacrificing himself on
a bridge fo keep the barbariams from crossing the Tiber River. By gving his fellow Romans
time o finish their deferses, e saved the Republic.

House of Hades a place in the Underworld where Hades, the Greek god of death, and his wift,
Perscphone. rule aver the souls of the deparied: an old temple in Epirus in Greoce.
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(Coach Hedge was the last one on deck. He compensated for that with enthusiasm, He bounded up
the steps, waving is baseball bat,und without hesitation goat-galloped fo the sterm and leaped over
the rail with  gleeful “Ha-HAI™

Harel stuggered toward the quarterdeck to join ber friends. The bot shuddered. More oars
stapped. and Leo yelled, "No, no, po! Dang slimy-shelled son of a mother”

Hazel reached the stern and couldn't believe what she saw

When she heard the word rurtle, she thought of a cute il ting the ize of ajewelry box,siting
on s rock in the middle ofa fishpond. When she heard uge, b mind tred (0 udjust—oksy, perhaps
it was like the Gialapagos toraise she’d scen inthe 200 once, with a shell big enough fo ride on.

Sthe did nor cavision a creature the size of anisland. When she saw the massive dome of cragey
black and brown squares, the word furile simply did not compue. It shell was more like 2 landass
s o bore, shiny pearl valleys, kelp and moss forests, ivers of seawater trickling down the
wrooves ofts carapace.

Onthe ship's starboard side. anotber part ofthe monster rose fiom the water like  sbmarine.

Lares of Rome. . was that its ead?

s gold eyes were the size of wading pools, with dark sideways slits for pupils. s skin
istened like wet army camouflage—brown flecked with green and yellow. Isred, tothless mowh
couldve swallowed fhe Athens Parthenos in one bite.

‘Hazel watchod as it srapped off alf a dozen ours.

“Stop thatl” Leo wailed.

‘Coach Hedge clambered arourd the turte’s shell, whacking at it uselessly with his baseball bat
and yelling, “Take that! And tha!™

Jason flew from the stern und anded on the creature’s bead. He sabbed bis golden sword
straight between it eyes, butthe blade slipped sideways, os ifthe il skin were greased sicel
Frank shot arrows at the monster’s yes with o success, The tutle’s filimy imer eyelids blinked with
uncanny peceision, deflcting each shot. Piper shot cantaloupes int the water,yelling, “Fetch, ya
stupid turle!” But the turte seemed fixated on cating the Argo 1.

“How did it get s0 close?” Hazel demanded.

Lo threw bis hands up n exasperation, “Must b that shell. Guess it's nvisible 1 sorar, I's
freaking stealth tur

“Canthe ship fly?” Piper asked.

“With halour s broken ofF?” Lo punched some byors and spun his Archimedes sphere.
1l ave o try something

“Therel” Nico yelled from above. “Can you get s o those straits?”

Hazel looked where he was pointing. About bl a mile 0 the east, a long stip of land ran
parallelto the coastal clff. I was hard to be sure roma distance, but the streih of water hetween
therm looked 1o be only twenty o thirty yards across—possibly wide coough for the Argo 1710 slip
ihrough, bt definitly not wide enoogh for the gian hatle’s shel.

“Yeah. Yeah.” Leo apparenly undersiood. He turned the Archimedes sphere, “Jason, st away
from hat thing’s head! | ave an deat”

Jason was sl hacking away attheturle’s ace, bue when e heard Leo say / have an ideo, he
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“You most definitely did not.™

“I'm ok gonma leave you here! Afier you helped me and everything? Of course I'm coming back.
Once  robuild Festus, he'll be able 1o handle an improved guidance system There's tis astrolabe
that 1, uh...” He stopped, deciding it was best nt 1o mention that it had hee built by one of Calypso’s
old flames. .. that I found in Bologa. Amyway, I hink with that crystal you gave me-—"

“You can't come back.” Calypso insisted.

Leo’s beart wet lunk. “Because I'm ot welcome?”

“Because you can . s impossible. No man firds Ogygia twice. That s the rule.”

Leo rolled his eyes. “Yeah, well, you might've noticed I'mpot good at following rules. P'm
coming back here with my dragon, and we'll spring you. Take you wherever you want (0 go, I's only
i

“Fair...” Calypso's voice was barely audible.

T the firligh, her eyes looked 50 sad. Leo couldn’t tand it Did she think e was Iying 1o her
just o make her feel better? He considered ita given that e would come back ad free her from this
istand, How could be not?

“You didn't really think | could start Leo and Calypso's Auto Repir without Calypso, did you?”
e asked. 1 can't make cider and stew, and | sure can sing.™

She stared at the sand.

“Well, anyway.” Lea said, “tomorrow T'll start on the luber. And in a few days. .

He looked out over the water. Something was bobbing on the waves. Leo watched in disbelicfas
alarpe wooden raft loated in on the tide and lid 8 siop on the beach.

Leo was 100 dazed 10 move, but Calypso sprang 1 ber foet

“Hurry!” She sprirted across the beach, grabbed some supply bags, and ran them o the rafl. 1
don't know how long it will siay!™

“But..” Leo stood. His legs feltlike they'd tumed to rock. He had just convinced himself e had
another week on Ogygia. Now he didn't have time to finish dinmer. “That's the magic raft?”

“Dukl” Calypso yelled. “It might work like it's supposed to i take you where you wank o go.
Butwe can'tbe sure. The island's mogic is obviously unstable. You must rig up your gidance device
1o mavigate.”

She smaiched up the console and ran toward the rafi, which got Leo moving. He helped her fisten
it10 the raft and rum wires t0 the small rdder in the back. The raft was already fited with a must, s0
Leo and Calypso hauled heir sail aboard and started on the igging.

“They worked side by side in perfect harmony. Even among the Hephaestus campers, Leo had
never warked with anyone as inuitive s this immortal gardener girl. I no ime, they had the sail in
place and all the supplies abord. Leo hit the butions on the Archimedes sphere, mutered a prayer fo
i dad, Hephacstus, and the Celesiial brorze console hummed to life.

“The rigging tighiened. The sail tumed. The ra began scraping against the s, straining 1 reach
the waves,

“Go Calypso said.

Leo trmed. She was so close he couldn’t stand it, She smelled like cinmamon and wood smoke,
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Phlegethon the River of Fire that flows from Hades’s realm down into Tartarus: it keeps the wicked
alive sothey can endure the torments of the Fields of Punishment

pilum (pila, pl.) a javelin used by the Roman army

Pluto the Romun god of death and riches. Greek forn: Hades

Polybotes the giant son of Gaea, the Earth Mother

Polyphemus the gigantic one-cyed son of Poseidon and Thoosa: one of the Cyclopes

Porphyrion the king ofthe giants in Greek and Roman mythology

Poseidon the Greek god of the sea; son of the Titars Kronos and Rbea, and brother of Zeus and
Hades. Roman form: Neptune.

practor an elected Roman mugistrate and commnder of the army

Proserpine Roman queen of the Underworld, Greek forne Persephone

Psyche a young mortal womin who fel in fove with Eros and was forced by his mother, Aphrodite,
o carn her way back o him

quoits a game in which players toss hoops at a stake

Riptide the rame of Percy Jackson's sword; Anaklusmos in Greek

River Acheron the fifth river of the Underworld; the river of pain: the ulimate punishment for the
souls of the dammed

River Lethe onc of several rivers in the Underworld; drinking from it will make someone forget his
idenity

Romulus and Remus the twin sons of Mars and the priestess Rhea Silvia. They were thrown into
he River Tiber by their hunan father, Amulius, and were rescued and raised by a she-wolf
Upan reaching adulthood, they founded Rome.

Saturn the Roman god of agriculture; the son of Uranus and Gaea, and the father of Jupiter. Greek
form: Kronos

satyr a Gireek forest god, part goat and part man. Roman equivalent: faun

Scipio Reyna's pegasis.

Sciron an infimous robber who ambushed passersby and forced them to wash his feet s a toll,
‘When they knelt, he kicked his victims into the sea, where they were caten by & giant turle.

scorpion ballista a Roman missile siege weapon that launches a large projectile ata distant target

Senatus Populusque Romants (spw) mearing “The Senate and People of Rome,” it refers o the.
‘sovernment of the Roman Republic and is used as an official emblem of Rome

shadow-travela form of transportation that allows creatwres of the Underworld and children of
Hades 10 travel to any desired place on earth or in the Underworld, although it makes the user
extremely fatigued

Sibyline Books a collection of prophecies in rhyme writien in Greek. Tarquinius Superbus, a king
of Rom, bough them from a prophetess named Sibyl and consulted them i times of great
danger,

spatha a heavy sword used by Roman cavalry

Spes goddess of hope; the Feast of Spes, the Day of Hope. fals on August |
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“Huh," Leo said. “Well. if you ever get off this island and want a job, let me know. You're nota
total Ktz

She smirked. “A job, e? Making things in your forge?”

“Nah, we could start our own shop,” Leo said, surprising himself. Starting a machine shop had
always been one of his dreans, but he'd never told anyone about it,“Leo and Calypso's Garage: Auto
Repair and Mechanical Monsters.™

“Fresh fruits and vegetables,” Calypso offered.

“Cider and stew, Leo added. “We could even provide entertainment. You could sing and 1
could. like, randomly burst inko flames.”

Calypso laughed—a clear, happy sound that made Lea’s heart g0 ka-bump.

“See." be said, “I'm funny.”

‘She managed to kill ber smile. “You are ot funny. Now, et back to work, or no cider and
stew.”

“Yes, ma‘am" he said. They worked in silence, side by side, for the rest of the afiernoon.

Two nights later, the gidance console was finished.

Leo and Calypso sat on the beach, near the spot where Leo had destroyed the dining table, and
they atc a picnic dinner together. The full moon turmed the waves to silver. Their campfire sen orange:
sparks into the sky, Calypso wore a fresh wihite shirt and her jeans, which she’d apparenly decided to

live in
Behind them i the dunes, the suplies were carefully packed and ready to go.
“All we need now is a boat.” Calypso said.
Lea nodded. He tried not o linger on the word we. Calypso had made it clear she wasn't going.

“I can start chopping wood into boards tomorrow,” Leo said. “Few days, we'll have enough for
asmall hull”

“You've made a ship before,” Calypso remembered. “Your Argo 1"

Leo nodded. He thought about all those months he'd spent creating the Argo /1. Somehow,
making a boat to sail from Ogygia scemed like a more daunting task.

“S0 how long until you sail2” Calypso’s tone was light. but she didn’t meet his eyes.

“Uh not sure. Another week?” For some reason. saying that made Leo feel less agitated. When
e huad gotten here, he couldn't wait 10 leave. Now, he was glad he had a few more days. Weird,

Calypso ran her fingers across the completed circuit board. “This took so long to make. ™
“You can't rush perfiction.™

A sinile tugged at the edge of her mouth, “Yes, but will it work?™

“Getting o, no problem” Lea said. “But o get back I'll need Festus and—"
“What?"

Leo blinked. “Festus. My bronze dragon. Once I figure out how o0 rebuild him, I'll—
“You told me about Festus.” Calypso said. “But what do you mean gef back?”

Leo grinned nervously. “Well. 1o get back here, dubh. I'm sure 1 said that "
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manticore 4 creature with a human head, a lion's body, and a scorpion’s tail

Mars the Roman god of war; also called Mars Ultor. Patron of the enpire: divine father of Romulus.
and Remus. Greek form: Ares.

Medea u follower of Hecate and one of the great sorceresses of the ancient world

Mercary Roman messenger of the gods: god of rade, profit, and commerce. Greek form: Hermes

Minerva the Roman goddess of wisdom. Greek form: Athena

Minos king of Crete; son of Zeus; every year he made King Aegus pick seven boys and seven girls 1o
be sent (o the Labyrinth, where they would be caten by the Minotaur. Afier his death he becane
a judge in the Underworld.

Minotaur s monster with the head of a bull on the body of a man

Mist a magic force that disguises things from mortals

Mount Tamalpais the site in the Bay Area (Northern California) where the Titans built a palace

waiads water nymphs

Necromanteion the Oracle of Death, or House of Hades in Greek: a multileveled temple where
people went to consult with the dead

Neptune the Roman god of the sea. Greek form: Poseidon

New Rome a community near Camp Jupiter where demigods can live together in peace, without
interference from mortals o monsters

Notus Greek god of the South Wind. Roman formm: Auster

numina montamum Romen mountsin god (montana, pl). Greek form: ourae

mymph a fermale nature deity who arimates nature

mymphacum o shrine (o rymphs

Nyx goddess of night: one of the ancient, firstborn elemental gods

Odysseus legendary Gireek king of thaca and the hero of Homer's epic poem The Odyssey. Roman
form: Ulysses

Ogygia the island home—and prison—of the nymph Calypso.

ourae Greek for mountain god. Roman form: mumina montanum

Ouranos fiher of the Titans

Pasiphaé the wife of Minos, cursed to fall in love with his prize bull and give birth to the Minotaur
(part man, part bull); mistress of magical herbal ars.

Pegasus in Greek mythology, a winged divine horse; sired by Poseidon, in his role as horse-god,
and foaled by the Gorgon Medusa; the brother of Chrysaor

Periclymenus an Argonaut, the son of two demigods, and the grandson of Poseidon, who granted
him the ability to change into various animals

peristyle entrance 1o an emperor’s privaie residence

Persephone the Gireek queen of the Underworld; wife of Hades: daughter of Zeus and Demeter.
Roman form: Proserpine

phalany 4 compact body of heavily armed troops
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Anyway. my dad trained me early 1o keep all my possessions ina single sultcase that fts in s
sirplane’s overhead compartment. My dad packed the samo way. except be was allowed an exia
workbag for s rchicology toos. Rl manber onc:  was ot w0 ook i is workbag.
Thats  rule | never broke uni the day ofthe explosion.

Ithuppenee on Chrstnas Eve. We were in Loodon for viitation day with my ister, Sudic.

e Dad's onlyalowed two deys o year with e —one i he wier,ons in e surmer
Because our grandparersshat Him. Afer our o died, her parents (o grandparent) had tis big
court batle wih D, Aflr i lawyer, two g, e o pear fial aack witha spatl (don't
sk, they won he right o kecp Sadic with e Eegland. She was only si, 0 ycars youngertan
e, and they coulda's keep s bot—at Jeast that was e excuse or ot tking me. S Sadie was

e as a Briish schoolkid, and aveled around it my dad. We only saw Sudie twice a year,
which was fns with e,

[Shutup, S, Yes-—1'm gt o ot |
So anyway, iy dad s just v s et e couple of delays, 1 was  dezly,
cold ernoon. The whole 1axirde st the ity.my dad scomod kind oFnervous.

Novw, my dd i big . You would't ok anyting could make i tervous. He s dark
brown skin ke e, piering brown eyes,  bald head, and a gntee, so e looks ke buffcvil
cienis. Thotafeemoon he wore it cashncr wier coa n his best beow i, heore he sed for
public ectures, Ussally e exes so moch confidence that o dominaes any oom he walks nio, bu
somotimes-—ike tht aferpoon-— | saw anher side t i that | g ally undersand. He kept
Tooking over s shocider ke we were being e

Do said s we were gening off he A-40 “What's wrorg?”

“No sighof e e musered. Then e sty realaad he'd spoken loud, becanse e looked
at e ki ofstared. “Nothing Carter. Everything's foe ™

‘Which boibered me becuuse my s  terible la. aways kew when e ws biding
samething. b 310 knew o amount of pestering would gt the ot of i e was probably
irying 0 protec e, though fromwht | did't o, Soetimes [ worsdesed b I some dark
et i is st somsold ety olowing i, maybe: bt the deaseered ridiculo. Dad s
justanarchacologis.

“The e thing that eoubled me: Dad was lushing bis workbag. Usially when he does . i
reans e n danger. Like e time gamnen sormed our ol in o, e shotscontrg roes
e lobby st ran dwnsain 0 chek on ey dad. By the ime | gt thre,he s justcalmly ripping
g bis workbig whale (e unconscious simen s by e feet rom e chandelic, ther robes
flling over her eads 50 you could s their oser shorts. Dad climed ot o have witnessed
anyhing and inhe e the polie blamed  freak ehandelir malincion.

Amocher i, we gt caught i iot n Pais. My dad fundthe nearest parked car,pushed e
il e backscst and old e 0 tay down. | pressed el against e floorbrds o kept 1y cyes
sht tight 1 ould hear Dad o he driver' sat, g i is bog. mubling sorcthing b bl
il o yeld an desroyed tings outside. A few miutes Lt e fod e it was fe 10 et
u, Every oler car onthe biock ad bece overtured and sct onfir. Our car ad beea feshly washed
and polished, and several twenty-curo ot o been ke der the widshicld wiper.
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“Here.” she said. handing it over.
Jason's eyes widened. “How... That was like halfa mile!”
‘ve been practicing,” she said, though it wasn't true.

She hoped she hadn't accidentally cursed Jason's sword by summoning it, the way she cursed
jewels and precious metals.

Somehow, though, she thought, weapons were different. After all, she’d raised a bunch of
Iperial gold equipment from Glacier Bay and distributed it to the Fifth Cohort, That had worked out
okay.

She decided not to worry about it. She felt so angry at Hecate and so tired of being manipulated
by the gods that she wasn't going to let any trifling problems stand in her way. “Now, if there are no
other objections, we have a robber o meet.”
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“Eh.” said Annabeth. 1 liked the arai, or even Akhlys better.
“They are my children as well!”
Percy stifled a yawn. “Got a lot of children, huh?”

*“I.am the mother of all terrors!” Nyx cried. “The Fates themselves! Hecate! Old Age! Pain!
Sleep! Death! And all of the curses! Behold how newsworthy I am”™





images/00386.jpg





images/00147.jpg





images/00146.jpg





images/00267.jpg





images/00130.jpg
What a depressing thought. Only Titans would see such a beautiful place as a potential oupost of
the abyss—a hellish home away from home.

Bob struck off o the left. They followed. The air defiritely got colder. Amabeth pressed against
Percy for warmth, He put his arm around her. I felt gnod being close to him, but she couldn't elax.
“They'd entered some sort of forest. Towering black trees soared into the gloom, perfectly round
and bare of branches, like monstrous hair follicles. The ground was smooth and pale.
‘With our luck. Annabeth though, we’re marching through the armpit of Tartarus.

Suddenly her senses were on highalert, as if somebody had snapped a rubber band against the
base of her neek. She rested her hand on the trunk of the nearest ree.

“What is i€7” Percy raised his sword.

Bob tumed and fooked back, confused. “We are stopping?™

Annabeth beld up her hand for silence. She wasn't sure what had set her off: Nothing looked
different. Then she realized the tree trunk was quivering She wondered momeniarily if it was the
Kitten's pur: but Small Bob had fallen asleep on Large Bob's shoulder.

A few yards away, another tree shuddered.

“Something’s moving above us,” Amabeth whispered. “Gatber up.”

Bob and Percy closed ranks with her, standing back t0 back.

Annabeth steained her eyes. trying to see above them nthe dark, but nothing moved.

She hiad almost decided she was being paranoid when the first monster dropped to the ground
only five fect sway.

Anvabeth's first thought; The Furies.

“The creature looked almost exactly like one: a wrinkled hag with batlike wings, brass tlons,
and glowing red eyes. She wore a tatered dress of black silk, and her face was twisted and ravenous,
like a demoric grandmother in the mood to kill.

Bob grunted as another one dropped in front of him. and then another in fron of Percy. Soon
there were half a dozen surrounding them. More hissed in the rees above.

“They couldn't be Furies, then. There were only three of those, and these winged hags didn’t
carry whips, That didn't comfort Ammabeth. The monsters” talons looked plenty dangerous,

“What are you?" she demnded.

The arai, hissed a voice. The curses!

Anvabeth tried 10 Iocate the speaker, but none of the demons had moved their mouts, Their eyes
Tooked dead; their expressions were frozen, like a puppet’s. The voice sinply floated overhead like a
movie narrator’s, as if a single mind controlled all the creatures.

“What—what do you want?” Anabeth asked, trying (o mainiain a tone of confidence.

“The voice cackled maliciously. 7o curse you, of course! To destray you a thousand times in
the name of Mother Night!

*Only a thousand times?” Percy murmured. “Oh, good. .| thought we were i trouble.”

“The circle of demon ladies closed in.






images/00251.jpg
Blood. heading through the woods toward Bunker Nine.
He jumped over the creek. Instead of landing on softearth,his feet it something much farder.
CLANG,

Metal,

Excited, Leo dug through the mulch unil he saw the glintof bronze.

“Oh, man.” He giggled like a crazy person as he excavated the scraps.

He had no idea why the stuff was here. Hephaestus was alwisys tossing broken parts out of his
godly workshop and litiering the carth with scrap metal, but what were the chances some of it would
hit Ogygia?

Leo found a handfl of wires,  few bent gears, a pision that might sl work, and several
hamemered sheets of Celestial bronze—the smallest the size of a drink coster, the largest the sz of s
war shield.

I wasn't  lot—not compared to Bunker Nine, or even o his supplies aboard the Argo 11, But it
was more than sand and rocks.

He looked up at the sunlight winking through the cedar branches, “Dad? If you sent this here for
me—thanks. [Fyou didt..well, thanks anyway.”

He gathered up his treasure trove and lugeed it ack to bis campsite.

After that the days passed more quickly, and with a lot more noise.

First Leo made himselfa forge out of mud bricks, each one baked with his own fiery hands. He
found a large rock he could use as an anvil base, and he pulled rails from his 1ool belt unil he had
enough to meltinto & plate for a hammering surface.

Once that was done, he began 1o recast the Celestial bronze scraps. Each day his hammer rang on
bronze unil his rock anvil broke. or his tongs bent, or be ran out of firewood.

Each evening he collapsed, drenched in sweat and covered in soat: but he felt great. At feast he
was working, trying o solve his problem.

“The firsttime Calypso came 1o check on him. it was to complain about the noise.

“Smoke and fire,” she said. “Clanging on metal all day long. You're scaring away the birds!”

“Oh, no, not the birds!™ Leo grumbled.

*What do you hope 1o dccomplish?™

He glanced up and almost smashed his thumb with his hammer. He'd been string at metal and
fire so long he'd forgotten how beautiful Calypso was. Annoyingly beauiful. She stood there with the
sunlight in her hair, her white skirt flutering arownd her legs, a basket of grapes and fresh-baked
bread tucked under one arm.

Lo tred to ignore his rumbling stomach.

“T'm hoping 10 get offthis island,” he said, “Thatis what you want, right?”

Calypso scowled. She set the basket near his bedroll. “You haven't eaten in two days, Take a
break and car.”

“Two days?” Leo hadn't even noticed, which surprised him, since he liked food. He was even
more surpriscd that Calypso fad noticed.

“Thanks," he muttered. “T'll uh, try o hammer more quietly.”
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taking a third person. That's the optimal number for a quest”

“Couch Hedge,” Frank blurted,

Percy stared at him, ot sure he'd heard correctly. “Uh, what, Frank?”

“The coach is the best choice,” Frank said, “The andy choice. He's a good fighter. He's a
certified protector, He'll get the job done.”

“A faun.” Reyna said.

“Satyr!” barked the coach. “And. yeah, I'll go. Besides. when you get to Camp Half-Blood,
you'll need somebody with camections and diplomatic skills o keep the Greeks from attacking you.
Justlet me go make & call—er, | mean, get my baseball bat™

He got up and shot Frank an unspoken message that Percy couldn't quite read. Despife the fict
thatbe'd just been volunieered for a likely suicide mission, the coach looked grateful. He jogged off
toward the ship’s ladder, tpping his hooves together like an excited kid.

Nico rose. “I should go, 100, and rest before the first passage. We'll meet at the statue at sunset.™

Once he was gon, Hazel frowned, “He's acting strangely. I'm ot sure e’ thinking this.
through”

“Hel be okay,” Jason suid.

“Thope you're right " She passed her hand over the ground. Diamonds broke the surfice—a
slittering malky way of stones. “We're at another crossroads, The Athen Parthenas goes west, The
Arga IT goes cast. T hope we chose correctly.”

Perey wished he could say something encouraging. but he felt unsetled. Despite all they'd been
hrough and all the baties they’d won. they stll scemed no closer 1o defeating Gaea. Sure, they'd
released Thanatos, They'd closed the Doors of Death. At least now they could kill monsters and make
them stay in Tartarus for a while. Bul the giants were back—all the gias.

“One thing bothers me,” he said. “Ifthe Feast of Spesis in two weeks, und Gaea needs the blood
of two demigods to wake—what did Clytius call it? The blood of Olympus?—then aren't we doing.
exactly what Gacs wants, heading 1o Athens? If we don't go, and she can't sacrifice any of us, doesn't
that mean she can't wake up fully?”

Annabeth took his band. He drank in the sight of her norw that they were back in the mortal world,
without the Death Mist, her blond hair catching the sunlight—even if she was still thin and wan, like
him, and her gray eyes were stormy with thought.

“Percy, prophecies cut both ways,” she sald. “If we don ' go, we may lose our best and only
chance to stop her. Athens is where our batte lies. We can't avoid it. Besides, trying to thwart
prophecies never works, Giaca could capture s somewhere else, or spll the blood of some ofher
demigods.”

“Yeah, you're right” Perey said. “I don't like it,but you're right "

“The mood of the group became as gloomy as Tartarus air, wiil Piper broke the tension.

“Well!" She sheathed her blade and patted her cormucopia. “Good picric. Who wans dessert?”






images/00129.jpg
Anabeth fel a lump in ber throat, Seeing the uge Titan and tis tiay Kiten wgether, she
suddenly felt insigrificant compared t the vastness of Tartsrus. This place had o respect for
anything —good or bad, small or large, wise or unwise. Tartarus swallowed Titans and demigods and
Kittcns indiseriminaely.

Bob knclt down and scooped up the cat. It ft perfectly in Bob's palm. but it decided o explore.
i climbed the Titan's arm, made tselF at home on his shoulder, and closed its eyes, purring like an
carthmover. Suddenly its fur shirmmered. In a flash, the kitten became a ghostly skeleton, as ifit had
stepped behind an X-ray machine. Then it was  regular kitien again.

Annabeth blinked. “Did you see—?"

“Yeah" Percy knit his eyebrows. “Oh. man...L know that Kittn. I's one of the ones from the
Smithsonian.

Amabeth ried to make sense of that. She*d never been 0 the Smithsonian with Perey.... Then
she recalled several years ago, when the Titan Atlas had captured ber. Percy and Thalia had led a
quest o rescue her. Along the way. they'd watched Atlas raise som: skeleton warriors from dragon
teeth in the Smithsonian Moseum.

According to Perey, the Titan's first atempt went wrong. He'd planted saber-toothed tiger teeth
by mistake, and raised a batch of skeleton kittens from the soil

“That’s one of them?” Annabeth asked. “How did it aet here?”

Percy spread his hands helplessly. “Atlas told his servants o take the kitiens away. Maybe they
destroyed the cats and they were reborn in Tartarus? | don't know.”

“It's cute,” Bob said, as the Kitten sniffed his car.

“Butis it safe?” Annabeth asked.

“The Titan scratched the Kitien's chin. Ammabeth didn’t know if it was a good idea, carrying
around s cat grown from s prehisiorie ot but obviously it dids't mater now. The Titan and the cat
ad bonded.

“Iwill call him Small Bob,” said Bob, “He is a good morser.”

End of discussion. The Titan hefied his spear and they continued marching into the gloom.

Annabeth walked in a daze, trying not 0 think sbowt pizza. To keep herself distracted, she watched
Small Bob the kitten pacing across Bob's shoulders and purring, occasionally turning fnto a glowing
ity skeleton and then back 10 calico fuz-ball.

“Here,” Bob anounced.

He stopped so suddenly, Annabeth almost ran into bim.

Bob stared offto their lef, as if deep in though.

“Is thi the place?” Anmabeth asked. “Where we go sidewa)s

“Yes,” Bob agreed. “Darker, then sideways.”

Amnabeth couldn'ttoll f it was actually darker, but the air did scem colder and thicker, as if
they’d stepped into a different microclinate. Again she was reminded of San Francisco, whete you
could walk from one neighborhood (o the next and the temperature might drop ten degrees. She
wordered if the Titans had buil their palace on Mount Tamalpais because the Hay Area reminded
them of Tartars,
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pass here in the time it took bis friends on the Argo 1/ to have breakfast.

Either way,be needed 0 get off this il and.

Calypso took pity on Him i some ways. She st her invisible servarts 1 feave bowls o sew
and goblets of apple cider tthe edge of e garden. Sh evensent i few rew sets of clothes—
simple, e coton pant and shirts that she must have e on her loom. They fthmso well, Leo.
worslered bow she”d goten his measurcmens, Maghe she st used hr Beneric e for SCHAWNY-
i

Aryway. e was had 10 Have pew hreads,sinebisold ones were prety smelly and buened up.
Ustally Lo could keep is lothes from buring when he caught ir, but i ok concentation.
Sometiros back a ca, i e wast" hinking about i, he'd be working on some metal project at the
ot forge, ook down, and ealize s lothes had bumed vy, except o his magic fool belt and
smoking i ofwderwear. Kind ofembarrassing.

Despite the gifs, Calypso abiously did’t wané 0 s Bim. One time he poked bis bead inside
he cave and she freaked ot ellng and trowing pots u is ead.

Veab she was deffitely on Team Leo.

He ended up pithing a more pectnent cap near th oot where the beach e the s
Tht sy e was close enoush 10 pick up his e, bus Calypso did't v 0 see himad g0 nlo
potthrowing rage.

He made i esr-to with sicks and canvas, He dug a campiie pit. He even managed o
bl el a bench and a workiable rom some drifiwood aa dead ceda branches. e spent hours
fixing he Arcimedes spher, leaning i a repairing it crcuits He ade irsel s corpass, but
the e would spinallcray o matcr what e red. Leo gussed a GPS would have bee weless
oo, This sl was designed o be offthe chart, frpossibl o leave.

e emenbered the ol brone astrolabe he'd picked up in Bologn—the ore the dwarfs fold
i dysscn hod rmade. H ad  sncaking suspicion O\ysscin b been tinking abovt his sland
when he cansiructed it,but unforiunaety Leo had ef it back on the sip with Buford the Wonder
Table. Besides, the dwarfs had told him he asrlabe did't work. Something sbout 8 missing.
eyl

He walked the each, worndering why Khion: ud sent i bere-—assuming s Landing here
wasn'tan scciden. Why no just il im instead? Maybe Khions wanied him o be i imbo forever.
Perbips e knew th s were 100 incapuciated 10 pay atesion 0 Opgi, 50 heisland’s
imagic was broken. That could be why Calypso was sl stuck here, and why the mugic afl wouldn's
appeas for Leo.

Or muyhe the magic of this place was working ust fin. The gods pueished Calypso by sending
e buffcourageons dudes who lft s s00n asshe el forthem. Maghe that was the probiem Calipso
would rever Tl for Lo, She wana i 0 leave. S0 they were stock ina vicious circe. I that was
Khione's plan...wow. Major-league devioun.

Then one morning he mude a iscovers, ad things got evea more conplicated.

Lo was walking i the s, fllowing it brook that an between two big cedar trees He liked

ihis area—it s theonly i on Ogygs where he ol scethesea, 50 b could pretend he
wasntstuck on an sland. I the shade f th trees, healmost i ke he was back i Camp Half-
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nover explored if? Daedalus had created it 0 be a living, growing maze. Over the centuries it had.
spread ke the oot o re ke he atire sursce of he world, Sur, it could ke you anywhere
Distunce inside was meaningles. You could enter th maze in New York. walk fen et and xit e
muze i Los Angeles-—bus anly if you found a reliable way 1 navigat. Otherwis the Labyrih
would rick you ad ty o il you st every turm. When the el network collapsed e Doedalus
did, Percy had becn rlieved. The idea tha he mze was regenerating ielf, honcycombing s way
under the carth again and providing o spacious e home for monsters. . that it make him happy.
He had enough problems aleady

“For one thing™ he suid, “Ihe passages in the Labyrinth are way foo small for the At
Parthenos, Thers’s o chn you could ks it dawn there—"

“And even f the e i reopening.” Amabeth coninued, “we don'tknow wht it might b lke
w1t was dangerous enough befoe, under Daedalus's ortzol, and b wasn'tevil. I Pasphué s
remade the Labyrinh the way she wansed...” She shook her head. “Hzel, mayhe your udergroun
scoses could e Reym through,butho one lse would sand a chance. And we need you bere.
Besides. if you got lost down tere-

“You're righ.” Haze!said ghumly. “Never mind.”

Reymm cast hereyes around the group, “Oter ideas?”

1 conld g9, Frank ofered, ot sounding very happy about i, I 'm s praceo, | should go.
Magbe we could rig some sort o led,or—*

“No, Fruok Ziang " Reym give hima weary smile. “{ hope we will work sde by side inthe
e, b for o your place s with hecrew of s ship. You are ane o e seven of the prophey.

“I'mpot” Nico sid.

Eyerybody stopped cating, Percy tred acros he ircleaf Nico, rying o decide i he was
joking

Hazel set dowa e fork “Nico—

I g0 with Reym,” be sid. 1 can ransport the stave with shadow-travel "

“Uh..” Py raised is hand. | mean, | know you just go all cigh of us o the surface, and that
was awesoms. But e a0 you said transporting just yoursel/ ws dangsrous nd uprdiciable. A
couple of s o ended up n Chiva. Transporting fory-foot satu and two people
acrossthe world—"

“1've changed since | cams back from Tartarus™ Nico's eyes litiercdwith angr—more:
intensely than Prcy udersiood. He wondered i h'd done something o ofend the gy
Nico,” Jason ffervened, “We're ot questoning your power. We just wani o ke sure you
dont il yoursef trsing

1 can do i e inised. 111 ke short jups—a few bundred miles each time s e, afer
cach jump 1 worr's b inany shape o fed o orsters. 1] e Reyna 10 defind me and the state.™

Reyne hud an excellnt poker face. She sticd the roup. scaning e faces, b beraying
vone of her own houghts, “Any objectons?”

No one spoke.

“Very well," she said, with e fnuity of a jue. IFshe b a gavel, Percy suspecied she would
Have banged . 1 s b befer option. But here will be mary monser atiacks. 1 would fel beter






images/00132.jpg





images/00253.jpg
needed to be oiled at the hinge, and—

“Oh, yeah,” Calypso said. ina pretty good imitation of his voice. “You're really warming up to
o

For once, Leo was specchless, Calypso’s eyes glitiered. He knew she was making fun of him,
bt somehow it did'tfeel mean.

She poinied at s worktable. “What are you building?”

“Oh" He looked atthe bronze mireor, which he'd just inished wiring up to the Archimedes
sphere. In the screen’s polished surface, his own reflection surprised him. His bair bad grown out
fonger and curlicr. His face was thinner and more chiscled, maybe because he hadn't been cating. His
eyes were dark and a litle ferocious when he wasa't smiling—kind of a Tarzan look, if Tarzan came:
in extra-small Latino, He couldn't blame Calypso for backing away from him.

Uh it a seeing device,” he said. “We found one like this in Rome. i the workshop of
Avchimedes. If] can make it work, maybe I can find out what's going on with my friends.”

Calypso shook her head. “That's impossible. This island is hidden, cut off from the world by
strong magie. Time doesn't even flow the same here.”

“Well, you've got to have some kind of outside contact. How did you find out that | used 1o wear
anarmy jacket?”

‘She twisted her huir as if the question mode her uncomfortable, “Secing the pastis simple magic.
Secing the present or the future—that is not.”

“Yeah, well,” Leo said. “Watch and learn, Sunshine. | just comect these last two wires, and—"

“The bronze plate sparked. Smoke billowed from the sphere. A flash of fire raced up Leo's
sloeve. He pulled off his shirt,threw it down, and stomped on it

He could tell Calypso was tring not 1o laugh, but she was shaking with he effort.

“Nota word.” Leo warned.

She glanced at his bare chest, which was sweaty, bony, and streaked with old scars from
weapor-making accideats.

“Nothig worth commenting on,” she assured him. “IF you want that device 10 work, perhaps you
should try a musical invocation.”

“Right,” he said. “Whenever an engine malfimctions, | like to tap-dance around it. Works every
time”

She took a deep breath and began 10 sing.

Her voice it him like a cool breeze—like that first cold front in Texas when the summer heat
finally breaks and you start o believe things migh et bette. Leo couldn't understand the words, but
the song was plaintive and bitiersweet, as if she were describing a home she could never returm fo.

Her singing was magic, oo doubt. But it wasn'tlike Medea’s trance-inducing voice, or even
Piper’s charmspeak. The music dida’t want anything from him It simply reminded him of his best
memorics—building things with his mom in her workshop: siting in the sunshine with his friends at
canp, It made him miss home.

Calypso stopped singing Leo realized he was staring like an idiot.

“Any lock?™ she asked,
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gold and bronze blades ringing in the night. Jason and Frank stood at the helm. talking in low tones—
‘maybe telling stories of the legion, or sharing thoughs on being praetor.
fe've got a good crew,” Percy said. “IF I have to sail to my death—"
“You're not dying on me, Seaweed Brain,” Annabeth said. “Remember? Never separated again.
And afier we get home..”
“What?" Percy asked.
She kissed him. “Ask me again, once we defeat Gae:
He smiled, happy to have something to look forward to. “Whatever you say.”
As they sailed farther from the coast, the sky darkened and more stars came out.
Percy studied the constellations —the ones Annabeth had taught him so many years ago.
“Bob says hello,” he told the stars.
The Argo Il sailed into the nigh.
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XXV

HAZEL

EVERYTHING SMELLED LIKE POISON. Two days afier leaving Venice, Hazel still couldn’t get the
noxious scent of eau de cow monster out of her nose.

“The seasickness didn't help. The Argo // sailed down the Adriatic, a beautifl gittering expanse
of blue; but Hazel couldn't appreciate it, thanks to the constant rolling of the ship. Above deck, she
tried 1o keep her eyes fixed on the horizon—the white cliffs that always seemed justa mile or 5o to
the cast. What couniry was that, Croatia? She wasn't sure. She just wished she were on solid ground
again.

“The thing that nauseated her most was the weasel.

Last night, Hecate’s pet Gale had appeared in her cabin. Hazel woke from a nightmare, thinking,
What is that smell? She found a furry rodent propped on her chest, staring at her with its beady black
eyes.

Nothing like waking up sreaming, kicking off your covers, and dancing around your cabin while
a weasel scanpers between your feet, screeching and farting.

Her friends rushed to her room to see if she was okay. The weasel was difficult to explain.
Hazel could tell that Leo was trying hard not to make a joke.

Inthe morning, once the excitement died down, Hazel decided to visit Coach Hedge, since he
could talk 1o animals.

She’d found his cabin door ajar and heard the coach inside, talking as if he were on the phone
with someone—except they had no phones on board. Maybe he was sending a magical Iris-message?
Hazel had heard that the Greeks used those a lot.

“Sure, hon,” Hedge was saying. “Yeah, | know, baby. No, it’s great news, but—" His voice
broke with emotion. Hazel suddenly felt horrible for cavesdropping.

She would've backed away, but Gale squeaked at her heels. Hazel knocked on the coach’s door.
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“Huh” She sounded unimpressed.

Afierthat,she didn't complain sbout the noise ot the smoke.

The net ime she visited, Leo was puting the final touches on bis first project, He dida't sce hee
unil she spoke ight behind him.

“brought you—"

Lo jumped. dropping his wires. “Bronze bulls, gir! Don'tsnesk up on e ke that!”

She was wearing red today—Leo's favorite color. That was completely irrclevan. She looked
veally good n red. Also irtelevant.

| wasn'tsneaking.” she said. 1 was bringing you these."

he showed bim the clothes that were folded over her am: a new pair of jeans, a whie T-shirt,
an army futigoe jacket..wait, those were fis clothes, except tha they couldn't be. His original army.
jicket had burned up morts ago. He hads't been wearing it when be landed on Ogygia. But the
clothes Calypso held looked exactly like the clothes he'd been wearing the first day be'd arrived at
Camp Half-Blood—except these looked bigger, resized o fit bim better,

“How?™ be ssked.

Calypso st the clothes at i feet and backed away as if b were a dangerous beast. 1 do have a
Hitle magic, you know. You keep burning through the clothes I give you, so | thought | would weave
something less flammmable.

“These won'tburn?” He picked up the jears, but they el just like normal derim.

“They are completely fireproaf.” Calypso promised, “They Il sty clean and expand o it you,
should you ever become less serawny.

“Thanks,” He meant it 0 sound sarcasic, but e was bonestly impressed. Leo could make a lot
Ofthings, but an nflammable, self-cleaning outfit wasn't one of them. *So...you made an exact replica
of my favorite oufit. Did you, like, Google ms or something?”

