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The Lost Hero audiobook - Rick Riordan (Heroes of Olympus, Book 1) The Lost Hero has a lot of plot, Hercules couldn't lift it, Hermes couldn't play around it, Argus with all eyes should surely ask some cyclops to help him attend the end of it, and Olympus himself would watch and talk aaargh before being overwhelmed in a stunning snow-drifting coat. as well as come out with a
shovel to clear the golden paths. Okay, maybe we're exaggerating a little bit. But still. There is a lot of plot. We're just going to hit the highlights right here, so don't be fooled by the right to think that's all that's going on. Jason wakes up on the school bus, and also admits that he has amnesia. Audiobook Lost Hero. He is with a woman named Piper McClean who claims to be his
partner, as well as a boy named Leo Valdez, who claims he is his best friend. All of them are on a day trip to the Grand Canyon as participants in the institution for troubled youth. Once they reach the canyon, they are attacked by the spirits of the tornado (which is not what is promised in the holidaymakers' brochures). Their therapist, Train Gleason Hedge, reveals that he has
pugnacious satire with unmanageable as well as horns, and struggles to secure them. Jason, to his own shock, took out a coin that turns into a magic sword and attacks the spirits of the tornado, kicking them off. As the spirits of the tornado leave, they take the bush with them. Chariot gets here pilot Annabeth Chase. She's trying to find her partner, Percy Jackson, who's actually
gone. (Percy is known for his own collection of publications. So Jason reviewed them, a lot of confusion may have stayed away from...) Annabeth has let down that Percy isn't there, but takes Leo, Jason, and Piper back to Camp Half-Blood, where they'll all find out they're half-naked. The Lost Hero audiobook is free. Leo is a child of Hephaestus, Piper is the daughter of Aphrodite,
and Jason is a boy of zeus or Jupiter, although he was chosen as the champion partner of zevs Gera. Also, everyone believes they have superpowers. Piper can charm people as well as make them do exactly what she wants, while Leo can control the flame. You certainly think it will certainly make them ecstatic, but it's not. Piper actually had the desire of a bad titan who actually
captured her father, and she fears that she will have to betray her buddies or titanium will definitely eat her dad, while Leo is afraid to use his fiery powers because he assumes that they led to the death of his mom. Jason doesn't remember his family, which by comparison feels like perhaps it's for the best, though he does find out that Talia, among the seekers of Artemis (from the
camp now), is his little sister. Through various revelations and unexpected revelations, and then many more revelations, reveal that they must go on the chase to save Hera, Hera, are being cooped up. Leo's solution is a malfunctioning wonderful dragon robot called Festus to provide transportation as well as up, up, and far away they go, dragonning across the continent to
quebec, Chicago, Detroit-just everywhere. By their method they meet and/or battle many bad gods as well as mortals and pests consisting of some cyclops, Medea, King Midas, wolves, and who understands what else. They save Train Bush, a wrestling satire, in the process. Also, Festus the dragon gets ruined, which is sad. As they bump along they get even a lot more
revelations and also dreams as well as tips, as well as eventually put everything with each other to courd out that the mother of the earth, Gaea, awakens, which is bad. Gaea has recorded Hera, and is preparing to destroy it, and use the energy to mobilize the giant Porphyrion, which will surely be even worse. They additionally meet Talia (this is fortunately a good thing) - Jason's
brother, who tells them that Jason was offered to Gera when he was 2, after which Talia thought he was dead. Meanwhile, Piper determines that he can not betray his good friends, and tells everyone that her father is in trouble. So, Leo, Jason, and Piper send talia to set aside Gay, as well as Porfirion, while they leave to save Piper's father from the great Enceladus. There is a
huge wonderful super-battle with Enceladus that sheds like the bad guy that he is, because that's exactly what the bad guys are doing. Piper saves his dad, Trevor McClean, and offers him a charming potion that makes him forget about the kidnapping, as well as the gods and all this because it frightened him, and not surprising. Train Bush takes Trevor under protection. The lost
hero of the audiobook listen online. Leo, Jason and Piper are in a hurry to help Talia try to stop Gaea from waking up. There is another, even bigger, even more outstanding super-battle with wolves as well as the spirits of the air and so on. Scammers shed due to the fact that they are losers, etc. Gera is released, Gaea does not wake up, but Porfirion goes away to fight another
day. Curse you, Porfirion. As soon as they return to Camp Half-Blood, Leo begins to build a giant flying ship to take them to his experience, using pieces from the damaged Festus, while Piper as well as Jason move on to being a guy and a sweetheart. Oh, ah, and oh la la. The most important thing our heroes learn is that Jason comes from a whole variety of different other teams
of demigods who are Roman children, as opposed to the Greek, aspects of the gods. Roman and Greek demigods were separated by the gods as they continued to eliminate each other. Now Hera is trying to reunite with them so that 7 demigods predicted the forecast could kick the gaea natural butt. Hera led Jason to the Greek Camp Half-Blood to become a bridge in Camp.
Similarly, they realize that Hera sent Percy Jackson to a Roman camp, where he probably has amnesia. Page 1 EVEN BEFORE it GOT GOT GOT Jason had a rotten day. He woke up in the back seat of the school bus, not knowing where he was, holding hands with a girl he didn't know. It wasn't necessarily the rotten part. The girl was nice, but he couldn't figure out who she was
or what he was doing there. He sat down and rubbed his eyes, trying to think. Several dozen children sprawled out on the seats in front of him, listening to iPods, talking or sleeping. They all looked around his age... Fifteen? Sixteen? Okay, that was scary. He didn't know his age. The bus rumbled along the bumpy road. From the windows, the desert rolled under a bright blue sky.
Jason was sure he didn't live in the desert. He was trying to remember ... The last thing he remembered ... The girl squeezed his hand. Jason, are you okay? She was wearing faded jeans, hiking boots and a snowboard jacket. Her chocolate-brown hair was cut chopped choppy and uneven, with thin strands braided down the sides. She didn't wear makeup as she tried not to draw
attention to herself, but it didn't work. She was seriously beautiful. Her eyes seemed to change color as kaleidoscope-brown, blue and green. Jason let go of her hand. Hmm, I'm not- In front of the bus, the teacher shouted, OK, cupcakes, listen! The guy obviously was the coach. His baseball cap was pulled low over his hair, so you could just see his bubbly eyes. He had a thin
goatee and sour face, as if he had eaten something mouldy. His buff arms and chest pushed against a bright orange polo shirt. His nylon workout pants and Nikes were flawless white. The whistle hung around his neck, and the megaphone was clipped to his waist. He would have looked pretty scared if he hadn't been a five foot scratch. When he got up in the aisle, one of the
students called: Stand up, Coach Hedge! I heard that! The coach inspected the bus at the offender. Then his eyes fixed on Jason, and his frown deepened. The push went down Jason's spine. He was sure that the coach knew he didn't belong there. He was going to call Jason, demand to know what he was doing on the bus, and Jason wouldn't have a clue what to say. But
Coach Hedge turned away and cleared his throat. We'll be here in five minutes! Stay with your partner. Don't lose your sheet. And if any of you precious little cupcakes cause any problems on this trip, I will personally send you back to campus the hard way. He took a baseball bat and did as he beat homer. Jason looked at the girl next to him. Can he speak to us this way? She
shrugged. Always does. It's a wildlife school. Where are the children of animals. She said it was a joke they had shared before. It's a mistake, Jason said. I shouldn't be here. The boy turned in front of him and laughed. Yes, that's right, Jason. We've all been set up! I didn't run six times. Piper didn't steal a BMW. The girl blushed. I didn't steal that car, Leo! Oh, I forgot, Piper. What
was your story like? You've been talking. in lending it to you? He's Him. eyebrows at Jason like, can you believe her? Leo looked like a Latin Santa's elf, with curly black hair, eared, cheerful, childish face and a mischievous smile that immediately told you that this guy shouldn't be trusted around matches or sharp objects. His long, nimble fingers do not stop moving - drumming on
the seat, sweeping hair behind his ears, fiddling with the buttons of his army fatigue jacket. Either the baby was naturally hyper or he was jumping on enough sugar and caffeine to give a heart attack to the buffalo. Anyway, Leo said: I hope you have a leaf because I used mine for braid tutus days ago. Why are you staring at me like that? Someone draw on my face again? I don't
know you, Jason said. Leo gave him a crocodile scum. Of course. I'm not your best friend. I'm his evil clone. Leo Valdez! Coach Hedge shouted from the front. Is there a problem? Leo winked at Jason. Watch this. He turned to the front. Sorry, coach! I had hearing problems. Could you use your megaphone please? Coach Hedge grunted as he was glad to have an excuse. He
unbuckled the megaphone from his waistband and continued to give instructions, but his voice came out like Darth Vader's. The kids cracked. The coach tried again, but this time the megaphone thundered: Cow speaks moo! The children howled, and the coach slammed the megaphone. Valdez! Piper smothered the laughter. Oh, my God, Leo. How did you do that? Leo slipped
out of the sleeve of a tiny screwdriver of Phillips' head. I'm a special boy. Guys, seriously, Jason begged. What am I doing here? Where are we going? Piper knit eyebrows. Jason, are you kidding me? No! I have no idea: Oh, yes, he's joking,' Leo said. He's trying to get me back for this shaving cream on the Jell-O thing, isn't he? Jason looked at him blankly. No, I think he's
serious. Piper tried to take his hand again, but he pulled it out. I'm sorry, he said. I can't -- I can't- That's it! Coach Hedge shouted from the front. The back row just volunteered to clean up after lunch! The other children cheered. There's a shocker, Leo muttered. But Piper kept her eyes on Jason as if she couldn't decide whether to hurt or worry. Did you hit your head or something?
You really don't know who we are? Jason shrugged his shoulders helplessly. It's worse than that. I don't know who I am. The bus threw them in front of a large red plaster complex like a museum, just sitting in the middle of nowhere. Maybe that's what it was: the National Museum nowhere, Jason thought. A cold wind blew through the desert. Jason didn't pay much attention to
what he wore, but it wasn't warm enough: jeans and sneakers, a purple T-shirt, and a thin black windbreaker. So a crash course for amnesia, said Leo, in a helpful tone that made Jason think it wouldn't be helpful. We're going to the School of Wildlife, Leo said. Which means we're bad kids. Your family, court, or someone who, decided that you were too much trouble, so they sent
you to this beautiful prison-sorry boarding school - in Armpit, Nevada, where you learn valuable natural skills like working ten miles a day through cacti and weaving daisies into hats! And for special treatment, we go on educational excursions with Coach Hedge, who keeps order with a baseball bat. Is it all coming back to you now? No Jason looked back apprehensing at the other
kids: maybe twenty guys, half that many girls. None of them looked like hardened criminals, but he wondered what they all did to be sentenced to school for offenders, and he wondered why he belonged to them. Leo rolled his eyes. You're really going to play this, aren't you? So the three of us started here together this semester. We're very tough. You do everything I say and give
me dessert and do my thing - Leo! Piper cut it off. Ok. Ignore the last part. But we're friends. Well, Piper's a little bigger than your friend, the last few weeks -- Leo, stop! Piper's face is painted. Jason felt his face on fire, too. He thought he'd remember if he was in touch with a girl like Piper. He has amnesia or something, Piper said. We have to tell someone. Leo scoffed. Who,
Coach Hedge? He tried to fix Jason by hitting him in the head. The coach was in front of the group, barking orders and blowing his whistle to keep the kids in line; but every so often he'd glance back at Jason and frown. Leo, Jason needs help, Piper insisted. He's got a concussion or. Yo, Piper. One of the other guys fell back to join them as the group was heading to the museum.
The new guy wedged between Jason and Piper and knocked Leo off his feet. Don't talk to these lower feeders. You're my partner, remember? The new guy had dark Superman-style haircuts, a deep tan and teeth so white that they had to come with a warning label: don't stare directly at his teeth. there may be permanent blindness. He was wearing a Dallas Cowboys jersey,
western jeans and boots, and he smiled as he was God's gift to underage girls offenders everywhere. Jason hated it instantly. Get out, Dylan, Piper grumbled. I didn't ask you to work with you. that's not the way to be. It's your lucky day! Dylan hooked her hand and dragged her through the entrance to the museum. Piper shot the last look over his shoulder as, 911. Leo got up and
shrugged it off. He offered Jason a hand as if they should skip inside together. I'm Dylan. I'm so cool, I want to date myself, but I can't figure out how! Do you want to see me instead? You're so lucky! Leo, Jason said, you're weird. Yes, you tell me that much. Leo smiled. But if you don't remember me, it means I can reuse all my old jokes. Come on! realized that if it was his best
friend, his life must be very messed up; but he followed Leo to the museum. They went through the building, the building, here and there for Coach Hedge to lecture them with his megaphone, which alternately made him sound like a Sith Lord or blared out random comments like Pig says oink. Leo continued to pull the nuts, bolts and pipe cleaners out of the pockets of his army
jacket and plant them together as if he had to keep his hands busy at all times. Jason was too distracted to pay much attention to the exhibits, but they were about the Grand Canyon and the Hualapai tribe that owned the museum. Some girls kept looking at Piper and Dylan and giggling. Jason believed that these girls were a popular clique. They wore matching jeans and pink
tops and enough makeup for a Halloween party. One of them said, Hey Piper, does your tribe run this place? Do you get in free if you do a rain dance? Other girls laughed. Even Piper's so-called partner Dylan suppressed a smile. The sleeves of Piper's snowboard jacket hid her hands, but Jason had the feeling that she was clenching her fists. My father's Cherokee, she said. Not
Hualapai. Of course, you need a few brain cells to know the difference, Isabelle. Isabelle widened her eyes in mocking surprise, so she looked like an owl with a makeup addiction. Oh sorry! Was your mom in that tribe? Oh yes. You never knew your mom. @imritimes Rosamir - 2020-08-01 14:46 I like the book, but I need to read the rest of his @Percy Jackson - 2020-10-13 13:31
Uh OK. I think it's happening now. Page 2 Page 2 Piper charged her, but before the fight can begin, Coach Hedge barked: Enough there! Set a good example, or I'll rip my baseball bat out! the group shuffled to the next show, but the girls continued to call little comment to Piper. Good to get back on the cut? Asked one in a sweet voice. Dad was probably too drunk to work,
another said with fake sympathy. That's why it turned klepto. Piper ignored them, but Jason was ready to hit them himself. He may not remember Piper or even who he was, but he knew he hated mean children. Leo caught his hand. Be cool. Piper doesn't like us fighting her. Besides, if these girls knew the truth about her father, they'd all bow to her and shout, We're not worthy!
Why? What about her father? Leo laughed in disbelief. Are you kidding me? You really don't remember that your girlfriend's father: Look, I wish I could, but I don't even remember her, much less her father. Leo whistled. Whatever it is. We need to talk when we get back to the dorm. They reached the far end of the exhibition hall, where some large glass doors were brought to the
terrace. All right, cupcakes, Coach Hedge announced. You're about to see the Grand Canyon. Try not to break it. Skywalk can hold the weight of seventy Jumbo jets, so you featherweight should be safe there. If possible, try not to push each other over the edge, as this will cause me to have extra The coach opened the doors, and they all went outside. The Grand Canyon spread
before them, live and in The extension over the edge was a forged-shaped passage of glass, so you could see right through it. Man, Leo said. It's pretty angry. Jason had to agree. Despite his amnesia and feeling he didn't belong there, he couldn't help but be impressed. The gorge was larger and wider than you could appreciate from the picture. They were so high that the birds
circled below the feet. Five hundred feet down, the river snake along the bottom of the canyon. Banks of storm clouds moved overhead while they were inside, casting shadows like angry faces across the rocks. As far as Jason could see in any direction, red and gray ravines cut through the desert as some crazy god took a knife to him. Jason has a piercing pain behind his eyes.
Crazy gods... Where did he get that idea from? He felt that he had come close to something important that he should know. He also got an unmistakable feeling that he was in danger. Are you okay? Leo asked. You're not going to throw on the side, are you? Because I had to bring my camera. Jason grabbed the railing. It was trembling and sweaty, but it had nothing to do with
heights. He blinked, and the pain behind his eyes subsided. I'm fine, he said. It's just a headache. The thunder rumbled overhead. The cold wind almost knocked him down. It can't be safe. Leo squinted at the clouds. The storm is right above us, but it's clear the opposite. It's weird, isn't it? Jason looked up and saw that Leo was right. A dark circle of clouds was parked over the sky,
but the rest of the sky in all directions was quite clear. Jason had a bad feeling about it. Okay, cupcakes! Hedge's coach yelled. He frowned at the storm as it bothered him too. We may have to cut this short, so come to work! Remember the full sentences! The storm rumbled, and Jason's head started to hurt again. Not knowing why he did it, he reached into the pocket of his jeans
and brought a coin - a circle of gold the size of half a dollar, but thicker and more uneven. The stamp on one side was a picture of a battle axe. On the other hand, some guy's face was in his laurels. The inscription says something like ivlivs. Dang, is that gold? Leo asked. You held on to me! Jason put the coin away, wondering how he came to have it, and why he had a feeling
that he would need it soon. It's OK, he said. It's just a coin. Leo shrugged. Maybe his mind should have kept moving as much as his hands. Come on, he said. Get away with it to spit over the edge. They didn't try very the sheet. First, Jason was too distracted by the storm and his own mixed feelings. On the other hand, he had no idea how to name the three sedimentary layers you
observe or describe two examples of erosion. Leo didn't help. He was too busy building a helicopter out of pipe cleaners. Check. He launched a helicopter. Jason figured it would fall, but the pipes of the clean blades actually rotate. made it halfway through the canyon before it lost momentum and spiraled into the void. How did you do that? Jason asked. Leo shrugged. It would be
cooler if I had rubber bands. Seriously, Jason said: Are we friends? The last thing I checked. Are you sure? What was the first day we met? What were we talking about? Leo frowned. I don't remember exactly. I'm ADHD, man. You can't expect me to remember the details. But I don't remember you. I don't remember anyone here. What if you're right and everyone else is wrong?
Leo asked. Do you think you just showed up here this morning and we all got fake memories of you? A little voice in Jason's head said: That's exactly what I think. But it sounded crazy. Everyone here took it for granted. Everyone acted as if he was a normal part of the class, with the exception of Coach Hedge. Take the piece of paper. Jason handed Leo the paper. I will be back.
Before Leo could protest, Jason headed through the skywalk. Their school group had a place for themselves. Maybe it was too early in the day for tourists, or maybe the strange weather scared them. Children of the School of Wildlife distributed in pairs on Skyool. Most joked or talked. Some guys dumped pennies on their side. About fifty feet away, Piper tried to fill her sheet, but
her stupid partner Dylan beat her, putting his hand on her shoulder and giving her that dazzling white smile. She kept pushing him away, and when she saw Jason, she gave him a look like, Throttle this guy for me. Jason instructed her to hold on. He approached Coach Hedge, who relied on a baseball bat, studying storm clouds. Did you do it? The coach asked him. Jason took a
step back. Do what? It sounded like the coach had just asked if he had made a thunderstorm. Coach Hedge looked at him, his beaded little eyes shining under the edge of his cap. Don't play games with me, baby. What are you doing here, and why do you mess up my work? You mean... You don't know me? Jason said. Am I not one of your students? Hedge snorted. I've never
seen you before. Jason was so relieved he almost wanted to cry. At least he's not crazy. He was in the wrong place. Look, sir, I don't know how I got here. I just woke up on the school bus. All I know is that I shouldn't be here. Got it right. Hedge's rude voice fell to the murmur as he shared the secret. You've got a powerful way with the fog, kid, if you can make all these people
think they know you; But you can't fool me. I've been smelling a monster for days. I knew we had an infiltration, but you don't smell like a monster. You smell half-blooded. So who are you, and where did you come from? Most of what the coach said doesn't make sense, but Jason decided to answer honestly. I don't know who I am. You have to help me. Hedge's trainer studied his
face as he tried to read Great, Hedge muttered. You're telling me the truth. Of course I do! And what was it about monsters and half-bloods? Is it code words or something? The part Jason asks is if the guy was just nuts. But the other part knew better. Look, baby, Hedge said, I don't know who you are. I just know who you are, and that means trouble. Now I have to protect the
three of you, not the two of you. Are you a special package? Is that true? What are you talking about? Hedge looked at the storm. Clouds are getting thicker and darker, hovering right above the skywalk. This morning, Hedge said: I received a message from the camp. They said the mining team was on its way. They go for a special package, but they don't give me any details. I
thought to myself, okay. The two I look pretty powerful, older than most. I know they're being persecuted. I can smell the monster in the group. I think that's why the camp is suddenly frantic to pick them up. But then you come out of nowhere. So, are you a special package? The pain behind Jason's eyes is worse than ever. Half-blood. Camp. Monsters. He still didn't know what
Hedge was talking about, but those words gave him a huge brain freeze, as if his mind was trying to access information that was supposed to be there, but it wasn't. He tripped, and The Hedge's trainer caught him. For a short guy, coach hands are like steel. Vua, there's a cupcake. You're saying you don't have any memories, do you? Well done. I just have to keep an eye on you
until the team gets here. We'll let the director figure it out. What director? Jason said. What camp? Just sit quiet. Reinforcements should be here soon. I hope nothing happens before - lightning cracked overhead. The wind picked up with a vengeance. The sheets flew into the Grand Canyon, and the whole bridge shuddered. Children were screaming, stumbling and grabbing the
rails. I had to say something, Hedge grumbled. He shouted into his megaphone: Everything is inside! The cow speaks moo! From the sky! I thought you said this thing was stable! Jason was screaming in the wind. Under normal circumstances, Hedge agreed, which is not the case. Come on! THE STORM TURNED INTO A MINIATURE HURRICANE. Funnel clouds snake towards
the skywalk like monster jellyfish. The children screamed and ran to the building. The wind snatched their notebooks, jackets, hats and backpacks. Jason skidded through the sleek floor. Leo lost his balance and nearly tipped over the railing, but Jason grabbed his jacket and pulled it back. Thank you, man! Leo screamed. Go, go, go!, said Coach Hedge. Piper and Dylan kept the
doors open, grazing the other children inside. Piper's snowboard jacket clapped wildly, her dark hair all in her face. Jason thought she must have been freezing, but she looked calm and confident, telling others that everything would be fine, urging them to keep moving. Page 3 Page 3 Jason, Leo and Coach Hedge ran to them, but it was like running It's a misend. The wind seemed
to wrestle them, pushing them back. Dylan and Piper pushed another child inside and then lost control of the doors. They slammed shut, closing the sky. Piper pulled the handles. Inside, the children were banging on the glass, but the doors seemed to be stuck. Dylan, help! Piper yelled. Dylan just stood there with an idiotic smile, his Cowboys jersey rippling in the wind as he
suddenly enjoyed the storm. Sorry, Piper, he said. I'm done helping. He flicked his wrist, and Piper flew back, slamming into the door and sliding toward the skywalk deck. Piper! Jason tried to charge forward, but the wind was against him, and Coach Hedge pushed him back. Coach, Jason said, let me go! Jason, Leo, stay behind me, the coach ordered. This is my fight. I should
have known it was our monster. A what? Leo demanded. The rogue leaf hit him in the face, but he swatted it away. What monster? The coach's cap blew away and sticking out over his curly hair were two blows as knots of cartoon characters get when they bonked on their heads. Coach Hedge picked up his baseball bat, but it wasn't a regular bat anymore. Somehow it has turned
into a rough-shaped tree branch of the club, with branches and leaves still attached. Dylan gave him that psycho happy smile. Oh, come on, coach. Let the boy attack me! After all, you're getting old for that. Isn't that why they took you to this stupid school? I've been on your team all season, and you didn't even know. You're losing your nose, Grandpa. The coach made an angry
sound like an animal bleating. That's it, cupcake. You're going down. Do you think you can protect three half-breeds at once, old man? Dylan laughed. Good luck. Dylan pointed to Leo, and a funnel cloud materialized around him. Leo flew out of the sky as if he had been abandoned. Somehow he managed to curl up in the air, and he crashed sideways into the canyon wall. He
skidded, clawed violently for any handrail. Finally he grabbed a thin ledge about fifty feet below the skywalk and hung there with his fingertips. Help! He was yelling at them. Rop, please? Bungee cord? Something? Coach Hedge cursed and dumped Jason with his club. I don't know who you guy is, but I hope you're good. Keep this thing busy, he hit his thumb on Dylan while I get
Leo. Get it like? Jason demanded. Are you going to fly? Don't fly. Climb. Hedge took off his shoes, and Jason almost had a coronary. The coach had no legs. He had hooves- goat hooves. It meant that these things were on his head, Jason realized, no bumps. It was the horns. You're a faun, Jason said. Satyr! Hedge cut off. Faun - Romans. But we'll talk about it later. Hedge
jumped over the railing. He swam up to the canyon wall and hit his hooves first. He with impossible dexterity came down from the cliff, finding a bridgehead no more postage stamps, dodging the whirlwinds that tried to attack him as he headed towards Leo. Isn't that cute! turned to Jason. Now it's your turn, boy. Jason left the club. It seemed useless with the wind so strong, but the
club flew straight at Dylan, even curved, as he tried to dodge and hit him on the head so hard that he fell to his knees. Piper wasn't as stunned as she appeared. Her fingers closed around the club when he rolled beside her, but before she could use it, Dylan got up. Blood - golden blood - seeped from his forehead. Nice try, boy. He looked at Jason. But you'll have to do better.
Skyeok shuddered. There were hair fractures in the glass. Inside the museum, the children stopped knocking on doors. They retreated, watching in horror. Dylan's body dissolves in smoke as if his molecules are going unglued. He had the same face, the same shiny white smile, but his whole shape suddenly consisted of a swirling black pair, his eyes like electric sparks in a living
storm cloud. He sprouted black smoky wings and rose above the skywalk. If angels can be evil, Jason decided they would look that way. You vent, Jason said, even though he had no idea how he knew the word. Stormy spirit. Dylan's laughter sounded like a tornado tearing off the roof. I'm glad I waited, demigods. Leo and Piper, who I've known for weeks. You could have killed
them at any time. But my mistress said that the third one would come - someone special. She'll reward me for your death! Two more funnel clouds landed on either side of Dylan and turned into vents - ghostly young men with smoky wings and eyes, flickering lightning. Piper stayed, pretending to be stunned, her hand still gripping the club. Her face was pale, but she gave Jason a
strong look, and he understood the message: Keep their attention. I'm going to be soft on them from behind. Cute, smart and cruel. Jason wanted him to remember that she was a girlfriend. He clenched his fists and was ready to charge, but he had no chance. Dylan raised his hand, an arc of electricity running between his fingers, and blasted Jason in the chest. Explosion! Jason
was on his back. His mouth tastes like burning aluminum foil. He looked up and saw his clothes smoking. The lightning went straight though his body and blasted off his left shoe. His eyes were black with soot. Stormy spirits laughed. The wind was raging. Piper screamed defiantly, but it all sounded tin and away. From the corner of his eye, Jason saw Coach Hedge climbing the
rock with Leo on his back. Piper was on her feet, frantically swinging the club to fend off two extra storm spirits, but they were just playing with it. The club went right through their bodies as if they weren't there. And Dylan, a dark and winged tornado with eyes, loomed over Jason. Stop, Jason snapped. He got up precariously on his feet, and he was not sure who was more
surprised: his, or the storm of spirits. How are you alive? Dylan's uniform flickered. It was enough lightning to kill twenty people! My Jason said. He reached out in his pocket and took out a gold coin. He allowed his instincts to take over, flipping the coin in the air, as he had done a thousand times. He caught it in the palm of his hand, and suddenly he was holding a sword-unfairly
sharp about the two ends of the weapon. The comb grip was perfect for his fingers, and it was all gold - a handle, a pen and a blade. Dylan snarled and backed up. He looked at his two comrades and shouted, Well? Kill him! Other storm spirits didn't look happy with this order, but they flew on Jason, their fingers cracking with electricity. Jason swung at first spirit. His blade passed



through him, and the smoky shape of the creature disintegrated. The second spirit fired a lightning bolt, but Jason's blade soaked up the charge. Jason intervened - one quick thrust, and the second stormy spirit dissolved in gold powder. Dylan wailed with indignation. He looked down as if expecting his comrades to be reformed, but their golden dust remained scattered in the
wind. That's impossible! Who are you, half-blood? Piper was so stunned she dropped her club. Jason as ...? Then Coach Hedge jumped back on the skywalk and threw Leo like a bag of flour. Spirits, be afraid of me! Hedge cried, bending his short arms. Then he looked back and realized that there was only Dylan. Curse, boy! He clicked on Jason. Don't you leave some for me? I
like the challenge! Leo got to his feet, breathing heavily. He looked utterly humiliated, his hands bleeding from the claws on the rocks. Yo, Supergoat Coach, whatever you are- I just fell off the freaking Grand Canyon! Stop asking the calls! Dylan smmed to them, but Jason could see the fear in his eyes. You have no idea how many enemies you've woken up, half-bloods. My
mistress will destroy all the demigods. You can't win this war. Above them, the storm exploded in a full-blown storm. The cracks have widened in the skywalk. The sheets of rain poured down, and Jason had to sit down to keep his balance. In the clouds opened a hole - a swirling vortex of black and silver. The landlady is calling me! Dylan cried out with joy. And you demigods will
come with me! He lunged at Jason, but Piper grabbed the monster from behind. Although it was made of smoke, Piper somehow managed to connect. Both of them went sprawling. Leo, Jason and the coach jumped forward to help, but the spirit screamed with fury. He released a torrent that knocked them all back. Jason and Coach Hedge landed on their butts. Jason's sword
skidded through the glass. Leo hit the back of the head and curled up on his side, stunned and moaning. Piper got the worst of it. She was thrown from Dylan's back and hit the railing, falling on her side until she hung with one hand over the abyss. Jason started to see her, but Dylan yelled, I'm dossier on it! He grabbed Leo's hand and began to climb, towing the semi-conscious
Lion beneath him. The storm spun faster, pulling them up like a vacuum cleaner. Help! Piper screamed. Someone! Then she screaming as she fell. Jason, go! Hedge yelled. Save her! The coach started himself in spirit with some serious goat fu-attacks with his hooves, knocking Leo free from the spirit of reach. Leo fell safely to the floor, but Dylan grabbed the coach's hands.
Hedge tried to butt him and then kicked him and called him a cupcake. They took off, picking up speed. Coach Hedge shouted again: Save her! I got it! Then the satire and the storm spirit spiraled into the clouds and disappeared. Save her? Jason thought. She's gone! But again, his instincts won. He ran to the railings, thinking I was crazy, and jumped over his side. Jason wasn't
afraid of heights. He was afraid of being smashed to the floor of the canyon five hundred feet below. He realized that he had done nothing but death with Piper, but he hid in his hands and fell off his head. The sides of the canyon raced past as the film fasted forward. His face felt like he was flad clinging. In a heartbeat, he caught up with Piper, who was flailing wildly. He grabbed
her by the waist and closed his eyes, waiting to die. Piper screamed. The wind whistled in Jason's ears. He wondered what it was like to die. He probably didn't think very well. He wanted somehow they could never get to the bottom. Suddenly the wind died. Piper's scream turned into a smothered sigh. Jason thought they must have been dead, but he felt no impact. J-J-Jason,
Piper succeeded. He opened his eyes. They didn't fall. They swam in the air, a hundred feet above the river. He hugged Piper tightly, and she repositioned to hug him too. They were nose-to-nose. Her heart beat so hard, Jason felt it through her clothes. Page 4 Page 4 Her breath smelled like cinnamon. She said: 'As you -- I didn't,' he said. I think I would know if I could fly... But
then he thought, I don't even know who I am. Piper squealed as they shot a few feet higher. They definitely didn't swim, Jason decided. He felt the pressure under his feet as they teetered at the top of the geyser. The air supports us, he said. Well, tell him to support us more! Get out of here! Jason looked down. The easiest way would be to gently descend on the floor of the
canyon. Then he looked up. The rain stopped. Storm clouds didn't seem so bad, but they're still crashing and blinking. There was no guarantee that the spirits would disappear forever. He had no idea what happened to Coach Hedge. And he left Leo there, barely conscious. We have to help them, Piper said, as if reading his thoughts. Can you - Let's see. Jason pondered, and
immediately they shot into the sky. The fact that he was driving in the wind may have been cool under other circumstances, but he was too shocked. As soon as they landed on the skywalk, they ran to Leo. Piper flipped Leo over, and he moaned. His army coat was soaked in rain. His curly hair sparkled with gold rolling around in the dust of the monster. But at least he didn't die.
Stupid... Ugly... goat, he muttered. Where did he go? Piper asked. Leo pointed straight up. I never went down. Please tell me he didn't really save my life. Twice, Jason said. Leo moaned even louder. What happened? Tornado guy, golden sword ... I hit my head. That's it, isn't it? Am I hallucinating? Jason forgot about the sword. He went up to where he lay and took it. The blade
was well balanced. On intuition, he flipped it. Midspin, the sword shrank back into a coin and landed in the palm of his hand. Yes, Leo said. Definitely hallucinations. Piper trembled in her rain-soaked clothes. Jason, these things are Venty,' he said. Stormy spirits. Ok. You behaved like ... like you've seen them before. Who are you? He shook his head. That's what I was trying to tell
you. I do not know. The storm has dissipated. Other children from the school of wildlife watched from the glass doors in horror. The guards are working on the locks now, but they seem unlucky. Coach Hedge said he had to protect three people, Jason recalled. I think he meant us. And this thing Dylan turned into ... Piper shuddered. God, I can't believe it hit me. He called us...
What, demigods? Leo lay on his back, looking at the sky. He didn't seem to want to get up. I don't know what Demi means,' he said. But I don't feel too pious. Are you guys feeling pious? There was a fragile sound like dry branches clicking, and the cracks in the skywalk began to expand. We have to get out of this stuff, Jason said. Maybe if we're OK, Leo interrupted. Look over
there and tell me if it's a flying horse. At first, Jason thought Leo hit his head too hard. Then he saw a dark shape descending from the east - too slow for an airplane, too big for a bird. As he approached, he saw a pair of winged animals - gray, four-legged, just like horses, except that each had a twenty-foot wingspan. And they pulled a brightly colored box with two wheels: a
chariot. Reinforcements, he said. Hedge told me we'd get a mining squad. A mining squad? Leo struggled on his feet. It sounds painful. And where are they extracting us? Piper asked. Jason watched as the chariot landed at the far end of the skywalk. The flying horses lurked in the wings and cantered nervously through the glass, as if they felt it was close to breaking. Two
teenagers were standing in a chariot - a tall blonde, maybe a little older than Jason, and a bulky dude with a shaved head and a face like a pile of bricks. They were both wearing jeans and orange T-shirts, with shields tossed on their backs. The girl jumped even before the chariot even finished the movement. She pulled out a knife and ran to Jason's group while the bulky dude
reined in the horses. Where is he? The girl demanded. Her gray eyes were cruel and a little startling. Where's who? Jason She frowned like a the answer is unacceptable. Then she turned to Leo and Piper. And glyson? Where's your protector, Gleason Hedge? The coach's name was Gleeson? Jason could have laughed if the morning hadn't been so weird and scary. Gleason
Hedge: football coach, goat man, half-dog defender. Are you sure. Why not? Leo cleared his throat. He got taken some... tornado stuff. Venty, Jason said. Stormy spirits. The blonde was arching her eyebrow. Do you mean anemoi thuellai? It's a Greek term. Who are you and what happened? Jason did his best to explain, although it was difficult to satisfy those intense gray eyes.
About the middle of the story, another guy from the chariot came up. He stood there, looking at them, his arms folded. He had a rainbow tattoo on his bicep, which seemed a little unusual. When Jason finished his story, the blonde girl didn't look satisfied. No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no She told me he was going to be here. She told me that if I came here, I'd find the answer.
Annabeth, the bald guy grunted. Check it out. He pointed to Jason's legs. Jason didn't think about it, but he was still missing his left boot, which was blown off by lightning. His bare foot felt good, but it was like a piece of coal. The guy with the boot, said the bald dude. He's the answer. No, Butch, the girl insisted. He can't be. I've been deceived. She looked at the sky as if he had
done something wrong. What do you want from me? She was screaming. What did you do to him? Skyeuk shuddered, and the horses whine urgently. Annabeth, said the bald dude Butch, we have to leave. Let's take these three to camp and find out. These storm spirits can come back. She fumed for a moment. Well done. She fixed Jason with a resentful look. We'll sort it out
later. She turned on her heels and went to the chariot. Piper shook her head. What's her problem? What is going on? Seriously, Leo agreed. We have to get you out of here, Butch said. I'll explain on the way. I'm not going anywhere with her. Jason gestured towards the blonde. She looks like she wants to kill me. Butch hesitated. Annabeth is fine. You have to cut her a little slack.
She had a vision, telling her to come here, find a guy with one shoe. This was supposed to be the answer to her problem. What's the problem? Piper asked. She was looking for one of our campers who had been missing for three days, Butch said. It gets out of my head with anxiety. She hoped he'd be here. Who? Jason asked. Her boyfriend, Butch said. A guy named Percy
Jackson. AFTER MORNING FROM STORM SPIRIT'S, goat men, and flying boyfriends, Piper must have been crazy. Instead, all she felt was fear. It's starting, she thought. Just like sleep said. She stood in the back of the chariot with Leo and Jason, while the bald guy, Butch, coped with the reins, and the blonde, Annabeth, adjusted the bronze navigation device. They climbed
over the Grand Canyon and headed icy wind rips right through Piper's jacket. Behind them, more storm clouds were gathering. The chariot rushed and stumbled. He didn't have a seat belt and his back was wide open, so Piper wondered if Jason would catch her again if she fell. It was the most disturbing part of the morning - not that Jason could fly, but that he held her in his arms,
and yet didn't know who she was. All semester, she worked on the relationship, trying to get Jason to notice her more than a friend. She finally got a big drug to kiss her. The last few weeks have been the best of her life. And then, three nights ago, the dream ruined everything -- that horrible voice, giving her terrible news. She didn't tell anyone about it, not even Jason. Now she
didn't even have one. It was like someone wiped his memory and it stuck to the worst to do over all time. She wanted to scream. Jason stood beside her: those sky blue eyes, cropped blond hair, this cute scar on the upper lip. His face was kind and gentle, but always a little sad. And he just looked at the horizon without even noticing it. Meanwhile, Leo was annoying as usual. It's
so great! He spit out Pegasus's pen from his mouth. Where are we going? It's a safe place, Annabeth said. The only safe place for kids like us. Camp Half-Blood. Half-blood? Piper was immediately on the alert. She hated that word. She was called half-blooded too many times - half Cherokee, half white, and it was never a compliment. Is this some kind of bad joke? It means we're
demigods,' Jason said. Half God, half mortal. Annabeth looked back. You seem to know a lot, Jason. But, yes, demigods. My mother Athena, the goddess of wisdom. Butch is the son of Iris, the goddess of the rainbow. Leo suffocated. Is your mother the goddess of the rainbow? Is there a problem with that? Butch said. No, no, Leo said. Rainbow. Very macho. Butch is our best
equestrian, Annabeth said. He gets along well with Pegasus. Rainbows, ponies, Leo muttered. I'm going to throw you off that chariot, Butch warned. Demigods, Piper said. You mean you think you... You think we're lightning flashed. The chariot shuddered, and Jason shouted, The left wheel is on fire! Piper backed off. Of course, the wheel was burning, the white flame splashing up
the side of the chariot. The wind roared. Piper looked behind them and saw the dark shapes forming in the clouds, more stormy spirits spiraling towards the chariot, except they looked more like horses than angels. She began to say: Why do they- Anemoi come in different forms, Annabet said. Sometimes a person, sometimes stallions, depending on how chaotic they are. Wait.