She frowned. “] don't know that word.™

“Youlooked me up,” be ssid. “Almost ke you had some inerest n me.”

e wrinkled her nose. “T hove an imerest in ot making you a new set of clothes every other
day. | bave an interest in your notsmelling: o bad and walking around my istand in smoldering rags.”

*Oh, ™ Leo grinned. “You're really warming up 1o me.”

Her fice got even redder, “You are the mostinsufferable person | have ever met! Twas oy
eturning 1 favor, You fixed my founiain.™

“That?™ Leo laughed. The problem had been so simple, he'd almost forgotien abou it. One of the
bronze satyrs had gotten tumed sideways and the water pressure was off, o it staricd making an
annoying icking sound. jigelng up and down. and spewing wae over the rim ofth pool. He'd
pulled outa couple of fools and fixed it i about o minutes, “That was o big deal. 1 don't ke it
when things don't work right

“And the curtains across the cave entrance?”

“The rod wasn'tfevel.”

“And my gadening tools”"

“Look, | just sharpened the shears. Cuting vines with 1 dull blade is dangerous. And the prusers
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strength that rmust have taken.

Anvabeth walked up the hill 1o join them. She took Percy’s hund, which made himfeel betier

“Good luck.” she told Nico.

“Yeah." He didn't meet her cyes. “Youtoo.”

A minue lster, Reyna and Coach Hedge arrived in full armor with packs over their shoulders.
Reym looked grim and ready for combat Coach Hedge grimed like he was expecting  suprise
party.

Reyna gave Annabeth a bug, “We will succeed, she promised.

“Fnow you wil,” Anabeth said.

Caach Hedge shouldered his baseball bat “Yeah, don't worry. I'm going 10 get o camp and see:
iy baby! Uh. | mean I'm going to gt this baby o camp!” He patted the leg of the Athers Partheoos.

“All ight” said Nico. “Grab the ropes, please. Here we go."

Reya and Hedge took hold. The sir darkened. The Athena Parthenos collapsed ko ts own
shadow and disappearcd, along with ts three escorts.

The drgo I sailed afier nightfll

“They veered southwest unil they reached the coast,then splashed down in the fonian Sea. Percy
was relieved to feel the waves bencath him again.

Tt would have been a shorter tip 1o Athens over land. but ater the crew’s experience with
mouniain spirit in Haly, they'd decided not o ly over Gaea’s teritory any more than they had 10
“They would sail around the Greek mainland, following the roues that Greek heroes had taken in the
ancient tmes,

“That was fine with Percy, He loved being back in is fither’s clemeni—with the fresh sea ar in
His s and the salty spray on his arms. He stood atthe starboard rail and closed his eyes, seasing
the currents beneath them. But imges of Tartarus kept burming i his mind—the River Phicgethon, the
blistered ground where morsters regenerated, the dark forest where arai circled overhead in the
blood-mist clouds, Most o al, he thought about a hut i the swamp with a warm fire and racks of
dryimg herbs and drakon jerky. He wondered if tha hut was enpty now.

Anmabeth pressed next o bim at the rail, her warmth roassuring.

“know,” she murmured, reading his expression. I can't get that place out of my head, either.”
“Damasen.” Percy said, “And Bob..."

“Lknow.” Her voice was fragile. “We have to make their sacrifice worth it We have 1o beat

Gae

Percy stared into the night sky. He wished they were lookingat it from the beach on Long sland
vather than from hal vay around the world, sailing toward almost certain death.

He wondered where Nico, Reyra, and Hedge were now, and how long it would take therm to
make it back—assuming they survived. He imagined the Romans drawing up batle lines right now,
encircling Camp Half-Blood.

Fourteen days o reach Athens. Then ane way or another, the war would be decided.

Over inthe bow, Lea whistled happily as he inkered with Festus's mechanical brain, mustering
something about a crystal and an astrolabe. Amidships, Piper and Hazel practiced their swordplay,
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They scooted over to make room for her in the circle. She sat cross-legged next to Annabeth,
picked up a cheese sandwich, and nibbled at the edge.

“S0," Reyma said, “Frank Zhang... practor.”

Frank shified, wiping erumbs from his chin. “Well, yeah Field promotion.”™

“To lead a different legion.” Reyna noted. “A legion of ghosts.”

Hazel put her arm protectively through Frank’s. After an hour n sick bay, they both looked a lot
better; but Percy could tll they weren't sure what 1o think about their old boss from Camp Jupiter
dropping in for lunch.

“Reyna,” Jason said, “you should've scen him”

“He was amazing,” Piper agreed.

“Frank is a leader,” Hazel insisted. “He makes a great practor.”

Reyna's eyes stayed on Frark, like she was trying to guess his weight “I believe you” she said.
“Iupprove.”

Frank blinked. “You do?

Reyna smiled dryly. “A son of Mars, the hero who helped 1o bring back the eagle of the legion. .
1ean work with a demigod fike that. I'm just wondering how (0 convince the Twelfth Fulminata.”

Frank scowled. “Yeah I've been wondering the same thing."

Percy still couldn’t get over how much Frank had changed. A *“growth spurt” was putting it
mildly. He was at least three inches taller, less pudgy, and more bulky, like a lincbacker. His face
Tooked sturdier, his jawline more rugged. It was as if Frank had turmed into a bull and then back o
barman, but he’d kept some of the bullishness.

“The legion willlisten 0 you, Reyna,” Frank said. “You made it here alone, across the ancient
fands.”

Reyma chewed her sandwich as ifit were cardboard, “In doing so, | broke the laws of the
Tegion.™

“Caesar broke the law when he crossed the Rubicon;” Frank said. “Great leaders fave to think
outside the box sometimes.”

She shook her head. “I'm not Cacsar. Afler firding Jason's note in Diocletian’s Palace, tracking
you down was easy. | only did what | thought was necessary.”

Percy couldn’t help smiling. “Reyna, you're toa modest. Flying halfiay across the world by
yourselfto answer Amabeth's plea, becase you knew it was our best chance for peace? That's
pretty freaking heroic.

Reyna shrugged. “Says the demigod who fell into Tartarus and found his way back ™

“He bad felp,” Anmabeth said.

“Oh obviously.” Reym said. “Without you 1 doubt Percy could find his way out of a paper
bag”

“True.” Anmbeth agreed.

“Hey!” Percy conplained.

The others started laughing, but Percy didn't mind. It felt good to sec them smile. Heck. just
being in the mortal world felt good, breathing un-poisonous air, enjoying actual sunshine on his back.
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‘The black fog seeped into her body, tuming her bones into moist Styrofoam.

She wondered i her message would get o Rachel Dare, If Rachel could somehow carry her
proposal to Reyma without getting killed in the process....

Aridiculous hope. said the voice in'her head. You have only put Rachel in danger. Even if she
finds the Romans, why should Reyna trust you after all that has happened?

Ammabeth was tempied to shout back atthe voice. but she resisted. Even f she were going crazy,
she didn't want to faok like she was going crazy.

She desperately needed something o 1ft her spiris. A drink of actual water. A moment of
sunlight. A warm bed. A kind word from her mother.

Suddenly Bob stopped. He raised his hand: Wait,

“What?” Percy whispered.

“Shh" Bob warned. “Ahead. Something moves.”

Annabeth strained her ars. From somewhere in the fog came a deep thrumming noise, like the
idling engine ofa large construction vehicle. She could feel the vibrations through her shoes.

“We will surround it,” Bob whispered. “Each of you, take  flank ™

For the millionth time, Anabeth wished she fad her dagger. She picked up s chunk of jugged
black obsidian and crept to the lefl. Percy went right, his sword ready.

Bob took the middle, his spearhead glowing in the fog.

“The humming got louder, shaking the gravel at Ambeth's feet. The noise seemed to be coming
from immediately in front of them.

“Ready?" Bob murmured.

Ammabeth crouched, preparing to spring. “On three?"

“One,” Percy whispered. “Two—"

A figure appeared in the fog. Bob raised his spear.

“Wait!” Ancabeth shricked.

Bob fioze just in time, the point of his spear hovering an inch above the head of a tiny calico
Kitten.

“Rrow?" said the kitten clearly unimpressed by their atiack plan It butted its head against Bob’s
footand purred loudly.

It seemed impossible. but the deep rumbling sound was coming from the kitten. As it purred, the
gound vibrated and pebbles danced. The kitten fixed its yellow, lamp-like eyes on one particular
rock, right between Annabeth’s fict, and pounced.,

“The cat could"ve been a demon or a horrible Underworld monster in disguise. But Annabeth
couldn’t help it. She picked it up and cuddled it. The litle thing was bony under its fur, but otherwise
itseemed perfecty normal.

“How did..." She couldn’t even form the question. “What is a kitien doing...7"

“The cat grew impatient and squirmed out of her arms. It landed with a thump, padded over to
Hob, and started purring again as it rubbed against his boos.

Percy laughed. “Somebody likes you, Bob.™
“It must be & good monster.” Bob looked up nervously. “Isn't it?™
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LI

LEO

THE FIRST FEW DAYS WERE THE WORS

Leo slept outside on a bed of drop cloths under the stars, It got cold at night, even on the be:
the summer, 5o he built fires with the remains of Calypso’s dining table. That cheered him up a litle.

During the days, he walked the circumference of the island and found nothing of nterest—unless
youliked beaches and endless sea in every direction. He tried to send an Iris-message in the
Tainbows that formed in the sea spray, but he had no luck. He didn't have any drachnuas for an
offering, and apparently the goddess Iris wasn't interested in nuts and bolts.

He didn't even dream, which was unusual for him-—or for any demigod-—so he had no idea what
was going on in the outside world. Had his friends gotten rid of Khione? Were they looking for hirm,
ar had they sailed on o Epirus to complete the quest?

He wasn't even sure what to hope for.

‘The dream he'd had back on the Argo /7 finally made sense to him—when the evil sorceress lady
bad told him to either jump ofFa clifTinto the clouds or descend into a dark tnnel where ghostly
voices whispered. That tunnel must have represented the House of Hades, which Leo would never sce
now. He'd taken the cliff instead —falling through the sky to this stupid island. Butin the dream, Leo
had been given a choice. In real ife, he’d had nane. Khione had simply plucked him off his ship and
shot him into orbit. Totally unfair.

‘The worst part of being stuck here? He was losing track of the days. He woke up one morning
and couldn't remernber if he*d been on Ogygia for three nighis or four,

Calypso wasn't much help. Leo confonted her in the garden, but she just shook her head. “Time
i difficult here.”

Great. For all Leo knew, a century had passed in the real world, and the war with Gaea was
over for better or worse. O maybe he’d only been on Ogygia for five minutes. His whole life might

in
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“When we take over command,” Frank suggested, “our first order of business should be to load
Octayian ko the nearest catapult and fire him s ar away a5 possible ™
“Agreed.” Reyra sid. “Bu for o
He's ient ot war.” Amabeth put . “He'll hav it, nless we sop him”

Piper e he blade of e ife. “Unfortunatly,tht' ot the worstof . [ saw images of a
possible fture—the camp in flmes, Roman and Greek demigods ying dead. And Gaea...” Her
voice filed her.

Percy remembered the god Tartars i physical form, looming over him. He'd never el such
et . He il b wilh e, oy o sl ot of

You might as well iy o kil the carth, Tarias had said

1FGaca was that powerful, i she e an army of giais at berside, Perey dida't se< Bow seven
derigods could sop her, especially when most ofthe gods were incapacitated, They had 10 10p the
s before Gaea WOKE, OF it was AT Over.

b Adher Parros was a sccrt weapon aking it o Atbens was prety empting Heck,
Porey Kind of liked th conch's idea of wing it s a missle and sending Gaca up ina godly nuclear
mstroom clovd.

Unforunately, s gt 01 i hat Annsbeth was right The sate belonged back on Long Isfand,
Where it g be abl 10 st0p the war betwee he two canys.

S0 Reym takes the statue,” Percy sad. “And we continue on 0 Athers.

Lo shaged. “Cool with me. Bus, b, few pesky logistical problemms. We got whit—iwo
wecks il that Roman feast day when Gaa i supposed o rise™

“The Feast of Spes” Jason said. “That's on e frst of Augmst. Today is—

“July cightcenh,” Frank offered. “So, yeah, from tomorrow, exactly fourtecn days.™

Hazel winced. “I took us eighteen days 0 gt from Roms o here-—a rip that should v only
taken wo or three days, max.

S0, given our usal lock.” Leo s, “mayhe we have enough e 1 et the Argo 1110 Atbes,
i the giants, and siop ther from Waking Gca. Maybe. B how is Reym suppased 10 pet this
massive siatue back o Carp Hal FBlond beore the Greeks and Rormans put ach oher trough the
birder? She doewn't even have he pegisus anymore. Un, sorry—"

“Fine,” Reym srapped, She might b treating them ke allies rtber than enerries, but Percy
Soud el Rl o o a4 ot Lo, ekl b ' d Bl il Fors
inNew Rome.

She woka deep breath, “Unfortuately, Leo js correct. | don't see how I can transport something
<o large, T was assuning—wel, 1 was boping you all would ave an answer.™

“The Labyrinth." Hazel said. “{—1 mean, i Pasiptoe really hasreopened it and | think she
Has...” She looked a Percy apprebersively, “Well, you said the Labyrinth could take you anywhere.
So muybe—

“No.” Percy and Annibeth spoke i wison.

“Not o shoot you down, Hazel,” Percy ssid. “I's ust...”

He strugaled 10 find the right words, How could he describe the Labyrinth o someone who'd
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“Fine.” he said. “I'll leave you alone. I'll build something myself and get off this stupid island
‘without your help.”

She shook her head sadly. “You don't understand, do you? The gods are laughing at both of us. If
the raft will not appear, that means they've closed Ogygia. You're stuck here the same as me. You can
never leave.”
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Suddenly he thought of Bob. Tell the sun and stars hello for me.

Percy’s smile melted. Bob and Damasen had sacrificed their ives so tht Percy and Amabeth
could sit here now. enjoying the sunlight and laughing with their fiends.

Itwasn't fuir.

Leo pulled a tiny screwdriver from his tool belt. He stabbed a chocolate-covered strawberry
and passed it to Coach Hedge. Then be pulled out another screwdriver and speared a second
strawberry for himself
So, the tweaty-million-peso question.” Lea said. “We got tis slightly used forty-foot-tall satuc.
of Athens. What do we do with it?”

Reyna squinted at the Athens Parthenws. *As fine as it looks on this hill, | dida't come all his
way 10 admire it. According o Annabeth, it must be returned to Canp Half-Blood by & Roman leader.
Do Tunderstand correctly?™

Anabeth podded. “1 had a dream down in...you know, Tararus, | was on Half-Blood Hill and
Athena’s voice said, / must stand here. The Roman must bring me.”

Percy studicd the stauc uneasily. He'd never had the best relationship with Amabeth’s mom. He
kept expecting Big Mama Status 10 come alive and cherw him out for geting her daughier inio s0 much
trouble—or maybe just stcp on him without a word.

“It makes sense.” Nico said.

Percy flinched. It almost sounded like Nico had readt his mind and was agrecing that Athena
should step on him.

“The son of Hades sat at the other end of the circle, cating nothing but half a pomegranate, the fruit
of the Underworld. Perey wondered if that was Nico's idea of a joke.

“The statue s powerdil symbol,” Nico said. “A Roman returing it o the Greeks...that could
Teal the historic rifl, maybe even heal the gods of their split persoralities.”™

Conch Hedge swallowed his strawberry along with halfthe screwdriver, “Now, bold on. Tlike
peace as much as the next satyr-

“You hate peace,” Leo said.

“The point is, Valdez, we're only—what,  few days from Athens? We got an army of gianis
waiting for us there. We went 10 al the trouble of saving this statue—"

1 Went 10 most of the trouble.” Annabeth reminded him.

“—because that prophecy called it the giants " bane.” the coach continued. “So why aren't we
taking it0 Athens with us? I's obviously our secret weapon.” He eyed the Athens Parthenos. “It
Tooks like a ballistic missile to me. Maybe if Valdez srapped some engines to it—"

Piper cleared her throat, “Uh, great dea, Coach, buta lot of us have had dreams and visions of
Goea rising a1 Camp HalFBlood...”

‘She unsheathed her dageer Katopiris and set it on her plate. At the moment, the blade showed
nothing except sky, but looking at it still made Percy uncomfortable.

“Since we got back to the ship,” Piper said, “I've been secing some bad stuffin the knife. The
Roman legion i almost within sriking distance of Camp Half-Blood. Theyre gathering
einforcements: spirits, cagles, wolves.”

“Octavian.” Reyna growled. “1 fold him to wait
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Hedge poked his head out, scowling as usual, but his eyes were red.

“What?” he growled

“Um....sorry,” Hazel said. “Are you okay?"

“The coach snorted and opened his doar wide. “Kinda question is that?™

There was no one else in the room.

“I—"" Hazel tried to remember why she was there. “1 wondered if you could talk to my weasel.™

The coneh’s eyes mrrowed. He lowered his voice. “Are we speaking in code? I there an
intruder aboard”"

“Well, sort of

Gale peeked out from bebind Hazel's feet and staried chatiering

The coach looked offended. He chattered back at the weasel. They had what sounded like a very
intense argument.

“What did she say?" Hazel asked.

“A ot of rude things.” grumbled the satyr. “The gist of it she’s here 1 see how it goes.”

“How what goes?"

Coach Hedge stomped his hoof. “How am I supposed to know?
a straight answer, Now, if you'll excuse me, I've got, ub, stuff.

He closed the door in her face,

bes a polecat! They never give

After breakfast, Hazel stood at the portrai, rying 10 settle her stomich. Next o her, Gale ran up and
downthe railing. passing gas; but the strong wind offthe Adriatic helped whisk it away.

Hazel wondered what was wrong with Coach Hedge, He must have been using an Iris-message
1o talk with someone, but if he'd gotten great news, why had he looked so devastated? She'd never
scen him so shaken up. Unfortunately, she doubted the coach would ask for help if he needed it. He
wasn't exactly the warm and open type.

She stared at the white cliffs in the distance and thought sbout why Hecate had sent Gale the
polecat.

She's here 1o see how it goes.

Someting was aboutto happen. Hazel would be tested.

She didn't understand how she was supposed to learn magic with no training. Hecate expected
her to defeat some super-powerfil sorceress—the lady in the gold dress, whom Leo had described
from his dream. But how?

Hazel bad spent all her free time trying to figure that out. She'd stared at her spatha, rying 1o
make it look like a walking stick. She"d tried to summon a clowd (o hide the full moon. She'd
concentrated until her eyes erossed and her cars popped. but nothing happened. She couldn’t
manipulate the Mist.

The last few nights, her dreams had gotien worse. She found hersel back in the Fields of
Asphodel, drifting aimlessly among the ghosts. Then she was in Gaca’s cave in Alaska, where Hazel
and ber mother had died as the ceifing collapsed and the voice of the Earth Goddess wailed in anger.
She was on the stairs of her mother's apariment building in New Orlears, face-1o-face with her father,
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He refocused on the bolographic images. Now he saw a single rider—Reyna, the practor from
Carnp Jupitcr—ying througha storm anth back of a it brown pegass. Reyna's dar i few in
e . Her porple closk flucrd. rvealing he glimmer of her rmor, She was biccding fom cuts
oner arms and face. Hr pegasia’s cyes were wild, is mouh slberng from hrd riding:but Reyrm
pecred siadistly forward it e siorm.

As Leo watched, a wild gryphon dived out of e clouds. It aked i claws agross e borse's
vttt throwing Reyna. She drew ber sword aed slashed e monsir down. Seconds e, e
enil appeared—dark ai spirits swirling ike miniature toradoes lacd it ighning Reyma
chaged them,yeling defandly.

“Then he bronze mirror wenkdark.

“Nol" Leo yelld. “No, ot sow. Show me what appens!” He banged on the o, “Calypso,
can you it again or somesing?”

St glared i him "1 suppose ht i your girfriend? Your Pnelope? Your Elzabeth? Your
Amabett?”

“What?* Leo coulds' e this ir ot the st sad mode o sense. “Thar's Reym.
She'snot my ilrend! e 1o sce more! T ecd—"

NEED, & volce rumbled i the srows bencath his et Leo sgered,suddenly fecling like b
s standing o e surfce of rampolioe.

NEED is a overused word, A swirling arsn e enpied fom ihe sand—Leo's least
favorie goddess, the Miszes of Mo, the Pincess of Poy Slgs Gaca herself.

Leo trew  pair of plers ather. Unfortmately she was'sold, and ey passed ight heough.
Her eyes were closed,but she did't ok asleep. exacly She had a sl on er dust devil foce, s if
she were el isteing o ber favorie song. er sandy robes shifled and folded. emiding Leo of
e dulting fins on that supid trimplla morste they'd fought n the Adaic. For is morey,
though, Gaca was ugic.

Yo want 10 lie, G said. Yo want o join vour fiends. But you do ot e this, my poor
oy, It woud make nodifference. Your riends vill die, regardles.

Leo's legs shook.He haid i, but whenever s wich appeared, el ke e was cightyears
old agai, rapped in he by o is oys machine shop,lsening fo Gaca' soothing evil voice
i i mther s locked inide the baing warchouse, dying from heat and smoke.

“What o' e e growled, s mare i fom you, Dit Fce. You old me y greai-
randdad dicd i he 19605, Wror! You old e | coukdt save my frirsin Rone. Wror! You
told e a ot of tings.”

Gaea's Lagverwas 1 soft rsling sound, ke dis icklng down il inhe s mormes of
anavalanche.

v 10 help you make berer choices You could bave saved yourself. Bt you defid me .
everystep. You bl your sip, You foined that foolis quest, Now sou are rapped here,helpless,
il the mortol world dies.

Lo’ s bors o e, He warsed 0 el Goca's sy fce 0 las. Thenhe et
Calypso's hund on his sbouider.

G Her voiee was stermand sieady. "You are ot welcome.”
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astrolabe an instrument used to navigate based on the position of plancts and stars

Athena the Greek goddess of wisdom Roman form: Minerva

Athena Parthenos a gia statue of Athem, the most famous Greek statue of all time

augury a sign of something coming. an omen the practice of divining the future

aurum gold; the mame of one of Reyn’s two metallic greyhounds that can detcet lies

Auster Roman god of the South Wind, Greek form: Notus

Bacchus the Roman god of wine and revelry. Greek form: Dionysus

ballista (ballistac, pl.) a Roman missile sicge weapon that launched a large projectile at a distant
target (see also scorpion ballista)

barracks the living quarters of Roman soldiers

Bellona s Roman goddess of war

Boreads Calais and Zethes, sons of Boreas, god of the North Wind

Boreas god of the North Wind. Roman form: Aquilo

braccae Latin for trousers

Bunker Nine 1 hidden workshop Leo discovered at Camp Half-Blood, filed with tools and
weapons, tis at least two hundred years old and was used during the Demigod Civil War.

Cadmus a demigod whom Ares tumed info a snake when Cadmus Killed his dragon son

Calypso the goddess nymph of the mythical island of Ogygis: a daughier of the Titan Atlas. She
detained the hero Odysseus for many years,

Camp Half-Blood the trairing ground for Greek demigods, located on Long Island, New York

Camp Jupiter the training ground for Roman demigods, located between the Oakland Hills and the
Berkeley Hills, in California

catapuit a military machine used to hurl objects

Celestial bronze  rare metal deadly to monsiers

centaur a race of creatures that is half human, half horse:

centurion an officer of the Roman army

Ceres the Roman goddess of agriculture. Gireek form: Demeter

charmspeak a blessing bestowed by Aphrodite on her children that enables them to persuade others
with their voice

chiton a Greek garment; a sleeveless piece of linen or wool secured at the shoulders by brooches
‘and at the waist by a belt

Circe a Gireck goddess of magic

Clytius a giant created by Gaea to absorb and defeat all of Hecate’s magic

Cocytus the River of Lamentation in Tartarus, made of pure misery

cohort one of ten divisions in a Roman legion: a group of soldiers

Colosseum an eliptical amphitheater in the center of Rome, lialy. Capable of seating fifly thowsand
spectators, the Colosseum was used for gladiatorial contests and public spectacles, such as






images/00133.jpg





images/00254.jpg
“Uh..." He forced his eyes back t the bronze mirror. “Nothing. Wait..."
“The screen glowed. Inthe air above it bolographic pictures shimmered o life.

Leo recognized the commons at Camp Hal-Blood.

There was 0o soud, but Clarisse LaRue from the Ares Cabin was yelling orders at the campers,
forming them o lines. Leo’s brethren from Cabin Nine hurried around, fiting everyone with armor
and passing out weapors.

Even Chiron the centaur was dressed for war. He trotted wp and down the ranks, his plumed
helmet gleaming. his legs decked in bronze greaves. His usual friendly smile was gone, replaced with
a look of grim determination.

Tnthe distance, Greek tiremes floated on Long Isfand Sound, prepped for war. Along the hills,
catapults were being primed. Satyrs patrolled the fields, and riders on pegasi circled overhead, alert
for serial attacks.

“Your friends?” Calypso asked.

Leo nodded. His face felt numb, “They're preparing for war,”

“Against whom?"

“Look.” Leo suid.

“The scene changed. A phalanx of Roman demigods marched through a moonlit vineyard. An
illumined sign in the distance read: GOLDSMITH WINERY .

“P've scen that sign before,” Lea said. “That's pot i from Camp HalFBlood.™

‘Suddenly the Romn ranks deteriorated info chaos. Demigads scattered. Shields fell. Javelins
swung wildly, like the whole group had stepped in fire arts,

Darting through the moonlight were two small huiry shapes dressed in mismatched clothes and
garish hats. They seemed to be everywhere at once —whacking Romans onthe bead, stealing their
weapons, cuting their belts so their pants fell around their ankles.

Leo couldn't help grinning. “Those beauiful lite troublemakers! They kept their promise.”

Calypso leaned in, watching the Kerkopes, “Cousins of yours?”

“Ha, b, b, 0.” Leo said. “Couple of dwarfs | met in Bologns. | sent thern to slow down the.
Romans, and they're doing it

“But for how long?” Calypso wondered.

Good question. The scene shifled agiin. Leo saw Octavian—that no-good blond scarecrow of an
augur. He stood ina gas station parking lot, surrounded by black SUVs and Roman demigods. He held
up a long pole wrapped in canvas. When he uncovered it a golden eagle glimmered t the top.

“Oh that's not good,” Leo said

“A Roman standard.” Calypso noted.

“Yeah, And this one shoots lightning, according to Percy.”

As so0n s he said Percy’s nan:, Leo regretted it He glanced at Calypso. He could see in her
eyes how much she was strgging, trying 1o marshal her emotians ino neat orderly rows like strands
on'her loom. What surprised Leo most was the surge of anger he fel, |t wasa' just annoyance or
fealousy. He was mad at Percy for hurting tis girl.
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Glossary

Achelous a porams, o river god

Acgis Thalia Grace's terror-inducing shield

Acolus god of all winds.

Akblys Greck goddess of misery: goddess of poisons; controller of the Death Mist; daughter of
Chaos and Night

Aleyoneus the cldest of the gianis born to Gaea, destined to fight Pluto

Alodai twin gianis who atiempted 1 storm Mount Olympus by piling three Greek mountains on 10p
of each other. Ares tried 10 stop them, but he was defeated and imprisoned in a broze um, until
Hermes rescued him. Artemis later brought about the giants” destruction when she raced
between them in the form of'a deer. They both took aim with thir spears, but missed and
instead struck each other.

Aphrodite the Greek goddess of love and beauty, She was marricd to Hephacstus, but she loved
Ares, the god of war. Roman form: Vennss

Aquilo Roman god of the North Wind. Greek forme Bareas

Arachne a weaver who claimed to have skills superior to Athena's. This angered the goddess, who
destroyed Arachne’s tapestry and loom. Arachoe hung herself, and Athens brought ber back to
life as a spider.

arai ferale spirits of curses; wrinkled hags with batlike wings, brass tlons, and glowing red eyes:
daughiers of Nyx (Night)

Archimedes a Greek mathermatician, physicist, engincer, inventor, and astronomer who lived
between 287-212 ucr and is regarded as one of the leading scieatists in clussical antiquity; be
discovered how 1o determine the volume of a sphere

Ares the Greek god of war: the son of Zeus and Hera, and half brother to Athera, Roman form: Mars

argentum silver. the name of one of Reyna’s two metallic preyhounds that can detect lies

Argo IT the fantastical ship built by Leo, which can both sail and fly und has Festus the bronze
dragonas s fgurehead. The ship was named afer the Argo, the vessel used by a band of
Greek heroes who accomparied Jason on his quest o find the Golden Fleece.

Argonauts in Greek mythology. a band of heroes who safled with Jason on the Argo., in search of the
Golden Flecce

Ariadne a daughier of Minos who hefped Theseus escape from the Labyrinh

Arion an incredibly fast magical horse that runs wild and free, but occasionally answers Hazel's
summons: his fvorite snack is gold mugeets
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refused. He spent most of his time up in the rigging, where he didn’t have to talk with the rest of the
crew.

Since he’d been tumed into a corn plant in Venice, he’d only gotten more reclusive and morose.

“I don't know.” Hazel admiltted. “He's been through a lot. Getting captured in Tartarus, being
held prisoner in that bronze jar, watching Percy and Annabeth fll..."

“And promising to lead us to Epirus.” Frank nodded. *1 get the feeling Nico doesn't play well
with others.”

Frank stood up straight. He was wearing a beige T-shirt with a picture of a horse and the words
a0 D S1EN. He'd only bought it a couple of days ago. but now it was too small. When he stretched,
his midriff was exposed.

Hazel realized she was staring. She quickly looked away, her face flushed.
ico is my only relative,” she said. “He’s not easy 1o like, but...thanks for being kind to him.”

Frank smiled. “Hey. you put up with my grandmother in Vancouver. Talk about nof easy t0 like.”

“Iloved your grandmother!”

Gale the polecat scampered up to them, farted, and ran away.

“Ugh.” Frank waved away the smell. “Why is that thing here, anyway?”

Hazel was almost glad she was't on dry land. As agitated as she felt, gold and gems would
probably be popping up all around her feet.

“Hecate sent Gale to observe,” she said.

“Observe what?"

Hazel tried to take comfort in Frank’s presence, his new aura of solidity and strength.

1 don’tknow.” she said at last. “Some kind of test”

Suddenly the boat lurched forward.
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LEO

LEO THOUGHT HE'D BEEN BUSY BEFORE. When Calypso set her mind to something, she was a
machine.

Within a day, she’d gathered enough supplies for a weeklong voyage—food, flasks of water,
herbal medicines from her garden. She wove a sail big enough for a small yacht and made enough
1ope for all the rigging.

She got so much done that by the second day she asked Leo if he needed any help with his own
project.

He looked up from the circuit board that was slowly coming together. “If 1 didn't know better,
T think you were anxious 1o get rid of me.”

“That's a bonus.” she admitied. She was dressed for work in.a pair of jeans and a grubby white
“T-shirt. When he asked her about the wardrobe change, she claimed she had realized how practical
these clothes were after making some for Leo.

In the blue jeans, she didn’t look much like a goddess. Her T-shirt was covered with grass and
dirt stains, like she’d just run through a swirling Gaea. Her feet were bare. Her cinnamon-toast hair
was tied back, which made her almond eyes look even larger and more startling. Her hands were
calloused and blistered from working with rope.

Looking at her, Le felt a tugging in his stomach that he couldn’t quite explain.

“So?” she prompted.

“So...what?"

She nodded at the circuitry. “So can 1 help? How is it coming?

“Oh, uh, I'm good here. I guess. If  can wire this thing up to the boat, I should be able to
navigate back to the world.”
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Pluto, His cold fingers gripped her arm. The fubric of his black wool suit writhed with imprisoned
souls. He fined her with his dask anry cyes and said: The dead see what they believe they will see.
Sodo the living, That is the secrer

He'd never said that to ber inrealIfe. She o o idea what it meart.

“The worst rightmures seemed lke gfimpses of the firure. Hazel was stumbling throvgh a dork
aneel while a worman's lghter echoed around ber.

Control his ifvou can, chid of Pluto, the womsn unied.

A olways, Hazel dreamed about he imsges she'd s at Hecate's crossraads; Leo flling
hrough the sky: Percy and Amabeth ying unconscious, possibly dead, in rons of black metal doors:
and a shvouded figure looming sbove themn —the giant Clytus wrapped i darkness.

Net o her on the ail, Gale the weasel ehitiered impatiently. Hazel was tempied 0 push the
stpid rodent ino the sea.

1 can't even control my own dreams, she wasted 0 scream How am | supposed to control the
Mis?

e was so miserable, she didn'tnotice Frank undil e was standing at her sde.

“Feclingany better?” b asked.

He tookber hand, his fngers completely covering hers. She could'tbelieve how much taller
he'd gotten. He hud changee into so many animmls, she wasn't sure why one more transformation
should amaze ber...butsuddenly be'd growninto his weight, No one could cll him pudgy or cuddly
anymore. He looked ike » foorball player, solid and srong, with 1 new cemer of graviy. His
shoulders had broadened. He walked with more confidence.

‘Wht Fank had done on that bridge in Venice...Hazel was il in awe. None of them hd
actully seen th batle, but b0 one dorbted it. Frank’s whole bearing ad changed. Even Leo had
stopped making jokes at is expense.

“Pm—'mall fight” Hazel managed. “You?”

He smiled, the comers of his ees crinkling “I'm, uh. aller, Otherwise. yeah. 'mgood. |
averr'trally. you know, changed inside.

His voice beld a litle ofthe old doubt and awhwardess—ibe voiee of her Frank, who always
worricd about being a Klutzand messing up.

Hazel feltreeved. She liked that part of oy AL i,
Shed been worried tat his personality had changed as well

‘Now she was staring o tela abou hat. Despite sl i strengh. Frank was the same sweet gy,
He was sill sulnerable. He sl trusted her with s biggest wenkness—he piece of magical
firewood she carred in her coat pocket, next 1o he heart.

1 know, and I'm gl She squeczod his band, “I1's..it’s acuslly potyou I'm worried sbout ™

Frank grunned. “How's Nico doing?”

Ste'd been thinking aboutrersci ot Nico, bus she followed Frank's gaas o the top of the.
foremast, where Nico was perched on the yardarm.

Nico claimed that be lked 0 ksep waich becase he had good eyes. Hazel knevw thot wasn't the
reason, The op of the mast was one of the few places on board where Nico could be alore. The
others ad offered himthe s of Prey’s cabin, snee Percy was...well, absent. Nico adarmly

new uppearance had shocked her.
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Leo wished he could sound as confident as Calypso. Then he remembered that this annoying
fifteen-year-old girl was actually the irmmortal daughter of a Titan.

A, Calypso. Gaea raised her arms as iffor a hug. il here, 1 see. despite the gods” promises.
Why do you think that is, my dear grandchild? Are the Olympians being spitefil, leaving you with
W0 company except this undergrown fool? Or have they simply forgotten you. because you are not
worth their time?

Calypso stared straight through the swirling face of Gaca. all the way o the borizon.

Yes, Gaea murmred sympathetically. The Olympians are faithless. They do not give second
chances. Why do you hold out hope? You supported your faher, Atlas, in his great war. You knew
that the gods must be destroyed. Why do you hesitate now? | offer you a chance that Zeus would
never give you.

“Where were you these lat three thousand years?" Calypso asked. *If you are so concerned with
my fae, why do you visit me only now?”

Gaea turned wp her palis, The earth is slow 10 wake. War comes in its own time. But do not
think it will pass you by on Ogygia. When I remake the world, this prison will be destroyed ay well.

*Ogygia destroyed?” Calypso shook her head. as if she couldn't nmsigine thase fwo words going
together.

You do not have 10 be here when that happens, Gaca promised. Join me now. Kill this boy.
Spill his lood upon the earth, and help me 10 wake. | will free you and grant you any wish.
Freedom. Revenge against the gods. Even a prize. Would you still have the demigod Pere
Jackson? 1 vill spare him for you. I will raise him from Tartarus. He will be yours to punish or o
love. as you choose. Only killthis trespassing boy. Show your loyalry.

Several scenarios went through Leo's head—none of them good. He was positive Calypso
would strangle him on the spot, or orde her invisible wird servants to chop him into a Leo purée.

‘Why woulda't she? Gaea was making her the ultimate deal—kill one annoying guy, get
handsome one frec!

Calypso thrust her hand toward Gaea in a three-fingered gesture Leo recogrized from Carp
HalfBlood: the Anciert Greek ward againstevil. “This is not just my prison, Grandmother. It is my
home. And you are the trespasser.”

“The wind ripped Gaca’s form into nothingness, scattering the sand nto the blue sky.

Lo swallowed, “U, don't take this the wrong way, but you didn't Kifl me. Are you crazy?”

Calypso’s eyes smoldered with anger, but for once Leo didn't think the anger was aimed at him.
“Your friends must need you, or else Gaza would not ask for your death.”

“h—uh, yeah. | gess.”

“Then we have work to do.” she said. “We must get you back to your ship.™
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mock sea battles, animal hunts, exceutions, reenactments of famous battles, and drams.

cormucopia a large horn-shaped continer overflowing with edibles or wealth in some form. The
cortucopia was created when Heracles (Roman: Hercules) wrestled with the river god
Achelous and wrenched off one of his borrs.

Cupid Romun god of fove. Greek form: Eros

Cyclops a member of a primordial race of giants (Cyclopes, pl.), cach with a single cye in the
‘middle of his or her forchead

Daedalus in Greek mythology, s skilled craftsman who created the Labyrinth on Crete in which the
Minotaur (part man, part bull) was kept

Damasen giant son of Tartarus and Gaea; ereated to oppose Ares; condemned to Tartarus for
slaying a drakon that was ravaging the land

Demeter the Greek goddess of agriculture; a davghter of the Titans Rhea and Kronos. Roman form:
Ceres

denarius (denari, pl.) the most cormmon coin i the Roman currency system

Diocletian the last great pagan emperor, and the first 1o retire peacefully: a demigod (son of Jupiter).
According to legend. his scepler could raise a ghost army.

Diomedes a principal Greek hero inthe Trojan War

Dionysus the Gireek god of wine and revelry;  son of Zeus. Roman form: Bacchus

Doors of Death the doorway to the House of Hades, located in Tartarus. The Doors have two sides
—one in the mortal world and one in the Underworld.

drachma the silver coin of Ancient Greece

drakon a gigantic yellow and green serpent-like monster, with rills around its neck, reptilian eyes,
‘and huge talons: it spits poison

dryads tree nymphs

Earthborn Gegenees in Greek; monsters that wear only a loincloth and have six arms

eidolons possessing spirits

Elysium the section of the Underworld where those who are blessed by the gods are sent 1o rest in
eternal peace affer death

empousa a vampire with fungs, claws. a bronze left leg. a donkey right leg, hair made of fire, and
‘skin as white as bone. Empousai [pl.] have the ability to manipulate the Mist, change shape,
and charmspeak in order 1o attract theie mortal victims.

Epirus a region presently in nortiwestern Greece and sowhern Albania

Eris goddess of suife

Eros Greek god of love, Roman form: Cupid

faun a Roman forest god. part goat and part man. Greek form: satyr

Favonius Ronan god of the West Wind. Greek form: Zephyros

Fields of Asphodel the section of the Underworld where peaple who lived neither a good nor a bad
life are sent afler death
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mimes.
“A few mimutes" Anabeth reached for her dugger, then remembered she dida’t have it
“Yes...well, | hink mimtes...” Bob scratched his silvery hair. “Time is hard in Tartarus. Not
the same.”
Percy crep 1o the edge of the crater. He peered back the way they'd come. “1 don't see anything.
bt that doesn't mean ruch. Bob, which giants are we talking about? Which Titans?”
Bob grurted. “Not sure of names, Six, muybe seven. | can serse them”
‘Six or seven?” Amabeth wasn't sure her barbecue would stay down. “And can they sense

“Don't know.” Bob siiled. “Bob i different! But they can smell demigods, yes. You two smnell
very strong. Good strong. Like...hmm Like butiry bread!™

“Butiry bread,” Annabeth said, “Wel, tht's great.”

Perey climbed back t the alar, “Is it possible to kill a giantin Tortarus? | mean, since we don't
have a god 1 help us?”

He looked at Amaabeth s if she actally had an answer.

“Percy, | don'tknow. Traveling in Tartars, ighting monsters here...its never becn done.
before. Maybe Bob could hefp us kill  gian? Maybe  Titan would count as a god? | justdon't
know.”

“Yeah,” Perey said. “Okay.”