It's going to be tough. Butch snapped the reins. Pegasy was forced to burst of speed, and the chariot was blurred. Piper had his stomach in his throat. Her vision turned black, and when it returned to normal, they were in a completely different place. @ZOO DEFENSE OF OGNA AND NATURE - 2020-10-20 08:02 AT FIRST IT WAS BORING AND ITSTILLIS, BECAUSE THERE
IS A GIRL AND SHE LIKE THE LOVE KINDA GIRLY. Fu!!!! Why. BTW STRTING NOT GREAT AND AFTER READINGITIWANTED to stop READING CAUSE PERCY JACKSON AND OlympianS THIS WAY BETTER BOOK SERIES WITH SUSPISIONS AND FUN Starting Page 5 Page 5 Cold Grey Ocean stretched to the left. Snow-covered fields, roads and forests spread to the
right. Directly beneath them was a green valley, like a spring island, fringed by snowy hills on three sides and water in the north. Piper saw a cluster of buildings like ancient Greek temples, a large blue mansion, ball courts, a lake, and a climbing wall that seemed to be on fire. But before she could really process everything she saw, their wheels slipped and the chariot fell from the
sky. Annabeth and Butch tried to keep control. Pegasus labored to keep the chariot in the flight circuit, but they seemed exhausted from their burst of speed, and bearing chariots and the weight of five people was just too much. Lake! Annabeth screamed. The goal for the lake! Piper remembered something her father once told her about hitting the water from a height as bad as
hitting cement. And then BOOM. The biggest shock was the cold. She was underwater, so disoriented that she didn't know which way she was going. She had time to think: it would be a stupid way to die. Then the faces appeared in green gloom - girls with long black hair and glowing yellow eyes. They smiled at her, grabbed her by the shoulders and dragged her up. They threw
her, gasping and shivering, ashore. Nearby, Butch stood in the lake, cutting a shattered harness from the pegasi. Luckily the horses looked good, but they were flapping wings and splashing water all over the world. Jason, Leo and Annabeth were already on the beach, surrounded by children who gave them blankets and asked questions. Someone took Piper's hands and helped
her get up. Apparently the children fell into the lake a lot, because the detail of the campers ran up with a large bronze sheet blower promising things and blew Piper with hot air; and after about two seconds her clothes were dry. There were at least twenty campers milling around Jr., maybe nine, the oldest age of college, eighteen or nineteen, and they all had orange T-shirts like
Annabeth. Piper looked back at the water and saw these strange girls just below the surface, their hair floating over. They waved like, toodle-oo, and disappeared into the depths. A second later, the chariot wreckage was thrown from the lake and landed nearby with a wet crunch. Annabeth! A guy with a bow and a quiver on his back pushed through the crowd. I said you could
borrow a chariot, not destroy it! Will, I'm sorry, Annabeth sighed. I'll fix it, I promise. Will frown on his broken chariot. Then it sized up Piper, Leo, and Jason. Are these the ones that? Path over thirteen years. Why haven't they been in demand already? Claimed? Leo asked. Before Annabeth explain, Will said: Any sign of Percy? No, Annabeth admitted. The holidaymakers
muttered. Piper had no idea who this guy was Percy, but his disappearance seemed to be a big deal. Another girl stepped forward - tall, Asian, dark hair in curls, a lot of jewelry and perfect makeup. Somehow she managed to make jeans and an orange T-shirt glamorous. She glanced at Leo, fixed her eyes on Jason as he might be worthy of her attention, and then curled her lip on
Piper, as if she were a week-long burrito that had just been pulled out of a dumpster. Piper knew this girl's type. She dealt with a lot of girls like this at wildlife school and every other stupid school her father sent her. Piper immediately realized that they would be enemies. Well, the girl said, I hope they're worth the hassle. Leo snorted. Hey, thank you. What are we, your new pets?
I'm not kidding, Jason said. How about some answers before you start judging us as, what is this place, why are we here, how long should we stay? Piper had the same issues, but a wave of anxiety washed over her. It's worth the trouble. If only they knew about her dream. They had no idea... Jason, Annabeth said, I promise we'll answer your questions. And Drew, - she frowned
on a glamorous girl - all the demigods should be saved. But I admit the trip didn't achieve what I had hoped for. Hey, Piper said, we didn't ask to be brought here. Drew sniffed. And no one wants you, hon. Piper stepped forward, ready to hit her, but Annabeth said, Piper, stop it. Piper did. She wasn't afraid of Drew, but Annabeth didn't seem like someone she wanted for the enemy.
We need to make our new arrivals feel welcome, said Annabeth, with another pointed look at Drew. We will appoint them each guide, give them a tour of the camp. Hopefully by the fire tonight, they'll be in demand. Will anyone tell me what claimed means? Piper asked. Suddenly, a collective sigh began. The holidaymakers retreated. At first, Piper thought she had done something
wrong. Then she realized that their faces were bathed in a strange red light, as if someone had lit a torch behind her. She turned and almost forgot how to breathe. Floating overhead Leo had a blazing holographic image -- a fiery hammer. That, Annabeth said, says. What did I do? Leo retreated to the lake. Then he glanced up and squealed. Is my hair on fire? He dived, but the
character followed him, bouncing and weaving so it seemed as if he was trying to write something on fire with his head. It can't be good, Butch muttered. Curse: Butch, shut up, Annabeth said. Leo, you've just been in demand -- my God, Jason interrupted. It's a Vulcan symbol, isn't it? All eyes turned to him. Jason, Annabeth said cautiously, how do you know that? I'm not sure.
Leo's volcano demanded. I don't even LIKE Star Trek. What're you talking about? Volcano is name Hephaestus, Annabeth Annabeth God of blacksmiths and fire. The fire hammer disappeared, but Leo continued swatting the air as he feared he was following him. God for what? Who? Annabeth turned to the guy with the bow. Will you take Leo, give him a tour? Meet his bunk
comrades in the cabin of Nine. Of course, Annabeth. What is Cabin Nine? Leo asked. And I'm not a Vulcan! Come on, Mr. Spock, I'll explain. Will put his hand on his shoulder and directed it to the cabins. Annabeth turned her attention to Jason. Usually Piper didn't like it when the other girls checked on her boyfriend, but Annabeth didn't seem to care that he was a good guy. She
studied him more as he was a complicated plan. Finally she said: Hold your hand. Piper saw what she was looking at, and her eyes widened. Jason took off his windbreaker after swimming in the lake, leaving his arms naked, and on the inside of his right forearm was tattooed. How did Piper never notice this before? She's looked at Jason's hands a million times. The tattoo couldn't
have just appeared, but it was grimly etched, impossible to miss: a dozen straight lines like a barcode, and over that eagle with the letters spqr. I've never seen signs like this,' Annabeth said. Where did you get them? Jason shook his head. I get really tired of saying this, but I don't know. Other tourists pushed forward, trying to look at Jason's tattoo. The signs seemed to bother
them much- almost like a declaration of war. They look burned into the skin, Annabeth remarked. They were, Jason said. Then he lethargic, as if his head was aching. I mean... I think so. I don't remember. No one said anything. It was clear that the campers saw Annabeth as a leader. They were waiting for her verdict. He needs to go straight to Chiron, Annabeth said. Drew, could
you- Absolutely. Drew lace up his hand through Jason. So, sweetheart. I'll introduce you to our director. He... interesting guy. She flashed Piper's smug look and led Jason to a big blue house on the hill. The crowd began to disperse, until only Annabeth and Piper remained. Who's The Iron? Piper asked. Is Jason in some kind of trouble? Annabeth hesitated. Good question, Piper.
Come on, I'll give you a tour. We need to talk. PIPER SOON REALIZED ANNABETH'S HEART was not on tour. She talked about all these amazing things camp suggested- magic archery, Pegasus riding, lava wall, fighting monsters - but she showed no excitement as if her mind was elsewhere. She pointed to an open-air dining pavilion overlooking Long Island Sound. (Yes, Long
Island, New York; they traveled so far on a chariot.) Annabeth explained that the Half-Blood camp was basically a summer camp, but some kids stayed here all year round and they added so many campers that it was now always crowded, even in winter. Piper wondered who ran the camp and how they knew Piper and her friends belonged here. She wondered if she stay full-time,
or if she will be any good at events. Could you get out of the monster fighting? A million questions bubbled into her head, but given Annabeth's mood, she decided to keep quiet. When they climbed the hill on the edge of the camp, Piper turned and got an amazing view of the valley-large stretch of forest to the northwest, a beautiful beach, creek, canoe lake, lush green fields, and a
whole mock cabin-strange assortment of buildings arranged as Greek omega, Ω, with a loop of cabins around the central green, and two wings sticking out from below on both sides. Piper counted twenty cabins in all. One glowed gold, the other silver. One had grass on the roof. The other was bright red with barbed wire trenches. One cabin was black with fiery green torches in
front. It all seemed like a different world from the snow-covered hills and fields outside. The valley is protected from mortal eyes, Annabeth said. As you can see, the weather is controlled, too. Each cabin is a Greek god - a place for the life of the children of this god. She looked at Piper as if she were trying to judge how Piper was handling the news. You're saying mom was a
goddess. Annabeth nodded. You eat so calmly. Piper couldn't tell her why. She couldn't admit that it had just confirmed some of the strange feelings she had over the years, the arguments she had with her father about why there were no pictures of Mom in the house, and why Dad would never tell her exactly how and why her mom left them. But mostly, The Dream warned her
that it was coming. Soon they'll find you, the demigods, that voice rumbled. When they do, follow our instructions. Collaborate, and your father can live. Piper took a wobbly breath. I think after this morning, it's a little easier to believe. So who's my mom? Page 6 Page 6 We need to know soon, said Annabeth. Are you fifteen? The gods must demand you when you are thirteen. It
was a bargain. It's a deal? They made a promise last summer ... Well, a long story ... but they promised not to ignore their demigod children any more, to demand them by the time they were thirteen. Sometimes it takes a little longer, but you saw how quickly Leo claimed once he got here. Should happen to you soon. Tonight by the fire, I bet we get a sign. Piper asks if she will
have a big flaming hammer over her head, or with her luck, something even more embarrassing. Flaming wombat, maybe. Whoever her mother was, Piper had no reason to think she would be proud to be a kleptomaniac with huge problems. Why thirteen? The older you are, Said Annabeth, the more monsters will notice you, try to kill you. The thirteenth round is usually when it
starts. That's why we're sending defenders to schools to find you guys, take you to camp before you get there. It's late. As a Hedge coach? Annabeth nodded. He was a satire: half man, half goat. The satires work in the camp, finding demigods, protecting them, bringing them when time time Piper had no problem believing Coach Hedge was half a goat. She saw the guy eating.
She never liked the coach much, but she couldn't believe he sacrificed himself to save them. What happened to him? She asked. When we went up into the clouds, didn't we... Is he gone forever? You never can tell. Annabeth's expression was painful. Stormy spirits ... hard to fight. Even our best weapon, the celestial bronze, will pass through them if you can't catch them by
surprise. Jason's sword just turned them into dust, Piper recalled. Then he was lucky. If you hit the monster to the right, you can dissolve them, send their essence back to Tartarus. Tartarus? A huge abyss in the underworld, where come the worst monsters. It's like a bottomless pit of evil. Anyway, once the monsters dissolve, it usually takes months, even years, before they can re-
emerge. But since this storm spirit Dylan has gone, well, I don't know why he'll keep Hedge alive. Hedge was a defender, though. He knew the risks. Satire has no mortal souls. It's reincarnated as a tree, a flower or something. Piper tried to present Coach Hedge as a cluster of very angry anyutins. It made her feel even worse. She stared at the cabin below, and the uneasy feeling
settled over her. Hedge died to get her here safely. Her mother's cabin was somewhere out there, which meant she had brothers and sisters, more people she would have to betray. Do what we tell you, the voice said. Or the consequences will be painful. She hid her hands under her hands, trying to stop them from shaking. It's going to be fine, Annabeth promised. You have
friends here. We've all been through a lot of weird things. We know what you're going through. I doubt it, Piper thought. I've been kicked out of five different schools in the last five years, she said. My father's running out of space to put me on. Only five? Annabeth didn't sound like she was teasing. Piper, we've all been labeled troublemakers. I ran away from home when I was
seven. Seriously? Oh yes. Most of us are diagnosed with attention deficit disorder or dyslexia, or both-ADHD, Piper said. Correct. That's because we're ready to fight. Restless, impulsive - we do not fit into ordinary children. You need to hear how much trouble Percy is - Her face is darkened. Either way, the demigods get a bad rep. How do you get in trouble? Usually, when
someone asked that question, Piper started a fight, or changed the subject, or caused some kind of distraction. But somehow she found out she was telling the truth. I'm stealing things,' she said. Well, don't really steal... Is your family poor? Piper laughed bitterly. Not even. I did it... I don't know why. For attention, I think. My father never had time for me until I got into trouble.
Annabeth nodded. I can relate. But you said you didn't actually steal? What do you mean? Well... no one ever believes me. teachers, even the people I took things out of: they are so embarrassed, they will deny that But the truth is, I don't steal anything. I'm just asking people for something. And they give me things. Even a BMW convertible. I just asked. And the dealer said: Of
course. Take it. Later he realized what he had done, I think. Then the police came for me. Piper waited. She got used to people calling her a liar, but when she got up, Annabeth just nodded. Interesting. If your father were a god, I'd say you're a child of Hermes, the god of thieves. He can be pretty persuasive. But your father is mortal... - Very, Piper agreed. Annabeth shook her
head, evidently puzzled. I don't know then. If you're lucky, your mom will demand you tonight. Piper almost hoped that wouldn't happen. If her mom was a goddess, would she know about this dream? Would she know what Piper was asked to do? Piper asks if the Olympic gods ever blew their children with lightning for being evil, or ground them in the underworld. Annabeth studied
it. Piper decided she'd have to be careful what she said from now on. Annabeth was obviously very smart. If anyone can figure out Piper's secret ... come on, Annabeth said at last. There's something else I need to check. They traveled a little further until they reached the cave near the top of the hill. Bones and old swords clogged the earth. Torches surrounded the entrance, which
was covered with a velvet curtain embroidered with snakes. It was like a set for some twisted puppet show. What's going on? Piper asked. Annabeth poked her head inside, then sighed and closed the curtains. Nothing, right now. A friend's place. I've been waiting for her for days, but so far nothing. Does your friend live in a cave? Annabeth almost smiled. In fact, her family has a
luxury condo in queens, and she goes to school in Connecticut. But when she's here in the camp, yes, she lives in a cave. She's our oracle, talking about the future. I was hoping she'd help me -- Find Percy, Piper guessed. All the energy flowed out of Annabeth, as if she had held her together as long as she could. She sat on a stone, and her expression was so full of pain, Piper
felt like a voyeur. She forced herself to step back. Her eyes drifted to the crest of the hill, where one pine dominated the horizon. Something sparkled in its lowest branch, like a fuzzy golden bath mat. No... Not a bath mat. It was sheep's wool. Okay, Piper thought. Greek camp. They have a copy of the Golden Rua. Then she noticed the base of the tree. At first she thought she was
wrapped in a bunch of massive purple cables. But the cables had reptile scales, clawed feet, and a snake-like head with yellow eyes and smoking nostrils. It's a dragon, she muttered. Is this the actual Golden Rune? Annabeth nodded, but it was clear that she did not actually listen. Her shoulders sank. She rubbed her face and took a wobbly breath. Excuse me. I'm a little tired. You
look ready to give up, Piper said. How long we've been looking for Three days, six hours and about twelve minutes. And you have no idea what happened to him? Annabeth shook her head with a bang. We were so excited because we both started the winter break early. We met at the camp on Tuesday, realized that we had three weeks together. That was supposed to be great.
Then, after the fire, he kissed me good night, returned to his cabin, and in the morning he was gone. We searched the whole camp. We contacted his mom. We tried to contact him the way we know how to do it. No problem. He just disappeared. Piper thought: Three days ago. That night, she had a dream. How long have you guys been together? Since August, Annabeth said.
August eighteenth. Almost exactly when I met Jason, Piper said. But we've only been together a few weeks. Annabeth's in a state of error. Piper... about it. Maybe you should sit down. Piper knew where it was going. Panic began to build inside her as her lungs were filled with water. Look, I know Jason thought he thought he just showed up at our school today. But that's not true.
I've known him for four months. Piper, Annabeth said sadly. It's Fog. Missed... A what? M-e-s-t. It is a kind of veil separating the mortal world from the magical world. Mortal minds - they can't handle strange things like gods and monsters, so fog bends reality. It makes mortals see things the way they can understand how their eyes can just skip this valley completely, or they can
look at this dragon and see a bunch of cables. Piper swallowed it. No. You said yourself that I'm no ordinary mortal. I'm halfway there. Even demigods can be affected. I've seen it many times. Monsters infiltrate a place like a school, get out of their way as humans, and everyone thinks they remember this man. They think he was always there. Fog can change memories, even
create memories of things that never happened- But Jason is not a monster! Piper insisted. He's a guy man, or a demigod, or whatever you want to call him. My memories are not fake. They're so real. The time we set fire to Coach Hedge's pants. At the time Jason and I were watching the meteor shower on the dorm roof and I finally got a stupid guy to kiss me . . . She found
herself rambling, telling Annabeth about her entire semester at a wildlife school. She's liked Jason since the first week they met. He was so kind to her, and so patient, that he could even put up with the hyperactive Leo and his silly jokes. He mistook her for himself and didn't judge her because of the stupid things she did. They spent hours talking, looking at the stars, and finally
holding hands. None of this can be fake. Annabeth pressed her lips. Piper, your memories are much sharper than most. I admit it, and I don't know why it is. But if you know it so well - I do! Then where did he come from? Piper felt like she was being punched between her eyes. He must have told me, but-have you ever notice his tattoo before Day? Did he ever tell you? You?
about his parents, or his friends, or his last school? Page 7 Page 7 I-don't know, but Piper, what's his last name? Her mind is empty. She didn't know Jason's last name. How can that be? She started crying. She felt like a complete fool, but sat on a rock next to Annabeth and just fell to pieces. It was too much. Anything that was good in her stupid, miserable life must have been
taken away? Yes, the dream told her. Yes, unless you do what we say. Hey, Annabeth said. We'll figure it out. Jason's here now. Who knows? Maybe it'll work for you guys, really. I don't think I thought. Not if Sleep told her the truth. But she couldn't say that. She brushed a tear off her cheek. You brought me here so no one could see me blubbering, right? Annabeth shrugged. I
thought it would be hard for you. I know what it's like to lose your boyfriend. But I still can't believe it... I know we had something. And now he's just gone, like he won't even recognize me. If it really just happened today, why? How does he get there? Why doesn't he remember anything? Good questions, Annabeth said. Hopefully Chiron can figure that out. But right now, we need
you to calm down. Are you ready to go back down? Piper looked at the crazy assortment of cabins in the valley. Her new home, the family that supposedly understood her, but soon they'll just be another bunch of people she's disappointed in, just another place from which she's been kicked out. You will betray them for us, the voice warned. Or you'll lose everything. She had no
choice. Yes, she lied. I am ready. On the central green, a group of campers played basketball. Those were incredible shots. Nothing bounced off the rim. The three-pointers came in automatically. Apollo's cabin, Annabeth explained. Bunch show-offs with rocket weapons - arrows, basketballs. They walked past the central fire pit, where two guys broke each other with swords. Real
blades? Piper noted. Isn't that dangerous? That's the point, Annabeth said. Oh sorry. Bad pun. This is my quarters. Number six. She nodded at the gray building with a carved saine above the door. Through the open doorway, Piper could see bookshelves, weapons displays and one of those computerized SMART boards that they have in the classrooms. Two girls drew a map
similar to a combat scheme. Speaking of blades, Annabeth said, come here. She led Piper around the side of the cabin, into a large metal shed that looked like it was designed for gardening tools. Annabeth opened it, and inside there were no garden tools unless you want to war on your tomato plants. The shed was lined with all sorts of weapons - from swords to spears to clubs,
as a Hedge coach. Every demigod needs a gun, Annabeth said. Hephaestus does the best, but we have a very good choice, too. Athena is all about strategy-matching the right weapon to the right person. Let's see... Piper didn't feel like buying deadly objects, but she knew Annabeth was trying to do something good for her. Annabeth handed her a massive sword, which Piper
could scarcely lift. No, they said at once. Annabeth washed a little further in the shed and brought out something else. Shotgun? Piper asked. Mossberg 500. Annabeth checked the pump as if it were okay. Take it easy. It doesn't hurt people. It is modified to shoot celestial bronze, so it kills only monsters. Ame, I don't think that's my style, Piper said. Hmmm, yes, Annabeth agreed.