She could see the worry in is eyes. For years, he'd depended on her for answers. Now, when
e needed ber most,she couldn't help. She hated being 5o clueless. but nothing she'd ever leared at
camp had prepared ber for Tartarus. There was only one thing she was sure of, they bad t keep
moving. They couldn't be caught by ix or seven bosile immortals.

e stood, sill disoriened from ber nightmares. Bob started cleaning w, collccting thei trash in
alitle pile, using his squirt botle o wipe offthe altar.

“Where 10 now?" Ammabeth asked.

Perey pointed at the stormy wall of darkness. “Bob says that way. Apparently the Doors of Death

“You told i Anvabeth didn’t mean it 10 come out 5o harsh, but Percy winced.

“While you were asleep,” he admittcd. * Annabeth, Bob can belp. We need a ide.”™

“Bob helps!” Bob agreed. “Ino the Dark Lands. The Doors of Death...hmen, walking suaight 10
them would be bad. Too many monsters gathered there. Even Bob could not sweep that muny, They
would kill Percy and Amabeth in about two seconds.” The Titan frowned. “1 think seconds. Time is
Hard in Tartars,”

“Right.” Amabeth granbled. “So s there another way?”

Hiding." said Bob. “The Death Mist could hide you™

“Oh...” Annabeth suddenly felt very sl inthe shadow of the Titan. “Uh, what s Death Mist?”

“It i dangerous,” Bob said. “But i the lady wil give you Death Mist, it might hide you If we
can avoid Night The lady is very close to Night, That is bad."

“The lady.” Percy repeated.
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LEO

THE WAY LEO FIGURED 1T, he spent more time crashing than he did flying.

I there were a rewards card for frequent crashers. he’d be, like, double-platinum level.

He regained consciousness as he was fiee-falling through the clouds. He had a hazy memory of
Khione taunting him right before he got shot into the sky. He hadn't actually seen her. but he could
never forget that snow witeh's voice, He had no idea how long he’d been gaining altitude, but at some
point he must have passed out from the cold and the lack of axygen. Now he was on his way down,
heading for his biggest crash ever.

‘The clouds parted around him. He saw the ittering sea far, far below. No sign of the Argo /1.
No sign of any coastline, familiar or otherwise, except for one tiny island at the horizon.

Leo couldn’t ly. He had a couple of minutes at most before he’d hit the water and go ker-splat.

He decided he didn't like that ending to the Epic Ballad of Leo,

He was still cluiching the Archimedes sphere, which did’t surprise him. Unconscious o not, he
would never let go of his most valuable possession. Witha litle maneuvering. he managed to pull
some duct tape from his tool belt and strap the sphere to his chest. That made him look like a low-
budget Iron Man, but at least he had both hands free. He started to work, furiously tinkering with the
sphere. pulling out anything he thought would help from his magic tool belt: a drop cloth, metal
extenders, some string and grommets.

Working while falling was almost impossible. The wind roared in his ears. It kept ripping tools,
screws, and canvas out of his hands, but finally he constructed a makeshift frame. He popped open a
hatch on the sphere, teased out two wires, and connected them to his crossbar.

Hov long until he hit the water? Maybe a minute?

He turned the sphere’s control dial, and it whirred into action. More bronze wires shot from the
orb, intuitively sensing what Leo needed. Cords laced up the canvas drop cloth, The frame began to
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HAZEL

HAZEL ALMOST FELT SORRY FOR CLYTIUS.

They attacked him from every direction—Leo shooting fire at his legs, Frank and Piper jabbing
athis chest, Jason flying into the air and kicking him in the face. Hazel was proud to see how well
Piper remembered her sword-fighting lessons.

‘Each time the giant’s smoky veil started creeping around one of them, Nico was there, slashing
through it, drinking in the darkness with his Stygian blade.

Percy and Annabeth were on their feet, looking weak and dazed, but their swords were drawn.
‘When did Annabeth get a sword? And what was it made of —ivory? They looked like they wanted to
help, but there was no need. The giant was surrounded.

Clytius snarled, turning back and forth as if he couldn’t decide which of them to kill first. Wait!
Hold still! No! Ouch!

“The darkness around him dispelled completely, leaving nothing to protect him except his
battered armor. Ichor 0ozed from a dozen wounds. The damage healed almost as fast as it was.
inflicted, but Hazel could tell the giant was tiring.

One las Jason flew at him. kicking him in the chest, and the giant’s breastplate shattered.
Clytius staggered backward. His sword dropped to the floor. He fell to his knees, and the demigods
encircled him.

Only then did Hecate step forward, her torches raised. Mist curled around the giant, hissing and
bubbling as it touched his skin.

“And so it ends,” Hecate said.

It does not end. Clytius’s voice echoed from somewhere above, muffled and slurred. My
brethren have risen. Gaea waits only for the blood of Olvmpus. It took all of you together to defeat
me. What will you do when the Earth Mother opens her eyes?
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crevice. Inthe darkness below stood Reym, the practor of New Rome. Her cloak was the color of
blood iesh from a vein. Her gold armor glited. She stared up, her face regal and distant, and spoke
dircctly nio Amnabeth’s mind.

You have done well, Reyma said, but the voice was Athena’s, The rest of my journey mis be on
the wings of Rome.

“The practor's dark eyes urmed as gray asstorm clouds.

7 muststand here, Reyna wid . The Roman must bring e,

“The hil shook. The ground rippled as the grass became fods ofslk—the dress of a mussive.
goddess. Gaca rose over Camp Hal-Blood—her siceping face as large us a mounain.

Helllounds poured over the hils, Giant, six-armed Earthborn, and wild Cyelopes chirged from
the beach, tearing down the dining pavilion, setting fire to the cabins and the Big House.

Hurey. said the voice of Athenw. The message mist be sen,

“The ground split at Anmabety's feet and s fel inio darkness.

Her eyes flew open. She cried out, grasping Percy’s arms. She was still in Tartaus, at the shrine
of Hermes,

“It's okay." Perey promised. “Bod drearms?"

Her body tingled with dread. “Is it—is it my frn to waich?™

“No, w0 We're good. et you slecp.™

“Pereyt®

“Hey, i’ fne. Besides, 1 was foo excited 0 sleep. Look ™

Bob the Titan sat cross-legged by the altar, happily mnching a piece of pizz,

Annabeth rubbed her eyes, wondering i she was stilldreaiming.“Is tht...pepperoni ™

“Buro offrings.” Percy said. “Sacrifices o Hermes from he mortal world. | guess. They
appeared ina cloud ofsmoke. Weve got hla ot dog, some grapes, a plaie of roast beef, and a
packsge of peant MEM's.”

“M&M's for Bob!™ Bob said happily, “L, that ckay?*

Annabeh dids't protest. Percy brought ber the plate of roast beef, and she wolfed it down. She'd
ever asted anyiing s0 good. The brisket was il ot with exacly the same spicy sweet gz s
the barbecue at Camp Hal-Blood.

“0 know, said Percy, reading ber expression. I thirk i is from Camp Hal-Blood,”

“The idea made Amnabeth gddy with homesickness. At every meal,the campers would bum a
portion oftheir food to honor their godly parcrss. The sioke supposedy pleascd th gods, but
Amnabeth hud rever thought about where the food went when it was burned. Maybe the offrings
reappearcd on the gods" altars in Olympus.. or even here, inthe middle of Tartarus.

“Peanut MAM's,” Annabeth s, “Cormor Stoll always bumed a pack for his dad at dinecr.™

She thought abou it in the dirie pavilion, watching the sunset over Long Iland Sound. That
was the first place she and Percy hud iy kissed. Her cyes smaricd.

Percy put his hand on ber shoulder. “Hey. this i gaoc, Actual food from home, right

She nodded, They fiished eating insilence.

Bob chomped down the last of his M&M's. “Should go now. They will be here ina few
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“Yeah,” he said. “Yeah, okay.”
“We have to get away from this cliff;” Annabeth said. “If Akhlys brought us here as some kind of
ifice...”
Percy tried to think. He was getting used to moving with the Death Mist around him. He felt more
solid, more like himself. But his mind sill felt stuffed with coton.

“She said something about feeding us to the night” he remembered. “What was that about?”

‘The temperature dropped. The abyss before them seemed to exhale.

Percy grabbed Annabeth and backed away from the edge as a presence emerged from the void—
a form so vast and shadowy, he felt like he understood the concept of dar' for the frst time.

“Timagine,” said the darkness, in a feminine voice as soft as coffin lining, “that she meant Night,
witha capital N. Afier all, 1 am the only one.”
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She couldn’t give up now. She forced herself to stand. Her side felt like it was embedded with
razor blades. Her sword lay on the ground about five feet away. She staggered toward it

“Clytius?” she shouted.

She meant it to sound like a brave challenge, but it came out as more of a croak.

At least it got his attention. The giant turned from Leo and the others. When he saw her linping
forward, be laughed.

Agood try, Hazel Levesque, Clytivs admitted. You did better than I anticipated. But magic
alone cannot defeat me, and you do not have sufficient strength. Hecate has failed you, as she fuils
all of her followers in the end.

“The Mist around her was thinning. At the other end of the room. Le tried to force-feed Percy
some ambrosia, though Percy was stll pretty much out of it. Atnabeth was awake but strugeling,
barely able o lift her head.

Hecate stood with her torches, watehing and waiting —which infuriated Hazel so much. she
found one last burst of energy.

She threw her sword—not at the giant, but at the Doors of Death. The chains on the rightside
shattered. Hazel collapsed in agony, her side burning, as the Doors shuddered and disappeared ina
flash of purple light.

Clytius roared so loudly that a half dozen stelae fell from the ceiling and shattered.

“That was for my brother, Nico.” Hazel gasped. “And for destroying my father’s altar.”

You have forfeited your right 1o a quick death, the giant snarled. 1 will suffocate you in
darkness, slowly, painfully. Hecate cannot help you. NO ONE can help you!

The goddess raised her torches, “T would not be so certain, Clytius. Hazel's friends
needed a little time to reach her—time you have given them with your boasting and bragging.”

Clytius snorted. Vhat fviends? These weaklings? They are no challenge.

In front of Hazel, the air rippled. The Mist thickened, creating a doorway, and four people
stepped through.

Hazel wept with relief, Frank’s arm was bleeding and bandaged, but he was alive, Next o him
stood Nico, Piper, and Jason—all with their swords drawn.

“Sorry we're late,” Jason said, I this the guy who needs killing?"

ly
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“Uh....” Percy looked doubtful, but he touched the cap to the hilt of the sword. Riptide shrank
backinto a ballpoint pen. but now the writing point was exposed.

“May 17" Annabeth plucked it from his hand. She flattened the mapkin against the altar and began
to write. Riptide’s ink glowed Celestial bronze.

“What are you doing?” Percy asked.

“Sending a message,” Annabeth said. “1 just hope Rachel gets it

“Rachel?” Percy asked. “You mean our Rachel? Oracle of Delphi Rachel?”

“That's the one.” Annabeth suppressed a smile.

Whenever she brought up Rachel’s name, Percy got nervous, At one poin, Rachel had been
interested in dating Percy. That was ancient history. Rachel and Annabeth were good friends now. Bu
Annabeth didn’t mind making Percy a little uneasy. You had to keep your boyfriend on his toes.

Amnabeth finished her note and folded the napkin. On the outside, she wrote:

Comnor,
Give this to Rachel. Not a prank. Don’t be a moron.
Love,
Annabeth

She took a deep breath. She was asking Rachel Dare to do something ridiculously dangerous, but
it was the only way she could think of to communicate with the Romens—the only way that might
avoid bloodshed.

“Now I just need to burn it,” she said. “Anybody got a match?”

“The point of Bob’s spear shot from his broom handle. It sparked against the altar and erupted in
silvery fire

*“Uh, thanks.” Annabeth lit the napkin and set it on the altar. She watched it crumble to ash and
wondered if she was crazy. Could the smoke really make it out of Tartarus?

“We should go now.” Bob advised. “Really. really go. Before we are killed.”

Annabeth stared at the wall of blackness in front of them. Somewhere in there was a lady who
dispensed a Death Mist that might hide them from monsters—a plan recommended by a Titan, one of
their bitterest enemies. Another dose of weirdness to explode her brain.

“Right.” she said. “I'mready.”





images/00242.jpg
clicking noises in the center of the wreckage.

“Sphere!” he yelled. “Come to Papa!”

He skidded to the bottom of the crater and snatched up the sphere. He collapsed, sat cross-
egped. and eradied the device in his hands. The brorze surface was searing hot, but Leo did't care.
Twas still i one piece, which meant he could use it

Now, if he could just fure out where he was, and how to get back to his fricnds...

He was making a merial fist of ools he might need when a girl’s voice interrupted him: “What
are you doirg? You blew up my dining table!”

Immediately Leo thought: Uk-oh.

He'd met ot of goddesses, but the girl laring down at him from the edge ofthe crater acually
fooked like a goddess.

She wore a sleeveless white Greek-style dress with a gold braided belt. Her hair was long.
steaight, and golden brown—almostthe same cinmamorr-twast color as Hazel’s, but the similarity o
Hazel ended there. The girl’s ice was milky pale, with dark. almond-shaped eyes and pouy lips. She
Tooked maybe fifteen, sbout Leo’s nge, and, sure, she was pretty; but with that angry expression on her
face she reminded Leo of every popular girl i every school he'd ever atiended—the ones who made.
fun of him, possiped s lot. thought they were so superior, and basically did everything they could to
make his life miscrable.

Leo disliked her instantly.

“Oh I'msorry!™ he said. “1just fel out of the sky. | consirusted a belicopie in midair, burstinto
flames halfivay down, crash-landed, and barely survived. But by all means—let’s talk about your
dining table!™

He snuched up i blfmelied goblet. “Who puts a dining table on the beach where innocent.
demigods can crash into it? Who does that™

“The il clenched her fists. Leo was pretty sure she was going to march down the crater and
punch him in the fice. Instead she looked up at the sky.

“REALLY?” she screamed at the empty blue. “You want to make my curse even worse? Zeus!
Hephaestus! Hermes! Have you 0o shar

“Uh...” Leo noticed that she'd just picked three @ods 1o blame, and one of them was his dad. He

‘Show yoursclf” the girl yelled at the sky, campletely ignoring Leo. “It's not bad enough | am
exiled? It's not bad enough you ke away the few gaod heroes I'mallowed to meet? You thiok it's
fumny 1 send me this—this charbroiled runt of a boy 1 ruin my tranquility? This is NOT FUNNY!
Take him back!”

“Hey, Sushine,” Leo sai
She growled like a cornered animal.
with me 7w so | an get you off my island!
“Well, since you asked so nicely..."
Leo didn’t know what the crazy girl was so worked up about, but b did't really care. I she

'm right here, you know.*
Do nor call me Sunshine! Gt out ofthat hole and come:
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“Yes." Bob pointed ahead of them into the inky blackness. “We should go.”

Perey glanced at Annabeth, obviously boping for guidance, but she had none. She was thinking
about her nightmare —Thalia’s tree splintered by lightning. Gaea rising on the hillside and unlcashing
her monsters on Camp Half-Blood.

“Okay, then,” Percy said. “I guess we'll sce a lady about some Death Mist.™

“Wait,” Amabeth said.

Her mind was buzzing. She thought of her dream about Luke and Thalia. She recalled the stories
Luke had told her about his father, Hermes—god of travelers, guide to the spirits of the dead, god of
commuication.

She sared at the black alar.

“Anmabeth?” Percy sounded concernsd.

She walked o the pile of trash and picked out a reasonably clean paper rapkin.

She remembered her vision of Reyna, standing in the smoking crevice beneath the uins of
Thalia’s pine tree, speaking with the voice of Athena:

1 must stand here. The Roman must bring me.

Hurry. The message must be sen.

“Bob." she said, “offerings burned in the mortal world appear on tis altar, right””

Bob frowned uncomfortably, like he wasn't ready for a pop quiz. “Yes?”

*So what happens if | bum something on the altar here?”

ap.”

“That's all right,” Amabeth said, “You don't know. Nobody knows, because it's never been
done.”

There was a chance, she thought, just the slimmest chance that an offeing burned on this alfar
might appear at Camp Hal -Blood.

Doubtful, but i it did work....

“Annabeth?” Percy said again, “You're planning something. You've got that /m-planning-
samething look."

“1 dou't have an ! m-planning-something look ™

“Yeah, you totally do. Your eyebrows knit and your ips press together and—"

“Do you have a pen?” she asked him.

“You're kidding. right”” He brought ou Riptide.

“Yes, but can you actually write with it?™

“F—1 don't know,” he admited, “Never tried.”

He uncapped the pen. AS usual, it sprang into a fll-sized sword. Annabeth had watched him do
this hundreds of times. Normally when he fought, Percy simply discarded the cap. It always appeared
in s pocket late, as needed, When he touched the cap to the point of the sword, it would tur back
into a ballpoint pen.

“What if you toush the cap to the other end of the sword?” Annabeth said. “Like where you'd put
the cap if you Were actually going 0 write with the pen.”
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expand on its own. Leo pulled out a can of kerosenc and a rubber tube and lashed them to the thirsty
e cogine that the arb was helping i asscribl.

Fimally b e himsel( rope halier and shifed so that the X-frame was atached o his back.
he sea ot closer and closer—a gitering expanse of lap-you-in-th-face death.

He yellod in defiance and punched the sphere’s override switch.

“The engine coughed o lif. The makeshif rotor urned. The canvas blades spun, b much oo
slowly. Leo's head was poinied sraight down at the sea—maybe thirty seconds o rpact.

Auast pobody’s arousd, he thought biirly, or 1'd be a demigod joke forever. What wax the
last thing 0 g0 through Leo's min? The Mediterranean

Staddenly the orb got warm agsinsthis ches. The blades tumed fster, The engine coughed, and
Lea tlted sideways. slicing tbrough the air

“YESI" he yolled.

He bad successfully ereated the world's most dangerous persomal helicopter,

He shot owand the stand in the distance, buthe was sl lling much o st The blades
shuddered. The canvas screamed.

“The beach was only a few hundred yards away whes the sphere urned lava-hot und e
helicopter exploded, shootng flamesin every direction. Fhe huds't been immune o fie, Leo would
Have been charcoal. As it was, the midair explosion probably saved fis ie. The blast lung Leo
sideways while the bulk ofhis flaming contraption smashed ko the shore 3t full speed with
massive KA-BOOM!

Loo opencd his cyes, amnaed to be alive. He was sitng i a bathiub-sized erate i the sand. A
few yards away, a colume of hick black smoke roiled inko the sky froma much larger crater, The
surcounding beach was peppered with smullr pieces of burning wreckage.

“My sphere.” Lo patid his chest. The sphere wasn'sthere. His duet ape and rope hlier bad
disimegrated.

He siruggled 0 is ft. Nore ofhis bones scemed broken, which was ood: but mosdy be was.
Worried ubout s Archimedes sphere. I he"d destroyed his priceless arifact o muke a flaming thiry-
second helicopiar, e was going o trck down that supid snow goddess Khione and smack her with
morkey wrcnch.

He stageered across the beach, wondering why there weren't any toursts or boels o bas in
i, The island seemed perfect for a resort, with blue water and soft whit sand. Maybe it was
uncharied. D they still Aave unchired islands n the world? Masbe Kbione had blasted im out of
the Meditcrrancan attogether. For al he knew, he was in Bora Bora.

“The larger craer was about cight feetdeep, At he botiom, the helicopter blades were sil rying
10 trn. The engine belched simke. The roto eroaked like 3 sepped-on frog, but dang—preay
imressive for a rush job.

“The helicopter had apparenily crashed oo something. The crater was liiered with broken
Wooden furitue, shatered chira phes, som: balEmelted pewier gobiets, and buring finen ropkins,
Leo wasa't sue whyall tha fney stuff o been o the besch, but a last it meant thf hi place was
inbubitd, afer all

Finally b spoted the Arehimedes sphere-— stcaming and charred but sil ntact, making unhsppy
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extracting water from Jason's lungs back in Rome..... If he could control that, then why not other
liquids?

Ttwas o crazy idea. Poseidon was the god of the sea, not of every liquid everywhere,

“Then again, Tartarus had its own rules. Fire was drinkable. The ground was the body of a dark
g0d. The air was acid, and demigods could be tumed into smoky corpses.,

S0 why not ry? He had nothing et to fose,

He glared at the poison flood encroaching from all sides. He concentrated so hard that something
inside him cracked-—as ifa crystal ball had shatiered in his stomach.

‘Warnth flowed through him. The poison tide stopped.

“The fumes blew away from him—back toward the goddess. The lake of poison rolled toward
her in tiny waves and rivulets.

Akhlys shrieked. “What i his?"

“Poison.” Percy said. “That's your specialty, right?”

He stood. his anger growing hotter in his gut. As the flood of venom rolled toward the goddess,
the fumes began fo make her cough. Her eyes watered even more.

Oh. good. Percy thought. More water.

Percy imagined her nose and throat filling with her own tears.

Akhlys gagged. “I— The tid of venom reached her feet, sizzling like droplets ona hot iron.
She wailed and stumbled back.
* Annabeth called.

She'd retreated o the edge of the cliff, even though the poison wasn't after b She sounded
terrified. It took Percy a moment (0 realize she was terrified of him.

“Stop...” she pleaded, ber voice hoarse.

He didn't want to stop. He wanted to choke this goddess. He wanted to watch her drown in ber
own poison. He wanted to see just how much misery Misery could take.

“Percy, please...” Amwbeth's face was still pale and corpse-Tike, but her eyes were the same as
always. The anguish in them made Percy’s anger fade.

He tumed to the goddess. He willed the poison 1o recede, creating small path of retreat along
the edge of the cliff.

“Leave!” he bellowed.

For an emuciated ghoul, Akhlys could run pretty fist when she wanted to. She scrambled along
the path, fll on her face, and got up again. wailing as she sped into the dark.

As 500n as she was gone, the pools of poison evaporated. The plants withered to dust and blew
away.

Annabeth stumbled toward him. She looked like a corpse wreathed in smoke, but she felt solid
enough when she gripped his arms.

“Percy, please don't ever...” Her voice broke in a sob. “Some things aren’t meant to be
controlled. Please.”

His whol body tingled with power, but the anger was subsiding. The broken glass inside him
was beginning to smooih at the edges.
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Hecate’s face was wireadable.

1 camnot answer his aceusations, Hazel,” sad the goddess. “This is your crossroads. You must
choose.”

Fes, crossroads. The giant’s laughter echoed. His wounds secmed to have healed completely.
Hecate offers you obscurity, choices, vague promises of magic. I am the anti-FHecate. I will give
voutruth. 1 will eliminate choices and magic. I willstrip away the Mist, once and for all, and show
vou the world in all it true horror.

Loo struggled 10 his fect, oughing like an asthmatic. “1'm loving this guy.” be wheezd.
“Seriously. we should keep him around for inspirational seminars.” His hands ignied like
blowtorehes. “Or | could justlight him up.

“Leo, no." Hazel said. "My fither's temple. My call.”

“Yeah, okay. But—"

“Hazel...” Anoabeth wheezed.

Hazel was 50 elated 10 hear her friend’s voice tho she alimost turned, but she knew she shouldn't
take her eyes off Clytius.

“The chains...” Annabeth nnaged.

Hazel inhaled sharply. She’d been  fool! The Doors of Death were still open, shuddering
againstthe chains that held them in place. Haze! had o cutthem free so they would disappear—and
finally be beyond Gaca’s reach.

“The anly problem: a big smoky gisnt stood in her way.

You can't seriously believe you have the strength, Clytis chided. What will you do, Hazel
Levesque—pelt me with more rubies? Shower me with sapphires?

Hazel gave him an answer. She raised her spatha and charged.

Apparealy, Clytius hadn't expected her 10 be quite 50 suicidal. He was slow raising his sword.
By the time he slashed, Hazel had ducked between his legs and jabbed her Imperial gold blade into
i gluteus maximus, Not very ladylike. The muns at St Agnes would never have approved. But it
worked.

Clytius roared and arched his back, waddling away from her. Mist still swirled around Hazel,
Hissing as it met the giant’s black smoke.

Hazel cealized that Hecate was assisting ber—lending her the sirength to keep up a defensive
shroud. Hazel also knew that the instant her own concentration wavered and that darkness touched
Ter, she would collapse. IFthat happencd. she wasi't sure Hecate would be able—or wi
stopthe giant from crushing her and ber friends.

Hazel sprinted toward the Doors of Death. Her blade shattered the chains on the lef side like
they were mude of ce. She lunged to the right, but Clytius yelled, NO!

By sheer luck, she wasn'tcut in half, The flat of the giant’s blade caught her in the chest and sent
er fiying. She slammed inko the wall and felt bones crack.

Across the room, Leo sereamed her mams.

“Theough ber blurry vision, she saw a flash of fire. Hecate stood ncarby, her form shimmering as
ifishe were about to dissole. Her torches seemed o be flickering out, but that might have just been
that Hazel was starting o lose consciousness.
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‘Through the smoky shroud. Hazel saw the giant open his mouth. No words came out. Clytius.
snecred in frustation.

Leo tied o it up. “Wha's going on? Wit can |-

“Waich Percy el Annabeth™ Haze drew e spatha, Sty behind me, Sty i the Mist™

P

“The look Hazel gave him st e been more sever than she realized.

Leo gulped. "Yeah ot it White Mist ood. Black smoke bad "

Hazel advanced. The giant spread his arms. The domed celing shook. and he isni’s voice
cohoed through he room, mugnified s hundred times.

Formidable? the giant demanded. Tt sounded as i he were speaking througha chorus of e dead.
usingall the unfortumaie souls who'd been busied behind the dome’s selae. Because the girl has
tarned your maic icks. Hecate? Becase you allow these weakfings @ hide in your Mist?

A sword appeared in the giants hand —s Stygian ron bisde muxch ik Nico's, except five imes
the size. 1 do ot uderstand ey Gaea would find an of these demigods worthy ofsacrifce. I will
crush them lie empty mushell:

Hazel's fear e 0 rags. She screamed. The walls of the chamber made @ crackling sound like
fce in warm waler, and dozsns of gems sreaked loward the giant, punching through his armor ike
Buckshot.

Clyis stagsered backwand. His disembodied voiee bellowed with pain, His iron breastplue
was peppered with hles,

Golden chor rickled rom a wours on his ight arm. His sheoud of darkness thinned, Hazel
could sce the mderous expression on is face.

You, Clytis growled. You worrhless—

“Worthess?™ Hecate asked quiety, “Id say Hazel Levesque koows a few ticks even could
ot each her.”

Hazel siood in front of e fiends, deermined o proteetthein, buther encrgy was fding Her
sword was alrcady beavy in ber hand, and she hads' even swung i yet. She wished Arion were her,
She could e the horse"s speed and strenggh. Unfortuntely, her quine friend would ot be able 0
el her his time. He was a creature of e wide-open spaces, not the underground

“The gian dug his fingens ino the woraxdon i biceps. He pulled outa diamond
aside. The wound closed.

5, dawghter of Pluto, Clyts rombled, do you really believe Hecate has your interests i
hear? Circe s a favorite of hers. And Medea. And Pasiphaé. Hov did they end up, eh?

B e, Hazel eard Aunabethsirring, groaring n pain. Perey mutered somwbing o
sounded lke, “Bob-bob-bob?™

e stepped forward, holding his sword casully at bisside s if they were convades rather
v ncmics. Hecute will ot rel o the truh, She sends acolyes ik vou 1o do her Pidding and
take all the risk f by some miracie you incapacitate me. only thew will e be able 0 et me on
fire. Then she wil claim the glory of the kill, Yo heard how Bacchus deals with the Aldai i in
the Colasseun, Hecate is worse. She is a Titan who betrayed the Tians, Then she betraved ihe
sods. Do you really think she wil keep faith with you?

ficked it
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Her eyes glinted murderously. “Caribbean music

“Yeah. Reggne?” Leo shook his head. “Merengu? Hold on, I'll gt it™

He snapped his fingers, “Calypso! But Percy said you were awesome., He said you were all
sweet and helpfil, not, um.

She shot to her feet. Y

“Uh nothing.” Lea said.

“Would you be sweer.” she demanded, “if the gods forgot heir promise to let you gn? Would you
be sweet if they Jaughed at you by sending another hero, but a hero who looked like—like you?"

“I that a trick question?™

“Di Imortales!” She turned and marched into her cave.

“Hey!" Leo ran aflr her.

‘When he got inside, be lost his rain of thought. The walls were made from multicolored chunks
of crystal. White curtins divided the cave into different rooms with comfy pillows and woven rugs
and platiers of fresh fruit.He spotted a harp in one corner, a loom in another, and a big cooking pot
where the stew was bubbling filling the cavern with luscious smells.

“The strangest thing? The chores were doing themelves. Towels floated through the air, folding
and stacking into neat piles. Spoons washed themselves in a copper sink. The scens reminded Leo of
the invisible wind spirits that had served him lunch at Camp Jupitr.

Calypso stood ata washbasin, cleaning the dirt off her arms.

She scowled at Leo, but she didn’t yell at him to leave. She scemed to be ruming out of encrgy
for ber anger.

Leo cleared his throat. If be was going to get any help from this lady. he needed to be nice
“So...1 get why you're angry. You probably never want o see another demige] again. T guess that
didn't it right when, uh, Percy left you—"

“He was only the Tatest.” she growled. “Before him, it was that pirae Drake. And before him.
Odysseus. They were al the same! The gods send me the greatest heroes, the ones | cannot belp
b

“Vou fall in love with them.” Leo guessed. “And then they leave you.™

Her chin trembled. “That s my curse.  had hoped to be fiee of it by now, but here 1am, till
stuck on Ogygia afer three thousand years.™

“Three thousand.” Leo’s mouth felt tingly. like he'd just eaten Pop Rocks. “Uh. you look good
for three thousand.™

“And now...the worst insult of all. The gods mock me by sending you.”

Anger bubbled in Leo’s stomach.

Yeah, typical. If ason were here, Calypso would fl all over him. She'd beg him fo stay. but
hed be all noble about returning to his duties, and he'd leave Calypso brokenhearted. That magic raf
would torally asrive for him.

But Leo? He was the annoying guest she could'tget rid of. She’d never fall for him, because
she was totally out of his league. Not that he cared. She wasn't his type anyway. She was way 100
annoying, and beautifl, and—well, it didn't muter.
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No magical raft appeared.

“Maybe it got stuck in traffic,” Leo said.

“This is wrong " She glared at the sky. “This is completely wrong!™
“So...plan B?” Leo asked. “You gota phone, or—"

“Aght” The girl turned and stormed inland. When she got o the footpath, she sprinted into the
ove of trees and disappeared.

“Okay." Leo said. “Or you could just run away.”

From his tool belt pouches he pulled some rope and a snap hook, then fastened the Archimedes
sphere to his belt

He looked out to sea. Still no magic raft.

He could stand here and wait, but he was hungry, thirsty, and tired. He was banged up pretty bad
from his fall

He didn’t want to follow that crazy girl, no matter how good she smelled.

Onthe other hand, he had no place else to go. The girl had a dining table, so she probably had
food. And she seemed to find Leos presence amnoying.

“Annoying her is a plus,” he decided.
He followed her into the hills
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“We've got 1o get out of here,” Jason said. “Un, Frank....”"

Frank shook his head. “1 think one favor from the dead is all | can manage today.”

“Wait, whar?” Hazel asked.

Piper raised ber eyebrows. “Your unbelievable boyliiend called ina favor as a child of Mars.
He summoned the spirits of some dead warriors, mude them fead us bere through...um, well, I'mnot
sure, actually, The passages of the dead? All | know is that it was very, very dark.”

o their lefl,  section of the wall split. Two ruby eyes from a carved stone skeleton popped out
and rolled across the floor.

“Wel have 1o shadow-travel,” Hazel said.

Nico wineed. “Hazel, | can barely manage that with only myself. With seven more people—"

Il help you.™ She tied o sound confiden. She’d never shadow-traveled before, had no idea if
she could; but after working with the Mist, altering the Labyrinth—she bad 1o believe it was possible.

An entire section of iles pecled loose from the ceiling.

“Everyone, grab hands!” Nico yelled.

“They made a hasty circle. Hazel envisioned the Greck countryside above them. The cavern
collapsed, and she felt berselfdissolving into shadow.

They appeared on the illside overlooking the River Acheron, The sun was just rising. making the
water gliter and the clouds glow orange. The cool morming air smelled of honeysuckle.

Hazel was holding hands with Frank on her left, Nico o her right. They were all alive and
mostly whole. The sunlight in the trees was the most beauiful thing she’d ever seen. She wanted to
live in that moment—free of monsters and gods and evil spirits.

“Then her friends began o stir

Nico reatized that he was bolding Percy’s hand and quickly let go.

Leo staggered backward. “You know.. I think Il sit down.”™

He collapsed. The others joined him The Argo 11 still loated over the river a few hundred yards
away. Hazel knew that they should sigrnal Conch Hedge and tell him they were alive. Had they been in
the tenple all night? O several nights? But at the moment, the group was 100 tired 1o do anything
except it and relax and marvel at the fact that they were okay.

They began to exchange stories.

Frank explained what had happened with the ghostly legion and the army of monsters—how
Nico had used the scepter of Diocletian, and how bravely Jason and Piper had fought

“Frank is being modest.” Jason said. “He controlled the entire legion. You shouldve scen him.
Oh by the way...” Jason glanced at Percy. “I resigned my office, gave Frank a field promotion to
practor. Unless you want o contest that rling.”

Percy grinned. “No argument here.”

“Praetor?” Hazel sared at Frank.

He shrugged uncomortably. “Well...yeah. I know it seems weird.™

She tried to throw her arms around him, then winced as she remembered her busted ribs. She
settled for kissing him. “It secms perfiect,”
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could help him leave this island, it was wially fine by him. He clutched his charred sphere and
clinbed out of the crute. When he reached the fop,te girl s already arching down the sborcline.
He jogaed to carchup.

‘She gestured in disgust at the burning wreckage. “This was a pristine beach! Look at it now."

“Veah,thy bad” Leo muttered. T shouldve crashed on one of he ot istands. Oh, wait—there
arc't amy”

She snarled and kept walking along the edge of the water. Leo caught a whiff of cinmamon—
muaybe her perfume? Not that he cared. Her hair swayed down her back ina mesmerizing kind of way.
which of caurse be did't care about eiher

He scanned the sea Justlike he'd scen during is fll there wre o landimasses or ships all the
way t the borizon. Looking inland, he saw grassy hils dorted with tres. A foorpath woued theough
grove of cedars, Leo wondered where it ed: probably o the gils sccre lai, where she roasted her
enemies 5o she could eat them at her dining table on the beach.

He was so busy thinking about that,be didn"t notice when the gil stopped. He ranino her

G She e ae grabbed bis arms o keep fom fllinginthe surf. Her bands were siong.
as though she worked with them for a living, Back at camp, the girls in the Hephaestus cabin had had
strong hands like that, but she didn't look like a Hephacstus kid.

She glared at him, her dark almond eyes only a few inches from his. Her cinnamon smell
reminded him of his abuela’s apartment. Man, he hadn't thought about that place in years,

“The girl pushed him away. “All right. This spot is good. Now tell me you want o leave.”

“What?™ Leo's brain was sl kind of mudied from the crash Jnding He wasn't sur e had
Heard berright.

“Do you wank o feave?™ s demanded. Surely you've got someswhere 10 g™

“Un..yeah. My fends are i trouble. | need t0 et back o my ship and—

“Fine” she seapped. “Just say. [ want 10 leave Ogygia:

“Uh, okay.” Leo wasn't sure why, but her tone kind of hurt... which was stupid, since he didn't
care ehat this girl thought. | want o leave-—whatever yousaid ™

“Ol-e-gec-ah.™ Thegir pronounced it slowly, s f Leo were five years old.

1 want 10 leave Oh-gee-gee-ah,” he said.

Sthe extled,clearly rlieved. “Good. Ina momen,  magieal rafl will appear. 1t will ke you
wherever youwant o .

“Wh are you?”

‘She looked like she wits about to answer but stopped berself. “It doesn't matter. You'll be gone
soom You're obviously a mistake."

“That was harsh, Leo thoug.

‘He'd spent enough time thinking he was a mistake—as a demigod, on this quest, in life in
general. He didn't need a random crazy goddess reinforcing the idea.

He remembered a Grock legend abouta el on anisland.... Maybe ore of his rencs had
mensioned i! It it mater. As long as she let him leave:

“Any moment now.." The girl stared out at the water.
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Hecate turned her torches upside down. She thrust them like dagaers at Clytius's head. The
iant’s hai went up faster than dry tinder,spreading down is had and across his body untl the beat
of the bonfire mmde Hazel wince. Clytius fel without a sound, fce-firt in the rubble of Hades's
altar. His body crumbled fo ashes,

For a moment, no one spoke. Hazel heard a ragped. painful moise and realized it was her own
breathing Her side fetlike it had been kicked in with  baticring ram.

The goddess Hecate ficed her, “You should o now, Hazel Levesaque. Lead your fiends out of
ihis place.”

Hazel grited her tecth, trying o bold in her anger, “Just Ik that? No “thank you'? No ‘god
work'”

“The goddess il her head. Gale the weasel chitered—maybe a good-bye, maybe a warning —
and disappeared inthe folds of her mistress’s skirs.

“You ook in the wrong place for gratinule,” Hecate said. “As for “good work,” thaf remains 10
be seen. Speed your way 10 Athens, Clytius was not wrong. The giants have risen—all of hem,
stronger than ever. Gaca i on the very edge of waking The Feast of Hope will be poorly named
unless you arrive o sop her.”

“The chamber rumbled. Another stla rashed to the floor and shattered.

“The House of Hades is unstable,” Hecate said. “Leave now. We shall meet aga

“The goddess dissolved. The Mist evaporated.

“She’s friendly.” Percy grumbled.

The others trned toward him anx Annabeth, a i just realizing they were there.

“Dude." Jason gave Percy a bear hug,

“Back from Tartarus!” Leo whooped. “That's my peeps!™

Piper thre her arms around Amabeth and cried.

Frank ranto Hazel. He genily folded his arms around ber. “You're hurt” he said.

“Rilbs probably broken” she admitied, “But Frank —wha happened fo your arm?"

He managed a smile. “Long sory. We're alive. That's what muters.”

She was so giddy with relief it ook her & moment 0 notice Nico, stnding by himself his
expression fll of pain and conflict

“Hey,” she called to him beckoning with her good arm.

He hesitated. then came over and kissed her forehead. 1'm glad you're okay.” he said. “The
shosts were right Only onc of us made it t the Doors of Death. You.you would have made Dad
proud

She smiled, cupping her hand gerly o his fice. “We couldn't have defeated Clytius without
you”

She brushed her thumb under Nico's eye and wondered ifhe had been crying. She wanied so
badly (0 understand what was going on with im—wht had happencd o him over the st few weeks.
Afer allthey'd just been through, Hazel was more gratefl than ever 1o bave 4 brother.

Before she could say tht,the ceilng shuddered, Cracks appeared in the remuining iles.
Colums of dust spilled down
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good one—monsters, Titans, giants.
“Uh..” Percy grimaced. “Well, I'm not sure about the giants.”
“Oh, yes.” Bob nodded earnestly.
Amnabeth sensed they’d already been in ths place too long. Their pursuers would be closing in.
“We should go,” she urged. “What do we do about...?”

“Bob,” Percy said, “it's your call. Hyperion is your kind. We could leave himalone, but if he
wakes up—"

Bob’s broom-spear swept into motion. If he'd been aiming at Annabeth or Percy, they would've
been cut in hal. Instead, Bob slashed through the monstrous blister, which burst in a geyser of hot
golden mud.

Annabeth wiped the Titan sludge out of her eyes. Where Hyperion had been, there was nothing
but a smoking crater.

“Hyperion s a bad Titan,” Bob announced, his expression grim. “Now he can't hurt my friends.
He will have to re-form somewhere else in Tartarus. Hopefully it will take a long time.”

“The Titan's eyes seemed brighter than usual, as if he were about to cry quicksilver.

“Thank you, Bob, Percy said.

How was he keeping his cool? The way he talked to Bob left Annabeth awestruck...and maybe a
litle uneasy, too. If Percy had been serious about leaving the choice to Bob, then she didn't ike how
‘much he trusted the Titan. If he’d been manipulating Bob into making that choice. . well, then,
Annabeth was stunned that Percy could be so calculating.

He met her eyes, but she couldn't read his expression. That bothered her t00.

“We'd better keep going.” he said.