Too flashy. She put the shotgun back and started poking through the crossbow rack when something in the corner of the shed caught Piper's eye. What's it? She said. Knife? Annabeth dug it up and blew the dust off her nose. It seemed that he had not seen daylight in the ages. I don't know, Piper. Annabeth didn't sound easy. I don't think you want that. Swords are usually better.
You're using a knife. Piper pointed to the one tied to Annabeth's belt. Yes, but... Annabeth shrugged. Well, take a look, if you like. The shell was made of black leather bound with bronze. Nothing unusual, nothing to shout. The polished wooden handle fits perfectly in Piper's hand. When she unsheathed it, she found a triangular blade eighteen inches long-bronze shiny, as it was
polished yesterday. The edges were deadly sharp. Her reflection in the blade took her by surprise. She looked older, more serious, not as scared as she felt. It suits you, Annabeth admitted. This kind of blade is called parazones. It was mostly ceremonial, carried by high-ranking officers in the Greek armies. He has shown that you are a man of power and wealth, but in the fight, he
can protect you just fine. I like it, Piper said. Why don't you think it was the right thing to do? Annabeth exhaled. This blade has a long history. Most people will be afraid to demand it. Its first owner ... Well, it wasn't too good for her. Her name was Helen. Piper let that sink inch Wait, do you mean Helen? Elena Troy? Annabeth nodded. Suddenly Piper felt that she should be handling
a dagger with surgical gloves. And is it just sitting in your toolshed? We are surrounded by ancient Greek things, Annabet said. It's not a museum. Weapons like that they are designed to use. This is our legacy as a demigod. It was a wedding gift from Menely, Helen's first husband. She called the dagger Catoptris. What do you mean? Mirror, Annabeth said. Let's see the glass.
Probably because that's the only thing Helen used it for. I don't think it's ever seen a fight. Piper looked at the blade again. For a moment, her own image looked at her, but then the reflection changed. She saw the flame, and the grotesque face, as something carved from the foundation. She heard the same laughter as she did in her sleep. She saw her father in chains tied to a
pillar in front of a roaring fire. dropped the blade. Piper? Annabeth screamed at Apollo Apollo's children Court, Medic! I need help here! No, that's fine, Piper succeeded. Are you sure? Yes. I just ... She had to control herself. With trembling fingers she took the dagger. I just got overwhelmed. So much is happening today. But... I want to leave the dagger, if you don't mind. Annabeth
hesitated. Then she shrugged off the Apollo children. Good if you're sure. You're pale. I thought you were having a seizure or something. I'm fine, Piper promised, though her heart is still racing. Is there... Hmm, the phone at the camp? Can I call my father? Annabeth's gray eyes were almost as unnerving as the blade of a dagger. She seemed to be calculating a million possibilities
while trying to read Piper's thoughts. We're not allowed phones,' she said. Most demigods, if they use a cell phone, it's like sending a signal, letting monsters know where you are. But... I have one. She slipped out of her pocket. Kind of against the rules, but if it can be our secret ... Piper took it with gratitude, trying not to let her shake hands. She moved away from Annabeth and
turned her face to the common heritage square. She called her father's personal line, even though she knew what was going to happen. Voicemail. She tried for three days, since the dream. The wildlife school only allowed phone privileges once a day, but it called every night and was never done anywhere. Reluctantly, she dialed another number. Her father's personal assistant
responded immediately. Mr. McLean's office. Jane, Piper said, gritting her teeth. Where's my dad? Jane was silent for a moment, probably wondering if she could get away with hanging the pipe. Piper, I thought you shouldn't call from school. Maybe I'm not at school, Piper said. Maybe I ran away to live among the forest creatures. Mmm. Jane didn't sound concerned. Well, I'll tell
him you called. Where is he? Go out. You don't know, do you? Piper lowered her voice, hoping that Annabeth was too good to eavesdrop. When are you going to call the police, Jane? He could be in trouble. Piper, we're not going to turn this into a media circus. I'm sure he's fine. It takes off from time to time. He always comes back. So it's true. You don't know, I have to go, Piper,
Jane snapped. Enjoy school. The line is dead. Piper cursed. She went back to Annabeth and handed her the phone. Unlucky? Annabeth asked. Piper did not respond. She didn't trust herself not to start crying again. Annabeth glanced at the display of the phone and hesitated. Your last name is McLean? Sorry, it's none of my business. But it sounds very familiar. It's a common
name. Yes, I think so. What's your father doing? He earned a degree in art, Piper said automatically. He's a Cherokee artist. Her standard answer. Not a lie, but not the whole truth. Most people, hearing this, realized that her father was selling Indian souvenirs on a roadside stand on the reservation. Sitting bull bobble-heads, wampum necklaces, Big main pill-of this kind A.
Annabeth did not look convinced, but she put the phone down. Are you feeling well? Want to keep going? Piper attached her new dagger to her belt and promised herself that later, when she was alone, she would find out how it worked. Of course, she said. I want to see everything. All the cabins were cool, but none of them hit Piper like hers. No burning signs - wombats or
otherwise - appeared above her head. Cabin 8 was completely silver and glowed like moonlight. Artemis? Piper figured it out. You know Greek mythology, Annabeth said. I read when my father worked on the project last year. I thought he made Cherokee art. Piper bite off the curse. Oh yes. But, you know, he does other things. Piper thought she blew it up: McLean, Greek
mythology. Fortunately, Annabeth didn't seem to make the connection. In any case, Annabeth continued, Artemis is the goddess of the moon, the goddess of hunting. But there are no holidaymakers. Artemis was an eternal virgin, so she has no children. Page 8 Page 8 O. This kind of bummed Piper out. She always liked the stories of Artemis, and she decided to make a cool
mom. Well, there are Artemis Hunters, Annabeth said. They visit sometimes. They are not the children of Artemis, but they are her maids - it is a group of immortal teenage girls who adventure together and hunt monsters and stuff. Piper's up. Sounds cool. Do they get to be immortal? If they do not die in battle, or break their vows. Did I say they should fight the boys? No dates.
For eternity. Oh, Piper said. No problem. Annabeth laughed. For a moment she looked almost happy, and Piper thought she would be a cool friend to hang out with at the best of times. Forget it, Piper reminded herself. You won't have any friends here. More than once they found out. They walked past the next cabin, number ten, which was decorated like a Barbie house with lace
curtains, a pink door, and pots of carnations in the windows. They walked past the doorway, and the smell of perfume almost made Piper gag. Gah, is this where supermodels go to die? Annabeth snul. Aphrodite's cabin. Goddess of Love. Drew's the general counsel. Numbers, Piper grumbled. They're not all bad, Annabeth said. The last top adviser we had was great. What
happened to her? Annabeth's expression darkened. We have to keep moving. They looked at the other cabins, but Piper just became more depressed. She asks if she can be the daughter of Demeter, the goddess of agriculture. On the other hand, Piper killed all the plants she'd ever touched. Athena was cool. Or maybe Hecate, the magic goddess. But it didn't matter. Even here,
where everyone had to find a lost parent, she knew she would still end up as an unwanted child. She wasn't looking forward to the fire tonight. We started with twelve Olympic gods, Annabeth explained. Male gods on the left, women on the right. Then last year, added a whole bunch of new cabins to other gods who didn't Thrones on Olympus- Hecate, Ice, Iris- What are the two
big ones at the end? Piper asked. Annabeth frowned. It's zevs and Hera. The king and queen of the gods. Piper headed that way, and Annabeth followed, though she did not act very excitedly. The cabin reminded Piper of the bank. It was white marble with large columns at the front and polished bronze doors decorated with lightning. Hera's cabin was smaller, but made in the
same style, except that the doors were carved with a peacock feather shimmering in different colors. Unlike other cabins, which were noisy and open and full of activity, the cabins of zeus and Hera looked closed and quiet. Are they empty? Piper asked. Annabeth nodded. He didn't go for a long time without having children. Well, mostly. They are called the Big Three. Their
children are very powerful, very dangerous. For the last seventy years or so, they have been trying to avoid demigod children. Trying to avoid it? Sometimes they ... arm, deceived. I've got a friend, Talia Grace, the daughter of zeus. But she gave up camp life and became an artemis hunter. My boyfriend, Percy, is Poseidon's son. And there is a child who sometimes appears, Nico
is the son of Aida. Besides them, there are no demigods of the children of the gods of the Big Three. At least not what we know. And Hera? Piper looked at the peacock-decorated door. The cabin bothered her, though she wasn't sure why. Goddess of marriage. Annabeth's tone was carefully controlled, as if she were trying to avoid curses. She doesn't have any children with
anyone but zeus. So, yes, no demigods. The cabin is just honorable. You don't like her, Piper said. We have a long history, Annabeth admitted. I thought we made peace, but when Percy disappeared... I got this strange dream vision from her. Telling you to come after us, Piper said. But you thought Percy was going to be there. It's probably better not to talk about it, Annabeth said.
I have nothing to say about Gera right now. Piper looked down at the base of the doors. So who's coming here? No one. The cabin is just honorable, like I said. No one comes in. Someone does. Piper pointed to the trail on the dusty doorstep. By instinct, she pushed the doors, and they swung open easily. Annabeth backed off. We have to do dangerous things, do we? And Piper
went inside. Hera's cabin wasn't where Piper wanted to live. It was as cold as a freezer, with a circle of white columns around the central statue of the goddess, ten feet tall, sitting on the throne in flowing gold robes. Piper always considered the Greek statues white with empty eyes, but this one was brightly colored, so that it looked almost human, except huge. Hera's piercing eyes
seemed to follow Piper. At the feet of the goddess the fire burned in a bronze roaster. Piper asks who cared for him if the cabin was always empty. The stone hawk was sitting Hera's shoulder, and in her hand was a staff topped with a lotus flower. The goddess's hair was made in black braids. Her face smiled, but her eyes were cold and calculating, as if she were saying: Mother
knows best. Now don't cross me, or I'll have to step on you. There was nothing else in the salon - no beds, no furniture, no bathroom, no windows, nothing that anyone could actually use for a living. For the goddess of home and marriage, Hera's place recalled Piper's tomb. No, it wasn't her mom. At least Piper was sure of it. She came here not because she felt a good connection,
but because her sense of fear was stronger here. Her dream - that terrible ultimatum, which she was given - has something to do with this hut. She froze. They weren't alone. Behind the statue, at the small altar at the back, stood a figure covered with a black handkerchief. Only her hands were visible, palms up. She seemed to be chanting something like a spell or a prayer.
Annabeth gasped. Rachel? The other girl turned around. She dropped her handkerchief, showing mana curly red hair and a freckled face that didn't go with the seriousness of the cabin or a black headscarf at all. She looked about seventeen, a perfectly normal teenager in a green blouse and ripped jeans covered in a marker doodle. Despite the cold floor, she was barefoot. Hey!
She ran to hug Annabeth. I am so sorry! I got here as fast as I could. They talked for a few minutes about the Annabeth guy and how there was no news, and so on, until finally Annabeth remembered Piper, who was standing there feeling uncomfortable. I'm rude, Annabeth apologised. Rachel, this is Piper, one of the halves of blood we saved today. Piper, this is Rachel Elizabeth
Dare, our oracle. A friend who lives in a cave, Piper guessed. Rachel smiled. Is it me. Piper asked. Can you tell the future? More like the future mugs me from time to time, said Rachel. I say prophecy. The spirit of the oracle captures me from time to time and says important things that make no sense to anyone. But yes, prophecies speak of the future. Mr. Piper shifted from foot to
foot. That's cool. Rachel laughed. Take it easy. Everyone finds it a little creepy. Even me. Are you half-dogs? No, Rachel said. He's just a mortal. Then what are you ... Piper waved her hand around the room. Rachel's smile disappeared. She glanced at Annabeth and then back at Piper. Just a hunch. Something about this hut and Percy's disappearance. They're connected. I've
learned to follow my guesses, especially last month, since the gods fell silent. Did you go silent? Piper asked. Rachel frowned at Annabeth. Haven't you told her yet? I get to that, Annabeth said. Piper, for the last month ... Well, it's normal for gods not to talk to their kids very much, but usually we can count on some messages from time to time. Some of us may even visit Olympus.
I spent it. all semester in the Empire State Building. Excuse me? The entrance to Mount Olympus these days. Oh, Piper said. Of course, why not? Annabeth was reorganizing Olympus after it was damaged in the Titan Wars, Rachel explained. She's an amazing architect. You should see the salad bar - Anyway, Annabeth said, starting about a month ago, Olympus fell silent. The
entrance is closed and no one could get in. No one knows why. It's like the gods have sealed themselves. Even my mother did not answer my prayers, and our camp director, Dionysus, was recalled. Your camp director was a god ... Wine? yes, it's a long story, Piper figured it out. Correct. Go on. That's it, really, Annabeth said. Demigods still claim, but nothing else. No messages.
No visits. No sign that the gods are even listening. It's like something's happened - something really bad. Then Percy disappeared. And Jason appeared on our field trip, Piper supplied. No memory. Who's Jason? Rachel asked. My-Piper stopped before she could tell the guy, but the effort made her breasts hurt. My friend. But Annabeth, you said Hera sent you a vision of sleep.
That's right, Annabeth said. The first communication from God is a month later, and it is Hera, the least useful goddess, and she binds to me, her least beloved demigod. She told me I'd figure out what happened to Percy if I went to the Grand Canyon skywalk and look for a guy with one shoe. Instead, I find you guys and the guy with one jason shoe. It doesn't make sense.
Something bad is going on, Rachel agreed. She looked at Piper, and Piper felt an irresistible desire to tell them about her dream, admitting that she knew what was going on in at least part of the story. And the bad things are just beginning. Guys, she said. I need to, before she can go on, Rachel's body froze. Her eyes began to glow greenish, and she grabbed Piper by the
shoulders. Piper tried to retreat, but Rachel's hands were like steel clips. Free me,' she said. But it wasn't Rachel's voice. It sounded like an elderly woman speaking from somewhere far away, down a long, echo pipe. Free me, Piper McLean, or the earth will swallow us. It should be by the solstice. Page 9 Page 9 Room began to rotate. Annabeth tried to separate Piper from
Rachel, but it wasn't necessary. The green smoke enveloped them, and Piper was no longer sure she had woken up or dreamed. The giant statue of the goddess seemed to have risen from her throne. He leaned over Piper, his eyes bored into her. The mouth of the statue opened, her breath like an awfully thick perfume. He echoed the same echo: Our enemies are moving. Fire
is only the first. Worship his will, and their king will rise, dooming us all. FREE ME! Piper's knees buckled, and everything turned black. LEO'S TOUR WAS GOING GREAT UNTIL he learned about the dragon. Archer dude, Will Consolation seemed pretty cool. All he showed Leo was so awesome that it must have Illegally. Illegally. Greek warships moored on the beach, which is
sometimes a practice of fighting with flaming arrows and explosives? Sweet! Arts and Crafts Sessions, where can you make sculptures with a chain saw and blowers? Leo is like, Sign me up! Forests have been stocked with dangerous monsters, and no one should ever go there alone? Good! And the camp was full of beautiful girls. Leo didn't quite understand the whole business
of the gods, but he hoped that didn't mean he was a cousin of all these ladies. That would suck. At least he wanted to check out these underwater girls in the lake again. They're definitely worth drowning. Will showed him the cabins, the dining room and the sword arena. Should I get a sword? Leo asked. Will glanced at him as he found the idea disturbing. You will probably make
your own by seeing as you are in the cockpit nine. Yes, what happened to that? Volcano? Normally we don't call gods by their Roman names, Will said. The original names are Greek. Your father Isfest. Festus? Leo heard that someone had said that before, but he was still dismayed. Sounds like the god of cowboys. He's a phase, Will says. God of blacksmiths and fire. Leo's heard
it, too, but he's trying not to think about it. God of fire ... Seriously? Given what happened to his mom, it seemed like a sick joke. So a flaming hammer over my head, said Leo. Good or bad? It took Will some time to respond. You claimed almost immediately. It's usually a good thing. But it's rainbow pony dude, Butch-he mentioned the curse. ... Look, it's okay. Since cabin Nine's
last chief adviser died: Has he died? How painful? I have to let your bunk friends tell you about it. Yes, where is my house dawgs? Shouldn't their counselor give me a VIP tour? You'll see why. Will be forged forward before Leo can ask anything else. Curse and death, Leo said to himself. It's getting better and better. He was halfway through the green when he saw his old nanny.
And she wasn't the man he expected to see in the demigod camp. Leo froze in his way. What happened? Will asked. Tya Callida is Callida's aunt. That's what she called herself, but Leo hasn't seen her since she was five. She just stood there, in the shadow of a large white hut at the end of the green, watching him. She was wearing a black widow flax dress, with a black
handkerchief pulled over her hair. The face has not changed - leather, piercing dark eyes. Her withered hands were like claws. It looked ancient, but no different from Leo remembered. This old lady ... Leo said. What's she doing here? Will tried to follow his gaze. What old lady? Dude, old lady. The one in black. How many old ladies do you see there? Will frowned. I think you've
had a long day, Leo. Fog can still play tricks on your mind. How about we head straight into your cabin now? Leo wanted to. protest, but when he looked back at the great white hut, Tya Callida left. He was sure she was there, almost as if thinking about his mom summoned Callida back from the past. And it wasn't good because Tya Callida tried to kill him. Just messing with you,
man. Leo pulled some gears and levers out of his pockets and began fiddling with them to calm his nerves. He couldn't assure everyone in the camp, thinking he was crazy. At least not crazier than he really was. Let's see the cab nine, he said. I'm in the mood for a good curse. Outside, Hephaestet's cabin looked like an oversized van with shiny metal walls and metal thugs. The
entrance was similar to the door of a bank safe, round and several feet thick. It opened with lots of brass turning gear and hydraulic pistons blowing smoke. Leo whistled. They got a steampunk theme going, right? Inside, the cabin seemed deserted. Steel bunks were piled against walls like Murphy's high-tech beds. Each had a digital control panel, flashing LED lights, glowing
gems and interconnected gears. Leo realized each camper had its own castle combination to free up his bed, and there's probably an alcove behind it with storage, maybe some traps to hold under it unwanted visitors. At least that's how Leo would have designed it. The fire pole came down from the second floor, despite the fact that the cabin did not appear to have a second floor
outside. A circular staircase led down into some basement. The walls were lined with all kinds of power tools that leo could imagine, as well as a huge assortment of knives, swords and other weapons of destruction. The large work bench is overflowing with scrap metal - screws, bolts, washers, nails, rivets and a million other parts of the machine. Leo had a strong desire to shovel
them all into his coat pockets. He loved things like that. But he needs a hundred more coats to fit everything. Looking around, he could almost imagine that he was back in his mother's machine shop. Not weapons, maybe, but tools, piles of scrap, the smell of fat and metal and hot engines. She would have loved this place. He pushed it away. He doesn't like painful memories.
Keep moving - that was his motto. Don't get hung up on things. Don't stay in one place for too long. It was the only way to get ahead of the sadness. He chose a long gun from the wall. The singacces? What does the god of fire want with the head of the head? A voice in the shadows said: You will be surprised. At the back of the room, one of the bunk beds was occupied. The
curtain of dark camouflage material was removed, and Leo could see the guy who was invisible a second ago. It was hard to tell much about him because he was covered with a cast body. His head was wrapped in gauze, except for his face, which was swollen and bruised. He was like a Pillsbury Doughboy blow down. I'm Jake Mason, the guy said. I'd shake your hand, but ...
yes, Leo replied. I didn't get up. The guy cracked a smile, then how painful it is to move his face. Leo wondered what had happened to him, but was afraid to ask. Welcome to Cabin Nine, Jake said. It was almost a year since we had new children. I'm still the general counsel. So long? Leo asked. Will Consolation cleared his throat. So where's everyone, Jake? Down the forges,
Jake said wistfully. They're working on ... You know what the problem is. O. Will changed the subject. So, do you have a free bed for Leo? Jake studied Leo, measuring him. Do you believe in curses, Leo? Or ghosts? I just saw my evil nanny 1ea Callida, Leo thought. She must be dead after all these years. And I can't go for a day without remembering my mom in that machine
shop fire. Don't talk to me about ghosts, dough. But out loud he said: Ghosts? Pfft. No. I am well. The stormy spirit threw me down the Grand Canyon this morning, but you know everyone's day job, right? Jake nodded. That's nice. Because I'm going to give you the best bed in the cabin, Bekendorf. Wow, Jake, Will said. Are you sure? Jake shouted: Bank 1-A, please. The whole
cabin was crashing. The circular part of the floor spiraled open like a camera lens, and a full-size bed popped out. The bronze frame had a built-in playstation at the foot, a stereo system in the headboard, a glass fridge mounted in the base, and a whole bunch of control panels running down the side. Leo jumped up straight and lay down with his hands behind his head. I can
handle it. He cleans up the private room below, Jake said. Oh my gosh, yes, Leo said. See y'all. I'll be in Leo's cave. What button am I pressing? Do you guys have private underground rooms? Jake would probably have smiled if it hadn't been so painful. We have a lot of secrets, Will. You guys Apollo can't get all the fun. Our tourists have been excavating the tunnel system under
the cabin nine for almost a century. We still haven't found an end. Anyway, Leo, if you don't mind sleeping in a dead man's bed, it's yours. Suddenly Leo didn't want to kick back. He sat down, careful not to touch any of the buttons. The counselor who died was his bed? Yes, Jake replied. Charles Bekendorf. Leo imagined seeing the blades coming through the mattress, or maybe a
grenade sewn inside the pillows. He didn't die in that bed, did he? No, Jake replied. In the Titanium War, last summer. Titan war, Leo repeated, what has nothing to do with this very thin bed? Titans, Will said, as if Leo was an idiot. The big powerful guys who ruled the world before the gods. They tried to come back last summer. Their leader, Kronos, built a new palace atop Mount
Tam in California. Their armies arrived in New York and almost destroyed Mount Olympus. Many demigods died trying to stop them. I'm guessing it wasn't on the news? Leo said. This seemed a fair matter, but Will shook his head in disbelief. You haven't heard of Mount St. Helens eruption, or freak all over the country, or that the building is collapsing in St. Louis? Leo shrugged.
Last summer, he was on the run from another foster family. He was then caught in New Mexico by a truant, and a court sentenced him to a nearby correctional facility, a wildlife school. Guess I've been busy. It doesn't matter, Jake said. You were lucky enough to miss it. The fact that Bekendorf was one of the first victims, and since then - your cabin was cursed - guessed Leo.
Jake didn't answer. Again, the dude was in the body thrown. That was the answer. Leo began to notice the little things he had not seen before- a blast sign on the wall, a stain on the floor that might already oil... Or blood. Broken swords and broken cars kicked into the corners of the room, maybe out of frustration. The place did feel unlucky. Page 10 Page 10 Jake sighed half-
heartedly. Well, I have to get some sleep. I hope you liked it here, Leo. It used to be ... Very nice. He closed his eyes, and the camouflage curtain drew itself across the bed. Come on, Leo, Will said. I'll take you to the forges. As they left, Leo looked back at his new bed, and he could almost imagine a dead counselor sitting there - another ghost who was not going to leave Leo
alone. HOW DID HE DIE? LEO ASKED. I mean Bekendorf. Will the consolation trudged forward. Explosion. Bekendorf and Percy Jackson blew up a cruise ship full of monsters. Bekendorf won't. There was that name again-Percy Jackson, Annabeth's missing boyfriend. This guy must have been all over here, Leo thought. So Bekendorf was very popular? Leo asked. I mean,
before it exploded? He was awesome, Will agreed. It was hard for the whole camp when he died. Jake became a top adviser at the height of the war. Just like me, actually. Jake did his best, but he never wanted to be a leader. He just likes to build things. Then, after the war, things went wrong. The cockpit nines exploded. Their assault rifles went awry. Their inventions started to
malfunction. It was like a curse, and eventually people started calling it that-curse cabin nine. Then Jake had his accident - What had something to do with the problem he mentioned, Leo guessed. They're working on it, Will said. And here we are. The forge looked like a locomotive crashed into the Greek Parthenon, and they merged. White marble columns lined the walls painted
with soot. The chimneys were filled with smoke by a complex gable, carved with a bunch of gods and monsters. The building sat on the edge of the creek, with several water wheels turning a series of bronze gears. Leo heard inside the grinding technique, the roar of fire and the ringing of hammers on the anvils. They went through the doorway, and a dozen guys and girls who
worked on various projects all froze. The noise was eclipsed to the roar of the forge and the click of the gears and levers. Soup, guys, Will said. This is New brother, Leo-amm, what's your last name? Valdez. Leo looked back at the other campers. Was he really connected to all of them? His cousins came from large families, but he always had a mother until she died. The children
came up and started shaking hands and representing themselves. Their names are blurred together: Shane, Christopher, Nissa, Harley (yes, like a motorcycle). Leo knew he would never hold everyone straight. There are too many of them. Too overwhelming. None of them was similar to the others - all different types of face, skin tone, hair color, growth. You'll never think about it,
hey, look, it's Hephaestus Bunch! But they all had powerful hands, rough with calluses and stained with engine fat. Even little Harley, who couldn't be more than eight, looked as if he could go six rounds with Chuck Norris without breaking a sweat. And all the children shared the sad seriousness. Their shoulders fell as life beat them down pretty hard. Some looked as if they had
also been physically beaten. Leo counted two arm slings, one pair of crutches, an eye patch, six ace bandages, and about seven thousand patches. Well good! Leo said. I hear it's a party cabin! No one laughed. They were all just looking at him. Will Consolation patted Leo on the shoulder. I'll leave you guys to get to know each other. Did someone show Leo out for dinner when it
was time? I got it, said one of the girls. Nissa, Leo remembered. She wore camouflage trousers, a tank top that showed off her buffarms, and a red bandanna over a mop of dark hair. With the exception of the Band-Aid emoji on her chin, she looked like one of those female action heroes, as at any moment she was about to grab a machine gun and start mowing down evil aliens.
Cool, Leo said. I always wanted a sister who could beat me up. Nissa wasn't smiling. Come on, joker boy. I'll show you around. Leo was no stranger to workshops. He grew up around lubricating monkeys and power tools. His mother joked that his first nipple was a wrench. But he never saw a place like a camp forge. One guy was working on a battle axe. He continued to test the
blade on the concrete slab. Every time he swung, the axe crashed into the stove like it was warm cheese, but the guy looked unsatisfied and returned to honing the edges. What's he planning on killing with this thing? Leo asked Nissa. Battleship? You never know. Even with celestial bronze. She nodded. From Olympus. Extremely rare. Anyway, it usually breaks down monsters
into contact, but the big powerful ones are known to have tough skins. Dragons, for copies - do you mean dragons? Similar species. You will learn the difference in the class of fighting monsters. Monster-combat class. yes, I've already got my black belt in this one. She wasn't smiling. Leo hoped she wasn't that serious all the time. His father had to have a sense of humor in the
family, right? They passed a couple of guys making bronze winds toy. At least that's what Looked. He was a six-inch centaur, half man, half a horse, armed with a miniature bow. One of the campers cranked the tail of the centaur, and he was circling to life. He galloped across the table, shouting: Die, mosquito! Die, mosquito! and shooting everything in sight. Apparently, this has
happened before, because everyone knew to hit the floor except Leo. Six arrows the size of a needle crashed into his shirt before the van grabbed the hammer and smashed the centaur into pieces. Stupid curse! The camper waved a hammer into the sky. I just want a magic bug killer! Is that too much to ask? Oh, Leo said. Nissa pulled the needles out of her shirt. You all right.
Let's move on before they recover it. Leo rubbed his breasts as they walked. These kind of things happen a lot? Lately, Nissa said, everything we build is turning into junk. Bloody hell? Nissa frowned. I don't believe in curses. But something's not right. And if we don't figure out the dragon problem, it's going to get worse. The dragon's problem? Leo hoped she was talking about a
miniature dragon that killed cockroaches, but he felt he wasn't so lucky. Nissa put him on a large wall map that several girls studied. The map shows the camp - a semicircle of land with Long Island Sound on the north shore, a forest to the west, huts to the east and a ring of hills to the south. It must be in the mountains, the first girl said. We looked in the mountains, the second
claimed. Forests are better than shelter. But we've already set traps- Hold on, Leo said. Have you guys lost a dragon? A real full-size dragon? It's a bronze dragon, Nissa said. But yes, it's the size of a machine gun. Hephaestus cabin built it years ago. It was then lost in the woods until a few years ago when Beckendorf found it to pieces and rebuilt it. It helps protect the camp, but,
um, it's a little unpredictable. Unpredictable, Leo said. He goes awry and smashes the cabins, sets people on fire, tries to eat satire. It's pretty unpredictable. Nissa nodded. Bekendorf was the only one who could control him. Then he died, and the dragon got worse and worse. Finally he went to the berserk and ran away. Sometimes he appears, destroys something and runs away
again. Everyone expects us to find him and destroy him: Destroy it? Leo was shocked. You have a vait bronze dragon and you want to destroy it? He's breathing fire, Nissa explained. It's deadly and out of control. But it's a dragon! Dude, that's so cool. You can't try talking to him by controlling him? We tried. Jake Mason tried. You've seen how well it works. Leo thought of Jake
wrapped in plaster lying alone on his bunk. However- There's no other choice. Nissa turned to the other girls. Let's try more traps in the forest - here, here and here. Bait them with thirty weight of motor oil. Does the dragon drink this? Leo asked. Yes. Nissa sighed He used like this with a little Tabasco sauce, right before bedtime. If he springs the trap, we can come up with acid
sprayers-must melt through his skin. Then we get metal cutters and ... and finish the job. They all looked sad. Leo realized they didn't want to kill the dragon any more than he did. Guys, he said. There has to be another way. Nissa looked doubtful, but several other campers stopped what they were working on and drifted to hear the conversation. How and what? One asked. The
thing breathes fire. We can't even get close. Fire, Thought Leo. Oh, man, what he could tell them about the fire... But he had to be careful, even if it was his brothers and sisters. Especially if he had to live with them. Well... He hesitated. Hephaestus is the god of fire, right? So don't any of you like fireiness or something? No one acted as if it was a crazy question, which was a relief,
but Nissa shook her head seriously. It's Cyclops' ability, Leo. Demigogi children of Hephaestus ... We are just fine with our hands. We are builders, artisans, gunsmiths - and the like. Leo's shoulders fell. A. The guy in the back said, well, a long time ago. Once upon a time, some of Hephaestus's children were born with power over fire. But this ability was very, very rare. And it's
always dangerous. Such demigods have not been born for centuries. Last... She looked at one of the other children for help. Sixteen sixty-six, the girl suggested. A guy named Thomas Feinor. It started the Great Fire in London, destroyed most of the city. That's right, Nissa said. When a child of Hephaestus like that appears, it usually means something catastrophic is about to
happen. And we don't need catastrophes anymore. Leo tried to keep his face away from emotions that was not his strong suit. I think I see your point of view. Very sorry, though. If you could resist the flame, you could get close to the dragon. Then he'll kill you with his claws and fangs, Nissa said. Or just step on you. No, we have to destroy it. Believe me, if someone can figure out
another answer... Page 11 Page 11 She didn't finish, but Leo got the message. It was a great cockpit test. If they could do something only Bekendorf could do, if they could subdue the dragon without killing it, then perhaps their curse would be lifted. But they were stumped for ideas. Any tourist who understood how to be a hero. Konch's horn blew in the distance. Holidaymakers
began putting up their tools and projects. Leo did not realize that it was so late, but he looked out the windows and saw the sun set. His ADHD did it to him sometimes. If he was bored, fifty minutes of class seemed like six o'clock. If he was interested in something like touring a demigod camp, the clock slipped away and bam-day was over. Dinner, Nissa said. Come on, Leo. In the
pavilion, isn't it? He asked. She nodded. You guys go Leo said. Can you ... Give me a second? Nissa Nissa Then her expression softened. Of course. That's a lot to handle. I remember my first day. Come when you're ready. Just don't touch anything. Almost every project here can kill you if you are not careful. Don't touch it, Leo promised. His cellmates applied from the forge.
Soon Leo was alone with the sounds of furs, water wheels and small cars clicking and buzzing. He looked at a map of the camp, the place where his newfound siblings were going to set traps to catch the dragon. It wasn't right. It's just not right. Very rarely, he thought. And it's always dangerous. He put his hand in and studied his fingers. They were long and thin, unsto-call like the
other Hephaestus tourists. Leo was never the biggest or strongest child. He survived in difficult areas, hard schools, strong foster families, using his mind. He was a great clown, a court jester, because he learned early on that if you're joking and pretending you're not afraid, you're usually not beaten. Even the worst gangster kids will tolerate you, keep you around for a laugh. Also,
humor was a good way to hide the pain. And if it didn't work, there was always a plan for B. to run away. Over and over again. There was a C plan, but he promised himself never to use it again. He felt the urge to try now - something he didn't do after the accident, after his mother's death. He stretched out his fingers and felt them tingling as they woke-up-contacts and needles.
Then the flame flickered for life, the curls of red-hot fire danced across his palm. HOW SOON AS JASON SAW THE HOUSE, he knew he was dead. Here we are! Drew said it was fun. Big house, camp headquarters. It didn't look threatening, just a four-year-old manor house painted blue with a white finish. There were sunbeds, a card table and an empty wheelchair on the porch.
Wind chimes in the shape of nymphs have turned into trees as they rotate. Jason could imagine old men coming here for the summer holidays, sitting on the porch and sipping plum juice while they watched the sunset. However, the window seemed to look at him like angry eyes. The wide open doorway looked ready to swallow it. At his highest eye, the bronze eagle felt swirling in



the wind and pointed straight in his direction, as if telling him to turn around. Every molecule in Jason's body told him he was on enemy soil. I shouldn't be here, he said. Drew circled his hand through it. Oh please. You're perfect here, sweetheart. Believe me, I've seen a lot of heroes. Drew smelled of Christmas - a strange combination of pine and nutmeg. Jason wondered if it had
always smelled like this, or if it was some kind of special spirit for the holidays. Her pink eyeliner is really distracting. Every time she blinked, he had to look at her. Maybe that was the point of showing off her warm brown eyes. She was beautiful. There's no doubt about that. But she made Jason feel uncomfortable. He hand as softly as he could. It's this. Girl? Drew's pedd by. Oh,
please tell me you're not dating the queen of trash cans. You mean Piper? Hmm... Jason didn't know how to answer. He didn't think he'd ever seen Piper until today, but he felt strangely guilty about it. He knew he shouldn't be in this place. He shouldn't be friends with these people, and of course he shouldn't be dating one of them. More... Piper was holding his hand when he woke
up on that bus. She thought she was his girlfriend. She was brave on Skywalk, fighting these vents, and when Jason caught her in the air and they held each other face to face, he couldn't pretend he wasn't tempted to kiss her. But it wasn't right. He didn't even know his story. He couldn't play like that with her emotions. Drew rolled her eyes. Let me help you decide, sweetheart.
You can do better. A guy with your good looks and obvious talent? But she didn't look at him. She looked at the place directly above his head. You're waiting for the sign, he guessed. Like what popped over Leo's head. A what? No! Ok... Yes. I mean, from what I hear, you're pretty strong, right? You're going to be important in camp, so I think your parent is going to demand you
right now. And I'd like to see that. I want to be with you every step of the way! So is your father or mom a god? Please tell me it's not your mom. I hate it if you were Aphrodite's child. Why? Then you'd be my big brother, stupid. You can't date someone in your quarters. Yuck! But aren't all the gods connected? Jason asked. So isn't everyone here your cousin or something? Aren't
you cute! The sweet, pious side of your family doesn't count except your parents. So someone from the other cabin is fair game. So who is your pious parent- mom or dad? As usual, Jason had no answer. He looked up, but no glowing sign popped over his head. At the top of the Big House, the mehwan is still pointing his direction that the bronze eagle is blatant, as it were to say,
turn around, kid, while you still can. Then he heard footsteps on the porch. No, don't follow in the footsteps of the hoof. Chiron! Drew called. It's Jason. He's absolutely stunning! Jason backed up so fast he almost tripped. The blurr corner of the porch was a man on horseback. Except he wasn't on horseback, he was part of the horse. From the waist he was a man with curly brown
hair and a well-trimmed beard. He was wearing a T-shirt with the inscription World's Best Centaur, and had a quiver and bow tied to his back. His head was so high he had to duck to avoid the porch lights because from the waist down, he was a white stallion. Chiron began to smile at Jason. Then the color sliding off his face. You will... The eyes of the centaur flashed like the eyes
of a cornered animal. You have to be dead. Chiron ordered Jason -- well, invited, but it sounded like an order to go inside. He told Drew in her hut, of which Drew was not happy. The centaur ran to an empty wheelchair on the porch. He slipped slipped his quiver and bow and back up on the chair, which opened like a magician's box. Chiron gently entered him with his hind legs and
began scrunching himself into a space that must have been too small. Jason imagined the reverse noises of the truck - the beep, the beep, the beep - when the lower half of the centaur disappeared and the chair folded up, jumping out a set of fake human legs covered in a blanket, so Chiron was an ordinary guy in a wheelchair. Follow me, he ordered. We have lemonade. The
living room looked as if it had been swallowed by a rainforest. The vines curved up the walls and through the ceiling, which Jason found a little strange. He didn't think the plants grew so inside, especially in winter, but it was leafy green and bursting with bundles of red grapes. Leather sofas collided with a stone fireplace with a crack of fire. Wedged in one corner, the old Pac-Man
style arcade game beeps and blinks. On the walls was installed an assortment of masks - emoticons /gloomy Greek theatrical types, feathered masks Mardi Gras, Venetian masks Carnevale with large beak-like noses, carved wooden masks from Africa. The vines grew through their mouths so they seemed to be leafy tongues. Some have red grapes bulging through their eye
holes. But the strangest thing was the head of a stuffed leopard over the fireplace. It looked so real, his eyes seemed to follow Jason. Then he snarled, and Jason almost popped out of his skin. Now, Seymour, Chiron chiroded. Jason's a friend. Act. This thing is alive! Jason said. Chiron rummaged through the side pocket of the wheelchair and brought a package of Snausages.
He threw one leopard, who cut it off and licked his lips. You have to excuse the decor, Chiron said. It was all a singing of the sort of gift from our old director before it was recalled to Mount Olympus. He thought it would help us remember him. Mr. Dee has a strange sense of humor. Mr. D, Jason said. Dionysus? Mmm Hmm. Chiron poured lemonade, though his hands trembled a
little. As for Seymour, well, Mr. D freed him from the sale of a Long Island garage. The leopard is Mr. Dee's sacred animal, you see, and Mr. Dee was shocked that someone was going to hit such a noble creature. He decided to give him life, on the basis that life as a mounted head is better than no life at all. I must say that this is a kinder fate than the previous owner Seymour
received. Seymour bared his fangs and sniffed the air as if hunting for more Snausages. If he's just a head, Jason said, where does the food go when he eats? It's better not to ask, Chiron said. Please sit down. Jason took the lemonade, even though his stomach was fling. Chiron sat down in a wheelchair and tried to smile, but Jason could say it was forced. The old man's eyes
were as deep and dark as wells. So, Jason, he said, could you tell me where you're from? I wish I knew. Jason told him. story, from waking up on a bus to emergency landing at camp camp He saw no point in hiding the details, and Chiron was a good listener. He did not react to this story, other than to nod encouragingly for more. When Jason was done, the old man was sipping
lemonade. I see, Chiron said. And you should have questions for me. Only one, Jason confessed. What did you mean when you said I should be dead? Chiron studied him with anxiety, as if he were expecting Jason to burst into flames. My boy, do you know what these marks on your arm mean? The color of your shirt? Do you remember anything? Jason looked at the tattoo on
his forearm: SRSD, eagle, twelve straight lines. No, he said. No problem. Do you know where you are? Chiron asked. Do you know what this place is and who I am? Page 12 Page 12 You Chiron Centaur, said Jason. I'm guessing you're the same old story that coached Greek heroes like Hercules. This is a camp for demigods, children of the Olympic gods. So you think these
gods still exist? Yes, Jason said immediately. I mean, I don't think we should worship them or sacrifice chickens to them or anything, but they're still around because they are a powerful part of civilization. They moved from country to country as the center of power shifts as they moved from ancient Greece to Rome. I couldn't have said it better. Something in Chiron's voice has
changed. So you already know the gods are real. You've already argued, haven't you? Maybe, Jason replied. I'm not quite sure. Seymour the leopard snarled. Chiron was waiting, and Jason realized what had just happened. The Centaur switched to another language, and Jason realized automatically responding in the same language. Kwias Erat-Jason faltered and then made a
conscious effort to speak English. What was that? You know Latin, Chiron said. Most demigods recognize a few phrases, of course. It's in their blood, but not as much as the ancient Greek. No one can speak Latin fluently without practice. Jason tried to wrap his mind around what it meant, but too many parts were missing in his memory. He still had the feeling that he shouldn't be
here. It was wrong and dangerous. But at least Chiron didn't threaten. In fact the centaur seemed to be worried for him, fearing for his safety. The fire reverberated in Chiron's eyes, forcing them to dance capriciously. I taught your namesake, you know, the original Jason. He had a hard way. I've seen a lot of heroes come and go. Sometimes they have a happy ending. Basically,
they don't. It breaks my heart like losing a child every time one of my students dies. But you're not like any student I've ever taught. Your presence here could be a disaster. Thank you, Jason said. You must be an inspirational teacher. Sorry, my boy. But it's true. I was hoping that after the success of Percy - Percy Jackson, you mean. Annabeth's boyfriend, the one who's missing.