She and Percy followed Bob, the golden mud flecks from Hyperion’s burst bubble glowing on
his janitor's uniform.
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She scowled at him, her eyes red and watery. “Just go away.”
“You're crying;” he said, which was stupidly obvious; but sceing her that way took the wind out
ofhis helicopter blades, 50 1 speak. It was hard o stay mad at someone who was crying.
“Noe of your business,” she mutered. “I’s a big island. Just...find your own place. Leave me
alone.” She waved vaguely toward the souh. “Go that way, maybe.
“So.no magic rafl.” Leo said. “No other way off the istand?”
“Apparcatly ot
“What am | supposed to do, then?” Sit in the sand dunes until | die’

“That would be fine...” The il threw down her trowel and cursed at the sky. “Except |
suppose he can ' dic here, can he? Zeus! This s not funny!™

Can't die here?

“Hold up.” Leo’s head spun like a crankshafl. He couldn't quite translate what this gl was
saying—like when he heard Spaniards or South Americans speaking Spanish. Yeah. be could
understan it sort of: but it sounded 5o different, it was almost another language.

“I'm going to need some more information here,” he said. “Youdon't want me in your face,
that's cool. | don't want (0 be here either, But I'm not going to go die ina corner. | have to get o his
island, There’s gof to be a way. Every problem has a fix’

She laughed bitierly, “You haven't lived very long, if you still believe that.”

“The way she said it sent a shiver up his back. She looked the same age as him but he wondered
bow old she really was.

“You said something about a curse,” he promped.

She flexed her fingers, like she was practicing ber throat-strangling technique. “Yes, | cannot
feave Ogygia. My fither, Atlas, fought against the gods, and | supported him”

“Atlas,” Leo said. “As in the Titan Atlas?"

“The girl rolled her eyes. “Yes. you impossible litle._.” Whatever she was going to say. she bit it
back.“1 was imprisoned bere, where | could cause the Olympians 1o trouble. About a year ago, afier
the Second Titan War, the gods vowed to forgive their enemies and offer amiesty. Supposedly Percy
made therm promise—"

“Percy.” Leo said. “Percy Jackson?"

She squeczed ber eyes shut. A tear wickled down ber check.

Oh. Leo thought.

“Percy came here,” he said.

She dug ber fingers into the soil.
still bere.”

Leo remembered ow. The story was supposed (o be a secret, but of course that meant it had.
spread like wildfire across the camp. Percy had told Annabeth. Months later, when Percy had gone:
missing. Amabeth told Piper. Piper told Jason...

Percy had talked about visiting this island. He had meta goddess who'd gotten a major crush on
i and waned him 1o say, bus eventually she let him go.

“You're that lady," Leo said. “The one who was named afier Caribbesn music.”

thought | would be released. I dared to hope. .but | am
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PERCY

PERCY STARED AT THE ATHENA PARTHENOS, waiting for it to strike him down.

Leo’s new mechanical hoist system had lowered the statue onto the hillside with surprising ease.
Now the forty-foot-all goddess gazed serencly over the River Acheron, her gold dress like molten
metal in the sun.

“Incredible,” Reyna admitted.

She was still red-eyed from crying. Soon afier she’d landed on the Argo /1, her pegasus Scipio
had collapsed, overwhelmed by poisoned claw marks from a gryphon attack the night before. Reyna
had put the horse out of his misery with her golden knife, turing the pegasus into dust that scattered in
the sweet-smelling Greek air. Maybe not a bad end for a flying horse, but Reyna had lost a loyal
friend. Percy figured that she'd given up too much in her life already.

The practor circled the Athena Parthenos warily. “It looks newly made.”

“Yeah,” Leo said. “We brushed off the cobwebs, used a ltle Windex. It wasn't hard.”

The Argo I hovered just overhead. With Festus keeping watch for threats on the radar, the entire
crew had decided to eat lunch on the hillside while they discussed what to do. After the last few
weeks, Percy figured they'd eamed a good meal together—really anything that wasn't fire water or
drakon meat soup.

“Hey, Reyna,” Annabeth called. “Have some food. Joinus.”

“The praetor glanced over, her dark eyebrows furrowed., as if join us didn’t quite conpute. Percy
had never seen Reyna without her armor before. It was on board the ship, being repaired by Buford
the Wonder Table. She wore a pair of jeans and a purple Canp Jupiter T-shirt and looked almost like
a normal teenager—except for the knife at her belt and that guarded expression, like she was ready for
an attack from any direction.

“All right,” she said finally.
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would be undignificd. She was a doughter of Athens, not some shrill girlie victim in a horror movie.

ot gods of Olympus. .. Curled in the membrane bubble in Fontof her was  fully formed Titan
in golden armor, his skin the color of polished pemmies. His eyes were closed, but he scowled so
decply he appeared t be on the verae ofa bloodcurdling war cry. Even through e blister, Annabeth
could fecl the heat radiating from his body.

“Hyperion,” Percy said. "l hute that .

Amwbeth's shoulder sildenly ached froman old wound. Doring the Batle of Maskutan, Percy
T foughtthis Titan at the Reservoir—water agains ir. It had been the frsttme Percy had
sumoned a hrricane—which wasn't something Anewbeth would ever forget 1 thought Grover
turned this gy inko a maple wee.”

“Yeah" Percy agred. “Maybe the maple ree died, and he wound up back here?™

Amabeth remernbered how Hyperion had summoned fery explosions, and how many satyrs and
nymphs hed destroyed before Percy and Grover stopped him.

She was about 0 suggest that they burst Hyperion's bubble before he woke up, He looked ready
10 pop out at any momer and start charbroiling everything in his path.

“Then she glanced at Bob. The slvery Titan was studying Hyperion with a frown of concentration
—muybe recognition. Their fices looked so mich alik....

Annabeth bit back  curse. OF course they lookad alike. Hyperion was his brodher. Hyperion
was the Titan ord of the cast lapets, Bob, was the lord of the west, Take away Boby's broom and his
janitor's clothes. put kim n armor and cut i bair, changs his color scheme from silver t gold, and
Tapetus would have been almost indistinguishable from Hyperion.

“Bob.” she said, “we should 0.

“Gold, not slver,” Bob murmmured, “But e looks like me.”

“Bob," Percy said. “Hey, buddy, over here.”

“The Titanreluctantly tened.

“Am1 your friend?” Percy asked.

Ve Bob sounded dangerously wertain. “We e friends.

“You know that some monsters are good,” Percy said. *And som are bad.”

“Him,” Bob said. “Like...te pretty ghost ladies who serve Persephone are good. Exploding
ombies are bad*

‘Right." Prcy said, "And some mortals are good, and some are bad. Well ie sam: thing s rue
for Titans.”

“Titans...” Bob loomed over them, glowering. Amwbeth was prety s ber boyftiend had just
imade  big mistake.

“That's what you ae,” Percy said calmly, “Bob the Titan. You're good. You're awesom, in
fict. B some Titans ae not. This guy here. Hyperion, is full-on bad. He tred o kil me...ied to
Killa lot of people.”

Bob binked his silver eyes. “But he looks...his face is 50—

“He looks fike you.” Percy agrosd. “He's a Titan, ke you. But e's pot good like you are.”

“Bok s gooe.” His fingers tightensd onhis broom handle. "Yes. There s always at least e
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LEO

“HOLY HEPHAESTUS," LEO SAID.

“The path opened into the nicest garden Leo had ever seen. Not that he had spenta lot of time in
gardens, but dang. On the lefl was an orchard and a vineyard-—peach trees with red-golden fruit that
smelled awesome in the warm sun, carefully pruned vines bursting with grapes, bowers of flowering
jasmine, and a bunch of other plants Leo couldn’t nare.

On the right were neat beds of vegetables and herbs, arranged like spokes around a big sparkling
fountain where bronze satyrs spewed water into a central bowl.

Atthe back of the garden, where the footpath ended, a cave opened in the side of a grassy hill.
Compared to Bunker Nine back at camp, the entrance was tiny, but it was impressive in its own way.
On cither side, crystalline rock had been carved into glittering Grecian columns. The tops were fitted
with a bronze rod that held silky white curtains,

Leo’s nose was assaulted by good smells—cedar, juniper. jasmine, peaches, and fresh herbs
“The aroma from the cave really caught his attention—like beef stew cooking

He started toward the entrance. Seriously, how could he not? He stopped when he noticed the
girl. She was kneeling in her vegetable garden, her back to Leo. She muttered to herselfas she dug
furiously with a trowel.

Leo approached her from one side so she could see him. He didn’t feel like surprising her when
she was armed with a sharp gardening implemen.

She kept cursing in Ancient Greek and stabbing at the dirt. She had flecks of soil all over her
arms, her face, and her white dress, but she didn’t seem to care.

Leo could appreciate that. She looked better with a litle mud—less like a beauty queen and
more like an actual get-your-hands-dirty kind of person.

“I think youve punished that dirt enough,” he offered.
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Leo clapped Frank on the shoulder. “Way to go, Zhang. Now you can order Octavian to fall on
his sword.™

“Tempting.” Frank agreed. He turned apprehensively to Percy. “But, you guys. .. Tartarus has to
be the real story. What happened down there? How did you...?"

Percy laced his fingers through Annabeth’s.

Hazel happened to glance at Nico and saw pain in his eyes. She wasn't sure, but maybe he was
thinking how Iucky Percy and Annabeth were to have each other. Nico had gone through Tartarus
alone.

“We'll tell you the story,” Percy promised. “But not yet, okay? I'm not ready to remember that
place.”

“No," Annabeth agreed. “Right now...” She gazed toward the river and faltered. “Uh, I think our
ride is coming ™

Hazel turned. The Argo I veered to port, its aerial oars in motion, its sails catching the wind.
Festus's head glinted in the sunlight. Even from a distance, Hazel could hear him creaking and
clanking in jubilation.

s my boy!” Leo yelled.

As the ship got closer, Hazel saw Coach Hedge standing at the prow.

“About time!” the coach yelled down. He was doing his best to scowl, but his eyes gleamed as if
‘maybe, just maybe, he was happy to see them. “What took you so long, cupcakes? You kept your
visitor waiting!”

“Visitor?” Hazel murmured.

At he rail next to Coach Hedge. a dark-haired girl appeared wearing a purple cloak, her face so
covered with soot and bloody scratches that Hazel almost didn't recognize her.

Reyna had arrived.
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She was still alive—green and shivering, barely breathing. but alive. As for Nico, he was still a
corn plant.

“Heal them” Frank said, “Now.”

Triptolemmus crossed his arms. “How do I know the snake will work?”

Frank gritted his tecth. Since the explosion on the bridge, the voices of the war god had gone
sillntin his head, but he sill felttheir combined anger churning inside him. He felt physically
different, 100, Had Triptolems gotien shorter?

“The snake is a gift from Mars,” Frank growled. “Tt will work ™

As if on cue, the Burmese python slithered over 1o the chariot and wrapped itself around the rigit
wheel. The other srake woke up. The two serpents checked each other out, touching noses, then turmed
their wheels inunison. The chariotinched forward, its wings flapping.

“You see?” Frank said. “Now, heal my friends!

“Triptolemus tpped his chin. “Well, thank sou for the sk, but I'm ot sure | like your tone,
demigod. Perhaps Ill tun you into—"

Frank was faster. He lunged at Trip and slammed him into the wall, bis fingers locked around the
20d's throat,

“Think about your next words,” Frank warned. deadly calm. “Or instead of beating my sword
into a plowshare, I will beat it into your head.”

Triptolemus gulped. “You know. .1 think I'll heal your friends.”

“Swear it on the River Styx.”

“Iswear iton the River Styx.”

Frank released him. Triptolemus touched his throat, as if making sure it was stil there. He gave
Frank a nervous smile, edged around him, and scurried off o the front room. “Jusi—just gathering
berbst”

Frank watched s the god picked leaves and roots and crushed them in o mortar. He rolled a pill-
sized ball of green goop and jogged to Hazel"s side. He placed the gunk ball under Hazel's tongue.

Instantly. she shuddered and sat up, coughing. Her cyes flew open. The greenish tint in her skin
disappeared.

She looked around, bewildered, unil she saw Frank, “What—2"

Frank tackled her in a hug “You're going to be fine," he said fiercely. “Everything is finc."

“But...” Hazel gripped his shoulders and stared at him in amazement. “Frank, what happened to
your™

“To me?" He stood, suddenly self-conscious. “T don't,..™

He looked down and realized what she meant. Triptolerus hada't gotten shorter. Frank was
taller. His gut had shrunk. His chest seemed bulkicr.

Frank had had growth spurts before. Once he’d woken up two centimeters taler than when be'd
gone 10 sleep. But this was . It was as if some of the dragon and lion had stayed with him when
be'd turned back fo human.

“Uh...! don't... Maybe I can fix it"

Hazel laughed with delight. “Why? You look amazing!"
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PERCY

PERCY FELT HOMESICK FOR THE SWAMP.

He never thought he’d miss sleeping in a giant’s leather bed in a drakon-bone hutin a festering
cesspool, but right now that sounded like Elysium,

He and Annabeth and Bob stumbled along in the darkness, the air thick and cold, the ground
alternating patches of pointy rocks and pools of muck. The terrain seemed to be designed so that
Percy could never let his guard down. Even walking ten feet was exhausting.

Percy had started out from the giant’s hut feeling strong again. his head clear, his belly full of
drakon jerky from their packs of provisions. Now his legs were sore. Every muscle ached. He pulled
a makeshift tunic of drakon leather over his shredded T-shirt, but it did nothing to keep out the chill.

His focus narrowed (o the ground in front of him. Nothing existed except for that and Annabeth at
his side.

‘Whenever he felt ke giving up, plopping himself down, and dying (which was, like, every ten
minutes), he reached over and took her hand, just to remember there was warmth in the world.

Afier Annabeth’s talk with Damasen, Percy was worried about her. Annabeth didn’t give in to
despair easily, but as they walked, she wiped tears from her eyes, trying not to let Percy see. He knew
she hated it when her plans didn’t work out. She was convinced they needed Damasen’s help, bu the
giant had turned them down.

Part of Percy was relieved. He was concerned enough about Bob's staying on their side once
they reached the Doors of Death. He wasn’t sure he wanted a giant as his wingman, even if that giant
could cook a mean bowl of stew.

He wondered what had happened after they left Damasen’s hut, He hadn't heard their pursuers in
hours, but he could sense their hatred. . especially Polybotes's. That giant was back there somew here,
following, pushing them deeper into Tartarus.
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Random thoughts glinied in her mind, like gold nuggets coming to the surface: Daedalus. The
Minotar locked away. Di slowly n ms new domain,

“The Labyinth” Hazel s, “She’s emmbing the Labyinh™

I bow " Lea T been apping the wall with  bll-peen e, but e e
frowned a hor. 1 hought he Labyrind collapscd duing thaxbale ot Caum HalF-Blood — ke it was
comected fo Dacdalus's e frce or someting, and hen be dicd ™

Pasiphie’s v cucked dispproviogly. “Ab bt Famsillalive, You cedit Dcdalus witall
the e’ screts? /breahed magical i i bisLabyrindh, Dacdalis was othing compared 0 me

e immoral sorceres,dauehier of elos sisr o Ciree! Now the Labyrinh wil b my dorein'™

I an lasion” Hazelisisied."We ust ave o break ough 1™

s she suid i, the wals scemed 10 grow moresolid, the sl ofmilde ore nense

“Too e 00 e, Pasiphu crooned. “The e i already awake. I will spead under the
skin ofhe arth one more whie you el world s leveled. o demigds...you herves_. wil
wander s coridor,dying slowly of irst and fear and misry. O pebaps, i | am fecling eref,
Souwil dic quikl, ingrat pan™

Holes apened i the floorbencath Hasel' e, She rabbed Leo and psbed imaside as  ow
oFspikes sho upward, impaling the celing

“Run” e elled.

Pasiphaé’s ugher echood down the corridor, “Where are you going. soung soceress? Rusving.
fromanusion?”

Hazel i answer.She was 1o busy rying 0 sayaive,Bebind them row aflr ow of spikes
shot ioward e coling it persistent thusk, thunk, thunk

he pulled Leo down side cormdor, eaped avera i wire, the subled 10 bt n frontof
it ey e cross.

“Tow decp i tha?™ Lo gasped forbreah.His pants e was ipped where one of e pikes
bad grazd him.

s senses ol e tha e pit e a It iy et scaight down, witha ool of poison st
the ot Could she st e scases? Wheter o ot Pasiphoé o crcated  pew Labyin, Hael
belicved they were sl thesan: cave, beirg made 1 runinlessly back and orth while
Pasiphod and Clyis waiched n amusement.lsion or ot unless Hazel could e out how 0 1
o ofhis e, the waps would kil e

“Eight s now” sid th voic of asipho “Td love 10 5c< yousvive, . Tha world
prove you worthy sacrifices o Gaea n Athes. But hen, of course, we would't eed your friends in
ihe elevator.”

Haze's et pounded. e facd the wall o e fft. Despite what ber serss old e, st
should be e diection of e Do, Pasiphué should be igh b o of e

e e 0 burst rough the wal nd e thesonceess, neight s, sh and Leo
nceded 1 be at the Doors of Death o et ther fricnds out.

Bus Pasipha was an immoral sorcercss with fhocsands o yearsof expercnce n weaving
spells. Hazel coulda't defanber through sheer wilpowe, She’d mavagad 0 ool the bandit Sion
by showing him what b expected 1 se. Haze neded 1o e o what Pasiphué wanted st
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of their daze, looking disappointed.

“Never mind our plan,” Khione snarled. “Kill her!"

As the Boreads raised their swords, the dragon’s metal skin grew warm under Pipers hand. She
dove out of the way, tcKling the snow goddess, as Festus turned his head one hundred and cighty
degrees and blasted the Boreads, vaporizing them on the spot. For some reason, Zethes's sword was
spared. It clunked 10 the deck. still steaming

Piper scrambled 10 her feet. She spotied the sphere of winds atthe base of the foremast. She ran
for it,but before sbe could get close, Khione muterialized in front of b in a swirl of frost. Her skin
elowed bright enough to cause snow blindness.

“You miserable girl" she hissed. “You think you can defeat me—a goddess™"

AUPiper’s back, Festus roared and blew sicam, but Piper knew he could't breathe fire again
without hiting ber (00.

About twenty feet behind the goddess. the ice sphere began to crack and hiss.

Piper was out of time for subtlety. She yelled and raised her dagger, charging the goddess.

Khione grabbed her wrist. lee spread over Piper's arm. The blade of Katoptris turned whi

“The goddess’s fisce was only six inches from hers. Khione smiled, knowing she had won.

“A child of Aphrodite,” she chided. “You are norhing."

Festus creaked again. Piper could swear he was trying to shout encouragenent.

Suddenly her chest grew warm—not with anger or fear, but with love for that dragon; and Jason,
who was depending on her and her fiends trapped below and Leo, who was lost and would need
ber help.

Maybe love was no match for ice...but Piper had used it o wake a metal dragon. Mortals did
superhuman feats in the rame of love all the time. Mothers lified cars to save their children. And
Piper was more than just mortal. She was a demigod. A hero.

The ice melted on her blade. Her arm steamed under Khione's grip,

Sl underestimating me.” Piper told the goddess. “You really need to work on that”

Khione's smug expression faltcred as Piper drove her dagger straight down.

“The blade touched Khione's chest. and the goddess exploded in a miniature blizzard. Piper
callapsed, dazed from the cold. She heard Festus clacking and whirring, the reactivated alarm bells
ringing

The bomb.

Piper strugaled to rise. The sphere was ten feet away, hissing and spinning as the winds inside
began o sir.

Piper dove for it

Her fingers closed around the bomb just as the ice shatiered and the winds exploded.
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‘monsters, but as soon as Hazel showed him kindness, he wanted to break down and cry. “Those cow
‘monsters...the katoblepones that poisoned you...1 had to destroy them.”

“That was brave,” Nico said. “There must have been, what, six or seven left in that herd.

“No.” Frank cleared his throat, “All of them. T killed alf of them in the city.”

Nico and Hazel stared at him in stunned silence. Frank was afraid they might doubt him. or start
10 laugh. How many monsters had he killed on that bridge —two hundred? Three hundred?

But he saw in their eyes that they believed him. They were children of the Underworld. Maybe
they could sense the death and carage he’d unleashed.

Hazel kissed his cheek. She had to stand on her tiptoes to do it now. Her eyes were incredibly
sad, as if she realized something had changed in Frank—something much more imporiant than the
physical growth spurt

Frank knew it too. He would never be the same. He just wasn't sure if that was a good thing.

“Well.” Nico said, breaking the tension, “does anyone know what barley looks like?”
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The goddess stared at bim with her wet milky eyes. Her cheeks dripped blood, making red polka.
dotson ber ered dres.“He docsn't e it amymor, does be? I came here wherhis moral body
was burned. A seinde, | suppose, tha o sield i suficient n the end, misery overtkes all af you.
Even Hercules ™

Perey inched closer to Amabeth. He triedf remember shy they e her, bt th sense of
despair made i diffcult o k. Hearing Akblys spesk. b o longer o i strargs that she had
clavwe her own ek, The oddess radiated puee pain.

“Bob,” Py ssid, “we shouidt have com: e

Fromsomewhere inside Bob uiform, the skeleon Kiten mewled inagrcenent

“he Tran shified ad winced a f Sl Bob i claig i ampi,“AkHys coniols the
Death Mist he isistod. “She can hide you.”

“Hide them?”” Akhlys made a gurgling sound. She was either laughing or choking 10 death. “Why
would 1 do "

“They must each the Doors of Desth” Hobsaid.“To return o the mortal world.™

“lnpossible!” Akblys sad. “The amics of Tararus will find you. They will kil yo™

Ammabeh umedthe blade ofher drakon-bone sword, which Perey o it made hee fook
prty nimidating nd o i “Barbarian Pricess” ki of way. “So | uess you Desth Mis s
prey seless. hen” she s

“The nddess bared er broken ellorw s, “Cseless? Who are you™

A daughie of Athena,” Areabes oice sounded brave —though v she did i, Perey didn'
kmow. 1 didn’t walk halfivay across Tartarus o be fold what's impossible by some minor goddess.”

e dust quivered e ect. Fog swired around them with  sound ke agonized watling

“Minor goddess™ Akhlys’s gnarled fingernails duginto Hercules's shicld, gouging the metal, 1
was old befor the Titans were bom, you igporant gl | was old when Gaea ist woke, Misery is
cternal, Existnce i nisery. 1 was born of e eldest ons-— of Chaos and Nigh | was-

“Yes, yes.” Abelsaid. “Sadress and miscry, blab blah blah, Butyou il don' have enough
power o Fide two demigods withyour Death Mist. ike | sai: uscless.™

Percy clarcd hs throat. “Uh, Ambeth

She flashed him a warning look: Work with me. He realized how terrified she was, but she had.
o choice, Thi was hei bestsho atsiring he ddess it action

“Fmean... Amabeth s right” Percy voletcered. “Bob brought usal this way becse be
hought yon could el Bt mess you're too busy saring i ha hicd adcrying | can'tblame you
elooks just ke you

Abblys waile and lared ot he Titan. “Why did you inflic thess aonoying children on me?”

b made 3 sourd somewhere between a rumble and a whinper. | thought | thought—

“The Death Mist i o for felping!” ARy shriked,“l shouds mortals in misery s their
souls pas ko e Underworld. s the very breathof Tartarus.of death of despair!™

“Awesome,” Peey said “Canld we st two orders of it 0 07"

Akl hiscd "Ask me for  moresensible gl am lso the goddess of poisos. | could give
you deaththousands of ways o die lexs painil than he one you have chosen by aching i the
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“No, Leo." Hazel said. “There's no way back."

B

“Hold my hand.” she said. “On three.”

Bt

“Three!”

“What?”

Hazel leaped into the pit, pulling Leo with her. She ried to ignore i screaming and the flatulent
weasel clinging to her neck. She bent all her willinto redirecting the magic of the Labsinth.

Pasiphaé laughed with delight, knowing that any moment they would be crushed or bitten to death
ina pit of snakes.

Instead, Hazel imagined a chute in the darkness, just 0 their lefl. She twisted in midair and fell
toward it. She and Leo hit the chute hard and slid into the cavern, landing right on top of Pasiphaé.

“Ack!” The sorceress's head smacked against the floor as Leo sat down hard on her chest.

For a moment,the three of themand the weasel were a pile of sprawling bodies and flailing
imbs. Hazel tried to draw her sword, but Pasiphaé managed to extricate herself first. The sorceress

backed away, her hairdo bent sideways like a collapsed cake. Her dress was smeared with grease.
stains from Leo’s tool belt.

“You miserable wretches!” she howled.

The muze was gone. A few feet away, Clytius stood with his back to them, watching the Doors of
Death. By Hazel's calculation, they had about thirty seconds until their friends arrived. Hazel felt
exhausted from her run through the maze while controlling the Mist, but she needed to pull off one:
more trick.

She had successfully made Pasiphaé see what she most desired. Now Hazel had 1o make the
sorceress see what she most feared.

“You must really hate demigods.” Hazel said, trying to mimic Pasiphat’s cruel smile. “We
always get the best of you. don't we, Pasiphaé?”

“Nonsense!” screamed Pasiphat. “1 will tear you apart! I will.

“We're always pulling the rug out from under your feet.” Hazel sympathized. *Your husband
betrayed you. Theseus killed the Minotaur and stole your daughter Ariadne. Now two second-rate
failures have turned your own maze against you, But you knew it would come t this, didn't you? You
always fall inthe end.”

‘Pasipha wailed. She took a step back, fingering her necklace. “You cannot

“You can't stand at all.” Hazel counered. “Look ™

She pointed t the feet of the sorceress. A trapdoor opened underneath Pasiphaé. She fel,
screaming, into a bottomiess pit that didn't really exist.

The floor solidified. The sorceress was gone,

Leo stared at Hazel in amazement. “How did you—"

Just then the elevator dinged. Rather than pushing the v buston. Clytius stepped back from the
controls, keeping their friends trapped inside.
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1 mean, you were handsome before! But you look older, and tller, and so distinguished-—"

Triptolemus beaved a dramutic sigh “Yes, obviously some sort of blessing from Mars.
Congratulations, blah, blah, blah. Now, if we're done here...

Frank glared at him. “We're ot done. Heal Nico,”™

“The furm god rolled his eyes. He pointed at the corn plant, and BAM! Nico di Angelo appeared
inan explosion of corn silk.

Nico looked around ina panic.
Frank. “Why are you taller?”

“Everything’s fine,” Frank promised. “Triptolemus was about 1o ell us how 10 survive the
House of Hades. Weren't you, Trip?”

“The farm god raised his eyes o the ceiling like, Wy me, Demeter?

“Fine,” Trip said. “When you arrive at Epirus, you will be offered a chalice to drink from.™

“Offered by whom?" Nico asked.

“Doesnt matier,” Trip snapped. *Just koow thatit is flled with deadly poison.”

Hazel shuddered. “So you're saying that we shoulds'tdrink it

“Nol™ Trip said. “You must drink it or you'll never be able to make it through the temple. The
poison comects you o the world of the dead. lets you pass into the lower levels, The secret o
surviving is™—his eyes twinkled —“harfey

Frank stared at him “Barley.”

“Inthe fron room, take some of my special barley. Make it ini litle cakes, Eat these before you
step into the House of Hades. The barley will absorb the worst of the poison, so it will affect you. but
notkill you™

“That'sit?" Nico demunded. “Hecate sent s halfivay across laly 5o you could tll u 10 cat
barley?”

“Good Iuek!” Triptolemus sprinted across the room and hopped in his chariot. “And, Frark
Zhang. | forgive you! You've got spunk. If you ever change your mind, my offer is open. I'd love o
sec you get s degree in fsrming!”

“Yeah," Frank muttered. “Thanks."

“The god pulled a lever on his chariot. The snake-wheels turmed. The wings flapped. At the back
of the room, the grage doors rolled oper.

“Oh, o be mobile again'™ Trip cried. “So many ignorant lands in need of my knowledge. | will
seach them the glories of tiling irrgation, fetilzing!” The chariot lied offand zipped out of the
house, Triptolems shouting o the sky, “Away, my serpents! Away

“That” Hazel said, “was very strange.”

“The glories of fertilizing.™ Nico brushed some corn ilk off his shoulder. “Can we get out of
here now?™

Hazel put her hand on Frank's shoulder. “Are you okay, really? You bartered for our ives. What
did Triptolemus make you do?””

Frank tried o hold it together. He scolded himself for feeling so weak. He could face anarmy of

|1 had the weirdest nightmare about popeorn.” He frowned at
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Percy tried to think of good things to keep his spirits up—the lake at Camp Half-Blood. the time
be'd kissed Amabeth underwater. He tried 10 imagine the two of them at New Rome together,
walking through the hills and holding hands. But Camp Jupiter and Carmp Half-Blood both seemed
like dreams, He felt s if only Tartarus existed. This was the real world—death, darkness. cold, pain.
He'd been imagining ll the rest.

He shivered. No. That was the pit speaking to him sapping his resolve. He wondered how Nico
ad survived down here alone withou going insave. That kid bad more strength than Percy bad given
him credit or. The deeper they traveled, the harder it became 1o say focused.

“This place is worse than the River Cocytus,” he mtered.

“Yes," Bob called back happily. “Much worse! It means we are close.™

Close to what? Percy wondered. But he didn't have the strength to ask. He noticed Small Bob
cat had hidden himself in Bob's coveralls again, which reinforced Percy’'s opinion that the kiten was.
the smartest one in their group.

Annabeth laced her fingers through his. I the ight of his bronze sword, ber face was beauiful

“We're together,” she reminded him.“We'll get through this,”

He'd been so worried about lifing ber spirits, and bere she was reassuing him.

“Yeah." he agreed. “Picce of cake.”

“But ext e, she said, 1 wank 0 g0 somew here different on o date.”

“Paris was nice,” be recalled.

‘She managed a smile. Morths ago, before Percy ot amvcsia, they'd had dinoer in Paris one
igh, compliments of Hermes, Tht secmed like another lfetime.

“I'd setle for New Rome,” she offered, “As long as you're there with me.”

Man, Aniabeth was awesome. For i momens, Perey actually remembered what it was like o
feel bappy. e had an amazing girfriend, They could have a fture together,

“Then the darkness dispersed with a mussive sigh ke the last breath of a dying god. In front of
them was a clearing—a barren field of dust and stones. In the center, about fwerty yards away, knelt
the gruesome figure ofa woman, ber clothes tatered, her imbs emaciated, ber skin leathery green.
Her head was bent as she sobbed quictly, and the sound shattered all Perey’s hopes.

He realized that life was pointless. His strugales were for nothing. This woran cried as if
mourning the death of the entire world.

“We're here,” Bob anvounced. “AKlys can help.”
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“Seven minudes now.” Pasiplué lamented. “If only we had more time! So many indignities I'd
like you to suffer.”

“That wasit, Haze| realized. She had 10 rumthe ginlet. She had o make the maze more.
dangerous, more spectacular—make Pasipta ocus o th twaps rather than the dircction the
Labyrinth was leading.

“Leo, we're going o jurp.” Hazel said

“Bur

IS ot s far s it looks. Gol* She grabbed fs hand and they launched themselves across the
pit. Whe they anded, Hazel looked bk and saw 1o pit at all—just tree-inch crack n the flor.

“Come on'” she urged.

They ran as the voic of Pasiphaé droned on. “Oh, dear, no. You'll never survive fha way. Six
minutes”

“The ceiling above them cracked ipart. Gale the weasel squeaked inalarm. bt Hizel inagined
e tunnel eading off o the lel—a tue even more dangerous, ing the wrong direction, The Mist
sofiencd under hr will. The tumel appeared, and they dashed t one side.

Pasipha sighed with disappoimiment, “You rally aren't very pood a thi, my dear.”

Bt Hazel felta spark of hope. She'd created a tunel. She'd drivena small wedge inio the
magic fabri of the Labyrinih

‘The floor eollapsed under them. Hazeljumped fo one side. drageing Leo withber, She imagined
anotber tunnl, vering back th way tey'd come, but full ofpoisonous g, The maze obliged.

“Leo, hold yourbreaih,” she warned.

“They plunged through the toxic fog. Hazel's es felt ke they were being rinsed in pepper jice.
bt she ket rumi

“Five minues,” Pasiphaé said. “Alas! I only | could watch you sufer longer.™

“They burst nto a corrdor with fresh i Leo coughed. “IFonly she would st up.™

“They ducked under a brorwze garrote wire. Hazel imagined the el curving back toward
Pasiphaé, ever so slighly. The Mist bert 0 b will,

“The walls of the tumel began o elose in on either side. Havel dida'ttry 0 sop them. She e
ihern lose fser, shaking the floor and cracking th ceiling. She and Leo ran fo teir ives, following
the curve s it browght them closer 10 what she hoped was the cener of the room.

A pity.” said Pasiphag. “1 wish | could killyou an your rends n he elevator, b Gaea has
insisted that two of you mistbe kept alive unil the Feast o Hope, when your blood wil be put 1o
oo wse! A, well. T will have 10 find other victms for my Labyrindh. You two have been second-
rate il

Hazeland Lo sturbled 0. siop. Tn front of them streiched a chusin o wide, Hael couldn't see
the other side. From somewhere below in the darkiess came the sound of issing-—thousands and
thousands of snakes.

Hazel was terpied 0 retreat, butthe el was closing behind them, leaving them stranded on a
sinyledge. Gile the weasel paced cross Hazel’s shoulders nd frted with anxicty.

Dk, kL s, “The vl e v g, They i b ol G e
second.”
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Before the goddess could pounce, Percy advanced. yelling and waving his sword. He still felt
about s solid 154 Kleenex, buthis anger secmed fo help him move faster.

“Hey, Happy!" be yelled.

Akblys spun, dropping Aneaberhs arm. “Happy?” she demuided.

“Yeah!" He ducked as she swiped at is head. “You're dowright choerful

“Argght” She lunged again, b she was off balance. Percy sidesicpped and backed away.
Teading the gxddess farther from Annabeth.

“Pleasant®” he called. “Delightull”

“The goddess srurled and winced. She stumbled aflr Percy. Each compliment seemed o hit her
Tike sand in he fce.

1 will Kill you slowlyt” she growled, her eyes and nose watering. blood drippine from her
cheetks, I will cut you o pieces as  sacrifce to Nighi"

Anubethstruggled to her feet. She started ifling through b pack, no doubt looking for
sonething that migh help.

Percy wanted 10 ive her more time. She was the brains., Beter for him o et atiacked while she
carme up witha brillian plan.

“Cuddly?” Perey elled. “Fuzzy, warm, and huggable!”

Akhlys made a growling. choking noise, like  cat having a seizue.

“A slow death” she sereamcd. “A death froma thowsand poisons!”

ATl around her, poisonous plarts rew and burst ike overfilled balloors. Greerand-white sap.
trickled out, collccting into pools, and began flowing across he ground toward Percy. The sweet-
smelling fues made his head fecl wobbly.

“Percy!” Amabeths voice sounded far away. “Un. hey, Miss Wonderful! Cheerful? Grins! Over
heret”

B he goddess of misery was ow fisaied on Perey. He tred 1 rereat again. Unfortunaely the
poison ichor was flowing all around him now, moking the ground stcam and the air bun. Percy found
imselstuck on an sland of dust not much bigger than a sield. A few yards away. his backpack
stoked and dissolved into a puddle of 500, Percy had nowhere (0 .

He fell 0 one Kance. He wanted 10 tell Anabeth o run, b he couldn’tspeak, His thioat was s
dry as dead laves,

He wished thore were water in Tartarus —som nice pool he could jump ino to heal himself, o
maybe a river he could control. He'd setle for a botle of Evian.

“Youwill feed the eterml darkness.” AKlys said. “You will die in he arms of Night™

He was dimly aware of Annabeth shouting. throwing random pieces of drakon jerky at the
soddess. The whitc-green poison kept pooling lite treanstickling fromthe planis s the veromous
Take aroud him got wider and wider

Like, he though Sireans, Water.

Probably i was just his brain getingfred from poison fimes, but he croaked out a Laugh. Poison
was liquid. IFit moved like warer, it must be partially water.

He remembered some science lectre sbout the uan body being mostly water. He remerbered
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“Youssleep.” Percy told her. “I'll keep the first watch with Bob.”
Bob rumbled in agreement. “Yes, good. When you wake, food should be here!”

Annabeth's stomach did a rollover at the mention of food. She didn’t see how Bob could
summon food in the midst of Tartarus. Maybe he was a caterer as well as a janitor.

She didn’t want o slcep, but her body betrayed her. Her eyelids turned to lead. “Percy, wake me
for second watch. Don't be a hero.”

He gave her that smirk she’d come to love. “Who, me?”
He kissed her, his lips parched and feverishly warm “Sleep.”

Annabeth felt like she was back in the Hypnos cabin at Camp Half-Blood, overcome with
drowsiness. She curled up on the hard ground and closed her eyes
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PERCY

AKHLYS LUNGED AT PERCY, and for a split second he thought: Iell, hey, I'm just smoke. She can't
touch me, right?

He inugined the Fates up in Olympus, laughing at his wishful thinking: LOL, NOOB!

‘The goddess’s claws raked across his chest and stung like boiling water.

Percy stumbled backward, but he wasn't used to being smoky. His legs moved too slowly. His
arms felt like tissue paper. In desperation, he threw his backpack at her, thinking maybe it would turn
solid when it left his hand, but no such luck. It fell with a sof thud.

Akblys snarled. crouching to spring. She would have bitten Percy’s face offif Annabeth hadn’t
charged and screamed, “HEY! right in the goddess’s ear.

Akblys flinched, turning toward the sound.

She lashed out at Annabeth, but Annabeth was better at moving than Percy. Maybe she wasn't
feeling as smoky, or maybe she’d just had more combat training. She'd been at Camp Half-Blood
since she was seven. Probably she’d had classes Percy never got, like How to Fight While Partially
Made of Smoke.

Annabeth dove straight between the goddess’s legs and somersaulted o her feet. Akhlys trned
and attacked, but Annabeth dodged again, like a matador.

Percy was so stunned, he losta few precious seconds. He stared at corpse Annabeth, shrouded
in mist but moving as fast and confidently as ever. Then it occurred to him why she was doing this: to
buy the time. Which meant Percy needed to help.

He thought furiously, trying to come up with a way 1o defeat Misery. How could he fight when he
couldn't touch anything?

On Akhlys’s third attack, Annabeth wasn't so lucky. She tried to veer aside, but the goddess
grabbed Annabeth's wrist and pulled her hard, sending her sprawling.
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PERCY

PERCY MISSED BOB.

He'd gotten used to having the Titan on his side, lighting their way with his silver hair and his
fearsome war broom.

Now their only guide was an emaciated corpse lady with serious sel -esteem issues.

As they struggled across the dusty plain, the fog became so thick that Percy had to resist the urge
1o swat it away with his hands. The only reason he was able to follow Akhlys's path was because
poisonous plants sprang up wherever she walked.

If they were still on the body of Tartarus, Percy figured they must be on the bottom of his foot—a
rough, calloused expanse where only the most disgusting plant life grew.

Finally they arrived at the end of the big toe. At least that's what it looked like to Percy. The fog
dissipated, and they found themselves on a peninsula that jutied out over a pitch-black void.
turned and leered at them. Blood from her cheeks dripped on her dress.
Her sickly eyes looked moist and swollen but somehow excited. Can Misery look excited?

“Un..great” Percy asked. “Where is here?”

“The verge of final death,” Akhlys said. “Where Night meets the void below Tartarus.”

Annabeth inched forward and peered over the cliff.“I thought there was nothing below
Tartarus.”

“Oh, certainly there is....” AKhlys coughed. “Even Tartarus had to rise from somewhere. This is
the edge of the earliest darkness, which was my mother. Below lies the realm of Chaos, my father.
Here, you are closer to nothingness than any mortal has ever been. Can you not feel it?”

Percy knew what she meant. The void seemed to be pulling at him, leaching the breath from his
lungs and the oxygen from his blood. He looked at Annabeth and saw that her lips were tinged blue.

“Here we are.” AKhl
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Somewhere behind Hazel, a soft. lyrical voice said, “What about my flames, old frien

Gale squeaked excitedly and jumped from Hazel’s shoulder, scampering o the entrance of the
cavern where a blond woman stood in a black dress, the Mist swirling around her.

‘The giant stumbled backward, bumping into the Doors of Death.
fou, " he said from Percy’s mouth

“Me.” Hecate agreed. She spread her arms. Blazing torches appeared in her hands. “It has been
millennia since I fought at the side of a demigod, but Hazel Levesque has proven herself worthy. Wh
do you say, Clytius? Shall we play with fire?”
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heart of the pit”

Around the goddess, flowers bloomed in the dust—dark purple, orange, and red blossoms that
smelled sickly sweel. Percy’s head swam.