Chiron nodded. I was hoping that after he in the war of Titan and saved the mountain mountain we can have peace. I could enjoy one final triumph, a happy ending, and perhaps retire quietly. I should have known better. The last chapter is approaching as before. The worst is yet to come. In the corner, the arcade game made a sad drinking-drinking-drink-drink sound like Pac-Man
had just died. Oh, ok, Jason said. So the last chapter happened before, the worst is yet to come. Sounds funny, but can we go back to the part where I'm supposed to be dead? I don't like that part. I'm afraid I can't explain my boy. I swore on the River Styx and on all the sacred things I would never have... Chiron frowned. But you're here, in violation of the same oath. This, too,
should not be possible. I don't understand. Who would do that? Someone's Seymour the leopard howled. His mouth froze, half open. The arcade game stopped honking. The fire stopped crackling, its flame hardens like a red glass. The masks stared silently at Jason with his grotesque grape eyes and leafy tongues. Chiron? Jason asked. What's going on - The old centaur is
frozen, too. Jason jumped off the couch, but Chiron continued to look at the same place, his mouth open in the middle of the sentence. His eyes didn't blink. His chest doesn't move. Jason, the voice said. At a terrible moment, he thought the leopard was talking. Then a dark mist boiled out of Seymour's mouth, and Jason came to the name of an even worse thought: stormy spirits.
He grabbed the gold coin from his pocket. With a quick flip, he turned into a sword. The fog took the form of a woman in black robes. Her face was hooded, but her eyes glowed in the dark. On her shoulders she was wearing a goatee cloak. Jason wasn't sure how he knew it was a goat's kina, but he found out and knew it was important. Would you attack your patron? the woman
chided. Her voice echoed in Jason's head. Put the sword down. Who are you? He demanded it. How you are - Our time is limited, Jason. My prison is getting stronger by the hour. It took me a full month to gather enough energy to work even the smallest magic through their connections. I managed to bring you here, but now I have little time left, and even less power. This may be
the last time I can talk to you. Are you in jail? Jason decided that maybe he wouldn't drop his sword. Look, I don't know you, and you're not my patron. You know me, she insisted. I've known you since you were born. I don't remember. I don't remember anything. No, you don't, she said yes. It was also necessary. Once upon a time, your father gave me his life as a gift to calm my
anger. He named you Jason after my beloved mortal. You belong to me. Wow, Jason said. I don't belong to anyone. Now is the time to pay her debt, she said. Get my prison. Free me, or their king rises from the earth, and I will be destroyed. You will never receive your memory. Is that a threat? Have you taken my memories? You have time before sunset on the solstice, Four short
days. Don't push me. The dark woman dissolved, and the mist curled in in Mouth. It's a warm-up time. Seymour's howls turned into a cough, as if he had sucked a hair ball. The fire crackled to life, the arcade machine signaled, and Chiron said, Dare to bring you here? Probably a lady in a fog, Jason suggested. Chiron looked up with surprise. Aren't you just sitting ... Why do you
have a sword drawn? I hate telling you this, Jason said, but I think your leopard just ate the goddess. He told Chiron about a frozen visit, a dark foggy figure that disappeared into Seymour's mouth. Oh, darling, Chiron muttered. That explains a lot. Then why don't you explain me a lot? Jason said. You are welcome. Before Chiron could say anything, the steps reverberated on the
porch outside. The front door swung open, and Annabeth and another red-haired girl broke in, dragging Piper between them. Piper's head lolled as she was unconscious. What happened? Jason rushed. What's wrong with her? Gera's cabin, Annabeth gasped, as if they had fled all the way. Vision. Not good. The red-haired girl looked up, and Jason saw that she was crying. I
think... The red-haired girl swallowed. I think I may have killed her. JASON AND REDHEAD, who introduced herself as Rachel, put Piper on the couch while Annabeth rushed down the hallway to get a first aid kit. Piper was still breathing, but she didn't wake up. She seemed to be in some kind of coma. We have to heal her, Jason insisted. There's a way, isn't it? Seeing her so
pale, barely breathing, Jason felt a rush of protectiveness. Maybe he didn't know her. Maybe she wasn't his girlfriend. But they outlived the Grand Canyon together. They'd get to that. He left it for a while, and it happened. Chiron put his hand on her forehead and grimaced. Her mind is in a fragile state. Rachel, what happened? I wish I knew, she said. As soon as I got to the camp,
I had a hunch about Hera's cabin. I went inside. Annabeth and Piper came while I was there. We talked, and then -- I just got ready. Annabeth said I spoke in a different voice. Prophecy? Chiron asked. No, no, no, no, no, no, no, Delphi's spirit comes from within. I know what it's like. It was like a long distance, the power trying to talk through me. Annabeth ran with a leather bag.
She knelt next to Piper. Chiron, what happened there -- I've never seen anything like it. I heard Rachel's prophecy. It was different. She sounded like an old woman. She grabbed Piper by the shoulders and said to her, Release her from prison? Jason figured it out. Annabeth looked at him. How do you know that? Chiron made a three-finger gesture over his heart as a ward against
evil. Jason, tell them. Chiron leaked a drop from a vial of medication into Piper's mouth while Jason explained what happened when the room froze a dark foggy woman who claimed to be Jason's patron. When it was done, no one said that made it more disturbing. So how it happens happens he asked. Supernatural phone calls from convicts demanding that you bust them out of
prison? Your patron, Annabeth said. Not your pious parent? No, she said to the patron. She also said my father gave her my life. Annabeth frowned. I've never heard anything like it before. You said the stormy spirit on the skyvale -- he claimed to be working for some mistress who gave him orders, right? Maybe this woman you saw was messing with your mind? I don't think so,
Jason said. If she were my enemy, why would she ask for my help? She's in jail. She worries that some enemy is getting stronger. Something about the king rising from the earth on the solstice - Annabeth turned to Chiron. Not Kronos. Please tell me that's not the point. The centaur looked miserable. He held Piper by the wrist, checking her pulse. Finally he said: It is not Kronos.
This threat has been terminated. But... But what? Annabeth asked. Chiron closed the bag of medicine. Piper needs a break. We should discuss it later. Or now, Jason said. Sir, Mr. Chiron, you told me that the biggest threat was coming. The last chapter. You can't mean anything worse than an army of titans, can you? Oh, Rachel said in a small voice. Oh, darling. This woman was
Hera. Of course. Her quarters, her voice. She showed herself to Jason at the same time. Gera? Annabeth's snarl was even more brutal than Seymour's. Did she take you on? Did she do it to Piper? I think Rachel is right, Jason said. This woman seemed like a goddess. And she wore this goatee cloak. It's a Juno symbol, isn't it? This is? Annabeth frowned. I've never heard that.
Chiron nodded reluctantly. From Juneau, the Roman aspect of Hera, in its most belligerent state. The goat's-skin cloak was a symbol of a Roman soldier. So Hera's in jail? Rachel asked. Who could do this to the queen of the gods? Page 13 Page 13 Annabeth crossed hands. Well, whoever they are, maybe we should thank them. If they can shut up Hera - Annabeth, Chiron
warned, she is still one of the Olympians. In many ways, she has the glue that keeps the family of gods together. If it has indeed been imprisoned and is in danger of being destroyed, it could shake the foundations of peace. This can untangle the stability of Olympus, which is never great even at the best of times. And if Hera asked Jason for help, well, Annabeth grumbled. Well,
we know titans can capture God, right? Atlas captured Artemis a few years ago. And in old stories, the gods have captured each other in traps all the time. But something worse than Titan ... ? Jason looked at the leopard's head. Seymour smacks his lips like a goddess tastier than Snausage. Hera said she tried to break through her prison bonds for a month. How long Olympus
was closed, said Annabeth. So the gods need to know that something bad is going on. But why her energy to send me here? Jason asked. She wiped my memory, plopped me in School trip, and sent you a vision of a dream come to pick me up. Why am I so important? Why not just send an extraordinary flash to the other gods, let them know where it is so they bust her? Gods
need heroes to come forward here on earth, Rachel said. That's right, isn't it? Their destinies are always intertwined with demigods. It's true, Annabeth said, but Jason is right. Why him? Why take his memory? And Piper is involved somehow, Rachel said. Hera sent her the same message. And, Annabeth, this must be something important with Percy's disappearance. Annabeth
fixed her eyes at Chiron. Why are you so quiet, Chiron? What do we face? the face of the old centaur looked as if it was aged ten in a matter of minutes. The lines around his eyes were deeply engraved. My darling, in this, I can't help you. I am so sorry. Annabeth blinked. You never ... You never kept the information from me. Even the last great prophecy: I will be in my office. His
voice was heavy. I need some time to think before dinner. Rachel, are you going to look after the girl? Call Argus to take her to the infirmary if you want. And Annabeth, you should talk to Jason. Tell him about the Greek and Roman gods. But... The centaur turned the wheelchair and rolled down the hallway. Annabeth's eyes were tumultuous. She muttered something in Greek,
and Jason got the feeling that it wasn't free in reference to the centaurs. I'm sorry, Jason said. I think my time is here, I don't know. I somehow ruined everything when I came to the camp. Chiron said he took an oath and couldn't talk about it. What oath? Annabeth demanded. I've never seen him act that way. And why would he tell me to talk to you about the gods... Her voice
trailed off. Apparently, she just noticed Jason's sword sitting on a coffee table. She touched the blade gently as it can be hot. Is it gold? She said. Do you remember where you got it? No, Jason replied. Like I said, I don't remember anything. Annabeth nodded as if she had just come up with a rather desperate plan. If Chiron doesn't help, we have to find out for ourselves. What does
it mean ... Cabin Fifteenth. Rachel, will you be watching Piper? Of course, Rachel promised. Good luck, you two. Hold on, Jason said. What's in the cockpit fifteen? Annabeth stood there. Maybe a way to get your memory back. They headed for a newer wing cabin in the southwest corner of the green. Some were fancy, with glowing walls or flaming torches, but Cabin Fifteen
wasn't so dramatic. It was like an old-fashioned prairie house with mud walls and a peak roof. There was a wreath of crimson flowers - red poppies - on the door, Jason thought, though he wasn't sure how he knew. Do you think it's my parents' cabin? He asked. No, Annabeth replied. It's a cabin for Hypnos, the god of sleep. Then why -- you've forgotten everything, She is. If there's
a god who can help us understand memory loss, it's Hypnos. Hypnos. despite the fact that it was almost lunchtime, the three children slept soundly under piles of covers. Warm fire crackled in the hearth. Above the mantelpiece hung a branch of wood, each branch dripped white liquid into the collection of tin bowls. Jason was tempted to catch a drop on his finger just to see what it
was, but he kept himself back. Soft violin music played from somewhere. The air smelled like fresh laundry. The cabin was so cozy and peaceful that Jason's eyelids began to feel heavy. Sleep sounded like a great idea. He was exhausted. There were plenty of empty beds, all with feather cushions and fresh sheets and fluffy blankets and Anabeth nudged it. Get out of it. Jason
blinked. He realized that his knees had started to buckle. Cabin Fifteen does it for everyone, Annabeth warned. If you ask me, this place is even more dangerous than the Ares cabin. At least with Ares, you can find out where the mines are. Landmines? She went up to the guy's nearest snoring and shook his shoulder. Clovis! Wake up! The guy looked like a cow. He had a light
beam of hair on his wedge-shaped head, with thick features and a thick neck. His body was chunky, but he spindly small hands as he never lifted anything heavier than a pillow. Clovis! Annabeth shook harder and then finally tapped into his forehead about six times. Wh-wh-what? Clovis complained, sitting down and squinting. He yawned very much, and as Annabeth and Jason
yawned too. Stop it! Annabeth said. We need your help. I was asleep. You always sleep. Good night. Before he could aside, Annabeth yanked the pillow out of bed. It's not fair, Clovis meekly complained. Give. First aid, Annabeth said. Then sleep. Clovis sighed. His breath smelled of warm milk. Ok. A what? Annabeth spoke about Jason's problem. From time to time she flicked
her fingers under Clovis' nose so he wouldn't sleep. Clovis must have been very excited, because when Annabeth was over, he didn't go away. He actually stood and stretched and then blinked at Jason. So you don't remember anything, do you? Just an experience, Jason said. Feelings like ... Yes? Clovis said. As I know, I shouldn't be here. In this camp. I'm in danger. Hmm.
Close your eyes. Jason glanced at Annabeth, but she nodded reassuringly. Jason feared he would end up snoring in one of the bunks forever, but he closed his eyes. His thoughts became gloomy, as if he were plunging into a dark lake. The next thing he knew, his eyes were snapped up. He was sitting in a chair by the fire. Clovis and Annabeth knelt beside him. Seriously, good,
Clovis said. What happened? Jason said. How long- just a few minutes, said Annabeth. But it was tense. You're almost dissolved. Jason hoped she didn't mean literally, but her expression was solemn. Usually, Clovis said, memories are lost for a reason. They sink beneath the surface like dreams, and with a good sleep, I can bring them back. But ... Let? Annabeth asked. No,
Clovis replied. Not even Letha. Let? Jason asked. Clovis pointed to a branch of tree dripping milk drops over the fireplace. The Lete River in the underworld. It dissolves your memories, wipes your mind clean constantly. This is a branch of the poplar from the Underworld, dipped into oblivion. It's a symbol of my father, Hypnos. Fly is not a place where you want to swim. Annabeth
nodded. Percy went there once. He told me he was strong enough to wipe Titan's mind. Jason was suddenly glad he didn't touch the branch. But... that's not my problem? No, Clovis agreed. Your mind was not destroyed, and your memories were not buried. They were stolen. The fire was cracking. Water drops by Lete, poured into tin cups on the mantelpiece. One of the other
hypnos campers muttered in a dream something about the duck. Stolen, Jason said. As? God, Clovis said. Only God will have such power. We know what, Jason said. It was Juno. But how did she do it, and why? Clovis scratched his neck. Juneau? He means Hera, Annabeth said. For some reason, Jason likes Roman names. Hmm, Clovis said. A what? Jason asked. Does that
mean anything? Hmm, Clovis said again, and this time Jason realized he was snoring. Clovis! He was screaming. A what? A what? His eyes fluttered. We talked about pillows, didn't we? No, gods. I remember. Greek and Roman. Of course, it could be important. But they are the same gods, Annabeth said. Just different names. Not really, Clovis said. Jason was sitting forward,
now very awake. What do you mean, not really? Well... Clovis yawned. Some gods are only Roman. Like Janus, or Pompona. But even the main Greek gods are not only their names that changed when they moved to Rome. Their appearance has changed. Their attributes have changed. They even had slightly different personalities. But... Annabeth faltered. Okay, so maybe
people have seen them differently over the centuries. It doesn't change who they are. Of course he does. Clovis started nodding, and Jason cut off his fingers under his nose. Come on, Mum! He squealed. I mean... Yes, I don't sleep. So, uh, personalities. The gods are changing to reflect their host cultures. You know that, Annabeth. I mean, these days, zevs loves tailored
costumes, reality SHOWS, and that Chinese food place on East Twenty Eighth Street, right? It was the same in Roman times, and the gods were Roman almost as long as they were Greeks. It was a big empire that lasted for centuries. So of course their Roman aspects are still a big part of their character. Makes sense, Jason said. Annabeth shook her head, puzzled. But how do
you know all this, Clovis? Page 14 Page 14 Oh, I spend a lot of time dreaming. I see gods there all the time - always changing shapes. Dreams are fluid, you know. You can be in different places at the same time, constantly changing your identity. It's very much like being a god, really. As recently as I am I watched a Michael Jackson concert and then I was on stage with Michael
Jackson and we sang this duet and I couldn't remember the words for My Girl. Oh, man, it was so embarrassing, I-Clovis, Annabeth interrupted. Back to Rome? Yes, Rome, Clovis said. That's why we call the gods our Greek names, because it's their original form. But to say that their Roman aspects are exactly the same is not true. In Rome, they became more militant. They didn't
mix much with mortals. They were tougher, more powerful - the gods of the empire. Like the dark side of the gods? Annabeth asked. Not exactly, Clovis said. They championed discipline, honor, strength- good stuff, then, Jason said. For some reason he felt the need to speak for the Roman gods, though he was not sure why it was important to him. I mean, discipline is important,
isn't it? This is what made Rome last so long. Clovis gave him a curious look. It's true. But the Roman gods were not very friendly. For example, my dad, Hypnos ... it did not do much other than sleep in Greek times. In roman times it was called Somnus. He liked to kill people who weren't on the lookout at work. If they nodded at the wrong time, boom - they never woke up. He
killed the helmsman of Aeneer as they sailed from Troy. He's a good guy, Annabeth said. But I still don't understand what this has to do with Jason. Not me, Clovis said. But if Hera took your memory, only she could get it back. And if I had to meet the queen of the gods, I'd hope she was more in Hera's mood than Juno's. Can I go back to sleep now? Annabeth stared at the branch
above the fire, dripping lete's water into the cups. She looked so excited, Jason wondered if she was considering a drink to forget about her problems. Then she got up and threw Clovis pillow. Thank you, Clovis. See you at dinner. Can I get room service? Clovis yawned and stumbled upon his bunk. I feel like ... zzzz ... He collapsed with his butt in the air and his face buried in a
pillow. Won't he suffocate? Jason asked. He'll be fine, Annabeth said. But I'm starting to think you're in serious trouble. PIPER DREAMED about her last day with her father. They were on the beach near Big Sur, resting from surfing. The morning was so perfect, Piper knew that something went wrong soon-a-rabid horde of paparazzi, or maybe a great white shark attack. In no case
could her luck be held back. But so far they have had great waves, cloudy skies, and a mile from the ocean completely to themselves. Dad found this out-of-the-way place, rented a villa overlooking the beach and properties on both sides, and somehow managed to keep it a secret. If he had stayed there too long, Piper knew the photographers would find him. They've always done
that. Good work there, Pipes. He gave her the smile he was known for: perfect teeth, dimpled chin, flickering in dark eyes that always made adult women scream and ask him to sign their bodies in a constant constant (Seriously, Piper was thinking of getting a life.) His cropped black hair glistened with salt water. You'd rather hang ten. Piper blushed with pride, though she
suspected that Dad was just cute. She still spent most of her time destroying. It took a special talent to run on to yourself with a surfboard. Her father was a natural surfer who didn't make sense since he was raised by a poor kid in Oklahoma, hundreds of miles from the ocean, but he was awesome at curls. Piper would have given up surfing long ago, except that she let her spend
time with him. She didn't have many ways to do it. Sandwich? Dad dug into the picnic basket his chef, Arnaud, made. Let's see: turkey pesto, crabcake wasabi-ah, Piper special. Peanut butter and jelly. She took a sandwich, though her stomach was too upset to eat. She always asked PBK J. Piper to be a vegetarian first. She's been since they drove past this slaughterhouse in
Chino, and the smell made her insides want to go outside. But it was for a reason. PBY was a simple meal, as an ordinary child would have for lunch. Sometimes she pretended that her father actually did it for her, not a personal chef from France who liked to wrap a sandwich in gold leaf paper with a light bulb rather than a toothpick. Can't anything be simple? That's why she gave
up the fashionable clothes that dad always offered, designer shoes, trips to the salon. She cut her hair with plastic safety garfield scissors, deliberately making it uneven. She preferred to wear bit sneakers, jeans, a T-shirt and her old Polartec jacket from the time they went snowboarding. And she hated snobbish private schools, which Dad thought were good for her. She kept
getting herself kicked out. He kept finding more schools. Yesterday, she pulled out her biggest heist yet driving that lent a BMW from a dealership. She had to pull more trick each time because it took more and more to get Dad's attention. Now she regretted it. Dad didn't know yet. She wanted to tell him that morning. Then he surprised her with this trip, and she couldn't destroy it.