“Nightshade.” Akhlys offered. “Hemlock. Belladonna, henbane, or strychnine. | can dissolve.
your innards, boil your blood.”

*“That's very nice of you,” Perey said. “But I've had enough poison for one trip. Now. can you
hide us in your Death Mist, or not”™

“Yeah, it'll be fun,” Annabeth said.

The goddess’s eyes narrowed. “Fun?

“Sure,” Amabeth promised. “If we fail, think how great it will be for you, gloating over our
spirits when we die in agony. You'll get1o say “I told you so” for eternity."”

O, if we succeed,” Percy added, “think of all the suffering you'll bring to the monsters down
here. We intend to seal the Doors of Death. That's going (0 cause a lot of wailing and moaning ™

Akhlys considered. “I enjoy suffering, Wailing is also good.”™

“Thenit's setlled,” Percy said. “Make us invisible.”

Akhlys strugged to her feet. The shield of Hereules rolled away and wobbled to.a stop ina
patch of poison flowers. “It is not so simple.” the goddess said. “The Death Mist comes at the momen
youare closest 1o your ead. Your eyes will be clowded only then, The world will fade.”

Percy’s mouth felt dry. “Okay. Bu...we'll be shrouded from the monsters?”

O, yes,” Akblys said. “If you survive the process. you will be able (o pass umnaticed among
the anmies of Tartarus. It is hopeless, of course, but if you are determined, then come. T will show you
the way.”

“The way 1o where, exactly?” Annabeth asked.

“The goddess was already shuflling ino the gloom.

Percy tmed to look at Bob, but the Titan was gone. How does a ten-foot-tall silver dude witha
very loud kitten disappear?

“Hey!” Percy yelled to Akhlys. “Where's our friend?”

“He cannot take this path,” the goddess called back. “He is not mortal. Come, litle fools. Come
experience the Death Mist”

Anabeth exhaled and grabbed his hand. “Well...how bad can it be?"

“The question was 5o ridiculous Percy laughed, even though it hurt his lungs. “Yeah. Next date,
thougls—dinner in New Rome,”

“They followed the goddess’s dusty footprints through the poison flowers, decper into the fog.






images/00353.jpg
“Leo!” Hazel yelled.

“They were thiry feet away—much t0o fir 0 reach the elevator—but Leo pulled outa
screwdriver and chucked it ik a throwing knfe. An impossible shot The screwdriver spun straight
past Clytius and slammned o the uP bution.

“The Doors of Death opened with s hiss. Black smoke billowed out, e two bodies spiled face-
first orio he floor—Percy and Ammbeth, limp as corpses.

Haze sobbed. “Oh, gods...”

‘She and Leo staried forward. but Clytius raised his hane n an unmisakable gesture—stop. He
lifed i mussive repitian foot over Percy's head.

o T 9 0y o o e e o, overio Ambith o Pty o dwk
fog.

“Clytis, you've fost” Hzel suled. “Let theim g9, or you'll e up like Pasiphs.

“The giant tiled is eod. i diamond eyes leamed. At ect, Annabeth lrched fke she'd it
 power lin, She rolled on her back, black smoke coifing from her mouih.

*“Fam not Pasiphaé* Annsbeth spoke in: voice that wasn't hers—ihe words as decp as a biss
uiar. “You have won nothing.*

“Stop hat” Even from hily feet away, Hazel could sense Amnabeth's life force waning,ber
pulse becoming tready. Whatever Clytius was doing. pulling words from her mouh—it was killing

Clytis mslged Perey’s head with his oot Percy’s face loled o one side.
‘ot quite dead.” The giant’s words boomed from Perey’s mouth. *A terrible shock to the
martal body, 1 would imagine. coming back from Tartarus. They Il be out for a while

He amed his atention back 1o Annabeth, More smoke poured from between ber lips. 1 e
them wp and take them 10 Porphyrion in Athens. Just the sacrifice we need, Unfortunately. that
mecans  have o further use for you o,

“Oh, yeah?™ Leo growled. “Well, maybe you got the smoke, buddy, but I've got the fire.”

His hands blazed. He shot white-hot columes of flame a the giant, but Clytius’s simoky aura
absorbed them on rmpact Tendrils of black huze raveled back up the Fines of fire, smuffing out the
Hight and beat and covering Leo in darkness.

Leo fell 0 his knees, clutching at bis throat

“Not" Hazel an toward him but Gale chattered urgently on her showlder—a clear warning

“Iwould nor. " Clytius's voice reverberated from Leo’s mouth. “You do not understand, Hazel
Levesque. I devour magic. | destroy the voice and the soul. You camnot oppose me.

1% 8 e S acros dhe o, coeri Anmbet and Py billowingvand

Blood roared in Hazel's ears. She id 0 act—but how? If hat black smoke could incapacitute
Lo so quickly, what clance did she have?

“F-fire” she stammered in a small voice. "You're supposed fo be weak against it

“The giant chuckled, using Anmabeth's vocal cords tis ime. “You were counting on that, eh? Ii
i e £ do not like fire. But Leo Vuldes's flames are not strong encugh to trouble me. ™
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burst ina geyser of steaming yellow slime, and the drakon dissolved into nothing.

Bob kept walking.

Monsters are zits on the skin of Tartarus, Annabeth thought, She shuddered, Sometimes she
wished she didn't have such a good imugination, because now she was certain they were walking
across a lving thing. This whole twisted landscape—the dome, pit. or whatever you called it—was
the body of the god Tartarus—the most ancient incarmation of evil. Just s Giaea inhabited the surfice:
of he earth, Tartans inhabited the pit

Ifthat god noticed them walking across his skin, like fleas on s dog... Enough. No more thirking.

“Here,” Bob said

“They stopped at the fop of'aride. Below them,in a shelicred depression like a moon crater,
st00d a ing of broken black marble columms surrounding a dark stone altar

“Heemes's shrine,” Bob explained.

Percy frowned. “A Hermes shrine in Tariarus?"

Bob laughed in delight. “Yes. It el from somewhere long ago. Maybe mortal world, Maybe
Olympus. Amyway, monsters ster clear, Mostly.”

“How did you know it was here? Annabeth asked.

Bob's smile faded. He gota vacant look in his eyes. “Can't remember™

“That's okay,” Percy said quickly.

Annaberh felt like kicking hersel. Before Bob becane: Bob, he had besn lapetus the Titan. Like
all his brethren, he"d been imprisoned in Tartarus for cons. OF course he knew his way around. If e
remembered this shrine, he mightstat recalling other details of is old prison and his old life. That
would not be good.

“They climbed into the crater and entered the circle of columns, Amnabeth collapsed on a broken
slab of marble, 0o exhausted to take another sep. Perey siood over her protectively, scarming their
surroundings. The inky storm front was less than s hundred feet away now, obscuring everything
ahead of hem. The crater"s rim blocked ther view of the wasteland behind. They'd be well hidden
ere, but if monsiers did stumble across them, they would have o warning

“You said someone was chasing s, Amabeih said. “Who?™

Bob swepthis broom around the base of the alar, occasiorally crouching o study the ground as
iflooking for something. “They are following. yes. They know you ar here. Gianis and Titars. The
defeated ones. They know

The defiated ones

Amabeth tried 10 control her fear. How many Titans and iants had she and Percy fought over
the years? Each one had scemed like an impossible challenge. Ifalf of them were down here in
Tartarus, and ifthey were actively hunting Percy and Annabeth...

“Why are we stopping. then?” she said. “We should keep moving”

“Soon,” Bob said. “But mortals need rest. Good place here. Best place for...oh, long,long way.
Twill guard you ™"

Amabeth glanced at Percy, sending him the silent message: U, no. Hanging out with a Titan
was bad enoush. Gioing o slecp while the Titan gusrded you...she didn't eed fo be a daughicr of
Athena to know that was one hundred percent unwise.
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Her fingernails grew into talons. Her jaw unhinged, and her yellow teeth clongated into fangs.
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~He nooded me.” Those silver cyes gleamed in the darkness. “Itis okay. | was tired of sweeping
e place. Come: along! We ar aliost a a estsop.™

Areststop,

Aneubeth could'timagine what hose words meant in Tarans. She remembered all he tmes
e, Luke, and Thalia hd relied on highway res stops whe hey were homeless demigmds.trying o

Wherever Bob was akig e, she hoped it had e estrooms and a smack mchive. She
repressed the igale. Yes,she was defnitely losing it

Aubets hobbled alons, rying 0 igore the rumble inber stomacl. She stared at Bob's back s
e e them oware the wall of darknes, o onlya e hundied yards away. His ble janitor's
coveralls were ripped between the soulder bladcs,as if someone hud tried 10 stb him. Cleaning
rage stokout of s pocke. A squit bote s fromhis bl the blus i irside shshing
ypocticaly.

Ambeth emembered Pery's oy bbout mesting he i, Thalia Graee, Nico d Angelo, and
Percy had worked ogethe 0 defeat Bob on the banks of th Ledbe. Afer wiping his memory,they.
didn't b the eart 0 kil im. Fe becam: o sende and sweetand cooperative tht trey e himat
the palace of Hades, whe Perscphone promised e would be looked afe,

Apparenily,the Underworkd King and quen hovgl “looking afler” someone meant ving im s
broom and having Him swecp up eir messes. Arabeth wondered how even Hades could be so
callous. Sh'd v fl sory or  Titan before, but it did't seemn ight aking  brainwashed
immortal and g fm o an upaid janor,

He's ot ou friend, sbe reminded erself.

She was terifed tht Bob would suddenly remernber el Tartars was whre monsiers
came 0 regenerate, What i it esled fis memory? e became lapetus again...well, Amsbeth had
scen the way e had dealt with those emporesai, Arnabeth o o weapon. She and Percy were i o
condition o ighta Titan.

She glanced nervously a Hob's broom handle, wondering bow gt would b before hat
Hidden spearbead juted out and ot poioted at e,

Following Bob hrough Tatans was crazyrisk. Unforumately, she coulds' think o a beter
plan

“They picked their way across the aben waielan as red lighting lashed overhesd i the
poisanosclouds. Justanother lovely dayinthe dungeon ofcration. Ammabesh could't se fr n the
Ty i, bt the lomger tey walked, e o ceriain she becanne tha he enire ondscape was &
dowmward cure.

She'd beard conflctng descrptions o Tarirus. I was a ofomess pit. 11 was a forircss
surrounded by brass wals. 1 was noting bt an el i,

‘O sty described it the invrse of e shy—a s, bllow, upside-down doms of rockc
That sceimed the mostaccurae, thogh i Tartarus wa a doe, Amabeth sessed it wis ke the sy

with 0 real botom byt made o muliple fayers, ach e darker i e5s hospitable thanth It

And even thut wasr' e fll, horrible .

“They passeda blister inthe groul—a writhing, transhucent bbbl the sice ofa minivan, Curled
inside was the al-formed body ofa drakon. Bob speared the bister withouta second thouh. Tt
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“We can't stay here,” be said.

“No, indeed!” Akhlys said. “Dor't you feel the Death Mist? Even now, you pass between.
Look”™

‘White smoke gathered around Perey’s feet. As it coiled up his legs, he realized the smoke wasn't
surrounding him. I was coming from him, His whole body was dissolving. He held up his hands and
found they were fzzy and indistinc, He couldn't eventell how many fingers he had. Hopefully still
en.

He tumed to Annabeth and stifled a yel

He couldn'tsay it. She looked dead.

Her skin was sallow, her eye sockets dark and sunken. Her beauiful air had dried o a skein
of cobwebs. She looked like she’d been stuck in a cool, dark mwsoleu for decades; slowly
withering ko a desiceated husk. When she tumed (o fook at him, her features momentasly blurred
o mist

Percy’s blood moved like sap in his veins.

For years, he had worried about Annabeth dying. When you were  demigod, that went with the
territory. Most hal-bloods didn't live long. You always knew that e next monster you fouglt could
be your last. But sceing Amnabeth like this was oo painful. He'd rather stand in the River Phlegethor,
or get aiacked by arai, or be trampled by gians.

“Oh, ods.” Amabeh sobbed. “Percy, the way you look...”

Percy studied his arms. All e saw were blobs of white mist, but he guessed that o Annabeth he
Tooked lik a corpse. He took a fes steps, though it was difficult. His body felt insubstantial,
was made of helium and cotton candy.

“I've looked berer,” he decided. “1 can't move very well, But 'mall right

Akhlys clucked. “Oh, you're definitely not all right "

Percy frowned. “Butwell pass unscen now? We can get 0 the Doors of Death?”

“Well, perhaps you could,” the goddess said, “if you lived that long. which you wor't.™

Akhlys spread her gnarled fingers. Mare plasss bloomed along the edge of the pit—hemlock,
vightshade, and olcander spreading toward Perey's feet like a deadly carpe. “The Death Mist s ot
simply a disguise, you see. Iis @ state of being. | could not bring you this giftunless death followed
—true death.”

s a trap,” Amabeth said,

The goddess cackled. “Didn't you expect me to betray you?™

“Yes,” Annabeth and Percy said togeiber.

“Well, then, it was hardly a trap! More of aninevitabil

“Yeah, yeah." Percy growled. “Let’s get o the fighting

He drew Riptide, but the blade was made of smoke. When he slashed at AKhlys, the sword just
floated across her like a genle brocze.

The goddess's ruined mouth split into a grin. “Did 1 forget to mention? You are only mist now—
a shadow before death. Perhaps if you had time, you could learn to control your new form. But you do
ot ave ime. Since you camnat touch me, I fear any fight with Misery will be quite one-sided.”

ool

Misery is inevitable. Pain is
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LXXV

HAZEL

IF THE GIANT HAD RUN AWAY SCREAMING, Hazel would've been grateful. Then they all could have
taken the rest of the day off.

Clytius disappointed her.

When he saw the goddess’s torches blazing, the giant seemed to recover his wits. He stomped
his foot, shaking the floor and almost stepping on Annabeth’s arm. Dark smoke billowed around him
until Annabeth and Percy were totally hidden. Hazel could see nothing but the giant’s gleaming eyes.

“Bold words. " Clytius spoke from Leo's mouth. “You forget, goddess. When we last met, you
had the help of Hercules and Dionysus—the most powerfil heroes in the world, both of them
destined to become gods. Now you bring...these?""

Leo’s unconscious body contorted in pain.

“Stop it!” Hazel yelled.

She didn’t plan what happened next. She simply knew she had to protect her friends. She
imagined them behind her, the same way she’d imagined new tunnels appearing in Pasiphaé’s
Labyrinth. Leo dissolved. He reappeared at Hazels feet, along with Percy and Annabeth. The Mist
whirled around her, spilling over the stones and enveloping her friends. Where the white Mist met the
dark smoke of Clytius, it steamed and sizzled, like lava rolling into the sea.

Leo opened his eyes and gasped. “Wh-what...2”

Annabeth and Percy remained motionless, but Hazel could sense their heartbeats getting stronger,
their breath coming more evenly.

On Hecate's shoulder, Gale the polecat barked with admiration.

‘The goddess stepped forward, her dark eyes glittering in the torchlight “You're right, Clytius.
Hazel Levesque is not Hercules or Dionysus, but I think you will find her justas formidable.”
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HAZEL

HAZEL WASN'T PROUD OF CRYING.

After the tunmel collapsed, she wept and screamed like a two-year-old throwing a tantrum. She
couldn't move the debris that separated her and Leo from the others. If the earth shified any more, the
entire complex might collapse on their heads. Still, she pounded her fists against the stones and yelled
curses that would’ve earned her & mouth-washing with Iye soap back at St Agnes Academy.

Leo stared at her, wide-eyed and speechless.

She wasn't being fair to him.

The last time the two of them had been together, she’d zapped him into her past and shown him
Sammy, his great-grandfather—Hazel's first boyfriend. She'd burdened him with emotional baggage
he didn’t need, and left him so dazed they had almost gotten killed by a giant shrimp monster.

Now here they were, alone again, while their friends might be dying at the hands of a monser
army, and she was throwing a fit.

“Sorry.” She wiped her face.

“Hey, you know...” Leo shrugged. “I've attacked a few rocks in my day.”

She swallowed with difficulty. “Frank is...he's—"

“Listen.” Leo said. “Frank Zhang has moves. He's probably gonna turn into a kangaroo and do
some marsupial jujitsu on their ugly faces.”

He helped her to her feet. Despite the panic simmering inside her, she knew Leo was right. Frank
and the others weren't helpless. They would find a way to survive. The best thing she and Leo could
do was carry on.

She studied Leo. His hair had grown out longer and shaggier, and his face was leaner, so he
looked less like an imp and more like one of those willowy elves in the fairy tales. The biggest
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Percy pushed on his side furiously and the crack closed. His eyes blazed with anger. She hoped
he wasn't mad at her, but if he was, she couldn’t blame him.

Ifit keeps him going, she thought, then let him be angry.
“Twill kill Gaea,” he muttered. “1will tear her apart with my bare hands.”

Annabeth nodded, but she was thinking about Tartarus's boast. He could not be killed. Neither
could Gaca. Against such power, even Titans and giants were hopelessly outmatched. Demigods
stood no chance

She also remembered Bob’s warning: This may not be the last sacrifice you must make 10 stop
Gaea.

She felt that truh deep in her bones.
“Twelve minutes,” she murmured. “Just twelve minutes.”
She prayed to Athena that Bob could hold the UP button that long. She prayed for sirength and
wisdom. She wondered what they would find once they reached the top of this elevator ride.
Iftheir friends weren't there, controlling the other side....
“We can do this,” Percy said. “We have to.”
“Yeah,” Annabeth said. “Yeah, we do."

‘They held the Doors shut as the elevator shuddered and the music played, while somewhere
below them. a Titan and a giant sacrificed their lives for their escape.
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extra denim clothes and a stack of farm tplements, Iike pitchforks and rakes.

The back wall was o huge grage door. Parked next to it was a red-and-gold chariot with an
open carriage ad  single i, ks th chaios Frank hud oced a Carg Juptr, Sprouting from e
Sides ofthe driver's bowere iant feahery wings. Wrapped aroun therimof the lf wheel
spoted pthonsnord oy

Frank bt knownhat pythons cold snre. He hoped b had'tdons it hinsefinpyon
form st nigh

“Set your friend here.” said the man in denim.

Frank placed Haze ey on the e, He remmwed e sword nd i o ke e confortac,
bt she was as limp 5. screcrow. Her comploxon definiely bnd o grenish .

Wit e those cow tings?” Frank demanded. “Wiat did tey do o er?™

“Katoblepanes, " sid their bost. “Singuar: ktobleps. I Englsh it mesns down-laoker: Called
t because
“They're always looking down.” Nico smacked his forchead. “Right. | remember reading about
e

Frank laredat i “Now you enenber?”

Nico hung ishesd afmost s v asa atobieps. 1 h...wse o play his s cord g
\when was younger Mythommgic. The Autobleps was one of e morste cards.”

Frank blinked. 1 played Mythornage. | ever sa thatcard.”

“Itwas in the Africanis Extreme expansion deck ™

-l

Their host clearcd his throat. “Are you two done, ah, geeking out, as they say”

“Righ. sorry. Nico mustee. Ay karobiepones e poison breathand  pison rze
gt ey onlyTved n Aficn

“The man in denim shrugged. “That's their native land. They were accidentally imporied o
Venice hundreds of years ago. You've heard of Saint Mark?™”

Fronk warted o scrcamwith frstraion. He didn' scc ow any of i ws relevart, but i i

ost could heal Hazel, Frank decided maybe it would be best not fo make himangry. “Sains? They're
ot part of Greek mythology.™
“The mun in demim chuckled. “No, bue Saint Mark isthe patron saint of this city. He died in Egypt.

oh. lomg tme agn. Whenthe Venctans became powerfl... wel, e reics of suins were  big
tourist atraction back i the Middle Ages. The Venetians decided 10 seal Saint Mark's remins and
bring them o teie big hurch of San Marco. They smuggled out his body n  barel of pickled g
o

“Thats.. disgisting” Frank sad.

“Yes the man agreed with a smile. “The point s, youcan'tdo someihing ke tht ad ot have
consequences. The Vepetans winirsionlly simuseled something eise out of Egypl—the
Aatoblepones. They came here aboard that ship it have been breeding ike rasever since. They
Tove the mugica poison rors e grow here—swarpy, foul-smelling plaresthat creep w from the
camals. It mubes thei breatheven more poisonous! Usually the monsters ignore morals, but
demignds...especially demigods who gt n their way—*
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“That smell in the air, the thick smell of....

Piper should have understood what was happening sooner, but she'd spent most of her life in
Southern California with no msjor changes of season. She hadn’t grown up with that smel... the smell
of impending snow.

Every muscle in her body tensed. “Leo, sound the alarm ™

Piper hadn't realized she was charmspeaking. but Leo immediately dropped his screwdriver and
punched the alarm button. He frowned when nothing happened.

“U,it's disconnected.” he remembered. “Festus is shut down. Ginime a miut © get the system
back online.”

“We don't have  minute! Fires—we need vials of Greek fire. Jason, call the winds. Warm.
southerly winds "

“Wait, what?" Jason stared at her in confusion. “Piper, what's wrong?"

“It’s her!” Piper snatched up her dagger. “She’s back! We have to—"

Before she could finish, the boat listed 1o port. The temperature dropped so fs.the sails
erackled with ice. The bronze shields along the rails popped like over-pressurized soda cans.

Jason drevw his sword, but it was too late. A wave of ice particles swept over him, coating him
tike a glazed donut and freezing him in place, Under a layer of ice, his eyes were wide with
amazement,

“Leo! Flames! Now!” Piper yelled.

Leo’s right hand blazed, but the wind swirled around him and doused the fire. Leo clutched his
Archimedes sphere as a funnel cloud of sleet lifted him off his feet.

“Hey!" he yelled. “Hey! Let me go!”

Piper ran oward him, but a voice in the storm said, “Oh, yes, Leo Valdez 1 will let you go
permanently.”

Leo shot skyward, like he'd been launched ffom a catapalt. He disappeared into the clouds.

“No!" Piper raised her knife, but there was nothing to attack. She looked desperately at the
stairwell, hoping to see her friends charging to the rescue, but a block of ice had sealed the hatch. The
whole lower deck might have been frozen solid.

She necded a better weapon 10 fight with—something more than her voice, a stupid fortune-
telling dagger, and a comucopia that shot ham and fresh fruit.

She wondered whether she could make it 10 the ballista.

“Then her enemies appeared, and she realized that no weapon would be enough.

‘Standing amidships was a girl in a flowing dress of white silk, her mane of black hair pinned
back with a circlet of diamonds. Her cyes were the color of coffee, but without the warmth.

Behind her stood her brothers—two young men with purple-feathered wings, stark white hair,
and jagged swords of Celestinl bronze.

S0 good 10 see you again. ma chére.” said Khione, the goddess of snow. “It's time we had a
very cold reunion.”
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their stinky green fumes as they cropt toward Frank’s fect.
Inthe disance,  Aatoblep’s foghorn moan iled he ir, Obers joined i from al different
iections, Frank wasn't sure by the monsiers could el he s v esting ther fvorite food:
waybe they st b an excellent sense ofsell
e hud 10 ove st now. He sficed ofTa ong cluster o vines and laced them trough one of s
el oops, rying  gpore the burning and ihing in i hands. Soon b had a slowing stinking lasso.
of poisonous weeds.Hooray,

“The fist few azoblepones lubered ito the iz, bellowing inongse. Green eyes glowed
der theie s, Thei long suous blew clouds of s, ke fury seam engines.

Frank nocked an arrow. He hud  momenary pan of il Thes were ot the wors morsiers
he'd . They were basically grazng aniwls hat happened 1o b poisonous.

Hazel is dying because ofthen, e reninded hirwel

He et the arrow fly. The nearest bl collapsed. crumbling 1o dst. He pocked  sccond
arrow,butthe rest of the erd was almost on fop ofhim. More were charging inio the square from the
opposite direction.

Frak tned into a 1on. He roared defanly and leaped toward th arclway, sraight over the
eads of the sccond herd. The two groups of Garablepanes slammed i cach atber, bot qickly
recovered ond ran afe bim.

Frank 't ben sure te roots would el sl when e clinged form. Usaly s clotbes and
posscssions just sortof melicd ito his anil shape, bt apparcrly he sl smelled ike  yummy
poison dinmer. Each time he raced pasta atobips, it roored with ourage and oined the Kl Frank!
Purade.

He tumcd oo  facge streetand pushed through the crowds o ourists. W the morals s,
o 0 idka— cat being chused by a pack of o Peaple cursed a Frank inabout tvelye
diferen anguues, Gelo cones et fying. A woman spilled astack of carival musks. Ope dude
oppled o the canal

‘When Frank glanced Back, e had at east o dorenronsers on his i, but e needed more
He needed all the morsiers in Verice, and e had 1o ecp the e b i cnraged.

He found an open spot n the crowd and tumed bk into 3 humn He drew Hazels sparha—
mever s preferred weapon, bu he was big enongh and strong emvogh it the eavy cavalry sword
did't bothor him In fact he s lad for the extra reach. He slashed the golden biade, destroying the

st Aaiobleps und i the othersbuch p in o of i

He ried 1o avoid their eyes, but he could fee thei e burnig i i He figsred tht ifall
hese monsters breathed on him at once, their combined noxious cloud would be enough 1 mel i
ioto  puddle. The monsters crowded forward and slammed i one anote.

Frank elled, Yo want my poison soots? Come e g them!™

He tumed ino a dolphin and fumped int the canal. He hoped katoblepones couldstswim. At
he very less,they secmd reluctan 0 follow i i, o e could’c lame ther, The caral was
disusting —smelly anc salty e s warm s soug—but Frank frged through i, dodging pondolas
and specdboats, passing occasionally o chiter dolphin inuls at the mansiers who followed himon
the sidewalks, When b reached the nesrest ondols dock. Frak urned back ito a b agin.
subbed a few more kutoblepanes to eep e sngry,und took o i,
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Khione's eyes glinted like iced espresso. She shot an uneasy look at her brothers.
Piper laughed, “Oh, you didn't tell them!™ she guessed, “I dontblame you. You had a giant king
o your side, plus an army of wolves and Earthborn, and you still couldn’t beat us.”
“Silence!” the goddess hissed.

“The air turned misty. Piper felt frost gathering on her eyebrows and freczing her ear canals, but
she feigned a smile.

“Whatever.” She winked at Zethes, “But it was prety funny.*

“The beautiful girl must be lying.” Zethes said. “Khione was not heaten at the Wolf House. She
said it was a...ah, what is the term? A tactical retreat.”

“Treats?” Cal asked. “Treats are good.”

Piper pushed the big guy's chest playfully. “No, Cal. He neans that your sister ran away."

“I.did not!” Khione shricked.

“What did Hera call you?” Piper mused. “Right—a D-list goddess!™

She burst o laughing again. and her amuscment was o gemuine, Zethes and Cal started lavghing

“That is trés bon!" Zethes said. “A D-list goddess. Ha!"

“Ha!™ Cal said. “Sister ran away! Ha!"

Khione’s white dress began 10 steam lce formed over Zethes's and Cal’s mouths, plugging them
.

“Show us this secret of yours, Piper Mclean.” Khione growled. “Then pray 1 leave you on this
ship intact. If you are toying with s, | will show you the horrors of frostbite. | doubt Zethes wil still
want you if you have no fingers or toes...perhaps no nose or ears.”

Zethes and Cal spat the ice plugs out of their mouts.

“The pretty girl would look less pretty without a pose,” Zethes admitted.

Piper had seen pictures of frostbite victims. The threat terrified her, but she didn’t let it show.

“Conme on, then.” She led the way 10 the prow, humeming one of her dad’s favorite songs
—*Summertime.”

When she got tothe figurehead. she put her hand on Festus's neck. His bronze scales were cold.
“There was o hum of machinery. His ruby eyes were dull and dark.

“You remember our dragon?” Piper asked,

Khione scoffed. “This cannot be your secret. The dragon is broken. s fire is gone.”

“Well, yes...” Piper stroked the dragon’s snout.

She didn't have Leo’s power to make gears tum or circuits spark. She couldn't sense anything
about the workings of a muchine. All she could do was speak her heart and tell the dragon what he
most wanted to hear. “But Festus is more than a machine. He's a living creature.”™

“Ridiculous,” the goddess spat. “Zethes, Cal—gather the frozen demigods from below. Then we
shall break open the sphere of winds.”

“Youcould do that, boys,” Piper agreed. “But then you wouldn't see Khione humiliated. | know
you'd lke that ™
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HAZEL

HAZELS INTERNAL COMPASS SPUN WILDLY.

She remembered when she was very small, in New Orleans in the late 1930s, her mother had
taken her 10 the dentist to get a bad tooth pulled. It was the first and only time Hazel had ever received
ether. The dentist promised it would make her sleepy and relaxed, but Hazel feltlike she was floating
away from her own body, panicky and out of control. When the ether wore off, she’d been sick for
three days.

“This feltlike a massive dose of ether.

Part of her knew she was stil in the cavern. Pasipha stood onlya few feet in front of them.
Clytius waited silently at the Doors of Death.

Butlayers of Mist enfolded Hazel, twisting her sense of reality. She took one step forward and
bunped into a wall that shouldn’t have been there.

Leo pressed his hands against the stone. “What the heck? Where are we?”

A corridor stretched out to their left and right. Torches guttered in iron sconces. The air smelled
of mildew, as inan old tomb. On Hazel’s shoulder, Gale barked angrily. digging her claws into
Hazel's collarbone.

“Yes, I know,” Hazel muttered to the weasel. “I0s an illusion.”

Leo pounded on the wall, “Pretty solid illusion.”

Pasiphaé laughed. Her voice sounded watery and far away. “Is it an illusion, Hazel Levesque, or
something more? Don't you see what I have created?”

Hazel fet so off-balance she could barely stand, much less think straight. She tried to extend her
senses, to see through the Mist and find the cavern again, butall she felt were tunnels splitting of
dozen directions, going everywhere except forward.
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He could think of only one person to ask. Reluctantly. he opened his mind to the voices of the
war god.

1 need a snake, be told them. How?

Ha, hat Ares screamed. Yes. the serpent!
Like that vile Cadmus, Mars said. We punished him for killing our dragon!

‘They both started yelling, until Frank thought his brain would splitin half

“Okay! Stop!”

The voices quieted.

“Cadmus,” Frank muttered. “Cadnus..."

“The story came back o him. The demigod Cadimus had slain a dragon that happened o be a child
of Ares. How Ares had ended up with a dragon for a son, Frank didn’t want to know: but s
purishment for the dragon’s death, Ares turned Cadmus into a snake.

S0 you can turn your enemies inio snakes,” Frank said. “That's what I need. | need to find an
enemy. Then | need you o tum him info a snake.”™

You think I would do that for you? Aves roured. You have not proven your worth!

Only the greatest hero could ask such a boon, Mars said. A hero like Romulus!

Too Roman! Ares shouted. Diomedes!

Never! Mars shouted back. That coward fell to Heracles!

Horatius, then, Ares suggested.

Mars went silent. Frank sensed a grudging agreement.

“Horatius,” Frank said. “Fine. If hat's what it takes, I'll prove I'm s good as Horatius. U..
what did he do?"

Images flooded into Frank's mind. He saw a lone warrior standing on a stone bridge, facing an
entire army massed on the far side of the Tiber River.

Frank remembered the legend. Horatius, the Roman general, had single-handedly beld offa
borde of invaders, sacrificing himself on that bridge 1 keep the barbarians from crossing the Tiber.
By giving his fellow Romans time to finish their defenses, he'd saved the Republic.

Venice is overrun, Mars said, as Rome was about to be. Cleanse it!

Destroy them all! Ares said. Put them to the sword!

Frank pushed the voices 1o the back of his mind. He looked at his hands and was amazed they
weren'ttrembling

For the first time in days, his thoughts were clear. He knew exactly what he needed to do. He
dido't know how he would pull it off. The odds of dying were excellent, but he had to ry. Hazels life
depended on him.

He strapped Hazels sword to his belt, morphed his backpack into a quiver and bow, and raced
toward the piazza where he’d fought the cow monsters.

“The plan had three phases: dangerous, really dangerous, and insanely dangerous.
Frank stopped at the old stone well. No Katablepones in sight. He drew Hazels sword and used
it 10 pry up some cobblestones, uncarthing a big tangle of spiky roots. The tendrils unfirled, exuding
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Hazel couldn't speak. She wasn't sure whether the lump in her throat was from joy or frustration.
If their friends had made it to the Doors, if they were really going to show up here in twelve
minues..

“Oh. not to worry.” Pasipha waved her hand dismissively. “Clytius will handle them. You see,
‘when the chime sounds again, someone on our side needs to push the Up button or the Doors will fail
10 open and whoever s inside—poof: Gone. Or perhaps Clytius will let them out and deal with them
in person. That depends on you two.”

Hazels mouth tasted like tin. She didn’t want to ask, but she had to. “How exactly does it
depend on us?”

“Well, obviously, we need only one set of demigods alive,” Pasiphat said. “The lucky two will
be taken to Athens and sacrificed to Gaca at the Feast of Hope.”

“Obviously.” Leo muttered.

“So will it be you two, or your friends in the elevator?” The sorceress spread her hands. “Let’s
see who is still alive in twelve...actually, eleven minutes, now.”

The cavern dissolved into darkness.
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eyes weren't playing tricks on him. He was actally glowing—surrounded by a rosy aura.

He i undersond why, b e kep g unil here was oly one monster lef.

Frank fced it with s sword drawa. He was out of breath, sweaty, and caked in monsier dus,
e was b,

“The karobleps earled, 8 st not v been he st ot Despite the fct that several
v of s bretinen o st e, did ot back down.

“Mars” Frank yelled, “'ve proven nyself. Now Lnced s sher™

Frank doubicd anyone had cve sbouied those words before. It was kind ofa weird request. He
940 answer from e skie. Fr once, the voices in i had were il

“The katobleps lost pticnce. It lunched itself at Frank and Jft i o choice. He slashed
pward. As soon as s blade it he orste, e karabieps disappestedin lash of blood-red ight
When Fran's vision cleared, o motled brown Bumese python was coled at bis fect

“Well done.” said a familar voice.

Stadinga few fect away was i dad, Mars, wearing & red beretand live Ftss with the
insigia of e alan Special Forses,an assaul rfl sung over is shovlder. His face was hard and
anlar iseyes covered with dark sunglasses

“Father,” Frank managed.

He couldn' believe what he'd jus done. Theterror strid to catchup o i He el like
sobbing. but e scsed tat would ot be . o idein oot of Mars.

s el o el far™ The war mods volce was suprisingly warm, Gl ofpride. “All gre
warrors are affad. Only hestupid and te delusionl ar not. Butyou ced yous ear, my son. You
did what you e to do. ke Horatus, This was your bridge, and you defonded it

1 Frank waset sure what o say 1. jstneedod stk

Aty sile gged ot Mars's movih. “Yes. And now you e one. Your bravery hus wited 1y
forn, Greck and Romun, ifonly for & momen. Go, Save your . But bear e, Frank. Your
sreatetest s ye o come, When you fuce e armiesof Gaea i Epiws, your leadership—*

‘Sudentyte g doubled over, hching his bead. His form flchered,His tigues e ino
f0ga,then biker' jacket andjeans. His rifle changed i sord and then  rocke launcher.

“Agony!” Mars bellowed.“Go! Hurry!™

Frank did't sk questions. Despit bisexhaustion, be e ino  gisnt coge,soached w the
pythonn is s claws, nd Lueched it te i

Wien e glanced back, & miniatre mushoom clowd erpted romthe middlc ofhebride, rings
offire washing outward, and  pair of voices—Mars and Ares—screaimed, “Noooo!™

Frank wasa's sure what d just Fappened. bu he had o tme o ik abov L. He flew over the
ty—now conpletely cmpty of morters-—and headed for the house of Triptlrs.

“You found one!” the farmer god exclaimed
Frank ignored him Fe stormed nto La Casa Ner, draging the python by it il ike  very
trange Santa Claus bag, and dropped it next 0 the bed.
He kol Hazel s side.
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Soit went.

Al whie, Frask el i a ki o daze. He atracted moce monsiers, sattered moce crowds
of ousts, aod e s now massive following of aroblepones throush e winding streets o the old
ity Whenever he eeded  quick scape, he dove o 3 cans 4. dolpbin, or rped i an cagle
ad soured overead, bus e pever o 100 arahead of his pursuees

Wheneerhe el ke the morters might b losig iferest, be stoppes on  roofop and dey bis
Bow, picking offa e of e kafoblepores inhe cener of the heed.He shook his 550 f paison
vines and isuled the murstrs” bad breath scring them 10 fey. Then b continued e e,

He backacked. He lost his way, Onice b trned s comer and ran it the il end o his owey
monster mob. He should v been exhuusted. vt somehow be fosed hestength o keep soing—
which was g, The hurdest part was et (0 ome.

He spotted u couple of bridges, b they i’ look . One was elvated and completely
covered no way coulld be gt the monster 0 fnmel drough . Another Was 00 crowded with
toursts. Even e monsies gmored the mortals, that moxous gas ol be good for anyons o
. The bigger the onster herd o, the ot morals would gt psbed aside, kosked i e
watr,or trampled.

Finaly Frak s sornbing that would work Jstabead. past o big piz. 1 wooden brids
spanoed on of the widest camsls. The bridge tself was  aticed are of tmber, ke an old-sbionsd
roller conster,ahous fify metrs long.

Fromabove, i cagl form, Frank saw o monsicr an the far side. Every katoblepy in Vrice
sccmod o fave joined the herd and was ushing irough the sieets betind im as touriss sercamed
and scatiered, mayh thirking they were caught inthe midst of a siray dog stanpeds

“The bridge was erpey of oot rafc. 1 was prfect,

Frank dropped ke & stome anc tooed back o man form. He ran 10 the midle of the brdge—.
el choke pointandthess his bait o posonous roots on the deck behind him

s the fontof the katobleps berd reached the base of the bridee, Fank drew Hazel’s golden
spatha.

“Comé ont* e yelled. “Youwank 10 know whit Frank Zhangis worth? Com: o™

s el he wasn't st shouting o he morters. He was venting weeks of far,rage, 3nd
seseniment. The voices of Mars and Ares sereamed igh long with i

“The monsiee clurged. Frank's vision tuned rod.

Later, he coulds't remerber the detils clearly. He siced trough morsters il b was arkle.
deep inyelow dus. Whenever b ot overshelmed and e clouds of g begin o choke im he
changed shape-—becam: an clephani. a dragon,  lion—and esch ransformution sceme o clear fis
Tungs,giing hima fresh burst of energy. His shape-shifing became 5o lid, b conld start an otk
i uman form it i sword and firish s lor, rakig i clavs scross 8 Eatobles s s,

“The monstes kicked wit thei hoaves. They breathed roxious g and gared stright Frank
With their poisonous eyes. He should ave died. i should have been ramplod. B somehon, he
stayed on is e, uhwrmed, and wleashed a hrricane of violence.

He it fol any sor o pleasare in s, b e did't hesiate,cither. He stbhed one morster
i beheaded amothcr. He e nto dragon e bita Aatohleps i bl then changed ino an
cleptunt and trampled three at ance under s fect. His vision was sl trked red, and e realized his
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The Boreads hesitated.

“Hockey?" Cal asked.

“Alimost as good.” Piper promised. “You fought at the side of Jason and the Argarnauts, did't
You? On a s like this, the first Argo.”

“Yes," Zethes agreed. “The Argo. Muxch lik this, but we did not have a dragon.™

“Don'tlisten 0 her!” Khione snapped.

Piper felt ice forming on her lips.

“Youcould shut me up." she said quickly. “But you want to know my secret power—bow I will
destroy you, and Gaca, and the giants.”

Hatred secthed in Khiones eyes, bu she withheld her frost.

“You—have—no—power,” she insisted.

“Spoken ke a D-1ist goddess,” Piper said. “One who tever pets ken seriously, who alvays
wants more power.

She tured to Festus and ran her hand behind his meta ears. “You're a good fiend, Festus. No
one cantruly deactivate you. You're more than a machie. Khione doesn't understand that

She turned to the Boreads, “She doesn't value you, either, you know. She thinks she can boss you
around because you're demigods, ot full-fledged gods. She doesn't understand tht you're a
powerful team”

A team” Cal grunted. “Like the Ca-ma-di-ens,”

He had 1o struggle with the word since it was more than two syllsbles. He grinoed and fooked
very pleased with himelf.

“Exactly.” Piper said. “Just like a hockey feam. The whole is greater than the parts.”

“Like  pizza,” Cal added.