Was it the first time they've spent a day together in three months? What happened? He gave her the soda. Daddy, there's something. It's a serious face. Ready for any three questions? They played this game for years - her father's way of staying in touch in no time. They could ask each other any three questions. Nothing outside and you had to answer honestly. The rest of the
time Dad promised to stay away from her business, which was easy, as he was never there. Piper knew that most children would find a KK like this with their parents completely humiliating. But she was looking forward to it. It was like surfing - not easy, but a way to feel she actually was a father. First question, she said. Mom. It's no surprise. That's always been one of her themes.
Her father shrugged his shoulders with resignation. Resignation. Do you want to know, Piper? I told you she was gone. I don't know why, or where she went. After you were born, she just left. I never heard from her again. Do you think she's still alive? It wasn't a real question. Dad was allowed to say he didn't know. But she wanted to hear him respond. He was looking at the waves.
Your grandfather Tom, he said, he told me that if you had gone far enough to sunset, you would have come to Ghost Country, where you could talk to the dead. He said that a long time ago, you could bring back the dead; but then humanity messed up. Well, it's a long story. As the land of the dead for the Greeks, Piper remembered. It was in the west. And Orpheus -- he was
trying to get his wife back. Dad nodded. A year earlier, he played the greatest role of the ancient Greek king. Piper helped him explore myths - all these old stories about people who turned to stone and cooked in lava lakes. They had fun reading together and it made Piper's life seem not too bad. For a while she felt closer to her father, but like everyone else, it did not last long. A
lot of similarities between Greek and Cherokee, Dad agreed. I wonder what your grandfather would think if he saw us now, sitting at the end of the western land. He'll probably think we're ghosts. So you're saying you believe these stories? Do you think Mom's dead? His eyes were watered, and Piper saw the sadness behind them. She thought that's why women were so attracted
to him. At first glance, he seemed confident and strong, but his eyes held so much sadness. women wanted to find out why. They wanted to comfort him, and they never could. Dad said Piper is a Cherokee thing -- they all have that darkness inside them from generations of pain and suffering. But Piper thought it was for a reason. I don't believe in history, he said. They are
interesting to say, but if I really believed in a ghost country, or animal spirits, or Greek gods ... I don't think I can sleep at night. I've always been looking for someone to blame. Someone to blame for Grandpa Tom dying of lung cancer, Piper thought, before Dad got famous and had money to help. For Mom - the only woman he ever loved - to throw him without even a goodbye
note, leaving him with a newborn girl he wasn't ready to take care of. For being so successful but still not happy. I don't know if she's alive,' he said. But I think she might as well be in the ghost country, Piper. She's not coming back. If I believed in the opposite ... I don't think I can handle it either. Behind them opened the car door. Piper turned, and her heart sank. Jane walked
towards them in her business suit, staggering across the sand in high heels, her PDA in hand. The look on her face was partly irritated, partly triumphant, and Piper knew she was in contact with the police. Please fall, Piper prayed. If there is any animal spirit or Greek god who can help, make Jane take I'm not asking for a permanent permanent just knock her out for the rest of the
day, please? But Jane kept moving forward. Daddy, Piper said quickly. Something happened yesterday... But he saw Jane, too. He's already reconstructed his business face. Jane wouldn't be here if it wasn't serious. The studio manager called the project failed, or Piper messed up again. We'll get back to that, Pipes, he promised. I'd rather see what Jane wants. You know how
she is. Yes Piper knew. Dad trudged across the sand to meet her. Piper couldn't hear them talking, but she didn't need to. She read her face well. Jane gave him facts about the stolen car, sometimes pointing to Piper as she was a disgusting pet who whistled on the carpet. Dad's energy and enthusiasm were depleted. He gestured for Jane to wait. Then he went back to Piper. She
could not stand that look into his eyes as she betrayed his trust. You told me you'd try, Piper, he said. Dad, I hate this school. I can't do it. I wanted to tell you about the BMW, but -- They ruled you out, he said. The car, Piper? Next year you're sixteen. I'll buy you any car you want. How could you: You mean Jane would buy me a car? Piper demanded. She couldn't believe anything
with herself. The anger just fell and spilled out of it. Dad, just listen again. Don't make me wait for you to ask your stupid three questions. I want to go to regular school. I want you to take me to my parents' party, not Jane's. Or homeschool me! I learned so much when we read about Greece together. We could do it all the time! We could- Page 15 Page 15 Don't do it about me, her
father said. I'm doing everything I can, Piper. We had this conversation. No, she thought. You interrupted that conversation. For years. Her father sighed. Jane spoke to the police, brokering the deal. The dealer will not press charges, but you must agree to go to a boarding school in Nevada. They specialize in problems ... children with severe problems. That's who I am. Problem.
Piper... You said you'd try. You let me down. I don't know what else to do. Do something, she said. But do it yourself! Don't let Jane handle it for you. You can't just send me away. Dad looked at the picnic basket. His sandwich sat unsized on a piece of gold leaf paper. They were planning for a day in the surf. Now it has been destroyed. Piper couldn't believe he'd really succumb to
Jane's wishes. Not now. Not on something as huge as a boarding school. Go to her, Dad said. She has the details. Dad... He turned away, looking at the ocean as he could see all the way to the ghost country. Piper promised herself she wouldn't cry. She headed up the beach to Jane, who smiled coldly and held a plane ticket. As usual, she's already arranged. Piper was just
another problem of the day that Jane can check your list. Piper's dream has changed. She stood on top of the mountain at night, the city lights flickered below. In front of her, a fire broke out. Fire. flames seemed to cast more shadows than light, but the heat was so intense her clothes steamed. This is your second warning, rumbled a voice so powerful that it shook the earth. Piper
heard that voice used to be in her dreams. She tried to convince herself that it wasn't as scary as she remembered, but it was worse. Behind the fire from the darkness loomed a huge face. He seemed to hover over the flames, but Piper knew it must be connected to a huge body. The rough features may have been carved out of the rock. The face hardly seemed alive, except for
his piercing white eyes like raw diamonds, and his gruesome frame of dreadlocks braided with human bones. He smiled, and Piper trembled. You'll do what you're told, the giant said. You're going to go in search. Make our bets and you can leave alive. Otherwise - He gestured one way from the fire. Piper's father was unconscious, tied to a coke. She tried to cry. She wanted to call
her father and demand that the giant let him go, but her voice wouldn't work. I'll watch, the giant said. Serve me, and you both live. You have the word Enceladus. Fail me ... Well, I've slept for millennia, young demigods. I'm very hungry. Fail, and I'll eat well. The giant roared with laughter. The earth was shaking. Piper's legs opened a gap, and she fell into darkness. She woke up
feeling that she had been trampled by an Irish steppe dance troupe. Her breasts hurt and she could barely breathe. She reached out and covered her hand around the handle of the dagger that Annabeth had given her: Catoptris, Elena Troy. So Camp Half-Blood wasn't a dream. How are you feeling? Someone asked. Piper tried to focus. She was lying in bed with a white curtain
on one side, like in a nurse's office. This red-haired girl, Rachel Dare, was sitting next to her. On the wall was a cartoon poster of a satire that looked alarming as a Hedge trainer with a thermometer sticking out of his mouth. The caption read: Don't let the disease get a goat! Where Piper's Voice died when she saw the guy at the door. He looked like a typical Californian surfer buff
and tan, blond hair, wearing shorts and a T-shirt. But he had hundreds of blue eyes all over his body - along his arms, down his legs, and all over his face. Even his feet had eyes looking at her from behind the straps of his sandals. This is Argus, Rachel said, our chief of security. He just keeps an eye on things ... So to speak. Argus nodded. The eye on the chin winked. Where to?
Piper tried again, but she felt like she was talking through a sip of cotton. You're in the Big House, Rachel said. Camp offices. We brought you here when you passed out. You grabbed me, Piper remembered. Hera's voice: I'm sorry about that,' Rachel said. Believe me, it wasn't my idea to master. Chiron healed you with some nectar- Nectar? Drink of the gods. In small amounts, it
heals demigods if it doesn't-oh-burn you to the ground. Fun. Rachel sat forward. Do you remember your vision? Piper had a moment of fear, thinking she meant a dream about a giant. Then she realized that Rachel was talking about what happened in Hera's hut. There's something wrong with the goddess, Piper said. She told me to free her as she was trapped. She mentioned the
earth, swallowing us, and fiery, and something about the solstice. In the corner, Argus made a rumbling sound in his chest. His eyes all fluttered at once. Hera created Argus, Rachel explained. It is actually very sensitive when it comes to its safety. We're trying to keep him from crying because last time it happened... Well, it caused quite a flood. Argus sniffed. He grabbed a handful
of Kleenex from the nightstand and began dabbing his eyes all over his body. So... Piper tried not to watch Argus wipe the tears from his elbows. What happened to Hero? We're not sure, Rachel said. Annabeth and Jason were here for you, by the way. Jason didn't want to leave you, but Annabeth had an idea - something that could restore his memories. This is... That's great.
Was Jason here for her? She wanted her to be conscious for this. But if he brings back his memories, will it be good? She still hoped they really knew each other. She didn't want their relationship to be just a mist trick. Don't get yourself, she thought. If she was going to save her father, it didn't matter if Jason liked her or not. He will hate her eventually. Everyone's going to be here.
She looked at the ceremonial dagger strapped to her side. Annabeth said it was a sign of power and status, but was not usually used in combat. All the show and no substance. A fake like Piper. And his name was Katoptris, looking glass. She did not dare to untangle it again, for she could not see her own reflection. Don't worry. Rachel squeezed her hand. Jason seems like a
good guy. He also had a vision very similar to yours. Whatever happens to Hero, I think you two should work together. Rachel smiled as it was good news, but Piper's spirits plunged even further. She thought that unnamed people would be involved in this search, whatever it was. Now Rachel basically told her: Good news! Not only does your father hold a ransom from a
cannibalistic giant, you also get to betray the guy you like! How cool is that? Hey, Rachel said. You don't have to cry. You'll figure it out. Piper wiped her eyes trying to gain control of herself. It wasn't like her. It had to be tough - a hardened car thief, the scourge of L.A. private schools. Here she is, crying like a child. How can you know what I've encountered? Rachel shrugged. I
know it's a tough choice and your options aren't great. Like I said, I get guesswork sometimes. But you'll be prepared at the stake. I'm pretty sure. When you know who your pious parent is, things can be clearer. Clearer, Piper thought. Not necessarily better. She sat down Bed. Her forehead ached as someone drove a thorn between her eyes. Your mother can't be returned, her
father told her. But apparently today, her mom can claim it. The first time, Piper wasn't sure he wanted it. I hope it's Athena. She looked up, afraid Rachel might make fun of her, but the oracle just smiled. Piper, I don't blame you. Truthfully? I think Annabeth is hoping for that, too. You guys are very similar. The comparison made Piper feel even more guilty. Another hunch? You
don't know anything about me. You'd be surprised. You just say that because you're an oracle, aren't you? You must sound mysterious. Rachel laughed. Don't hand out my secrets, Piper. And don't worry. Things will work, just maybe not the way you plan. It doesn't make me feel better. Somewhere in the distance the end-horn blew. Argus grumbled and opened the door. Dinner?
Piper figured it out. You slept, Rachel said. Time for a campfire. Let's find out who you are. THE WHOLE IDEA OF THE CAMPFIRE SCARED PIPER OUT. It made her think of that huge purple bonfire in her sleep, and her father tied to a cola. What she got instead was almost as scary: singing along. The steps of the amphitheatre were carved in the side of the hill, facing the stone
fire pit. Fifty or sixty children filled the ranks grouped into groups under various banners. Piper spotted Jason in the front next to Annabeth. Leo was nearby, sitting with a bunch of burly-looking campers under a steel grey banner adorned with a hammer. Standing in front of a fire, half a dozen holidaymakers with guitars and strange, old-fashioned harps- lyra? They jumped around,
singing a song about armor, something about how their grandmother dressed for the war. Everyone sang with them and made gestures for armor and joked. It was quite possibly the strangest thing Piper had ever seen -- one of those bonfire songs that would've been utterly embarrassing in daylight; but in the dark, with everyone involved, it was a bit banal and fun. As the energy
level got higher, the flame did too, turning from red to red to gold. Finally the song ended in applause. The guy on the horse is trotting up. At least in the flickering light Piper thought he was a guy on a horse. Then she realized it was a centaur - his lower half of a white stallion, his upper half of a middle-aged guy with curly hair and a trimmed beard. He was brandishing a spear
pierced with toasted marshmallows. Very nice! And a special welcome for our new arrivals. I'm Chiron, the camp's director of activity, and I'm glad you all came here alive and with most of your limbs attached. In a minute, I promise we'll get to the s'mores, but first - What about capturing the flag? Someone was screaming. A rumble broke out among some children in armor, sitting
under a red banner bearing the emblem of a boar's head. Page 16 Page 16 Yes, said the Centaur. I know, Ise. keen to get back into the woods for our regular games. And kill people! One of them shouted. However, Chiron said, until the dragon is under control, it will not be possible. Cabin Nine, anything to report about it? He turned to Leo's band. Leo winked at Piper and shot her
with a gun. The girl next to him was standing awkwardly. She was wearing an army jacket, very similar to Leo's jacket, with hair covered in a red bandana. We're working on it. More grumbling. How, Nissa? Aurs the child demanded. It's very hard, she said. Nissa sat down for a lot of screaming and complaining, which caused the fire to spray erratically. Chiron stamped his hoof
against the fire pit stones-explosion, explosion, explosion, and campers fell silent. We have to be patient, Chiron said. At the same time, we have more pressing issues to discuss. Percy? Someone asked. The fire faded even further, but Piper didn't need the mood of the flame to feel the crowd's anxiety. Chiron gestured to Annabeth. She took a deep breath and stood up. I didn't
find Percy, she said. Her voice caught a little when she said his name. He wasn't in the Grand Canyon the way I thought he was. But we're not giving up. We have teams everywhere. Grover, Tyson, Nico, Artemis Hunters - everyone's watching. We'll find him. Chiron's talking about something else. A new quest. It's the Great Prophecy, isn't it? The girl screamed. Everyone turned
around. The voice came from the group in the back, sitting under a pink banner with the dove emblem. They chatted among themselves and didn't pay much attention until their leader got up: Drew. Everyone else looked surprised. Apparently Drew is not addressing the crowd very often. Drew? Annabeth said. What do you mean? Come on. Drew handed out his hands as the truth
was obvious. Olympus is closed. Percy's gone. Hera sends you a vision, and you will return with three new demigods in one day. I mean, something weird is going on. The Great Prophecy began, didn't it? Piper whispered to Rachel: What is she talking about - The Great Prophecy? Then she realized that everyone else was looking at Rachel, too. Well? Drew called. You're an
oracle. Did it start or not? Rachel's eyes looked scary on fire. Piper feared she might squeeze and start directing the quirky peacock goddess again, but she stepped forward calmly and turned to the camp. Yes, she said. The Great Prophecy has begun. Pandemonium erupted. Piper caught Jason's eye. He's mouth- you're all right? She nodded and smiled, but then turned away. It
was too painful to see him and not be with him. When the conversation finally subsided, Rachel took another step toward the audience, and the fifty-odd demigods leaned away from her, as if one skinny red-haired mortal was more intimidating than all of them combined. For those of you who have not heard this, Rachel said, The Great Prophecy was my first prediction. He arrived
on Aug. He's coming This: Seven half-breeds must answer the call. To storm or shoot the world must fall - Jason shot him in the legs. His eyes looked wild, as if he had just been tasered. Even Rachel seemed taken by surprise. J-Jason? She said. What is - Ut cum spiritu postrema Sacramento dejuremus, he chanted. Et hosts ornament addent ad ianuam necem. A uneasy
silence settled on the group. Piper could see from their faces that some of them were trying to translate the lines. She could say it was Latin, but she wasn't sure why her, hopefully, future boyfriend suddenly chanted like a Catholic priest. You just ... finished the prophecy, Rachel muttered. -Oath to hold with final breath / And enemies carry weapons to the door of death. Like you --
I know those lines. Jason ate and put his hands in his temples. I don't know how, but I know this prophecy. In Latin no less, Drew shouted. Beautiful and smart. There was some giggling from Aphrodite's cabin. God, what a bunch of losers, Piper thought. But it didn't do much to relieve the tension. The bonfire was burning a chaotic, nervous shade of green. Jason sat down looking
embarrassed, but Annabeth put her hand on her shoulder and muttered something reassuring. Piper felt a pain of jealousy. It was to be she by his side, comforting him. Rachel Dare still looked a little shaken. She looked back at Chiron for guidance, but the centaur stood somber and silent, as if he were watching a play he couldn't abort-tragedy that ended with a lot of people dead
on stage. Well, Rachel said, trying to regain her composure. So, yes, it's the Great Prophecy. We had hoped that this would not happen for years, but I fear it starts now. I can't give you proof. It's just a feeling. And as Drew said, some strange things are happening. Seven demigods, whoever they are, have not yet been assembled. I have a feeling that some of them are here
tonight. Some aren't here. The campers began to move and mutter nervously, looking nervously at each other, until a sleepy voice in the crowd shouted: I am here! About... Are you causing a roll? Go to bed, Clovis, someone shouted, and many laughed. In any case, Rachel continued, we don't know what the Great Prophecy means. We do not know what challenge the demigods
will face, but since the first Great Prophecy predicted the war of Titan, we can guess that the second Great Prophecy will cause something, at least, so bad. Or worse, Chiron muttered. Maybe he didn't want everyone to overhear, but they did. The bonfire immediately became dark purple, the same color as Piper's dream. What we know, Rachel said, is that the first phase has
begun. There is a serious problem, and we need a search to solve it. Hera, the queen of the gods, was taken. Shocked silence. Then fifty demigods began to speak at once. Chiron again pounded her hooves, but Rachel kept had to wait before she could regain their attention. She told them about the incident at the Grand Canyon Grand Canyon Gleason Hedge sacrificed himself
when the spirits of the storm attacked, and the spirits warned that this was just the beginning. They must have served as some great mistress who would destroy all the demigods. Then Rachel told them about Piper fainting in Hera's cabin. Piper tried to stay calm even when she noticed Drew in the back row, pantomimes weak, and her friends giggled. Finally, Rachel told them
about Jason's vision in the living room of the Big House. The message Gera delivered there was so much like that Piper got cold. The only difference is that Hera warned Piper not to betray her: bow to his will, and their king will rise, dooming us all. Hera knew about the giant's threat. But if that's true, why didn't she warn Jason and expose Piper as an enemy agent? Jason, Rachel
said. Um... Do you remember your last name? He looked shy, but shook his head. We'll just call you Jason, then, Rachel said. Obviously, Hera gave you a quest. Rachel stopped as if giving Jason a chance to challenge his fate. All eyes were on him; there was so much pressure, Piper thought she'd buckle in his position. However, he looked brave and determined. He put his jaw
up and nodded. I agree. You have to save Hera to prevent great evil, continued Rachel. Some king of growth. For reasons that we do not yet understand, it should happen by the winter solstice, only in four days. It's a day of council of the gods, Annabeth said. If the gods do not know that Hera is no more, they will surely notice her absence by then. They'll probably fight, accusing
each other of taking her away. That's what they usually do. The winter solstice, Chiron said, is also a time of greatest darkness. The gods gather on this day as mortals always are, because there is strength in numbers. The solstice is the day when evil magic is strong. Ancient magic, older than the gods. It's the day when things ... Mix. The way he said it, the stirring sounded
absolutely ominous as it should be a first-degree offense, not what you did to make the cookie dough. Good, Said Annabeth, looking at the centaur. Thank you, Captain Sunshine. Whatever happens, I agree with Rachel. Jason was chosen to lead this quest, so - Why didn't he claim? Someone was screaming from the cabin of Ares. If he was so important- He was in demand,
Chiron announced. A long time ago. Jason, give them a demonstration. At first, Jason didn't seem to understand. He came forward nervously, but Piper couldn't help but think how amazing he looked with his blond hair glowing in the fire, his regal features like Roman statues. He glanced at Piper, and she nodded encouragingly. She simulated flipping the coin. Jason reached into
his pocket. His coin flashed in the air, and when he caught it in his hand, he held a spear-gold rod about seven feet long, with the tip of a spear at one end. Other demigods were a breathed. Rachel and retreated to avoid a point that looked sharp like an ice pick. Isn't it ... Annabeth hesitated. I thought you had a sword. Ame, he came up with tails, I think Jason said. Same coin,
long-range weapon form. Dude, I want one! Someone from the cabin of Ares was screaming. Better than Clarissa's electric spear, Lamer! One of his brothers agreed. Electric, Jason muttered how good the idea was. Back off. Annabeth and Rachel got the message. Jason raised his spear, and the thunder opened the sky. All the hair on Piper's arms stood straight up. Lightning
descended through the golden point of the spear and hit the fire by the force of an artillery shell. When the smoke dissipated, and the ringing in Piper's ears subsided, the whole camp sat frozen in shock, half-blind, covered in ash, looking at the place where the fire was. Cinderellas fell everywhere. The burning log pierced itself a few inches from the sleeping baby Clovis, who did
not even stir. Jason lowered his spear. Um... Excuse me. Chiron brushed some burning coals out of his beard. He grimaces as if his worst fears have been confirmed. A little redundant, maybe, but you made your point. And I believe we know who your father is. Jupit, Jason said. I'm referring to zeus. Lord of Heaven. Piper couldn't help but smile. It made sense. The most powerful
god, the father of all the greatest heroes in ancient myths - no one else can be Jason's father. Page 17 Page 17 Apparently the rest of the camp wasn't so sure. Everything burst into chaos, dozens of people asked questions until Annabeth raised her hands. Hold him! She said. How can he be the son of zevs? The Big Three ... their pact is not to have mortal children... how could
we not have known about it before? Chiron did not answer, but Piper got the feeling that he knew. And the truth wasn't very good. The important thing, Rachel said: is that Jason is now here. He has a desire to fulfill, which means that he will need his own prophecy. She closed her eyes and fainted. Two holidaymakers rushed forward and caught her. A third ran towards the
amphitheatre and grabbed a bronze three-legged chair as they were trained for the duty. They eased Rachel into a chair in front of the ruined hearth. Without fire, the night was dark, but the green mist began to whirl around Rachel's feet. When she opened her eyes, they glowed. Emerald smoke coming out of her mouth. The voice that came out was a hoarse and ancient-sound
snake would do if he could speak: Baby lightning, beware of the earth, giants of revenge seven to give birth, forge and pigeon must break the cage, and death untie through the fury of Hera . At the last word, Rachel collapsed, but her assistants waited to catch her. They took her away from the hearth and put her in a corner to rest. Piper asked. Then she realized she was
speaking in silence, and everyone looked at her. I mean... it spews green smoke Gods, you're dense! Drew scoffed. She just issued a prophecy-prophecy of Jason to save Hera! Why don't you just. Drew, Annabeth cut it off. Piper asked a fair question. Something about this prophecy is definitely abnormal. If breaking Hera's cage unleashes her fury and causes a bunch of death...