Piper laughed. “You are smart Calt Even | underestimsted you™

“Wait, now,” Zethes protested. “1 am srart also. And good-looking ™

*Very smar,” Piper agreed, ignoring the good-looking part.“So put down the wirnd borb, and
watch Khione get humiliated.”

Zethes grinned. He crouched and ralled the ice sphere across the deck.

“You foolt” Khione yelled.

Before the goddess could go after the sphere, Piper cricd, “Our secret weapon, Khione! We're
ot just a bunch of demigods. We're a team Just like Festus isn't only a collection of pars. He's
alive, He's my friend, And when his friends arc i trouble, especially Leo, e can wake up on his

She willed all her confidence into her voice—all hor love for the metal dragon and everything
he’d done for them.

“The rational part of her knew tis was hopeless. How could you sart a achine with emotions?

But Apbrodite wasn't ational. She rufed through emotions. She was the oldest and most
primordial ofthe Olympians, born from the blood of Ouranos churning in the sea. Her power was.
more ancieat than that of Hephaestus, or Athen, or even Zeus.

For a terrible moment, nothing huppened. Khione glared at her. The Boreads began 1o come out
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‘Frank racked his brain, but it was hard with the voices screaming in his head and the katableps.
poison making him dizzy.

“Uh, Demeter;” be sid, “the phant gxddess. She—she dida' ke Hades because.
recalled an old sory he'd heard at Camp Jupite. “Her dauger, Proscrpine.—

“Persephone.” Tip corrected. 1 prefee th Gireck. i you don't mind "

Kill him! Mars screamed

Hove this guy! Ares yelled bock. Kl him anyway!

Frank decided not o ke offense. He ' want o et e into sorghu plan.“Okay
Hades Kidmpped Persephione.”™

“Exacly!” Trp said

“So...Perscphone was a friend of yours?"

“Trip snorted. 1 was just a morta prince back then. Persephone would'thave noticed me, But
when hr mother, Demetr, went searching fr b, scouring he whole cari, ot many people would
el her. Hocte it her wayat ight withher torches. A 1.well, when Demeter came 1 my partof
Gresce, | gave hera place 0 tay. | comforted b, gave ber a meal, and offered my asistance. |
dids'tKoow she was  goddess it the e, bty good deed paid o Ler, Deete rewarded e
by making mx a god of farming!”

“Wow." Frank said. “Farming. Congratlations ™

“1 oow! Prety awesone,right? Anyway, Deneter never gotalang with Hades. Soratually,
30uknow, have 1o side with my patron goddess. Chidren of Hades—forget ! In fac, one of hem—
ihis Seytian king ramed Lynkos? When | tricd 10 teach his coutrymen abou Eaming, be killed my
vight pythont™

“Your.. right python?”

“Trip marched over to bis winged chariot and bopped in. He pulled a lever, and th wings bezan
4o flap. The spotid pyihon o the lef wheel opened fis cyes. He sared fo write, coiling aroun the
axle ke a spring. The chariot whirred ito motion. bu the right whee siayed in piace, o
Triplolermayspun i circles,the chariot beating it wings and bouncing up and down ke a defective
merry-go-round.

“You ses? be said s he spun. “No good! Ever snce | lost my rightpython, | haven'tbeen able
{0 spread the word about farming—at leas ot in person. Now | have f resort o giving oline

“What?™ As soon as he said i, Frank was sorry he'd ashed.

“Trip hopped offhe luriot whil it was il spirming. The python slowed 10 a siop and wert
ck 1o snoring. Trip jogsed over o he ine of computers. He appe the keybaurds and the srcens
woke up,displaying a Web sit in muroon and gold, with  pictre ofa happy farmer n  togs and &
John Decre cap, siandine with his bronze scyte ina ield f wheat.

“Triplolemus Farming University™ he anmounced proudly. “Injst ix weeks, you can g your
Bachelor’s degre in the exctingand vibrank career of the uture—arming!™

Frank feta bead of sweat trickle down his check.He did'tcare abou his crazy god or his
souke-paswered chariotor i online degree program. Bus Hazel was turing grecnr by the moment
Nico was a com plant. And he was alane.

Suddeny he
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At least she knew Jason was still alive, which made Piper a litile less panicky. The deep frecze
could b reversed. That meanther other frends were probably stillalive below deck. She just
necded aplan o fe them.

Unfortumaely,she wasi't Amsabeth, She wasi't 0 good a devising plans on the . She needed
time o think.

“What about Lea she blurted. “Where did you send "™

“The snow gordess stepped lighty around Jason, examining him as iFhe were sidewalk art

“Leo Valdez deserved a special punishmen.”she sad. I baye sen him o a place from which
e can pever retun ™

Piper couldn't breathe. Poor Lea, The ides of never secing him again almost destroyed her.
Khione must’ve seen it in et fice.

“Alas, my dear Pipert” She smiled in rimph. “But it i forthe best. Leo could notbe tolerated,
even as an ice sate.., ot afer he insuled me. The ool refused o rule at my side! And his power
over fire...” She shook her head. “He could ot be allowed 1 reach the House of Hades. I'm afid
Lord Clytiusfikes fire even less than | do.*

Piper gripped ber dagger.

Fire, she though. Thanks for reminding me.you with,

Sie scamed the deck. How 1 make fire? A box of Groek fire vials was securod by the forward
allsta, but tt was o far away. Even ifshe mde it without geting rozen, Greek fre would bum
everything, nclulingthe ship and all hr fiends. There had 1o be another way. Her eyes sruyed to the
prow.

On

Festus the figrehead could blow some serious flames, Unfortunaiely, Lea had switched i off
Piper had 1o dea how 10 reactivaie him. She would never fave time o figure ou he ight conirols ai
the ship's comsole. She had vague memories of Leo trkering sround inside the dragon's bronze skull,
ambling about controldisk: but even iF Piper could ke it 0 the prow, she would have 1o ides
what she was doing.

il some insinet o her Festus was her best chance, if only she could fgure out how fo
convince her capior o let her get close enough

“Well™ Khione inierupid her thoughts, I fear our time ogether s ata close, Zethes,
would—"

“Wailt” Piper said.

A simple cormmmnd, and it worked. The Borcads and Khione frowned t hr. wting.

Piper wis firly sure she could control the brothers with charmspeak. but Khione was a
problem Charmspeak worked poorly ifth person wasn't araced to you It worked poorly on o
powerful being ke a god. And it worked poorly when your victim knew abous charmpeal and was
actively on grd against it All ofthe above applied o Khione,

What would Annabeih do?

Delay, Piper thougs. When in doubt alk some more.

“You're afraid of my fiends,” she said. “Sa why notjust kil ther?*

‘Khione laughed. “You are not a god, or you would understand. Death is so short, s0....

ifyou
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Gale barked a polecat insult at Leo.

Haze! hushed them ot She could sense the el ahead, sloping geity down for abou three
Hunered feet, then opening o o arge chamber, Inthat chamber was @ presence...cold, eavy. and
powerful. Hazl hadt felt anything ike it since the cave in Alaska where Gaea had forced her to
resurrect Porphyrion th giant king. Hazel b thwarted Giaca’s plans that time, bt she'd had 10 pull
downthe caver, sacrificing her e and ber mother's. She wasn'tanxious 0 have a similar
experience

“Leo, be ready” she whispered. “We're getting close.”

“Close 1o what

A womn's voice echoed down the corridor: “Close 10 me. ™

A wave of mausea it Hazel 50 hard her knces buckled. The whole world shifled. Her sense of
crion, ustally lawless underground, becam completely nrmoored.

She and Leo dids' scem 10 move, butswkdenly they were three hudred et down the corridor,
a the entrance of the charber.

“Welcon,” said the wormai's voiee. “'ve looked forward to

Hazel’s yes swept the cavern. She couldn'tsee the speakier,

“The room reminded ber of the Pariheon in Rome, cxcept his place had been decorated in Hades
Modern.

“The obsidian walls were carved with scenes of death: plague victns, corpses o the bardefield,
torture charmbers with skelcons hanginginiron cages—al of it mbellished withprecious gers that
somchow made the sceacs even more ghasily.

As in the Panthcon, the domed roof was  walfle patier ofrecessed squarc pancls, bt here cach
pancl was a stela—a grave marker with Arciens Greek inscriptions. Hazel wondered if actunl bodies
were buried befind them. With her underground senses out of whack, she couldn't be sure.

She saw o ot exits. At the apex of he ceiling, where the Pantheon's skylight wouldve been,
acircle of pure black stone gleamed, as 10 reinforce he sense tha there was 10 Way out of this
place—mo sky above, only darkncss.

Hazel's eyes drified 10 the cerver ofthe room.

“Yep.” Leo muttered. “Those are doors, all ight ™

Fifty fect away was a setoffreestanding elevator doors,their pincls etched in slver and iron.
Rows of chains ran down cther side, boltng the fram:to large hooks i the floar.

“The area around the doors was liiered with black rubble. With a ighieing sense of anger,

Hazel realized that ananciert ala to Hades bad once stood thre. 1t had been destroyed to mike
room for the Doors of Death.

“Where are you?” she shouted.

“Dont you see us?" tausted he wormun's vojce. | hought Hecate chose you for your skill"

Avother bout o queasiness churned through Hazel’s . On her shoulder, Gale barked and
passed gas, which did't help.

Dark spois loated i s eyes. She ried 1 blink them away, butthey only trmed darker,

“The spots consolidated nto a twerty-foor-tall shadowy figure looming next o the Doors.
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“Giot it.” Frank snapped. “Can you cure her”"
“The man shruged. “Possibly.”™
‘Poysibly? " Frank hud 1o use all his willpower not 10 theotile the guy.

He put his hand under Hazel's mose. He couldn't feel her breath. “Nico, please tell me she’s
doing that deativtrance thing, like you did i the bronze jar.™
Nico grimmced. *I don't know if Hazel can do that. Her dad is technically Pluto, not Hades, so

“Hades™ cried their ost. He backed away, staring at Nico with distaste. “S0 that's what |
smell. Children of the Underworld? If°d known thar, T would never have let you in!™

Frank rose. “Hazel’s n g0od person. You promised you would help ber!”

“1did not promise.”

Nico drew his sword. “She’s my sister,” he growled. “1 don't know who you are, but if you can
cure her, you have 10, o 5o help me by the River Styx—

“Oh, biah blah, bish!™ The man waved his hand. Suddenly where Nico di Angelo had been
standing was a potied plant about five feet tall, with drooping green leaves, wufls of silk, and half a
dozen ipe yellow ears of com.

“There,” the ran hffed, wagging his finger a the corn plant. “Children of Hades can'torder me.
around! You should tlk less and lsten more. Now at least you hive ears.”

Frank stumbled against the bed. “What did you—why—?"

“The man rised an eyebrow. Frank made a squeaky moise that wasn't very courageous. He'd
een so focused on Hazel, he’d forgorten what Leo hiad old them about he gy they were looking o
“You're a god.” he remembered.

“Triptolemus.” The man bowed, “My friends call me Trip, 5o don't call me that. And if you're
avother child of Hades—

“Mars!" Frank said quickly. “Child of Mars!™

“Triptolemus siffed. “Well...not mich better. But perhaps you deserve o be something better
than a com plant. Sorghum? Sorghumis very nice.”

“Wail" Frank pleaded. “We're here on i friendly mission. We broughta gift.” Very slowly, he
reached intofis backpack and brought out the leather-bound book. “This belongs to you?™

“My almanact” Triptoemus grined and seized the book. He thumbed through the pages and
started bouncing on the balls of his feet, “Oh, this is fabulous! Where did you find it”

“Un, Bologms. There were these™—Frank remembered that he wasn't supposed 0 metion the
dwarfs—terrible morsters. We risked our lives, but we koew this was important 0 you. So could
youmashe, you know, turm Nico back 1o normal and heal Hazel?™

“Himmi?" Trip looked up from his book. He'd been happily reciting lines to hinself—something
about turmip-planting schedules. Frank wished that Ella the harpy were here. She would et along.
great with this gy

O, heal them?” Triptolemus clucked disapprovingly. “I'm grateful for the book, of course. |
can definitely let you go fee, son of Mars. But | have a long-standing problem with Hades. After all, |
awe my godly powess 1o Demeter!”
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‘He stuffed the whole thing in his mouth and began 10 chew.
Zethes picked  bleberry o te ap of is and ibbled i delicately. “Ah,my beausf Piper.

o fong hase waited o see you agsin. Sadly, my sister s right. We caneot et your fiends gn. n et

we st ke hem (0 Quebee, where hey shal b lghed i cermlly Lm0 sorry b tese e our

onders

ver since last winter, Piper had expected Khione to show ber frosty face sooner or later. When
they’d defeated ber ot the Wolf House in Sonorm, the soow goddess had vowed revenge. But why
were Zethes and Cal here? In Quebee,the Boreads hud scemed almost riendly—at least compared to
their subvero siser,

“Guys, listen,” Piper said, “Your sster disobesed Boreas. She's working with the ianis, irying.
10 raisc Gaca. She’s planming o ske over your fuher's throne.™

Khione laughed. soft and cold. “Dear Piper MeLean. You would manipulate my
rothers with your charms, ke  troe daughter ofthe love goddess. Such a skiflul

“Liar?" Piper cried. "You wied o kill us! Zethes,she’s working for Gaea!”

Zethes winced. “Alas, beauifl girl, We all e working for Gaea now. | fear these orders are
from our fther, Boreas himselE”

“Wha?" Piper didn’t wan 10 belive it but Khione”s smng sl told e it ws e

“Alast my father saw the wisdom of my counsel,” Khione purred. “or at least b did before his
Roman side began warring with his Gireek side. | fear he s quite incapacitated now, butbe lef me in
charge. He has ordered tht th forces of the North Wind be used in the service of King Porphyrion.
and of course...the Farth Mother.”

Piper aufped. “How are you even here? She gestured at the ice all over the ship. “If's summnee!™
Khion: shrugeed. “Ou powers grow. The rules of naure are umed upside down. Once the
Earth Mother wakes, we shall remake the world as we choos

“With hockey,” Cal said, bis mouah sl ul. “And pizza. And ruffin,™
“Yes, yes.” Khione sneered. ) e 1 promise » ew things o the b sinpletor And o Zethes.

cak-willed

“Oh,my ecds are smple.* Zethes licked bk his i s winked st Piper. 1 shoud have
Kept yon it o palace when we st et my dear iper. But oo we wil o here sgain toeter,
and sl romance you most icredibly”

“Thanks, but o thanks,” Pper said. “Now, fet Jason 0."

She putall her power ntothe words, and Zethes obeyed. He snapped his fingers. Jason instanly
defrosted. He crumpled o e foor, gsping and scaming: b at Ieas he was alive.

“You imbecilet* Khione irust ou her hand, and Juson efroze, now la o e deck ike
bearsin ug.She wheeled on Zethes. I you wish e il as your prize. 0u mus rove you can
contol her. Not the oher way around

“Yes,ofcourse.” Zehes looked chugrined.

“As forJuson Grace. . Khione”s brown xes gleaed.“He and he res of your fiends wil
foin our court ofice st i Quebes. Jason wil gace my thore foom.”

“Clever.” Piper muttcred. “Take you all day to think up that ine?"
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difference was his eyes. They constantly drifted, as if Leo was trying to spot somthing over the
horizon.

“Leo, I'msorry,” she said.

He raised an eyebrow. “Okay. For what?"

“For...” She gestured around her helplessly. “Everything. For thinking you were Sammy, for
leading you on. | mean, | didn't mean to, but if | did—"

“Hey.” He squeczed her hard, though Hazel sensed nothing romantic in the gesture. “Machines
are designed to work.”

“Uh, what?™

“I figure the universe is basically like a machine. | don’tknow who made it i it was the Fates,
or the gods, or capital-G God, or whatever. But it chugs along the way it’s supposed to most of the
timme. Sure, little pieces break and stuff goes haywire once in a while, but mostly...things happen for a
reason. Like you and me meeting.”

“Leo Valdez,” Hazel marveled, “you're a philosopher,™

“Nah,” he said. “1'm just a mechanic. But | figure my bisabuelo Sammy knew what was what He
Tet you go, Hazel. My job is to tell you that it's okay. You and Frank—you're good together. We're all
going 0 get through this. | hope you guys get a chance to be happy. Besides, Zhang couldn't e his
shoes without your help.*

“That's mean,” Hazel chided, but she fet like something was untangling inside ber—a knot of
tension she'd been carrying for weeks.

Leo really had changed. Hazel was starting to think she’d found a good friend.

“What happened to you when you were on your own?" she asked, “Who did you meet?"

Leo’s eye twitched. “Long story. I'll tell you sometime, but I'm still waiting to see how it shakes
out™

“The niverse is o machine,” Hazel said, “so it'll be fine.”

“Hopefully.

“As long asit's not one of your machines," Hazel added. “Because your machines never do
what they're supposed to.”

“Yeah, ha-he" Leo summoned fire into his hand. “Now, which way, Miss Underground?"

Hazel scanned the path i front of them. Abou thirty feet down, e tunnel split into four smaller
arteries, cach one identical, but the one on the left radiated cold.

*“That way,” she decided. “It feels the most dangerous.”

“I'msold,” said Leo.

They began their descent

As soon as they reached the first archway, the polecat Gale found them.
She scurried up Hazels side and curled around her neck, chitiring crossly as if o say: Were
have you been? You're late.
“Not the farting weasel again.” Leo complained. “If that thing lets loose in close quarters like
this, with my fire and all, we're gona explode.”
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of them berated you because they feared you and envied you. So does Khione. Use that!

Piper didn't feel like it, but she managed a laugh. She tried it again, and the laughter came more
easily. Soon she was doubled over, giggling and snorting.

Calais joined in, until Zethes elbowed him.

Khione's smile wavered. “What? What is so funny? I have doomed you!™

“Doomed me!” Piper laughed again. “Oh, gods...sorry.” She took a shaky breath and tried to
stop giggling. “Oh, boy...okay. You really think I'm powerless? You really think I'm useless? Gods.
of Olympus, your brain must have freezer burn. You don’t know my secret, do you?”

Khione’s eyes narrowed.
“You have no secret.” she said. “Youare lying”

“Okay, whatever,” Piper said. “Yeah, go ahead and take my friends. Leave me here. . useless.”
She snorted. “Yeah. Gaea will be really pleased with you”

Snow swirled around the goddess. Zethes and Calais glanced at each other nervously.

“Sister,” Zethes said, “if she really has some secret—"

“Pizza?” Cal speculated. “Hockey?”

“—then we must know,” Zethes continued.

Khione obviously didn’t buy it. iper tried to keep a straight face, but she made her eyes dance
with mischief and humor.

Go ahead, she dared. Call my bluf.
“What secret?” Khione demanded. “Reveal it to us!”

Piper shrugged. “Suit yoursel £ She pointed casually toward the prow. “Follow me, ice
people.”
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Hazel was templod to protest that she wasn't a sorceress. She didn't want 10 know bow Pasiphac
planned 0 “deal™ with them,or how the piant kept her magic in check. But she stralghened her back
and wrcd to ook confidert.

“Witever you're planning.” Hazel said, “it won' work. We've cut through every mosier
Gina’s put i our path 1 you're s, you'll gt ou of s wiy ™

il the polecat grushed e tecth in approvl, b Pasiphas didr't s inpressed.

‘Yo don'tlook ike much.”the sorceress rmused. “But them you demigods ever do. My
asbor, Minos,king o Crete? He was a son of Zeus, You would never have known t by looking at
i, He wos almost s scravwny as that one.” She ficked o hand toward Leo,

“Wone” mutered Lo, “Minos muse've done somehing realy borrble o deserve o

Pasiphi's mtsils lared. “Oh...you have m idea. He was 100 proud o make he proper
sucifices fo Poscidon, sothe gods punished me for hisartogunce.”

“The Minotaur” Hazel sy remembered.

The story was 50 revolting and grotesque Haze had always shuther ars when they old t a1
o Jupte. Pasiphad had boen cursed o fll i fve with her husband's prize bull She'd gisen
birth 1o the Minotaur—bfran, bl bl

‘Now, as Pasiplué glared daggers o her, Hazel realized why e expression was 5o fuilia.

The sorceress had the same bitcrness and atred i her eyesthat Hazel's mother sometimes .
et worst momens. Marie Levesque would Jook at Hazel s if Hazel were a monsirous child,
curse from the gds, the source ofall Marie’s probletrs. That's why the Mol sory bothered
Hiael—not jus the epellent ided of Pasiphac and the bull, bt the idea that  child, any child, could
e considered a monsier, a punishaen 1015 parcrs,to be focked ivay and ated. To Hasel, the
Minotau had always seeimed like a vietm n the sory.

“Yes,” Pasiphué said at lat. “My disgrace was anbearable. Afermy son was born and locked
in e Labrivdh, Minos refused to have anyting 1o do with me. He said | b ruined his repusation!
And da you know what appered to Minos, Hazel Levesque? For his cimes and bis pride? He was.
rewarded: H was made a ke ofthe dead in the Urderworld, a i be had any right 1o s others!
Hades gave him that posiion. Your futher:™

“Plto, actunlly”

Pasiphae smeered. “Irrlevant S0 you see, e demmigods as much s | hae the gods. Any of
your brehen who survive the war, Gaca s promused 0 v o tha | may il them die slowly in
iny new doruin. | only wish | ad e time o tortare you o properly, Alss—

1 he center of e room the Doors of Death mude  pleasars chiming sound. The green U
uton on the ight sile of the rame began o gov, The chais shook.

“There, you see?” Pasiphué sugsed spologstically. “The Doors are in use. Twelve mindes,
and they wil open™

Hazel's gt tembled alost a5 maxch s the chais, “More isnis?

“Tharifuly, m.” aid the sorceress. “They are allaccounted for—back in the mortal world and
in place for the il assault™ Pasiphat gave her a cold smile. “No, | would imagine he Doors are
Being wsed by someone els... someon: unauhorized "

Leoinched forward, Simoke rose from bis fsts. “Percy and Amabeth”
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*“Look.” he said. “We did bring you the almanac. And my friends are really nice. They're not like
those other children of Hades you've met. So if there’s any way—"

“Oh!" Trip snapped his fingers, “1 see where you're going™

“Uh...youdo?”

“Absolutely! If | cure your friend Hazel and return the other one, Nicholas—"

i return him 10 normal...*

Frank hesitated. “Yes?"

*“Then in exchange, you stay with me and take up farming! A child of Mars as my apprentice? It's
perfect! What a spokesman you'l] be. We can beat swords into plowshares and have so much fun!”™

“Actally...” Frank tried frantically 10 come up with s plan. Ares and Mars screamed in his
bead, Swords! Guns! Massive ka-booms!

Ifhe declined Trip’s offer. Frank figured he would offend the gy and end up as sorghom or
wheat or some other cash crop.

Ifit was the only way to save Hazel, then sure, he could agree to Trip’s demands and become
farmer. But that couldn 1 be the only way. Frank refissed 10 believe he”d been chasen by the Fates to
0 on this quest just so he could take online courses in tumip cultivation.

Frank's eyes wandered 1o the broken chariot, “I have a better offer,” he blurted out “T can fix
that”

Trip's smile melted. “Fix...my chariot?”

Frank wanted 10 kick himself. What was be thinking? He wasn't Leo. He couldn't even figure
out  stupid puir of Chinese handeuffs, He could barely change the batteries ina TV remote. He
couldn't fix & magical chariot!

But something told him it was his only chance. That chariot was the one thing Triptolemus might
really want

“T'll go find & way to fix the chariot” he said. “In return, you fix Nico and Hazel. Let s g0 in
peace. And—and give s whatever aid you can to defeat Gaca’s forces.”

“Triptolemas laughed. “What makes you think | can aid you with thar?”

“Hecate told us so.” Frank said. “She sent us here. She—she decided Hazel is one of her
favorites

“The color drained from Trip's fice. “Hecate?”

Frank hoped he wasn't overstating things. He didn't need Hecate mad at him too. But if
Triptolemus and Hecate were both friends of Demeter, maybe that would convince Trip to help.

*“The goddess guided us to your alimanac in Bologna,” Frank said. “She wanted us fo return it o
you, because... well, she must've known you had some knowledge that would help us get through the
House of Hades in Epirus.”

Trip nodded slowly. “Yes. | sec. 1 know why Hecate seat youto me. Very well, son of Mars. Go
find a way to fix my chariot. I you succeed, | will do all youask. If not—

L know,” Frank grumbled. “My friends dic.”

“Yes," Trip said cheerfully. “And you'll make a lovely patch of sorghum!”
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unsatisfying. Your puny mortal souls flit off o the Underworld, and what happens then’? The hest 1 can
Hope for i thatyou 9 0 the Ficlds of Puistunnc or Aspliodel, bt you deanigods ae insufferably
ot More ikely you will 0 Elysim —or et rborn na ew e, Why would  wan 10 reward
your rcnds ot way? Why...when | can purish themcermlly?”

“And ™ iper baed 10 sk, “Why am sl alive and oz

Khione glnced a er broees it amoyance. “Zede b lated you, for one i

“Tidss mmgnificenty.” Zethes promised. “You will s, beauifl one.”

“Theidea mude Piper'ssiomach chun.

B i ot e only reason” Kbione said. s s because | ate you. Pier. Decply and iy
Withoutyou Json would have sayed with e in Quetee.™

“Delusions, mch?”

Khiones yes tumed as brd s he diamonds b cirlet, You sre & meddler e dongherof
 less godds. What can youdo alons? Nothing Of al the sevendemigods, youhave o purpose,
o power, L wish oo stay o his ship,adif nd helples, while Gaea i o the world ends
And st be sre you e wll utof e wy..

She gesured o Zthe, who plcked somcting from theair-—a fozen spher the sie ofa
sotall covered incy spkes.

A bomb,” Zethes explained, “especiall for you, my love:”

“Tonba!™ Cal lughed.*A good day! Bobs ad mufTs!

“Un.. Biper lowered her daggee, whichsecmed even more seless tham sl “Flowers
Wouldve been ine.”

O it will ot il the ety i Zetes rowned. “Well..Lam iy sure of this. But when
the il conine cracks b, roughly ot very lon.. i will leas el force of e
morthcrn winds. This ship will e blown very roffcoure, Vry. very i

“Indecd ™ Kbons's voicepricled with flse ympathy. “We will ke your i for our st
collection, then unlessh the wirds and bid you good-bye! You can wtch heend ofthe world from.
well te o of e world! Pehaps you can charmopeak he fish and eed yourself with sour silly
comucopia, You can pace the deck of this crpty ship and waich oue victory n the Blade of your
dagger, When Gaca husarisen e the world you knew i desd, e Zehes cancore back and
retieve you for is bride. What il you do o iop s, Piper? A bero? Hal You re a joke ™

Her words sung ke st mosly because Piper i the same toughes bersel. Wit could
she do? Hov could sh save hr fends with what she Fod?

She came close o stapping —ying i her encics n' age and geing hersel Kl

She looked t Khione's sug cxpression and she realized he gnddess was huping for tht She
wantd Piper o bresk. She wanied emeruionens.

Piper'sspie e stecl. St rememberedthe irs who wsed 10 ke ofher st he
Wilderness School. She remerbered Drew, the crel head counselor she hd rplaced n Aptrodit’s
cabio and Medea, who had charmed Jason nd Leo in Chicago e Jessica,her dad's od asisan,
who had lways rated her ik  useless bra. Al her e, P b been ooked down upon, tld
shewas eless.

11 has neer heen rue ot voce whispered—a voice that sounded ke her moiber's. Each
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The giant Clytius was shrouded in the black smoke, just as she'd seen in ber visionat the
crossroads, but now Hazel could dimly moke ou his form —dragon-ike egs with as-colored scales;
o mussive humanoid uppsr body encased in Stygian armor: Jong braided hai tht scemed fo be made
from smoke. His compleion was s dark as Death’s (Hazel bl know, since she had met Deat
persorally), His eyes ginied cold as diamonds. He carried m weapom but that did’t mmke him any
Tess errifyng.

Leo whistled. “You know, Clytius...for such a big dude, you'se gota beauifl voice,"

“Idior” hissed the woman.

Halfway between Hazel and the gart, the air shirmered. The sorceress appeared.

She wore an clegant slecveless dress of woven gold. ber dark hir piled ifo o cone, encircled
with diamonds and cincralds., Around ber ncck hung pendant ke a miniature maze, on s cord sct
with rubis that mude Hazel think ofcrysalized blood drops.

“The woman was beautiflina timeless, egal way-—1ike  statue you might admire but could
never love. Her eyes sparkled with malice:

“Pasiphat” Hazel said.

“The womainclined her head. “My dear Hazel Levesque.™

Leo coughed. “You two know each other? Like Underworld s, or-

“Silence, fool." Pasiphi’s voice was soft, but ful o venom. 1 have no we for demignd boys-—
always o fll of hemselves, 50 brash and destrctve.™

“Hey, lady,” Leo proiesicd. I don'tdestroy things much.I'ma son of Hephacstus.

A tinkerer,”snapped Pasiphag. “Even worse. | knew Dacdalus, His fnventions brought me
noting but rouble.”

Leo blinked.“Dacdalis..lke, he Dacdalus? Well, then, you should know all bot
finkerers. W' ore i fxing, Building. occasionaly scking wads ofailclot n e onshs of
ude adies—"

“Leo.™ Hazel pu her arm acrows is chest. She had a feeling the sorceress was sbout o trn him
inko something unpleasant i e did't shut . “Let me ake this, okay”™

“Listen 0 your rcnd,” Pasiphac said. “Be o 890d boy and et the women talk”

Pasiphaé paced in front of them, examining Hazel, ber cyes so ful of e it made Havel’s skin
singe. The sorceress's power radiated from ber ike et froma funace. Her expression was
unsetling and vageely flir...

‘Somebov, thoush,the giant Clytius unnerved Hazel more.

He siood inthe backsround,silent and motonless except for the dark smoke pouring from i
oy, poolingaround is et e was the cold presence Hazel had feltcarlier—like a vast deposit of
absidian, o heavy that Hazel couldn't possbly move it powerful nd indestrstible and complctely
devoid of emotion.

“Your—your frend doesn'tsay mch” Hazel oted.

Pasiphaé Jooked back a the gane and sried with disdain. “Pray e siays silene, my dea. Gaca
T given e the pleasure of dealing with yous but Clyius s my, ah. insance. Just between you and
e, a5 siser sorceresses, ik e's also here 0 keep my pawers in check, n case | forget my pesw
mistress' orders. Gea is carel that way.
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Tartarus pounded his fist against his breastplate. Milky faces swirled in the metal, silently
Sereaming to get out.

Bob tumed toward Percy and Annabeth. The Titan grinned, which probably would ot have been
Annabeth’s reaction 1o a threat of eternal agony.

“Take the Doors,” Bob said. “I will deal with Tartarus.”

Tartarus threw back his head and bellowed—creating a vacuum so strong that the nearest flying
demons were pulled into his vortex face and shredded

Deal with me? the god mocked. You are only a Titan, a lesser child of Gaea! I will make you
suffer for your arrogance. And as for your tiny mortal friends...

Tartarus swept his hand toward the monster army, beckoning them forward. DESTROY THEM!
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sad and defeated, wishing for something he knew was impossible.

“Bob has a plan to reach the Doors of Death.” she
of Death Mist.”

“Death Mist?” Damasen scowled at Bob. “You would take them o Akhlys?"

“Itis the only way,” Bob said.

“You will dic,” Damasen said. “Painfully. In darkness. AKhlys trusts no one and helps no one.”

Bob looked like he wanted to argue, but he pressed his lips together and remained silent.

“Is there another way?” Annabeth asked.

“No.” Damasen said. “The Death Mist...that is the best plan. Unfortunately, itis a terrible plan.”

Annabeth felt like she was hanging over the pit again, unable to pull herself up, unable to
‘maintain her grip—left with no good options.

“But isnt it worth trying?” she asked. “You could return to the mortal world. You could see the
sunagain”

Damasen’s eyes were like the sockets of the drakon’s skull—dark and hollow, devoid of hope.
He flicked a broken bone into the fire and rose to his full height—a massive red warrior in sheepskin
and drakon leather, with dried flowers and herbs in his hair. Annabeth could see how he was the
anii-Ares. Ares was the worst god, blustery and violent. Damasen was the best giant, kind and
elpful...and for that, he’d been cursed to eternal torment.

“Get some sleep.” the giant said. “I will prepare supplies for your journey. T am sorry, but
cannot do more.”

Annabeth wanted to argue, but as soon as he said slecp, her body betrayed her, despite her
resolution never (o sleep in Tartarus again. Her belly was fll. The fire made a pleasant crackling
sound. The herbs in the air reminded her of the hills around Camp Half-Blood in the summer, when
the satyrs and naiads gathered wild plants in the lazy afiernoons.

“Maybe a little slecp.” she agreed.

Bob scooped her up like a rag doll. She didn’t protest. He set her next to Percy on the giant’s
bed, and she closed her eyes.

sted. “He said we could hide in some sort
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Annabeth sat forward. “But you know where they are?”

“Of course. All of Tartarus flows down 0 one place: his heart. The Doors of Deaih are there.
But you cannot mabe it there afive with only lapetus. ™

“Then come with us.” Annabeth said. “Help 1.

“HAL

Anabeth juped. In the bed, Percy mutiered delirioasly in his sleep, “Ha, ha, ha,”

“Child of Athera.” the giant said, “ am ot your friend. | helped mortals once. and you see
where it got e

“You helped mortals?” Anmabeth ke a Tot abou Greek legends, butshe drew a total blank on
the pame Damasen. “I—! don't understand.™

“Bad story," Bob explained. “Good iants have bad storics. Darsen was ercated o oppose:

the giant agreed. “Like al my bretfren, | was born 10 answer a certain god. My foc was
Ares. But Ares was the god of war. And 50, when | was born—

“You were his opposite,” Amabeth guessed. “You were peacefil.”

“Peaceiul for & giant, atleast” Damasen sighed. “1 wandered the fields of Maconia, inthe land
younow call Turkey. | tended my sheep ad collected my herbs. It was a good if. But I would not
fight the gods. My mother and fither cursed me for that, The fnsl insul: One day the Maconian drakon
Killed a human shepherd, a fiend of mine, 50 | hunted the creature down and slew it thrusting a tree:
straight through its mouth | used the power of he earth o regrow the wee's roots, plantng the drakon
firmiy inthe ground. | made sure it would terorize mortals 00 more. That was a deed Gaca could not
forgive.”

“Because you helped someone?”

“Yes." Damusen looked ashamed. “Caca opencd the earth, and 1 was consumed, exiled bere in
the belly of my father Tartarus, where all the useless flosam collects—all the bits of ereation he does
ot care for.” The it plucked a flower out of his hais and regarded it absenly. “They let me fve,
tending my sheep, collecting my herbs, 5o | might know the usclessness of the life | chose. Exery day
—or what passes for day in this lightléss placc—the Maconian drakon re-forms and atacks m.
Killimg it s my endless task.™

Amabeth gazed around the hu, trying 10 imagine how many cons Damasen had been exiled here

—slaying he drakon, collccting it bones and hide and meat, knowing it would atuick again the next
day. She could barely imagine surviving a week in Tartarus. Exiling your own son here for centurics
—that was beyond crucl.

“Break the curse.” she lurted out. “Come with us,

Damasen chuckled sorly. “As simple as that. Don't you think | have tried 1o leave this place? It
is impossible. No matter which direction | ravel, | end up here again. The swamp is the only thing |
know—the anly destinaion I can imagine. No, lte demigod. My cursc has overtaken m. | have no
hope lef”

“No bope. Bob cchaed.

“There must be a way.” Annabeth coulda’ sand the expression on the giants fice. 1t eminded
Ter of her own fther,the few times he'd confessed to her that he sill loved Athena. He had looked 50
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even in calm waters. She looked like she was trying to swallow a billiard ball.

“Nec to—" Harel agged and poied blow.

“Yeah g0 Nico issed her ek, which Piper fossd sueprsing He hardly ever mode gestures
offecton,even 1o bis isir. He scemed o hat physical conact. Kissng Hazel...it was almost ike
b was sayng good-bye.

011 walk you doven™ Frank puthis arm arocnd Hazels wais and elped ber 0 the s

Piper hoped Hazel would be okay. The st few night,since that fght with Scion, they'd fad
some gvod wlks ogether. Being he only o tirl on board was kind of rough They'd shared soris,
complained about the guys” ross abits, and shed som tears ogether about Anmabeth Hazel b old
ber what it was-like o control the Mis, and Piper i b suepriscd by bow much it sounded ke
using charmspeak. Piper had offered o belp her i she could. I return, Hazel b promised o coach
e i sword fghing—a sill at which Piper epically sucked. iper el lke she bad 3 e rend,
Which was great...assuming thcy lived long nough 0 rjoy the fiendship.

Nico brushed some e from bis . He frowned a the sepier o Diocletian. 1 should p his
g vy, 130 really causing the weather, maybe aking i below deck will hep...*

“Sure,” Jason sukd.

Nico ghanced at Piper ac Leo, a iFworred what ey ht sy when e was one. Piper el
Vi defenses oing up, ke he was craling o piychological ball th way be'd gone no a death
trance in th bromae jar.

‘Onece e headed below, Piper st Jason's fce, His eyes were fll of concern. What bad
happened in Crostia’

Lo plled o screwdrver from his belt. “So much for the b feam meeting. Looks like i just
wain”

Just s again

Piper remersbered a winky day in Chicage last December, when the three of hem bad Laoded in
Millenial Pakon e first quest.

Lo had't changsd much since then,except e secied more conforable i s ole as achild o
Hephaestus. He'd always Fud 10 much crvous encray. Now he knew how 0 use it His hnds were
consialyin motion plling tols from i bet, warking coneos,tinkering with s beloved
Archimedes spbere. Today b'd emoved i fromthe conirol panel e shut down Fesus
igurehead for mutenance —something about rewiing his rosessor o motor-corirol upgrade
with the sphere, whatever the heck that .

As for Juson e Tooked thinver, uller, ad more careworn. His i had gone fromclose-
cropped Roman syt to longer and shaggie. The proove Sciron hod shot across the [t side of his
scalp was ifercing oo—slmost ke a rebeliows steak. Hisicy blue eyes looked older, somehorw
—fll of wory and responsibiliy

Piper ks whit er fiends whispered sbout Jason —be was 00 prfeet, 10 sealaced. I thut
i ever been e, it wasn't anymore. He'd been batered on hi ourney, and ot st pysially. His
bardships 't weakened i but he'd been weatered and sofiened ik feathr—us ifhe were.
becoming a more comforiable version of el

A Piper? Shecould only imagine whit Leo and Jason thosgl whethey fooked i e She
definitely didn'tfee! like the sams person she'd been Last wirner.
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‘The panels slid shut.
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Piper nodded reluctantly. She knew that none of them liked talking about this, but they all must
bave felt it was the truth.

“The ship pitched to starboard. Jason grabbed the icy railing. “So you're worried one of us will
endanger the quest, maybe accidentally destroy the world2”

“No,” Piper said. *I think we’ve been reading that line the wrong way. The world...the Earth. In
Greek, the word for that would be...”

She hesitated, not wanting to say the name aloud, even at sea.

“Gaea.” Jason's eyes gleamed with sudden interest. “You mean, to storm or fire Gaea must
fal?

“Oh..." Leo grinned even wider. “You know, I like your version a lot better. *Cause if Gaea
falls to me, Mr. Fire, that is absolutely copacetic.”

“Or to me...storm.” Jason kissed her. “Piper. that's brilliant! If you're right,this is great news.
We just have to figure out which of us destroys Gaca.”
aybe.” She felt uncasy getting their hopes up. “But, sce, it’s storm or firc...”

She unsheathed Katopiris and set it on the console. Immediately, the blade flickered. showing the
dark shape of the giant Clytius moving through a corridor, snuffing out torches

“I'mworried about Leo and this fight with Clytius,” she said. “That line in the prophecy makes i
sound like only one of you can succeed. And if the storm or fire partis connected to the third line, an
oath 10 keep with a final breath...”

She didn't finish the thought, but from Jason’s and Leo’s expressions, she saw that they

understood. If she was reading the prophecy right,either Leo o Jason would defeat Gaca. The other
one would die.
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That first quest to rescue Hern seemed like centuries ago. So much had changed in seven
morahs...she wordered how the gods could stand being alive for thousards of years. How mich
chiange ad they seen? Maybe: it was't surprising that the Olympians seemed a litle crazy. f Piper
ad lived through three mallemia, she would have gore loopy.

She gazed into the cold ain. She would have given anyhing 0 be back at Can Hal-Blood,
where the weather was controlled even in the wirder, The imsges she'd seen in ber knife recently..
well, they did't give her much to look forward to.

Jnsonsqueezed her shoulder, “Hey, it be fine. We're close 1o Epirus now. Another day or s0.
i Nico's directions are right”

“Yep." Leo tinkered with s sphere, tppirg und mudging one of e jewels on s surfice. “By
fomorrow morning. we'll reach the western coast of Grecge. Then another hour nfand, and bang—
House of Hades' I get me the T-shin"*

“Yay.” Piper nuttered.

She wasi't anious 1 plunge it the darkness again. She stll had nightmares about the
nymphseun und the hypogeun under Rome. I the blade of Katopiris, she"d scen imuges similar to
wht Leo and Hazel had described from their dreams—a pale sorceress in s gold dress, her hands
weaving golden light in the air ike sk on oo a giant wrapped in shadows. marching down a
long corridor fined with orches. As he passed each one, the flames died. She saw a huge cavern
filled with monsiers —Cyclopes, Earthborn and stranger things-—surrounding her and her fricnds.
bopelessly outnumbering them.

Every time she sav those images, @ voice in her head kept repeating one line over and over.

“Guys,” she said, “I've been thinking about the Prophecy of Seven™

1100k a o1 10 get Leo's attention away from his work. but that did the trick.

“What about 7" he asked. “Like...g00d stuff, | hope?"

She readjusted ber cormucopia’s shoulder strap. Sometines the borm of plenty seemed 5o light
she forgotabout it Other times it felt ke an anvil, as ifthe river god Achelous was sending ou bad
thoughts, trying 1o punish her for taking his horn.

“In Katopiis,” she sarted, T keep secing that gant Clytius —the guy who's wrapped in
shadows. | kpow his weakness is fie, but in my visions, he suffs out lames wherever he goes. Any
Kind of ight just gets sucked inio his cloud of darkness.™

“Sounds like Nico,” Leo said. “You think they're related?”

Jason scowled. “Hey, man, cut Nico some slack. So, Piper, what about this gian? What are you
thinking?”

She and Leo exchanged a quizzical look, lik: Since when does Jason defend Nico di Angelo?
She decided not 0 comment.

I eep tinking about fire.” Piper said. “How we expect Leo to beat ths giant because he's...”

“Hot™" Leo sugaested with a rin.

“Uny let's go with flammable. Anyway, that ine from the prophecy bothers me: 7o siarm or fire:
the world mus fall™

“Yeah, we know all about
storm.”

Leo promised. “You're gonm say I'm fre. And Jason bere is
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“Yeah, right!” She smacked a carnivorous horse in the snout with the butt of her sword and sent
the moester stumpeding through the crowd. “You promised, Scawced Brain. We would nar get
separated! Ever aaint™

“Yonre impossibler™

“Love youtoo!”

An i phalan of Cyelopes charged forward, nocking sl mesees outof e way.
Amrabh figured she s abova 0 dic.“It ad 0 be Cyclopes,” she grumbled.

Percy sive bl cry. At he Cyclopes” fec, re vein i the ground burst open,spraying the
monsicrs with i fir fromth Picethon, The frewatc might have haled mortals, but it dido't
do he Cyclopes any avors. They combused ina tidal wave of heat. The burst vein scaled il but
orhing remined of the morstes excepta row of scorch marks.

“Anmabet, ou have 0 go” Pescy said. “We car't both stay!”

“Not” she ried. ‘Do

He did' sk why. He crouched. and Amabeth vaulied over i, bringing ber sword down on
ihe head ofa heavily tattooed ogre

She and Perey siood shoulder 0 shouide i the doorsway, waiing orthe pext wave. The
xplodingvein ad g the monsters pause, but it would't b lomg before they remembered: Hes,
at there’s seventy-five gaillon of us, and oly two o hem.

“Wel, hen” Percy s, “you ave a beter ide™

Anmabeth wished she did.

“The Doors of Deathstood ight behind them —thelr xit from i ighmarish world, But hey
coulda't e the Doors witho somsone i the corirols for welve long mires. I they sicpped
inside and e he Doors close without someone bolding the busion, Arbeth dids' think the resuls
Would be healhy. And i ey sippedl away rom the Doors or any reason, she magined the eleator
would close and disappear without them

“The sitation was so pabeticallysad, it was almost frmy,

“The crowd of morsters inched forward, swrling and stering e cowrage.

Meanwile, Bobs atacs were seing slower. Tartas was earing f contol s new body.
Sber-tothed Small Bob lnged o he g, but Tatarus ke the cat sdeways. Bob clarged,
bellowing with g, but Tartarus grabbed his spea and yanked it ot of i s He Kicked o
dowiill,knocking over o of eKbines ke s ramare) bowing i

VIELD! Tastarus thrdered.

“1will not” Bob sad. “You ar not my masie.”

Dic i defance, then, said the g of e it You Trians are nothin o me. My children he
sianss were always etter, sronger, and more vicious, They will make the per world s durk as
my realm!

“Tartarus snapped the spear n . Bob wailed i agony: Saber-toothed Snl Bob leaped o s
aid,snrling o Tastarus and bring i fans. The Titan sruelod o rise, but Amabeth oew it was
over Even the monsers fumed 10 waich,a f sersing hat hir mastr Tariarus was about 0 ake the
pollgit. The deaih of a Tian was wor seeing.

Perey gripped Amaed's hand. Sy here. 've g 10 belp i
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Annabeth's mind raced. “There is another destination. Look at me! Remember my face. When
you're ready. come find me. We'll take you to the mortal world with us. You can see the sunlight and
tars.”

‘The ground shook. The drakon was close now, stomping through the marsh, blasting trees and
‘moss with it poison spray. Farther away, Amabeth heard the voice of the giant Polybotes, urging his
followers forward. “THE SEA GOD'S SONI HE IS CLOSE!"

“Annabeth,” Percy said urgently, “that's our cue to leave.”

Damasen took something from his belt. I his massive hand, the white shard looked like another
wothpick: but when he offered it to Annabeth, she realized it was a sword—a blade of dragon bone,
honed to a deadly edge, with a simple grip of leather.

“One last gift for the child of Athena.” rumbled the giant. “I cannot have you walking to your
death unarmed. Now, go! Before it s too late.”

Annabeth wanted t0 s0b. She ook the sword, but she couldn't even make herself say thank you.
She knew the giant was meant (o fight at their side. That was the answer—but Damasen turned away.

“We must leave,” Bob urged as his kitten climbed onto his shoulder.

“He's right, Annabeth.” Percy said.

‘They ran for the entrance. Annabeth didn’t look back as she followed Percy and Bob info the
swamp, but she heard Damasen behind them, shouting his battle cry at the advancing drakon, his voice
cracking with despair as he faced his old enemy yet again.
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“We can'tjus leave therm!™

“You must,frend.” Bob clapped Percy o the arm, nearly knocking him over. “I can sil press &
bution. And | have a g00d cat o guard e
Simall Bob the saber-toothe iger growled in agreemens
“Besides.” Bob sid, it is your destny 0 retum o the world, Put an nd 0 this madess of
Gaea™

A screaming Cyelops.sizzing from poison spray, sailed over thei heads

Fify yards away, the Maconian drakon trampled through morsters, s feet mabing sickening
squish squish poises a if stomping grapes. On s back, Damasen selled insults and jabbed at the god
of the pit aunting Tartars rther away from the Doors.

“Tartars Jubered after i, his iron boots raking eaters in the ground.

You cannor Kill me? b bellowed. 1 amthe pit itself You might as well ry o kil the earth.
Gaea and I=—we are eternal, We own you, flesh and spirit!

He brought down i massive fist, but Daimasen sdestcppe. impaling his javelin inhe side of
Tartarus’s neck.

Tartarus growled, spparerily o anmoyed than hurt. He turned his swirling vacuum fice
toward the giant, bt Damasen got out of the way in ime. A dozen monsters were sucked int the
vortex and disinicgrated.

“Bob, don' 1" Percy said, is eyes pleading. “He'll destroy you permanently. No corming back.
No regereration”

Bob shrugesd. “Who knows what will be? ¥
We canmot defcat im. We can only buy you time.

“The Doors ried 1 close on Amabei's oot

“Towelve minutes” said the Titan. “1 can give you that”

“Percy...hold the Doors,” Anmubeth jumped and threw her arms around the Titan's neck. She
Kisset his check, he cyes so ful of tears, sh couldn't e straight. Bob's stubbly face smeled of
cleaning supplies—fresh lemony furmiture polish and Murphy Ol wood sosp.

“Monstes ar eteral,” she told him rying 0 ke herself rom sabbing.“We wil remember
vou and Dumascn as heroes. s th best Titan and the hest giaok. We'll el our cildren. We'll keep
ihe sty alive. Someday, you will regencrate.”

Bob ruffled her hair, Simile lines crinkled arouaxdhis eyes. “That s good. Unil then, y frends,
el the sun and the tars elo for me, And be strong This may notbe the last sacrifice you must make
10 5t0p Geen.”

He pushed her away genily. “No more time. Go.*

Amabeth grabbed Percy's arm. She dragged himinio the elevator car. She ad one last limpse
of the Maconian drakon shaking an ogre ike a sock puppet, Damasen jabbing at Tartanus's legs.

“The god of the pit poinicd at the Doors of Decath and yelled: Movsters, stop them’

Sl Bob he saber-toothed crouched and srarled, ready for action.

Bob winked at Amabeth. “Hold the Doars closed on sour side,” he said. They wil resist your
passage. Hold them—"

st 20 now, Tariars s right sbout one hing.
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The shuflling stopped. Annabeth heard the giant exhale through his nostrils. “Yes. It was yellow..
‘When it touched the horizon. it turned the sky beautiful colors.”

L miss the sun.” Bob said. “The stars, t00. | would like 1o say hello 1o the stars again™

“Stars...” Damasen said the word as if he'd forgotien ts meaning. “Yes. They made silver
patterns in the night sky.” He threw something to the floor with a thump. “Bah. This is useless talk-
We cannot—"

Inthe distance, the Mazonian drakon roared.

Percy sat bolt upright. “What? What—where —what?™

“i's okay,” Annsbeth took his arm.

When he registered that they were together in a giant’s bed with a skeleton cat, he looked more
confissed than ever. “That noise .. where are we?™

“How much do you remember?” she asked.

Percy frowned. His eyes seemed alert. All his wounds had vanished. Except for s tatered
clothes and a few layers of dirt and grimme, be looked as if he'd never fallen into Tartarus.

*1—the demon grandmothers—and then. ..not much.”

Damasen loomed over the bed. “There is no time, litle mortals. The drakon is retuming. | fear
its roar will drav the others—my brethren. huning you. They will be here within minutes ™

Annabett's pulse quickened. “What will you tell them when they et here?™

Damasen’s mouth twitched. “Whatis there 1o tel1? Nothing of significance, as long as you are
gone.”

He tossed them two drskor-leather satchels. “Clothes, food., drink ™

Bob was wearinga similar but larger pack. He leaned on his broom, gazing at Annabeth as if
still pondering Damasen's words: What have the demigods given you? We are meant o be the foes
of the gods and their children.

Suddenly Annabeth was struck by a thought so sharp and clear, it was like a blade from Athena
berself.

“The Prophecy of Seven,” she said

Percy had already climbed out of the bed and was shouldering his pack. He frowned at her.
“What about i7"

Annabeth grabbed Damssen’s hand, startling the giant. His brow furrowed.
rough as sandstone.

“You have to come with us,” she pleaded. “The prophecy says foes hear arms to the Doors of
Death. 1 thought it meant Romars and Greeks, but that's not it The line means us—demigods, a Titan,
a giant. We need you 1o close the Doors!™

“The drakon roared outside, closer this time. Damasen gently pulled his hand away.

“No, ehild,” he murmured. “My curse is here. 1 camnot escape it

“Yes, you can.” Annabeth said. “Don’t fight the drakon, Figure out a way to break the cycle!
Find another fate.”

Damasen shook his head. “Evenif 1 could, | cannot leave this swamp. It is the only destination |
can picture.”

is skin was as
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plunging into Tartarus, Annabeth felt like she could relax. Which was ironic, since she was having
dinner witha Titan and a pian.

She 10ld Darmasen about her i and her adveriures with Percy. She explaincd bow Petcy hod
imet Bob, wiped his memory in he River Lethe,and lef him n the care of Hades.

“Percy was trying to do something good,” she promised Bob, *He dida’t know Hades would be
such creep.”

Evento her, it id't sound convincing Hades was afways a ereep.

She thousht about what the arai had said—how Nico di Angelo bad been the only person o isit
Bob in the palace of the Underworld. Nico was one ofhe least outgoig leat frendly demigods
Amabet knew. et be”d been kind 0 Bob. By convincing Bob that Percy was a frcnd, Nico hud
immdvertcnily saved their lives. Ammabeth wondered ifshe wonld ever figur tha guy out

Bob washed his bowl with his squirt boule and rag.

Durnasen made a olling gesture with s spoon. “Continue your story, Anabeth Chase.™

She explainad about their quest it Argo 1. When she got o the part about stapping Gacs from
waking, she faltred. She’s, um...she’s your mom, righ”™

Damasen scraped his bowl. His face was covered with old poison burms, gouges, and scar
tissue, 0 it looked lke the surfoce of an astroid.

*Yes,” e said. “And Tararis is my futher.” He gestured aroud the k. "As you can see,  was
 disappoinmen 1o my parenis. They expecied...more from me.”

Amabeth coulds't quite wrap her mind around the fact that she was sharing soup wih a twery-
foot-talllizard-logeed ran whose parents were Earth and the Pt of Darkocss.

Ofympian gocs were hard enough to imagine as parenis, b f least they resembled humars. The
old primordial s ike Gaca and Tartarus... How could you leave bome and exer be independent of
your pareris, when they ierally encompassed the entire world?

“So..." she said. “You do't mind us fghting your mon?™

Damasen snored ke  bull “Bestof Lok, At presert, s my fher you should worry abott.

With him opposing you. you have o chance o survive.™

Sukdenly Anmabethdida't el 50 ungry. She put e bow on the flooe. Small Bob came over fo
check it out

“Opposing s bow?” she asked

Al ofthis” Dausen cracked a drakon bone and wsed a slinir a5  totbpick “All thit you
e is the body of Tartarus, or t leastone merifestution of . He knows you are here. He ties 1o
ihneartyour progress at every siep. My brethren hunt you. I is remarkable you have lived tis long.
even with the belp of lapets.™

Bobscowled whe e heard his name. “The defested ones hunt s, yes. They wil be close:
behind pow.”

Daiisen spat outhis toothpick. 1 can abscure your path for a while, Tong enovgh for you1o fest
Thave power inthis swamp. But eventunly,they will catch you.™

“My freods must reach the Doors of Death,” Hob said. “That s he way out”

“lmpossible, Darasen mitered. “The Dhors are o0 well giirded.”
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“Wasn't planing on it Leo mutered.

Jason scanncd the exits. “Which way now?”

For once, Nico looked uncertain. *This should be the room where the priests invoked the most
powerful spiits. One of these passages leads deeper into the temple, 1o the third level and the altar of
Hades himself. But which—2"

“That one.” Frank pointed. Ina doorway atthe opposite end of the roam. a ghostly Roman
legionire beckoned 1o them. His face was misty and indistinct, but Frank got the feeling the ghost
was looking dircctly at him.

Hazel frowned, “Why that one?”

“You don't e the ghost?” Frank asked.

“Ghost?" Nico asked.

Okay...if Frank was secing a ghost that the Underworld Kids couldn't e, something was
the floor was vibrating uderneath him. Then he realized it was

“We need to get 1o that exit,” e said. “Now?"

Hazel almost had 10 tackle him o restrain him. “Wait, Frank! This floor is nor siable. and
undecneath...well, ' not sure what's underneath. | need 1 scout a safe path.”

“Hurry, then.” e urged

He drewy his bow and herded Hazel along as fastas be dared. Leo serambled behind him o
provide light. The others guarded the rear. Fraok could tell he was scaring his frends, but he couldn't
Telp it He knew i his it they had anly seconds before...

o front of them, the legionmaire ghost vaporized, The cavern reverberated with monsirous roars
—dozens, maybe hundreds of encmics coming from every dircction. Frank recognized the throaty
bellow of the Eartbborn, the screech of gryphors, the gutural war cries of Cyelopes—all souds be
remembered from the Battle of New Rom, amplified underground, echoing in his head even louder
than the war god's voices.

“Hazel, don'tstop!” Nico ordered. He pulled the scepter of Diocletian from his belt. Piper and
Jason drew their swords s the monsters spilled int the cavern.

A vanguard of six-armed Earthborn threw a volley of sones that shattered the bone-and-jewel
floar like ice. A fissure spread across the certer of the room, coming straight toward Leo and Hazel.

No time for caution. Frank tackled his friends, and the three of them skidded across the cavern,
lunding at the edge of the ghost's tunnel as rocks and spears flew overhead.

“Go!” Frank yelled. “Go, gol"

Hazel and Leo scrambled into the tunel, which scemed to be the only ane free of monsters.
Frank wasn't sure that was a good sign.

Two meters in. Leo tured. “The others!”

“The entire cavem shuddered. Frank looked back and his courage crumbled 1o dust. Dividing the
cavern was a new fifieen-meter-wide chasm, spanned only by two rickety stretches of bone flooring.
“The bulk of the monster army was on the opposite side, howling in frustration and throwing whatever
they could find, including cach other. Some aticrred to cross the bridges, which creaked and
crackled under their weight.
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“ROOOOOAAART™

Amabeth wrned s the giant merged fromhis bt

He was about twesty fect tall—ypical giunt height—with a bummnoid upper body, and scaly
repilian legs, ike @ bipedal dinosaus. He held po weapon. Insead of armor, e wore only a shirt
stiiched together from shecp hides and greenr-spotted leather, His skin was cherry red; his beard and
hair the color of iron rus. baided with tfls of grass, leaves, and swanp flowers.

He shouted in challenge, but thankfully he wasn'tlooking at Amabeth, Bob pulled ber out ofthe
ity as the giant stormed toward he drakon.

“They clashed like some sort of weird Christms combat scene—the red versus the green. The
drakon spewed poison. The giant lunged 1o ane sde. He grabbed the oak tree and pulled it rom the
sround, roots and all. The old skull crumbled 10 dust as the giant hefied he ree ke a bascball bat

“The drakon's il Ished around the giant’s waist, dragging him closer 10 its gmshing teth. But
a5 5000 85 the giant was n range, he shoved the tree sraight down the monster's hroat.

Anabeth hoped she never had to see such a gruesome scene again. The tree pierced the drakon's
‘olletand impaled it o the ground. The roots besan fo move, digging deeper s they touched the carih,
anchoring the oak i it looked like it had stood in tht spot for centuris. The drakon shook it
hrashed, but it was pinmed fast

“The giant brought his fist down on the drakon's neck. CRACK. The morsier wen . T began
1o dissolve, leaving only scraps of bone, meat. hide, and & new drakon skl whose open jaws ringed
the oak wee.

Bob grunied. “Good one.”

“The Kiten purred in agreemen and suaried learing his paws,

“The giant kicked at the drakon's cemains, exanining them eritcally. “No good bones,” he
complained. “I wanted a new walking stck. Hrpf. Some good skin for the ouhotse, though.”

He ripped some softhide from the drakon's fills and tucked it in his belt

“Ut..” Amabeth warsed t ask ifthe giant relly usd drkon ide fo oilt paper, bt she
decided against it “Bob, do you want 0 inroduce 7

“Anmabeth..* Bob patied Perey's lgs. “This is Perey.”

Amabeth hoped the Titan was just messing with her, though Bobs fice rescaled nothing.

‘She grittd her teeth, 1 meant the gians, You promised he could help.™

“Promise?” The giant lanced over from his work. His eyes narrowed der his bushy red
brows. “A big thing, & promise. Why would Bob pramise my help?”

ol shifted his weight Titans were scary. but Annabeth b ever seen one pext 0.4 iant
before, Compared 0 the drakor-iller, Bob looked dowrrig runty.

“Damasen is a good giant,” Bob said. “He is peaceful. He ean cure poisons,”

Amabeih watched the giant Damase who was now ripping churks of bloody meat from the
drakon carcass with is bare hards.

“Peaceful,” she said. “Yes, | can sce thi”

“Good meat for dinner.” Damssen stood up straight and studied Amabeth, as f she were aoother
potential source of protein. “Come inside. We will v sew. Then we wil sce about this promise.”
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His forces swept the encmy away, breaking their every atiempt to regroup. Jason and Piper
fought at his side, yelling defianty. Nico waded through the last group of Earthborn.slashing them
into mounds of wet clay with his black Stygian sword.

Before Frank knew it the battle was over. Piper chopped through the last empousa, who
vaporized with an anguished wail.

“Frank” Jason said, “you're on fire.”

He looked down. A few drops of oil must have splattered on his pants, because they were
starting 1o smolder. Frank batted at them unil they stopped smoking. but he wasn't particularly
worried. Thanks 10 Leo, he 0o longer had to fear fire.

Nico eleared his throat. “Un...youalso have an arrow sticking through your arm.”

1 know.” Frank smapped offthe point ofthe arrow and pulled out the shaft by the il He felt
only a warm tugging sensation, “I'll b fi
Piper made him eat a picce of ambrosia. As she bandaged his wound, she said, “Frank. you were
amazing, Completely terifying, but amazing.™
Frank had trouble processing her words. Terrifying couldn't apply o him. He was just Frank.
His adrenaline drained away. He looked around him, wondering where all the enemies had gone.
The only monsters left were his own undead Romans, standing in a stupor with their weapons
lowered.

Nico held up his scepter, its orb dark and dormant. “The dead won't stay much longer, now that
the batle is over.”

Frank faced his woops. “Legion!™
“The zombie soldiers snapped o attention.
“You fought well,"” Frank told them. “Now you may rest. Dismissed.”
They crumbled into piles of bones, armor, shiclds, and weapons. Then even those disintegrated.
Frank felt as if e might crumble 0. Despite the ambrosia, his wounded arm began 1o throb. His
eyes were beavy with exhaustion. The blessing of Mars faded, leaving him depleted. But his work
wasn't done yet
“Hazel and Leo." he said. “We need to find them.”

His friends peered across the chasm. At the other end of the cavern, the tunnel Hazel and Leo had
entered was buried under tons of rubbl

“We can't go that way,” Nico said. “Maybe. .
Suddenly he staggered. He would have fllen, if Jason hadn't caught him.
“Nica!" Piper said. “What is i
“The Doors,” Nico said. “Something’s happening. Percy and Amabeth...we need to go now.”
“But how?” Jason said. “That tunnel s gon
Frank clenched his jaw. He hadn't come this far o stand around helplessly while his friends
were introuble. "It won't be fun” be said, "but theres another way.”
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Dansen looked down at her. glowering under his bushy red eyebrows. Annabeth had met large
scary huanoids before, but Damisen unscelled her n a differeat way. He did't seem hostle. He
radiated sorrow and bitterness, as i he were so wrapped up in his own misery that he reserted
Ammabeth or trying to make him focus on anythng lsc.

1 don' hear words like those in Tartarus.” the giant grumbled. “Friend. Promise.”

Amnabethcrossed her arms. “How about gorgon’s blood? Can you cure that, or did Bob.
overstate your alents?”

Angering twenty-foot-al drakon slayer probubly wasi'ta wise sirategy. but Percy was dying.
She didn'thave time for diplomacy.

Damssen scowled at her. “You question my talenis? A half-dead morta strageles ino my swamp
and questions my talents?”

“Yep." she said.

“Himph.” Darmasen handed Bob the ladle. *Stir”™

As Bob tended the stew, Damusen perused i drying racks, plucking various leaves and roots.
He popped a fistul of plant muterial inko his mouh, cheswed it p, then spat it nto a clurp of wool,

“Cup of broth,” Damasen ordered.

Bob ladled some stew juice inlo a bollow gourd. He handed it Damasen, who dunked the
chewed-up gank ball and strred it with his finger

“Gorgon's blood,” he mutiered. “Hardly a challenge for my alerts.”

He lunbered 1o the bedside and propped up Percy with one hand. Srull B the ktten siffed
the broth an hissed, He scratched the sheets with his paws like he wanted to bury it

“You're going o feed him tha?” Amabeth asked.

“The gt glared at her. “Who is the baler bere? You?™

Anmabeth shut ber mouth. She watched as the gant made Perey sip the broth. Damasen handled
Him with surprising gentlencss, murmuring words of ncouragemen that she couldn't quite catch.

‘With each sip, Percy's color improved. He druined the cup, and his eyes flutered open, He
tooked around with a dazed expression, spotted Annabeth, and gave her a drunken grin. “Feel great”

His eyes rolled up in his head. He fell back in the bed and began to smore.

A few hours of slecp.” Damasen pronounced, “He'Il be good as new.”

Annabeth sobbed with relicf,

“Thank you.” she said.

Danasen stared at her mournflly, “Oh, don't hank me, You're still doomed. And | require
payment for my services.”

Anmaberh's mouth went dry, “Uh...what sort of payment ™

“A story.” The giant’s eyes gitered. “I ges boring i Tartarus. You can fel me your story.

while we eat, "

Anmabeth elt uncasy telling a ghant sbout theie plans
til, Damasen was a good host. He'd saved Percy. His drakon-meat stew was excellent
ly compared to irewater). His hut was warm and comfortable, and for the frs ime s
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new frm. He wanted the pleasure of physically ripping them to picces, If Tartarus wished, Amabeth
fad o doulbt be could desour her existence with a ingle thought, s asily as he'd vaporized
Hyperion and Krios. Would there be any rebirh from that? Anmabet didn't want o find oot

Net o e, Perey did something she'd never seen im do. He dropped his sword. It just fell out
of s and fit e ground with  thic. Death Mist o longor shrouded fis face, bus he il had the
complexion ofa e

Tartarus hissed again —possibly luging.

Your fear smells wonderfil. said the god.  see the appeal of having a physical body with 50
many senses. Perhaps my beloved Gaea i right,wishing to wake from her stumber.

He stretched outhis massive purple hand and might have plucked wp Percy like a weed, but Bob
interruptcd.

“Begone!” The Tita leveled his spear at the . “You have o right o medler™

Medie? Tartarus twved. 1 am the lord of allcreatures of the darkness, puny Topetus, 1 cun do
as  please

His black eyclone fce spun faster. The howling sousd wis 0 borrible, Anaabeth ell 1 her
e and cluhed her cars. Bob stumbled. the wispy comet il of hislife force growing longer as it
was sucked toward he face of the god.

Bob roared in deflance. He charged and thusthis spear t Tartarus’s chest, Before it could
comneet, Tariars swatted Bob aside lik e was a pesky insect. The Titan went sprawling.

Wiy do vou not disintesrate? Tartsrus msed. You are nothing. You are even weaker than
Krias and Hyperion.

“1am Bob," suid Bob.

Tartarus bissed. What is that? Wha is Bob?
I choose o be more than lapetus.” sad the Titan. “You do not control me. | am ot ke my.
brothers ™

“The collar of s coveralls bulged. Small Bob leaped out. The kiten nded on the groud in
fron of his muster,then arched his back and hissed at the ord of he abyss.

As Annabeh waiched, Sall Bob began o grow. his form flickering il the litde kifen had
ecome a full-sized, translucen skeleta saber-toothed iger.

“Also," Bob anowced, " have a good cat

No-Longer-Small Bob sprang at Tartarus,sinking his claws inko Tartarus's thigh The tiger
scrambled up his leg, straight nder the god's chainlink skt Tarkarus stomped and howled.
apparently po longer enored with having a physical form. Meamwhile, Bob thrusthis spear it the
o' side, rightbelow s breasplote.

Tartarusroared. He swated at Bob, but the Tiian backed out o reach. Bob thrist out is fingers.
His spear yanked itsel frce of the god"s lesh and flew back to Bob's hand, which made Amabeth
sl in amazement. She'd never imagined a broom could have so many usful eatres. Small Bob
dropped out of Tartaus”s skirt. He ran o his master's side, his saber-toothed fangs dripping with
widen chor.

st Lapetus, Tartaras decided. dftervard, | will add your soul 1o my armor,
ver and over,in eternal agony
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ground was dotted with stunted trees and wart mounds. In the center loomed a large, domed hut made
of bones and greenish leather. Smoke rose froma hole in the top. The entrance was covered with
curtains of scaly reptile skin, and lanking the entrance, two torches made from colossal femur bones
burned bright yellow.

What really caught Annabeth's attention was the drakon skull. Fifty yards into the clearing, about
halfiway to the hut, a massive oak tree jutted from the ground at a forty-five-degree angle. The jaws of
a drakon skull encircled the trunk, as if the oak tree were the dead monster’s tongue.

“Yes.” Bob murmured. “This is very good.”

Nothing about this place felt good to Annabeth.

Before she could protest, Small Bob arched his back and hissed. Behind them, a mighty roar
echoed through the swamp—a sound Annabeth had last heard in the Battle of Manhattan.

She turned and saw the drakon charging toward them.
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‘The zombies around him stirred. They lined up in front of Frark, putting their shiclds wgether in
4 rgaddefensve formaion.But they were moving o slowly ke slccpwalkers, and ony  fow
Bad responded o s voice

“Frank,bow did you do t? Jason yelled

Frank's head s withpin, He forced kel ot s ouk. Tt anking R
officer” b said “They—uy they don't recogizsyou. Sorry.”

Jasongrirmoced. buthe did't ook paricularly suprised.“How can we help

Frank wished he had ananswer. A ryphon sored overed, alost decapiati s with s
talons. Nico smacked it with the scepor of Diocletan. and e monsic veered o a wall.

“Orhem formate!” Frank ordered.

Abous 1wo dosen zombies obesed. siuggling o for  defensive ring around Frank ad s
frcnds. I was crough o e the demgods it rspie, bt there were 00 man eneries presing
forward. Mostofthe ghostl lgioneaires were il wandering around in s dze.

“Myrank” ook ealized.

U these monstesare rank!” Piper selled,sbbing  wild cenaue.

“No.”Frank s “T'monly  cenrion™

Joson cursed i Latn,“He meas e can't onirol a whole legion. He's ot ofhigh enough rark™

Nico swamg is black sword at amode gryphon, “Wel,then,promote it

Frank's i was shgish.He didtersand what Nico wos saying. Promose hini? How?

Jason shouc n s best drll-scrgeant voice: “Frank Zhar 1 Jason Girace, prctor of e
Tl Lesion Fulmina, gve you my fial ondee reign my post and e you enersency feld
promotion o pracor,with the fllpowers of tha ank. Take comrand of tislegion™

Frank flt a i door hd apeocd somchers n the House of Hades,ltang na blat of e
air it st trough he el Thearrow inis arn suddenly dc't mote. i hoghts leared.
His xesight sharpened. The voices of Mars and Are spoke i s mind,srong ad wified: Break
them!

Frank bardly recomied s ow voiee when be elled: “Legion, agnen format”

sy, every dead lsiomaie in he cavern drew his sword and aised hisshild. They
scramblod oward Frank's position, pusting adhacking monsters out o their way il ey siood
Shovlder to shoulde with e comvades,aranging themselves i square formason. Stnes,jvelis,
and fir rained down, bt novw Pk T 1 disciplined defensive in sliering hem behind  wll of
brorze and leaher

“Archerst™ Frank elled. “Elseulare flammas!”

He dido't hold ot uch bope the command would work.The zombics” bows coudn't b i
oo shape. But o his srprise, scveral docen ghosly skirmishers nocked arrows i uison. Thei
artowheads caught i spoiancouslyand  Namang wave of deatharced over th lgion' e,
i te enemy Cyclopes el Cemaurssuanbled. A elbine siviched and ran inircles with
 buening arro impaled i his forchead.

Frank beard s lugh behind fim. He ganced buck and couldn't beieve what e s Nico di
Angelo was acunlly smling

“That's more like it” Nico said. “Let's furm tis tider”
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She flashed back 1o ber kea party with Piper, Hazel, and Aphrodite in Charleston. Gods, that
sceied so long ago. Aphrodite had sighed and waxed mostalgic about the good old days of the Civil
War-—horw love and war lways went b in and.

Aphvodie had gesturcd prowdly fo Anbeth, sing her as an example forthe otber girls: / once
promised to make ber love lfe ineresting. Avl dida’t 12

Anmabeth bad wanted 0 ot he ddess oflove, Shd ud more han s share of
nteresting. Now Aseabeth was olding out for a happy ending Surelythat was possibl, o i
‘what the legends said about traic herocs, There had fo be exceptions,right!If suffering fod 1o
reward, then Percy and she deserved the grand prize

She though sbout Pescy's daydream of New Rome-—the two of themsetling down there, going
10 college topether. AL first, the idea oflving amons the Rormuns had appalled her. She hud resented
them for aking Perey away ffom her

Now she would aceept thatoffer ladly.

Ifonly they survived this. Ifonly Reyre had goten her message. If only a million other fong shots
paid ot

Stop i, she chided berself

e i to concerirate onthe present, puting one foot i front ofthe other, taking this downhill
imesinal ik one gank wart o  tine.

Her kncs fel warm and wobbly,like wire hangers bent o the point of snapping. Percy groancd
and e something she couldn't make out.

Bob stopped sudderly. “Look”

Abcad n the gloom the termin leveled out ko a black swan, Sulfur-yellow mist hung n the
air. Even withou sunligh, tere were actual plants—clumps of reeds, scrawny leafess recs, evena
few sickly-looking lowers blooming i the muck. Mossy trails wotasd between bubbling ar pis
Dircctly in front of Amabeth, sunk inko the bog, were foofprinis the size of rashcanfs, with long.
pointed s,

Sadly, Armabeth was prety sure she knew what had made them “Drakort?”

“Yes." Bob grinned at her. “Thatis good!”

U why?”

“Recause we ae close "

Bob marched o the swamp.

Anmbeth wanted 0 sream She hated being at the merey of a Titan—especially onc who was
towly recovering is merpory and bringing them 0 s “good” gian. She hated orging eough a
swamp that was obviously the stonping ground ofa deakon.

But Bob had Percy. I she hesitated, she would lose therminthe dark, She hsried afer i,
bopping from moss patch 1o moss paich and praying 1 Athena that she didn't fal in a sinkhole.

Atleast the terain forced Bob (0 g0 slower, Once Anvabeth caught up, she could walk ight
behind fim and koep an eye on Percy, who was murbling delriously. his forchcad dangerously bot.
Several times he mutiered Annabeth, and she fought back.a sob. The Kiten just pured ouder and
smuggled wp.

Finally the yetlow mis parted,revealing a mody elearing like anisland n the rock, The
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was—some sort of repiilian lady warrior with snake runks instead of legs. He slashed his way
forward, rying 0 e the pain and the blood drippng down s .

About v meters aesd, Nico wasswinging bis bk sword with oe b, bolding e sespir
ofDioctetin lof with heoter. He kept soutng rdersa the legiomaire. bt ey paid b
atenton.

Ofcourse o, Frak thouht He's Greek.

Jason and Piper sood at Nico's back. Jason summored st of wind 1 blastaside jovelinsand
artows. He deflcced 1 Vil of Greek e rght up e troat of a yphon, which burs i flanes and
spiraled ko te il Piper put e e sword o god e, whle spraying food fom he cornucopia
ineroter . sing b, chickens, apples, o oranees s ircsptor missle. The airabove
the chasm turned i  freworks show of laming projecis, cxploding rocks, ad fsh produce

Sl Frank’s frends ouldu' old outforever. Jasot's ce was lready beaded with sweal. e
Kep shouingin L “Form ras!” B te ded egonmairs would' st o i cithr. Some
ol the zombies were belpfljust by stacing i he way, blocking monsiens and ki fire. 1 ey ket
geting mowod down. though,tere worldn' be enough ofther ef 10 orgarize.

“Make way'™ Frak shoted. To s saprisc, e dead legomires paricd for i The closest
ones s stared a i with bl ey, s 1Pt for e oders.

“Oh. reat...” Frank bl

1 Verice, Mirs had wamed i tht s e et of eadersip was coming. Frank's hosly
ancestor b e i take e, B i tese dead Romans would't s o Jason, why showld
ey listen o i Because e was  child of Mars, o maybe because..

he rth i i Jason wasn e Roman anymore. His tme ¢ Carp Hal-Blood b charged
i Reym b recognized hat. Apparcaly, s did e udesd legormies. 1 Jason o longer v
e it sort f vibe, or the aura ofa Roman lader.

Frank made t o i ficds a8 wave of Cylopes crashed no them e lifted his swrd 1o
pry  Cyelops's lub,then sabbed the ot e e, sending b backward o e pi
Ancer ope herged. Frank maoged 1 impale i, but blood los was kg him weak. His vision
blered.His cars rang.

He s dimly aware of fasan on is e ank,deflcctng e incorming mixsiles with wird: Piper
ontis i, ylling carmspesk conmmuds-—cncouraging he moxsces 10 atack cach ot o ke o
refcshing junp nlo the chasm.

R iea—

A e Tistened, bu across the it the énponsai were countering e orders. Apparenty ey had
charmspeak 100, The monserscrowded so tickly arousd Frank tha e coud baely e his sword
The sench o thir beeath e body odor was alostcrough 0 knock i out, even without e o
tieosbing i his arm.

What was Frank supposcd 0 do? He'd had  pln, but s thoughts were geting zzy

Stupd ghosts!” Nico shoeed,
“They wonisnl” Jason sgreed
Tt was it Frank had o moke the ghostslsen.
He sumoncd al his srengh and yeled, “Coborts-—ock shieldst”
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“Cuneum formate!" Frank yelled. “Advance with pila!"

“The zombie line thickened in the center, forming a wedge designed to break through the enemy
host. They lowered their spears in. bristling row and pushed forward.

Eartbborn wailed and theew boulders, Cyclopes smashed their fists and clubs against the locked
shields, but the zombie legionmaires were o fonger paper trgets. They had inhuman strenth, hardly
wavering under the fiercest utacks. Soon the floor was covered with monsier dust The line of
avelins chewed through the enemy like a set of giant eeth, felling ogres and snake women and
ellhounds. Frark's archers shot gryphons out ofthe air and caused chaos in the main body of the
monster army across the chasm.

Frank's forces began 0 take control of their side ofthe cavern. One of the stone bridges
collapsed. but more monsters kept pouring over the other one. Frank would have to stop that.

“Jason.” he called, “can you fly a few legionnaires across the pit? The enemy’s left flank is
weak—see? Take il

Jason smiled. “With pleasure.”

“Three dead Romans fose into the air and flew across the chasm. Then three more joined them.
Finally Jason flew himself across and his squad begn cutting through some very surprised-looking.
telkhines, spreading fear through the enemy’s ranks.
ico,” Frank said, “keep trying 10 raise the dead. We need more nubers.

“Onit” Nico lified the scepter of Diocletian, which glowed even darker purple. More ghostly
Romans seeped from the walls to join the fight.

Across the chasm, empousai shouted cormmmnds in a langige Frank dida’t know, but he gist
was obvious. They were trying (o shore up their alies and keep them charging across the bridge.

“Piper!” Frank yelled. “Counter those empousai! We eed soms chaos.”

“Thought you'd neer ask.™ She started catcalling at the female demons: “Your makeup is
smeared! Your friend called you ugly! That one is making a face behind your back!” Soon the vampire
Tadies were t0o busy fighting one another 10 shout any commands.

“The legionnaires moved forward, keeping up the pressure. They had (o take the bridge before
Jason got averwhelmed.

“Time t0 lead from the front.” Frank decided. He raised his borrowed sword and called for a
charge.
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“The wnnel from here is unstable,” Hazel wamed. “The floor might...well, just follow me. Step
exactly where I step.”

‘She made her way forward. Frank walked right behind her—not because he felt particularly
brave, but because he wanted to be close if Hazel necded his help. The voices of the war gods were
arguing again in his ears. He could sense danger—very close pow.

Fai Zhang.

He stopped cold. That voice...it wasn't Ares or Mars, It seemed o come from right next o him,
like someone whispering in his car.

“Frank?” Jason whispered behind him “Hazel, bold up a second. Frark, what's wrong?”"

“Nothing,” Frank murmured. “1 just-

Pylos, the voice said. I await you in Plos.

Frank felt like the poison was bubbling back up his throat. He'd been scared plenty of times
before. He'd even ficed the god of Death.

But this voice terrified him in a different way. It resonated right down 1 his bones, as iF it knew
everything about him—his curse, his history, his fsure.

His grandsmother had always been big on honoring the ancestors. It was a Chincse thing. You had
o appease ghosts. You had 10 take them seriously.

Frank always thought his grandmothers superstitions were silly. Now he changed his mind. He
had o doubt,..the voice that spoke 1o him was one of bis ancestors

“Frank, don't move.” Hazel sounded alarmed.

He looked down and realized he"d been sbou 10 step out ofline.

To survive, you must lead, the voice said. At the break, you must take charge.

“Lead where?” he asked aloud,

“Then the voice was gone. Frank could feel its absence, as ifthe humidity had suddenly dropped.

“Uh, big guy?" Leo said, "Could you not freak out on us? Please and thank you™

Frank’s friends were all looking at him with concern.

“T'mokay,” he managed. “Just...a voice,”

Nico nodded. “1 did warm you. 1l only get worse. We should—*

Hazel held up ber hand for silence. “Wait here, everybody.™

Frank didn’ like it, but she forged ahead alone. He counted to twenty-three before she came:
buck ber fice drawn and pensive.
ary room ahead.” she warned. “Don't panic.”

*“Those two things don't g0 together,” Leo murmured. But they followed Hazel inlo the cavern.

“The place was like a circular cathedral, with a ceiling so high it was lost in the gloom. Dozens
of other tunnels led offin different directions, each echoing with ghostly voices. The thing that mude
Frank nervous was the floor. 1t was a gruesome mosaic of bones and gems—human femurs, bip bones,
and ribs twisted and fused together into a smooth surfice, dotied with diamonds and rubies, The
bones formed patterns, like skelctal contortionists tumbling together, curling 10 profect the precious
stones—a dance of death and riches.

“Touch nothing,” Hazel said.
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out of it

Frank feltlike the ship was tlting again, bt it must have been just him. The herd of wild sports
cquipment stayed put against the fir wall,

Al this time the conch had been married? In spte of being a newlywed, he'd agreed to come on
this quest. No wonder Hedge made 5o many calls back home. No wonder he was so cranky and
belligerent.

Still... Frank sensed there was more going on. The coach's tone during the Iris-message made it
sound like they were discussing 4 problem.

“I dida’t mean o eavesdrop.” Frank said. “Bu...is she okay?"

“ltwas a private conversation!™

“Yeah. You're right”

“Finel Il tell you." Hedge plucked some fur off his thigh and let it loat through th air. “She
100k a break from her job in L-A... went to Camp Hal-Blood for the summer, because we figured—"
His voice cracked, “We figred it would be safer. Now she’s stuck there, with the Romans about 0
attack. She’s...she’s prety scared.”

Frank became very aware of the centurion badge on his shirt the SPOR tattoo on i forcarm

“Sorry,” he murmured. “But if she's a cloud spirit, couldn’t she just....you know, float away?"

“The coach curled his fingers around the grip of his baseball bat. “Normly, yeah. But see...
she’s ina delicate condition. I wouldn't be safe.

“A delicate...” Frank's eyes widencd. “She’s going 10 have a bahy? You're going o be a dad?”

“Shout it a It lowdler,” Hedge grumbled, “1 don' think they heard you in Croatia,”

Frank couldn't help griming, “Bus, Coach, that's swesome! A litle baby satyr? Or maybe &
nymph? You'll be a fantastic dad.”

Frank wasn'tsure why he felt that way, considering the coach's love of bascball bats and
roundhouse Kicks, but he wax sure.

‘Couch Hedge scowled even deeper. “The war's coming. Zhung. Nowhere is safe. I should be
there for Mellie. If1 gota dic somewhere—"

“Hey, nobody's goimg (0 die,” Frank said.

Hedge met his eyes. Frank could tel the coach didn't beieve it.

“Always had a softspot for children of Ares,” Hedge muttered. “Or Mars—whichever. Maybe
that's why I'm ot pulverizing you for asking so many questions,”

“Butl

“Fine. 'l tell you" Hedge sighed again. “Back when | was on my firstassignment as a secker, |
was way out in Arizona, Brough in this kid named Clarisse.”

“Claris

“Sibling of yours,” Hedge said. “Ares kid, Violen. Rude. Lots of potential. Anyway, while |
was out, 1 hud this dream about my mom. She—she was a cloud mymph like Mellic. 1 dreamed she
was i trouble and needed my belp right away. But 1 said to myself, Nah, it just a dream. Who
would hurt a sweet old cloud nymph? Besides, | gotta get this half-blood t0 safety. So | Rnished my
mission, brought Clarisse to Camp Half-Blood. Afierward, I went looking for my mam. | was 100
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sawdust instead of sugar

“Yum" Piper said. Even the daugiter of Apbrodie couldn't avoid makinga fice

“Okay." Nico ehoked down the st ofhis barley. *That should proteet us from the poison.”

“Poison?” Leo asked, “Did | miss the poison ‘Cause | love poison”

“Soon enough.” Nico promised. “Juststick close together, and maybe we can avoid getiog lost
or going insane.”

On that happy pote, Nico led them undersrousd.

“The tannel spiraled genily dowinward, the ceiling supported by white stone arches that reminded
Frark of a whale’s rib cage.

As they walked, Hazel ran her s along the masorry, “This wasn't part of a temple,” she
Whispered. “This was...th basciment for  manor house, builin ater Gireek imes.”™

Frank found i crie how Hazel could tell 50 much about an underground place just by being
there. He'd never known ber to be mistaken.

“A manor house?” e asked. “Please don't el me we're i the wrong place.”

“The House of Hades is below us,” Nico assured him. “But Hazel's right. these upper evels are
much pewer, When the archacologiss irst excavated this site, thy thought they d found the
Necromunieion. Then they realized the ruims were 100 recent, 50 hey decided it was the wrong spo
“They were rightthe fisttime. They just didt dg decp enough

“They aed o comer and stoppe. n front ofthen. the tamel ended ina huge block of store.

“A caveein?” Jason asked.

“A st Nico said. “Hazel, would you do the hopors

Hazel stcpped forward. She placed her hand on the rock, and the enire boulder crumbled fo
dust.

“The tanmel shudered. Cracks spread across the ceiling. For a terifying moment, Frank imagined
they’d all be crushed ule fons of arth—a disappointing way o die, afer allthey'd been through.
Then the rumbling sopped. The dust setied

A set of stairs eurved deeper ino the carh,the barreled ceilng held up by more repeating
arches, closer ogether and carved from polished blick sone, The descending rches made Frank feel
dizzy, a5 i he were looking ino an endlessly reflecting miror. Painted on the walls were crude.
pictures of black catde marching dowmard,

“Ireally don'tlike cows” Piper mitered.

“Agreed,” Frank said

“Those are the catle of Hades.” Nico stid. “I1's justa symbol o —"

“Look.” Frank poinied.

O the fiststep ofthe stnirwell,  golden chulice gleamed. Frank was prety sure it badn't been
there 4 moment before. The cup was fll of dark-green liquid.

“Hooray." Leo said halfbeartedly. “1 suppose s ow poisors”

Nico picked up the chalice, “We're sianding a the ancient enrance of the Necromanicion.
Odysseus came here, and dozers of other hroes,sceking advice from the dead."

“Did the dead advise them o leave immediately?” Leo asked.
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“The sorcercss that Heeate warned you sbout?™ Jason gessed. “The onc Leo saw in his dreani?
What was her name?”

Hazed chewed her lip. “It would be safer ot 0 say her mame. Bus stay alert. One thing 'm sure
Of: From his point on, the dead e sironger than the iving ™

Frank wasn'tsure how she knew that, bt he believed her. The voices in he darkness secmed to
whisper louder. He caugh gimpses of movementin the stadows. From the way his friends” eyes
darted around, he guessed they were sceing things (0.

“Where are the monsters?” be wondered aloud. “| though Gaca had an army gding the
Doors.”

“Don' know, " Jason said. His pale skin looked as grecn as the poison from the chalice. “Atthis
poit 'd almost pefer a straight-p fight”

“Careful what you wish for, man." Leo summoned a ball of fire o his and,and for once Frank
was glad 0 s the lames, “Personally, 'm hoping nobody's bome. We walk n, find Percy and
Annabeh, destroy the Doors of Death, and walk out, Maybe stop at the gif shop.”

“Yeah” Frank said.“That Il appen™

“The tunnel shook. Rubble rained down fom the ciling.

Hae grabbed Frank's hand. “That was close,” she omered. “These passagewiys won'ttake
mich more.”

“The Doors of Death just opencd again,” Nico suid.

“I¢s bappening like every ffleen minutes,” Piper moted.

" Nico corrected, though be did't explain bow he knew. “We'd better hurry,

“Every twelve,
Percy and Amabeth are closc. They re in danger, | can serse it

As they raveled deeper,the corridors widened. The ceifings rose o six meters high, decorated
withclaborate paintings of owls n the branches of white poplars. The exira space should bave made.
Frank fecl beter, butall he could hink about was the tactical situation, The tanels were big cnough
10 sccommodate large monsers, even giants. There were blind corners everywhere, perfect for
arushes. Their group could be flanked or surrounded easily. They would have o good options for
ercat.

AN of Frank’s instinets old him 10 get out of these tunnels. 1 po monsters were visible, that st
meant they were hiding, waiting o spring a trp, Even though Frark knew that, there wasn't much he
could do about it They fad 0 find the Doors of Death.

Leo hel his fire close 1 the walls. Frank saw Anciers Greek grafi scratched ino the sore.
Hie couldn'tread Ancient Greek, bu he guessed they were prayers of suppliatiors 10 the dead,
writen by pilgrins thousands of years ago. The tumnel floor was litered with ceramic shirds and
silver coins.

“Oferings?” Piper giessed.

“Yes," Nico said.“If you wanied your ancestors 0 appear, you had to make an offering™

“Let’s not make an offring.” Jason suggcsted.

Nobody argued.
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*“Iwould be fine with that” Piper admitted.

Nica drank from the chalice, then offered it to Jason. “You asked me about trust,and taking a
isk? Well, here you go, son of Jupiter. How much do you trust me?”"

Frank wasn' sure what Nico was talking about, but Jason didn't hesitate. He took the cup and
drank.

They passed it around, each taking » sip of poison. As be waited his turn, Frark tried to kep
g from shaking and his st from churning. He wondered what his grandmother would say if she
could sce him.

Stupid, Fai Zhang! she would probably scold. If ll your friends were drinking poison, would
voudo it too?

Frank went last The taste of the green liquid reminded him of spoiled apple juice. He drained
the chalice. It rmed to smoke in his hands.

Nico nodded, apparensly satisfied. “Congratulations. Assuming the poison doesn't kil us, we
should be able to find our way through the Necromasieion’ firstlevel.”

“Justthe first level?” Piper asked.

Nico turned to Hazel and gestured at the stais. “Afler you, sster.”

In o time, Frank felt completely lost. The stairs split inthree different directions. As soon as Hazel
chose a path, the stairs split again. They wound their way through interconnecting tunnels and rough-
hewn burial chambers that all looked the same—the walls carved with dusty niches that might once
have held bodies. The arches over the doors were painted with black cows, white poplar trees, and
owls.

“I thought the ow! was Minerva’s symbol,” Jason murmured,

*The screech owl is one of Hades's sacred animals,” Nico said. “Is cry is a bad omen”

“This way." Hazel poinied o a doorway that looked the same as all the others. “IU’s the only one
hat won't collapse on us.”

“Giood choice, then,” Leo said.

Frank began to fecl Tike he was Ieaving the world of the living. His skin tingled, and he
wondered ifit was a side efféct of the poison. The pouch with his fircwood secmed heavier on his
bel, In the ecrie wow of their magic weapons, his friends looked like flickering ghosts.

Cold air brushed against his face. In his mind, Ares and Mars had gone silent, but Frank thought
e heard other voices whispering in the side corridors, beckoning him to veer off course, to come
closer and listen to them speak.

Finally they reached an archway carved inthe shape of human skulls—or maybe they were
human skulls embedded inthe rock. I the purple fight of Diocletian's scepter, the hollow eye sockets
seemed 10 blink.

Frank almost hit the ceiling when Hazel put a band on his arm.

“This is the entrance to the second level,” she said. “I'd better take a look™

Frank hadn't even realized that he'd moved in front of the doorway.

“Uh yeah...” He mude way for her.

Hazel traced her fingers across the carved skulls. “No traps on the doorway, but. .. something is
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“Gio ahead, Hazel.” Frank said.

“But...” Haze! took a deep breath. “Okay.” She toak out the piece of firewood and handed it to
Leo.

In Lea’s hands, it wasn't much bigger than a screwdriver. The tinder was still charred on one
side from where Frank had used it to burn through the icy chains that had imprisaned the god Thanatos
in Alask,

Froma pocket of his tool belt, Leo produced a piece of white clath, “Behold!™

Frank scowled. “A handkerchief?”

“A surrender flag?” Hazel guessed.

“No, unbelievers!” Leo said. “This is a pouch woven from seriously cool fibric—a git froma
friend of mine.”

Leo slipped the firewood into the pouch and pulled it closed with a tie of bronze thread,

“The drawstring was my idea.” Leo said proudly. “It 100k some work, acing that into the fabric,
bust the pouch won't open unless you want it 0. The fibric breathes just like regular cloth, so the
firewood isn' any more sealed up than it would be in Hazel's coat pocket.™

“Uh..." Hazel said. “How is that an improvement, then?”

“Hold this so 1 don’ give you s heart attack. " Leo tossed the pouch o Frark, who almost
fumbled it

Leo summoned a white-hot ball of fire into his right hand. He held his left forearm over the
flames. grinaing as they licked the sleeve of his jacket

“See?” he said. It doesn’t burn!”

Frank didn'tlike to argue with a guy who was holding a ball of ire, but he said, “Uh...you're
immine to flames.

Leo rolled his eyes. “Yeah, but | have to concentrate if | don't wantmy clothes to burn. And I'm
Dot concentrating. sec? This is totally fireproof cloth. Which means your firewood won't burn in that
pouch”

Hazel looked unconvinced. “How can you be sure?

“Sheesh, tough audience.” Leo shut off the fire. “Guess there’s only one way 10 persusde you.™
He held out his hand 10 Frank.

“Uh no, no.” Frank backed off. Suddenly all those brave thoughts about acceping his fatc
scemed far away. “That's okay, Leo. Thanks, but I can't

“Man, you gotta trust me.”

Frank’s heart raced. Did he trust Lea? Well, sure... with an engine. With 2 practical joke, But
with his life?

He remembered the day they fad gotten stuck in the underground workshop in Rome. Gaga had
promised they would die in that room. Leo had promised he would get Hazel and Frank out of the
trap. And he'd done it

Now Lea spoke with the same kind of confidence.

“Okay.” Frank handed Leo the pouch. “Try not o kill me.”

Leo's hand blazed. The pouch didn't blacken or burn.
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late.”

Frank watched the tufl of goat hair setle on top of a basketball. “What happened o ber?”

Hedge shrugged. “No idea. Never saw her again. Maybe if I'd been there for her, ifI'd got back
sooner...”

Frank wanted to say something comforting. but he wasn't sure what. He had lost his mom in the
war in Afghanistan, and be knew how empry the words m sorry could sound.

“You were doing your job,” Frank offesed. “You saved a demigod’s lfe.”

Hedge grunted. “Now my wife and my uborn kid are in danger, halfiay across the world, and |
can't do anything to help.”

“You are doing something.” Frank said.
That's the best way we can keep our friends saf

“Yeah Yeah, T suppose.”

Frank wished he could do more (o 1it Hedge's spirits, but this talk was making him worry about
everyone he'd lef behind. He wondered who was defending Camp Jupiter now that the legion had
marched cast, especially with all the monsters Gaea was unlashing from the Doors of Death. He
worried about his friends in the Fifth Cobort, and how they must be fecling as Octavian ordered therm
o march on Camp Half-Blood. Frank wanied to be back there, if only 0 stuff a teddy bear down the
throat of that stimeball augr.

“The ship listed forward. The herd of sports equipment rolled under the coach’s berth.

“We're descending.” said Hedgs, "We'd better get above.”™

“Yeah," Frank said, his voice hoarse.

“You're a nosy Roman, Zhang.”

“But—

“Come on,” Hedge said. “And nota word about his 1o the others. you blabbermout.™

e're over here 10 stop the gians from waking Gaea.

As the others made fast the aerial moorings, Leo grabbed Frank and Hazel by the arms. He dragged
them 1o the aft ballista. “Okay, here’s the plan.”

Hazel narrowed her eyes. 1 hate your plans.™

“Ineed that pece of magic firewood,” Leo said, “Snappy!™

Frank nearly choked on his own tongue, Hazel bicked away, instinctively covering her coat
pocket. “Leo, you can't—"

1 found a solution.” Leo turned to Frank. “1's your call, big guy, but I can protect you

Frank thought ahout how many times be’d seen Lea’s fingers burstinto flame. One flse move,
and Leo could incinerate the piece of tinder that controlled Frank's life.

But for some reason, Frank wasn't terrified. Since facing down the cow monsters in Verice,
Frank had barely thought about hi fragile lifeline. Yes, the smallest bit of fire might kill him. But he'd
also survived some impossible things and made his dad proud. Frank bad decided that whatever his
fite was, he wouldn't worry about it. He would just do the best he could to help his friends

Besides, Leo sounded serious. His eyes were still full of that weird melancholy, like he was in
two places at once: but nothing about his expression indicated any kind of joke.
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know or care about the history of this river. Must be nice, being a regular mortal,

Next 0 Frank, Nico di Angelo raised the seepter of Diocletian. Is orb glowed with purple light,
as if in sympathy with the dark storm. Roman relic or not, the scepter troubled Frank. If it really had
the power to summon a legion of the dead...well, Frank wasn't sure that was such a great idea.

Jason had once told him that the children of Mars had a similar ability. Supposedly, Frank could
call on ghostly soldiers from the losing side of any war to serve him. He’d never had much luck with
that power., probably because it freaked him out too much. He was worried he might become one of
those ghosts if they fost this war—eternally doomed to pay for his failures, assuming there was
anyone left to summon him.

*So, uh, Nico...” Frank gestured at the scepter. “Have you learned o use that thing?”

“We'll find out.” Nico stared at the tendrils of darkness undulating from the ruins. “1 don’t intend
1o try unil I have to. The Doors of Death are already working overtime bringing in Gaca’s monsers.
Any more activity raising the dead, and the Doors might shatter permanently, leaving a rip in the
mortal world that can’t be closed.™

Coach Hedge grunted. *1 hate rips in the world. Let's go bust some monster heads.”

Frank looked at the satyr”s erim expression, Suddenly he had an idea. “Coach, you should stay
on board, cover us with the ballistac.”

Hedge frowned. “Stay behind? Me? I'm your best soldier!™

“We might need air support.” Frank said. “Like we did in Rome. You saved our braccae.”

He didn’t add: Plus, 1'd like you to get back to your wife and baby alive.

Hedge apparently got the message. His scowl relaxed. Relief showed in his eyes.

“Well...” he grumbled, “I suppose somebody's g0t to save your braccae.”

Jason clapped the coach on the shoulder. Then he gave Frank an appreciative nod. “So that's
settled. Everybody else—let’s get to the ruins, Time to crash Gaea’s party.”
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Frank waited for something 1o go horribly wrong. He counted to twenty, but he was sill alive.
He feltas ifa block of ice were melting just behind his sternum—a frozen chunk of fear he'd gotten so
used to he didn't even think about it until t was gore.

Leo extinguished his fire. He wriggled his eyebrows at Frank. “Who's your best buddy?™

“Don’t answer that” Hazel said. “But, Leo, that was amizing ™

“Itwas, wasiri€2” Leo agreed, “So who wans 10 take this newly ulra-safe piece of
firewood?”

“Til keep it Frank said.

Hazel pursed her lips. She looked down. maybe so Frank wouldn't see the hurt in her eyes.
She’d protected that ircwood for him through a lot of hard batiles. It was a sign of trust between
them, a symbol of their relationship.

“Hazel, it's not about you.” Frark said, as gendly as he could, *I can't explain, bust 11 have &
fecling I'm going 10 need o step up when we're in the House of Hades. | need to carry my own
burden”

Hazel's golden eyes were full of concern. 1 understad. 1just...| worry.”™

Leo tossed Frank the pouch. Frank tied it around his belt. He fet strange carrying hs futal
weakness so openly, afier months of keeping it hidden.

“And, Leo,” he said, “thanks."
it scemed inadequate for the gifl Leo had given hin but Leo grinned. “What are senius fricnds

forr

“Hey, guys!” Piper called from the bow. “Better get over here. You need to see this.”

“They'd found the source of the dark lightning

“The Argo I hovered directly over the river, A fes hundred meters away at the 10p of the nearest
Till sio0d a cluser of ruins. They didn't ook like much—just some crumbling walls encireling the
Timestone shells of a few buildings—but from somewhere within the uins, endils of black ether
curted into the sky, like 4 smoky squid pecking from ts cave. AS Frank watched. a bolt of dark energy
ripped through the air. rocking the ship and sending a cold shockwave across the landscape.

“The Necromanteion.” Nico said. “The House of Hades.

Frank steadied himsel at the rail. He supposed it was 100 lae 10 suggest turring back. He was
starting t feol nostalgic about the monsters he'd fought in Rome. Heck. chasing poison cows through
Verice had been more appealing than this place.

Piper hugged her arms. I feel vulnerable loating up here like this. Couldn't we st down in the
river?”

“ wouldn't." Hazel said. “That's the River Acheron”

Jason squinted in the sunlight. 1 thought the Acheron was n the Underworld.™

“Itis,” Hazel said. “But s headwaters are in the mortal world. That river below us? Eventually
it lows underground, straight into the realm of Pluto—er, Hades. Landing a demigod ship on those
waters—"

“Yeah, let's say up here,” Leo decided. “1 don't want any zombic water on my hull.”

Halfa kilometer downstream, some fishing boats were putering along. Frank guessed they didn't
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—“and it may get ugly. You just stay safe. I'll get back. Honest.”

Frank couldn’t stand it anymore. He knocked lowdly. “Hey, Coach?”

The talking stopped.

Frank counted to six. The door flew open.

Coach Hedge stood there scowling. his cyes bloodshot.like he'd been waching too much TV.
He wore his usual bascball cap and gym shorts, with a leather cuirass over his shirt and a whistle
hanging from his neck, maybe in casc he wanted 10 call  foul against the monster armics.

*Zhang. What do you want?”

“Un, we're geting ready for batile. We need you above deck ™

‘The coach's goatee quivered. “Yeah. "Course you do.” He sounded strangely unexcited about the
prospectof a fight

1 didn't mean to-—1 mean, | beard you talking.” Frank stammered. “Were you sending an Iris-
message’?

Hedge looked like he might smack Frank in the fice, or at least blow the whistle really loud.
“Then his shoulders slumped. He heaved a sigh and turned inside. leaving Frank standing awkwardly
inthe doorway.

“The coach plopped down on his berth. His cupped his chin in his hand and stared glumly around
i cabin, The place looked like a college dorm room afler o hurricane—the floor strewn with
laundry (maybe for wearing. maybe for snacks; it was hard 1 tell with satyrs), DVDs and dirty dishes
scattered around the TV on the dresser. Every time the ship tlted, a mismatched herd of sports
equipment rolled across the floor—footbals, basketballs, bascballs, and for some reason, a single
billiard ball. Tufts of goat hair flosted through the air and collected under the furniture in clungs.
Dust goats? Goat bunnics?

On the coach's nighistand sat & bowl of water, a stack of golden drachmas, s flashlight, and &
glass prism for making rainbows. The couch had obviously come prepared to make a lot of Iris-
messages.

Frank remebered what Piper had told him about the coach's clowd nymph girlfricnd who
warked for Piper’s dad. What was the girlfriend's name.... Melinda? Millicent? No, Mellie.

“Uh, is your girlfriend Mellic all right?” Frank ventured.

“Nane of your business!” the coach snapped.

“Okay."

Hedge rolled his eyes. “Fine! If you must know—yes, | was talking to Mellie. But she’s not my
wirlfriend anymore.”

“Oh...” Frank's heart sank. “You broke up?"

*No, you dolt! We got married! She’s my wife!”

Frank would've been less stunned if the coach had smacked him. “Coach, tha's—that's great!
When—how—?

“None of your business!” he yelled again.

“Um._.all right ™

“End of May," the coach said. “Just before the Argo I/ sailed. We didn't want to make a big deal
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monsters aow.”

Frank suicd the o of them, quidly marvelimg how the tension betwecn them had disappeared.
Whatever had happened o Leo during is five days of exil, it had changed him. He st joked
around, but Frank sensed somcthing diffcrent about him —ike a sfip with a pew keel. Maybe you
couldn't e the e, bu you could fell it was there by the way the ship cut trough the warves.

Leo did't scemso inent on feasing Frank. He chatied more casily with Hozel-—not stcaing
those wistfl, mooning glances tht had always made Frank uncomforiable.

Haze had diagnosed the problenn privately o Frark: “He et someone.™

Frank was incredulous. “How? Where? How could you possibly know?"

Haze smiled. L just do.™

As i she were a child of Ve rather than Pluto, Frak did't g it

OFcourse b was relieved thit Leo wasn'thiing on his irl b Frank was also kind of worried
abott Lo, Sur, they’d hd thei differences; butafer al they’d been through togeher, Frank dida't
wan 10 s Leo et is heart broken.

““There!™ Nico's voice shook Frark outof is houghs. As ustal, di Angelo was perehed atop the
foremast, He poinied oward a litring grcen iver snaking through the hills a Kilometer away.
“Mancuver us hat way. We're close o th temple. Fery close.”

As 1o prove his point.black lghting ripped through he sky, leaving dark spots before Frank's
eyes and making the s on hs arms stand up.

Jason strapped on his sword belt. “Everyon, arm yourself Leo, gt usclose, but don'tland-—no
more contact with he ground than nccessary. Piper, Hazel, et the mooring ropes-™

“On " Piper sad.

Hazel gave Frank a peck on the check and ran o e,

“Frank.” Jason called, gt below and ind Couch Hedge.”

“Yep!®

e cliimhed downstsis and headed for Hedge's cabin. As b eared the door, he slowed down.
e did’t wan 10 surprise the satyr with any oo noises. Coach Hede hod a b ofjumping ino the
angvay with his bascbll bat if s though tiackers were on board. Frank had almost goten his head
taken offa couple o imes an his way to the batfroom.

He raised is hund 10 knock. Then he reslized the door was cracked open. He heard Couch
Hedge lking rside.

“Com: on, babe!” the satyr said. “You know i's ot ke thal”

Frank rove. He didn’t mean o cavesdron, bt he wasn't sure what to do. Hazel hud meiioned
b e sou e coch St scmling wos i i, b Pk ' gt

He'd never heard the coach alk so genily. Usually the only sounds Frank beard rom the conch's
cabin were sporting everts on the TV. o the coach yelling, “Yeah! Get “em!” as he watched his
vorit martial arts movies. Frank was prety sue he coach woulda'tbe calling Chck Norris babe.

Anher voice spoke—female, but barely audibl, ike it was coming from a long way away.

L will" Canch Hedge promised, “B, uh we're going nto bttle™ b leared his thoat
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She held up three fingers, ready to count down. They had to cut the chains before the next group
tried 1 ake the clevator, butthey also had 1 ke sur the Titans were as disiracted as possible.

Hyperion masired 3 curse, “Just wonderfil. This will completely mess w our schedule.” He
sneered at Bob, “Make your choice, brother Fight usor hel us. | don'thave e for your lectures ™

Hob ganced at Anabeth and Percy: Prcy thought he might starta figt, bt nsiead e rsed the
pointof s spear. “Very well. L wil take gurd . Which of you waits  break firs?”

“Me, of course” Hyperion said

“Mer” Krios snapped. “I've been holding that button 50 long oy thmh s going 1 fll off”

' been suing b longer,” Hyperion anurbled. “You two suard the Doors while /0
{0 the moral world. | e some Greek heroes o wreak vengearce upon”

“Oh, ot Krios complained. “That Roran boy s on bis way to Epirs e one swho killed me
on Mount Otrys. ot lucky. h did. Now it's my turn”

“Baht” Hyperion drew his sword. “Tll gt you frs, Rao-headt™

Krios raised s onn blade. “You can 7y, but | wor' b stk i his sinkig pi any longer!”

Auvbeth caught Percy's eyes, She mothed: One. iwo—

efore he couldsirike the chains, » igh-piched whinepicreed fisears, ik the sound ofan
incoming rocket. Percy just hod ime o hink: Li-oh. Then an explosion rocked the hillside, A wave.
ofeat knoched Pery baskovasd. Dark shrapnelripped throush Krios and Hyperion, sredding e
ascasily as wood n' chipper

STINKING PIT. A boflow voice rolld across the plins,shaking e warm leshy ground.

Hob staguered o i fct. Somehow the explosion bt uched bim He swept s spear in
frontof him ryng 0 locate the source o te voice. Sl Bob the iten rawled i i coveralls.

Anmabety b anded about werey fee from the Doors, When she stood, Percy was so elieved
e was alive it ook him  moment o eolize she looked lke heself, The Death Mis had esaporied.

He looked at his own hands. His disgise was o o,

TITANS, said he voice disdainully. LESSER BEINGS. IMPERFECT AND WEAK.

I font of the Doors of Dsat e i darkened and solidified. The being who appeared was so
massive, et such pure mlevolence, hat erey wanked focemwl away and hide.

Instead, e forced is eyes 1 trmce the gods form,staring with is lack iron boats,each one as
Targe as a colln His e were covered in dark gresves: is flshall thick purple muscle,lke the
ground. His armoved skirt was made from thousands of blackened, wisted bones, woves fogsber ik
chainlinks an clasped inplace by  bel of nerlacking monstrous ams,

On the surfice of the warrior' breasiplat, murky faces appeared and subrcrged—giants,
Coelopes, gorgons, and drakons—all pressing agsins he amor s if ying 10 get o

The warrior's arms were bare-—mscular, purple, ane histening—his s as fargs a3 crune
scoops.

Worst of all was is besd: & helme ofwistd rock and meta with o particalar stape—just
foeed spkes and pulsing paches of g, His enire fuce sas  whirlpool—an inward spiral of
darkncss. As Percy waiched, the fast prticles of Titan essence from Hyperion and Krios were
vacanamed o the warrior's .






images/00302.jpg
at Gaea’s orders. Krios, what's our next group, anyway”™

“Double Red,” sid Krios.

Hyperion sighed. The flames glowed hoter cross his shoulders. “Double Red. Why do we go
from A-22 to Double Red? What kind of sysiem s that!” He glared at Bob. “This is o job for me-
ihe Lord of Light! Tiun o the East! Master of Dawn! Why am  forced to waitin the darkness while
the glants 0 ino battle and getal the glory? Now, Arios | can uderstand—"

1 getall the worstassignments,” Krios mutered, his tham stil on the bution.

“But me?" Hyperion said. “Ridiculous! This should be your job, lapets. Here, take my place for
awhile”

b stared atthe Doors, bt his gaze was distant—lost in the past. “The o of us held down
our father, Ouranos,” he remembered. “Koios, and e, and the two of you. Kronos promised us
mastery ofthe four corners of the carh for helping with e murder,”

“Indeed.” Hyperion said. “And | was happy fo do it would've wielded the seythe myselff1'd
T the chance! Butyou, Bob...you were always conflcid about that Kiling, weren't you? The so/1
Titan ofthe West,soft a the sunst! Why our parents mamed you the Piercer, | will never know. More
like the Whinper.”

Percy reached the anchor hook. He wcapped his pen and Ripiide grew o ful enggh. Krios
treact. i atenion was firmiy fied on Bob, who had just eveled th point of is peas at
Hyperion's chest.

I can sl pierce.” Bob said his voice low and even. “You brag too much, Hyperion. Youre
bright and fery, but Percy Jackson defeated you amyway. | bear you became  nice wee in Central
Pk

Hyperion's eyes smoldered. “Carcfl, brother.”

“Atleast a janitor’s work s honest,” Bob said, “I clean up afler ohers. 1 leave the palace betier
than | found it But you..you do not care what messes you make. You followed Kronos bindly. Now
youtake orders from Gaca.

“She s our mother!” yperion bellowed

She did ot wake for our war on Olympus,” Bob recalled. “She favors e sécond brood, the
giants”

Krios grunked. “Thavs tre cnough. The children of e pit™

“Boih of you hold your fongues!” Hyperion's voice was fnged with fea. “You never know when
e is litening

“The clevator dinged, All tree Titans jumped.

Had it een twelve minus? Percy had st track oftime. Krios took i fnger offthe bution and
called out, “Double Re! Where is Double Red?™

Hordes of monsters strred and jostled one another, but none of them cane forward.

Krios heaved a sigh. | tod them 1 hang on 10 ther ickets. Double Red! You'll lose your place
in e quone!”

Ammabeth was in position, ight belind Hyperion. She rased her drakon-bone sword over the
base ofthe chuins. I he iy lightofthe Titan's armor, her Death Mistdisguise 1made he look ke a
buning ghoul.
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Somehow Percy found his voice. “Tartarus.

‘The warrior made a sound like a mountain cracking in half: a roar or a laugh, Percy couldn't be
sure.

This form is only a small manifestation of my power, said the god. But it is enough to deal
with you. I do not interfere lightly, litle demigod. It i beneath me to deal with gnats such as
vourself:

“Uh..” Percy’s legs threatened to collapse under him. “Don’t...you know...go to any trouble.”

You have proven surprisingly resilient, Tartarus said. You have come 100 far. I can no longer
stand by and watch your progress.

Tartarus spread his arms. Throughou the valley, thousands of monsters wailed and roared,
clashing their weapons and bellowing in triumph. The Doors of Death shuddered in their chains.

Be honored, little demigods, said the god of the pit. Even the Olympians were never worthy of
my personal attention. But you will be destroyed by Tartarus himself!
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Hyperion yelled to the surrounding crowd: “Group A-22! Hurry up, you sluggards!™

A dozen Cyelopes rushed forward, waving litle red tickets and shouting excitedly, They
shouldn't bave been able o fit inside those humar-sized doors, but as the Cyclopes got close, their
bodies distorted and shrank. the Doors of Death sucking them inside.

“The Titan Krios jabbed his thumb against the tp button on the elevator’s rightside. The Doors
slid closed.

“The frame shiddered again. Dark lightning faded.

“You must understand how it works.” Bob mutired. He addressed the kitien in his palm. maybe
50 the other moasters wouldn't wonder who he was talking to. “Each time the Doors open, they try to
teliport 10a nevw location. Thanatos made them this way. so only he could find them. But now they are
chained. The Doors cannot relocate.”™

““Then we cut the chains,” Annabeth whispered

Percy looked at the blazing form of Hyperion. The last time he'd fought the Titan, it had taken
every ounce of his strength. Even then Percy had almost died. Now there were fwo Titans, with
several thousand monsters for backup.

“Our camouflage,” he said. “Will it disappear if we do something aggressive, like c
chains?”

“1do not know,” Bob old his kiten.

“Mrow,” said Small Bob.

“Bob, you'll have to distract them.” Annabeth said. “Pescy and I will sneak around the two
Titans and cut the chains from behind."

“Yes, fine.” Bob said. “Bu thatis only one problem. Once you are inside the Doors, someane
st stay ousside 0 push the button and defend it

Percy ried 1o swallow, “Uh...defend the button?”

Bob nodded, scratching his kitien under the chin, “Someane must keep pressing the U button for
twelve minutes, of the journey will not finish.”

Percy glanced at the Doors. Sure enough, Krios sill had his thumb jammed on the ur bution.
Tuwelve minutes... Somehow, they would have 1o get the Titans away from those doors. Then Bob,
Percy, or Annabeth would have to keep that bution pushed for twelve long minutes, in the middle of an
army of monsters in the heart of Tartarus, while the other two rode to the mortal world. It was
impossible.

“Why twelve minutes?” Percy asked.

“1do not know,” Bob said. “Why twelve Olympians, or twelve Titans?"

“Fair enough.” Percy said. though he had a bitter taste in his mouth.

“What do you mean the journey won't finish?” Annubeth asked. “What happens 10 the
passengers?

Bob did't answer. Judging from his pained expression, Percy decided he dida't want to be in
that elevator if the car stalled between Tartarus and the mortal world.

“1f we do push the buton for twelve minutes,” Percy said, “and the chains are cut—"

*The Doors should reset.” Bob said. “That is what they are supposed to do. They will disappear

g the
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PERCY

S0 AR, THEIR DEATH MisT camouflage plan seemed to be working. So, naturally, Percy expected a
massive last-minute fail

Fifly feet from the Doors of Death, he and Annabeth froz.

“Oh, gods,” Annabeth murmured. “Theyre the same.”

Percy knew what she meant. Framed in Stygian iron. the magical portal was a set of elevator
doors—two panels of silver and black etched with art deco designs. Except for the fact that the colors
were inverted, they looked exactly like the elevators in the Empire State Building. the entrance to
Olympus.

Seeing them, Percy felt so homesick, he couldn't breathe. He didn’t just miss Mount Olympus,

He missed everything he'd left behind: New York City, Camp Half-Blood, his mom and stepdad. His
eyes stung. He didn't trust himself o talk.

‘The Doors of Death seemed like a personal insult, designed to remind him of everything he
couldn't have.

As he got over his initial shock, he noticed other details: the frost spreading from the base of the
Doors, the purplish glow in the air around them. and the chains that held them fast.

Cords of black iron ran down either side of the frame, like rigging lines on a suspension bridge.
They were tethered to hooks embedded in the fleshy ground. The two Titans, Krios and Hyperion,
stood guard at the anchor points.

As Percy wached, the entire frame shuddered. Black lightning flashed into the sky. The chains
shook, and the Titans planted their feet on the hooks to keep them secure. The Doors slid open,
revealing the gilded interior of an elevator car.

Percy tensed, ready to charge forward, but Bob planted a hand on his shoulder. “Wait,”
cautioned.
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LXIV

PERCY

“TaPETUS® HIYPERION BELLOWED, “Well, well, T thought you were hiding under a cleaning bucket
somewhere.”

Bob lumbered forward, scowling. “I was not hiding ™

Percy erept toward the right side of the Doors. Annabeth sneaked toward the left. The Titans
gave no sign of noticing them, but Percy took no chances. He kept Riptide in pen form. He crouched
Tow. stepping as quietly as possible. The lesser monsters kept a respectful distance from the Titans,
50 there was enough empty space to maneuver around the Doors; but Percy was keenly aware of the
snarling mob at his back.

Annabeth had decided o take the side Hyperion was guarding, on the theory that Hyperion was
more likely to sense Percy. After all, Percy was the last one to have killed him in the mortal world.
‘That was fine with Percy. Afier being in Tartarus for so long, he could barely look at Hyperion's
burning golden armor without getting spos in his eyes.

On Percy's side of the Doors, Krios stood dark and silent, his ram's-headed helmet covering his
face. He kept one foot planted on the chain’s anchor and his thub on the UP button.

Bob faced his brethren. He planted his spear and tried to ook as fierce as possible with a kitten
on his shoulder. “Hyperion and Krios. I remember you both.™

“Do you, lapetus?” The golden Titan laughed, glancing at Krios to share the joke. “Well, that's
ood to know! I heard Percy Jackson turned you into a braimwashed scullery maid. What did he
rename you... Betty?”

“Bob,” snarled Bob.

“Well, it's about time you showed up, Bob. Krios and I have been stuck here for weeks

“Hours.” Krios corrected, his voice a deep rumble inside his helmet.

“Whatever!” Hyperion said. “Its boring work. guarding these doors, shuffling monsters through
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from Tartarus. They will appear somewhere else, where Gaca cannot use them.”

“Thanatos can reclaim them,” Annabeth said. “Death goes back to normal, and the monsters lose
their shortcut to the mortal world.”

Percy exhaled. “Easy-peasy. Except for...well, everything.”

Small Bob purred.

“Iwill push the button,” Bob volunteered.

A mix of feelings churned in Percy’s gut—grief. sadness, gratitude, and guilt thickening into
‘emotional cement. “Bob, we can'task you to do that. You want o go through the Doors too. You want
t0 see the sky again, and the stars, and-—"

“I would like that” Bob agreed. “But someone rmust push the button. And once the chains are
cut...my brethren will fight to stop your passage. They will not want the Doors to disappear.”

Percy gazed at the endless horde of monsters. Even if he let Bob make this sacrifice, how could
one Titan defend himself against so many for twelve minutes, all while keeping his finger on a button?

‘The cement setled in Perey’s stomach. He had always suspected how this would end. He would
have to stay behind. While Bob fended offthe army, Percy would hold the elevator button and make
sure Annabeth got to safety.

Somehow, he had to convince her to go without him. As long as she was safe and the Doors
disappeared, he could die knowing he'd done something right.

“Percy...?” Annabeth stared at him, a suspicious edge to her voice.

She was too smart. If he met her eyes, she would see exactly what he was thinking.

“First things first,” he said. “Let’s cut those chains.”
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