Why would we release her? It could be a trap, or maybe Hera will turn on her rescuers. She was never kind to heroes. Jason got up. I have no choice. Hera took my memory. I have to get him back. Besides, we can't just help the queen of heaven if she's in trouble. The girl from Hephaestus's hut stood up - Nissa, alone with a red bandana. Can. But you have to listen to Annabeth.
Hera can be vindictive. She threw her own son- our father down the mountain just because he was ugly. Real ugly, giggled someone from Aphrodite. Shut up! Nissa was bothering. In any case, we also have to think - why beware of the earth? And what is the revenge of the giants? What are we dealing with here that is powerful enough to kidnap the queen of heaven? No one
answered, but Piper noticed that Annabeth and Chiron had silently exchanged opinions. Piper thought he went something like: Annabeth: Revenge of the Giants... No, it can't be. Chiron: Don't talk about it here. Don't scare them. Annabeth: You're joking! We can't be so unlucky. Chiron: Later, child. If you told them everything, they'd be too scared to go on. Piper knew it was crazy
to think that she could read their expressions so well, two people she barely knew. But she was absolutely sure that she understood them, and that scared the Jujubs out of her. Annabeth took a deep breath. It's a search for Jason, she announced, so it's Jason's choice. He's obviously a lightning kid. Traditionally, he can choose two companions. Someone from the Cabin Hermes
yelled, Well, you're obviously Annabeth. You have the most experience. No, Travis, Annabeth said. First of all, I'm not helping Hera. Every time I tried, she cheated on me, or she came back to bite me later. Forget it. Are you joking. Second, I'm leaving first thing in the morning to find Percy. It's related, Piper blurted out, not sure how she got the courage. You know that's true, don't
you? All this business, your boyfriend's disappearance, it's all connected. As? Drew demanded. If you're as smart as that? Piper tried to find an answer, but couldn't. Annabeth saved her. You may be right, Piper. If it's connected, I'll learn from the other end, by searching for Percy. Like I said, I'm not going to rush to save Hera, even if her disappearance prepares the other
Olympians to fight again. But there's another reason I can't go. The prophecy suggests otherwise. It shows who I choose, Jason agreed. The forge and the pigeon will break the cage. The forge is a symbol of The Wool Hephaestus. Under the banner of Cabin Nine, Nissa's shoulders fell as if she had just been given a heavy anvil to carry. If have to beware of the land, she said,
avoid travel by land. You will need air transport. Piper was going to call that Jason could fly. But then she thought it better. It was for Jason to tell them and he did not volunteer the information. Maybe he realized he was scared of them enough for one night. The flying chariot is broken, Nissa continued, and the Pegasus, we use them to search for Percy. But perhaps the
Hephaestus cabin can help figure out something else to help. With Jake incapacitated, I'm a senior tourist. I can volunteer to find. She didn't sound enthusiastic. Then Leo got up. He was so quiet, Piper almost forgot he was there, which was completely different from Leo. That's me, he said. His neighbors are stirring. Some tried to pull him back to his seat, but Leo resisted. No, it's
me. I have an idea for a transport problem. Let me try it. I can fix it! Jason studied it for a moment. Piper was sure he'd say No to Leo. Then he smiled. We started this together, Leo. It seems only right you come along. You find us a ride, and you.... It's going to be dangerous, Nissa warned him. Heavy, monsters, terrible suffering. Maybe none of you will come back alive. A.
Suddenly Leo didn't look so excited. Then he remembered that everyone was watching. I mean... Oh, that's cool! Suffering? I love to suffer! Let's do it. Annabeth nodded. Then, Jason, you only need to choose the third participant of the quest. Dove- Oh, absolutely! Drew was on his feet and flashing Jason's smile. Aphrodite's pigeon. Everybody knows that. I'm totally yours. Piper's
hands are clenched. She stepped forward. No, Drew rolled her eyes. Oh, please, the dumpster girl. Fall back. I had a vision of Hera; Not you. I have to do it. Anyone can have a vision, Drew said. You were in the right place at the right time. She turned to Jason. Look, there's a lot of fighting, I guess. And the people who build things ... She looked at Leo with contempt. Well, I
suppose someone should get their hands dirty. But you need charm on your side. I can be very persuasive. I could help a lot. Holidaymakers began to grumble about how Drew was pretty convincing. Piper saw Drew win them. Even Chiron scratched his beard as Drew's involvement suddenly made sense to him. Well... Annabeth said. Given the wording of the prophecy -- No!
Piper's own voice sounded strange in his ears - more insistent, richer in tone. I must go. Then the strangest thing happened. Everyone started nodding, muttering that hmm, Piper's point of view makes sense too. Drew looked back, incredulous. Even some of her own campers nodded. Get over it! Drew flicked into the crowd. What can Piper do? Piper tried to respond, but her
confidence began to wane. What does it have to offer? She was neither a fighter, nor a planner, nor a fixer. She had no skills other than to get into trouble, and sometimes to convince people глупые вещи. More was a liar. She needed to go on this search for reasons that went far beyond Jason, and if she went, she would end up betraying everyone there. She heard this voice
from her dream: Make our bets, and you can leave alive. How could she make that choice between helping her father and helping Jason? Well, Drew said smugly: I think that solves it. Suddenly there was a collective sigh. Everyone looked at Piper as if she had just exploded. She wondered what she had done wrong. Then she realized that there was a reddish glow around her. A
what? She demanded it. She looked over her, but there was no burning symbol like the one that appeared above Leo. Then she looked down and squealed. Her clothes ... what in the world did she wear? She despised the dresses. She didn't have a dress. But now she was decked out in a beautiful white sleeveless dress that came down to her ankle, with a V-neck so low it was
utterly awkward. Delicate gold headbands circled her biceps. An intricate necklace of amber, coral and gold flowers sparkled on her chest, and her hair ... - Oh, my God, she said. What happened? A stunned Annabeth pointed to Piper's dagger, which was now oily and shiny, hanging beside her on a gold cord. Piper didn't want to draw. She was afraid of what she would see. But
her curiosity won. She unsheathed Katoptris and stared at her reflection in a polished metal blade. Her hair was perfect: curvy and long and chocolate brown, braided with gold ribbons down one side so he fell over his shoulder. She even wore makeup better than Piper ever knew how to make herself the subtle touches that made her lips cherry red and brought out all the different
colors in her eyes. She was... She was... beautiful, Jason exclaimed. Piper, you ... You're a knockout. Under other circumstances, it would have been the happiest moment of her life. But now everyone looked at her like a freak. Drew's face was full of horror and disgust. No! She exclaimed. It's not possible! It's not me, Piper said. I don't get it. Chiron the centaur folded his front legs
and bowed to her, and all the campers followed suit. Hello Piper McLean, Chiron announced seriously as if he were speaking at her funeral. Daughter of Aphrodite, lady of pigeons, goddess of love. LEO DIDN'T STICK AROUND AFTER PIPER became BEAUTIFUL. Of course it was amazing and all-she got a makeover! It's a miracle! But Leo had problems. He dived out of the
amphitheatre and ran into darkness, wondering what he was getting himself into. He stood in front of a bunch of stronger, bolder demigods and volunteered for a mission that would probably kill him. Page 18 Page 18 He did not mention seeing Taa Callida, his old nanny, but as soon as he heard about Jason's vision of a lady in a black dress and a headscarf-Leo knew it was the
same woman. Tya Callida was a Hero. His evil nanny was the queen of the gods. Things like that could fry your brain. He trudged into the woods and tried not to think about his childhood - all the messed up things that led to his mother's death. But he couldn't believe anything with himself. The first time Ty Callida tried to kill him, he must have been around two. Tya Callida looked
after him while his mother was in the machine. She wasn't exactly his aunt, of course, just one of the old women in the community, a common tza who helped watch the children. She smelled of honey ham and always wore a widow's dress with a black headscarf. Let's take a nap,' she said. Let's see if you're my brave little hero, right? Leo was sleepy. Did she cover him in blankets
in a warm mound of red and yellow pillows? The bed looked like a manhole in the wall made of blackened bricks, with a metal slot above his head and a square hole much higher where he could see the stars. He remembered resting comfortably, grasping at sparks like fireflies. He had swung and dreamed of a boat of fire floating through the ashes. He imagined himself on board,
moving across the sky. Somewhere nearby, Tya Callida was sitting in a rocking chair - squeaking, squeaking, squeaking and singing a lullaby. Even at the time of two years, Leo knew the difference between English and Spanish, and he recalled that he was puzzled because Tya Callida sang in a language that was neither. Everything was fine until his mother came home. She
screamed and ran towards him, shouting at Thua Callida: How could you? But the old lady is gone. Leo remembered looking over his mother's shoulder at the flames curling around his blanket. It wasn't until years later that he realized he was sleeping in a blazing fireplace. The weirdest thing? Tya Callida was not arrested or even expelled from their home. It reappeared several
times over the next few years. One day, when Leo was three years old, she let him play with knives. You have to learn your blades early, she insisted, if you want to be my hero someday. Leo managed not to kill himself, but he has a feeling that Tya Callida somehow would not care about herself. When Leo was four years old, Tyoa found a rattlesnake for him in a nearby cow
pasture. She gave him a stick and encouraged him to poke the animal. Where's your bravery, little hero? Show me that Destiny was right in choosing you. The lion stared down at these amber eyes upon hearing a dry shh-shh-ssh rattle snake. He couldn't bring himself to poke the snake. It didn't seem fair. Apparently the snake felt the same about biting a small child. Leo could
have sworn he looked at Thea Callida, like, Are you crazy, ladies? Then he disappeared into the tall grass. The last time she babysitted him, Leo was five years old. She brought him a wad of pencils and a piece of paper. They sat together at a picnic table at the back of an apartment complex, under an old pecan tree. While Tya Callida sang her strange songs, Leo painted a
picture of the boat he saw in flames, with colorful sails and rows of paddles, curved stern and amazing mast. he was almost finished, was about to sign his name the way he learned in kindergarten, the wind tore out the picture. He took to the skies and disappeared. Leo wanted to cry. He spent so much time on this picture, but Tya Callida just clucked with disappointment. It's not
time yet, little hero. Someday you'll have a search. You will find your destiny, and your hard way finally makes sense. But first you have to face many sorrows. I regret it, but the characters cannot be formed in any other way. Now make me fire, don't you? Warm up those old bones. A few minutes later, Leo's mother came out and screamed in horror. Tya Callida left, but Leo was
sitting in the middle of a smoking fire. The paper was reduced to ashes. Pencils melted in a boiling puddle of multicolored soy, and Leo's hands blazed, slowly burning across the picnic table. For years after that, people in an apartment complex will wonder how someone has fainted the impression of a five-year-old's hand inches deep into hardwood. Now Leo was sure that Tya
Callida, his psychotic nanny, was a hero the whole time. Did it make her that-his pious grandmother? His family was even more messed up than he thought. He wondered if his mother knew the truth. Leo remembered after that last visit, his mom took him inside and talked to him for a long time, but he understood only a few of them. She can't come back again. His mom had a
beautiful face with kind eyes and curly dark hair, but she looked older than she was due to hard work. The lines around her eyes were deeply etched. Her hands were callused. She was the first person from their family to graduate from college. She had a degree in mechanical engineering and could design anything, fix anything, build anything. No one would have hired her. No
company would take it seriously, so she ended up in the machine shop trying to make enough money to support the two of them. She always smelled of machine oil, and when she talked to Leo, she constantly switched from Spanish to English, using them as additional tools. It took Leo years to realize that not everyone says that. She even taught it to Code Morse as a kind of
game so they could use messages to each other when they were in different rooms: I love you. Are you okay? Simple things like this. I don't care what Callida says, his mother told him. I don't care about fate or destiny. You're too young for that. You're still my baby. She took him by the arms in search of burn marks, but of course they weren't there. Leo, listen to me. Fire is a tool
like everything else, but it is more dangerous than most. You don't know your limits. Please promise me no more fire until you know your father. Someday, Mijo, you'll delight him. He'll explain. Leo heard that because he could remember. One day he'll meet his father. His mother didn't answer any questions about him. with him, not even seen the pictures, but she talked as he had
just gone to the store for some some and he'll be back any minute. Leo tried to believe her. Someday it's going to make sense. For the next couple of years, they were happy. Leo almost forgot about Tyoa Callide. He still dreamed of flying boat, but other strange events seemed like a dream. Everything fell apart when he was eight. By then, he had spent every free hour in the
store with his mother. He knew how to use cars. He could measure and do the math better than most adults. He learned to think in three-dimensional, solving mechanical problems in his head in the way his mother did. One night, they stayed late because his mom was finishing the drill a bit of the design she was hoping for a patent. If she could sell the prototype, it could change
their lives. She finally got a break. When she was working, Leo handed her the materials and told her banana jokes, trying to keep her in the mood. He loved it when he could make her laugh. She smiled and said, Your father would be proud of you, Mijo. You'll meet him soon, I'm sure. Mom's workspace was at the very end of the store. It was a bit creepy at night because they
were the only ones there. Each sound echoed through the dark warehouse, but Leo didn't mind as long as he was with his mom. If he was wandering around the store, they could always keep in touch with Morse code taps. Whenever they were ready to leave, they had to walk through the entire store, through the lounge room, and into the parking lot, locking the doors behind
them. That night after graduation, they had just made it to the rest room when his mom realized she didn't have the keys. Funny. She frowned. I know I had them. Wait here, Mijo. I'll only be here in a minute. She gave him another smile - the last he'd ever get, and she went back to the warehouse. She only left a few heartbeats when the inner door slammed shut. Then the outside
door locked. Mom? Leo's heart was pounding. Something heavy crashed inside the warehouse. He ran to the door, but no matter how he pulled or kicked, it did not open. Mom! Desperately, he knocked a message on the wall: Are you okay? She can't hear you, the voice said. Leo turned and found himself facing a strange woman. At first he thought it was Ty Callida. She was
wrapped in black clothing, with a veil covering her face. Ty? He said. This woman chuckled, a slow gentle sound, as if she were half asleep. I'm not your guardian. It's just a family resemblance. What do you want? Where's my mom? ... loyal to your mother. That's so sweet. But you see, I have kids too... and I understand that someday you're going to fight them. When they try to
wake me up, you'll prevent them. I can't let that happen. I don't know you. I don't want to fight anyone. She muttered like a sleepwalker in a trance, a wise choice. With the cold, Leo realized that the woman was, in fact, asleep. Behind the veil, her eyes were closed. But even more strange: her clothes were not made of fabric. They were made of ground -- dry black churning and
moving around it. Her pale, pale, face was barely visible behind the curtain of dust, and he had a terrible feeling that she had just risen from the grave. If the woman was asleep, Leo wanted her to stay. He knew he was completely awake, it would be even scarier. I can't destroy you yet, the woman muttered. Fate will not allow it. But they're not protecting your mother, and they



can't stop me from breaking your spirit. Drink this night, little hero, when they ask you to speak out against me. Leave my mother alone! Fear rose in her throat as the woman shuffled forward. It moved more like an avalanche than as a man, the dark wall of earth shifted to it. How do you stop me? She whispered. She walked straight across the table, particles of her body
assembling on the other side. It loomed over Leo, and he knew she would pass right through him too. He was the only thing that was between her and his mother. His hands lit up. A sleepy smile spread across the woman's face as if she had already won. Leo cried out of desperation. His vision is to paint. Flames washed the earthen woman, the walls, the doors locked. And Leo
passed out. When he woke up, he was in the ambulance. The paramedic tried to be kind. She told him the warehouse was burned. His mother didn't get out. The paramedic said she was sorry, but Leo felt empty. He lost control, as his mother warned. Her death was his fault. Soon the police came for him and they weren't so good. The fire started in the lounge, they said, right
where Leo was standing. He survived by some miracle, but what child locked his mother's work door, knowing she was inside, and started a fire? Page 19 page 19 Later, his neighbors at the apartment complex told police what a strange boy he was. They talked about burnt handprints on the picnic table. They always knew there was something wrong with Esperanza Valdez's son.
His relatives won't accept him. His aunt Rose called him a diablo and yelled at social workers to pick him up. Leo went to his first foster home. A few days later, he escaped. Some foster families lasted longer than others. He joked, making some friends, pretending that nothing bothered him, but he always ended up working sooner or later. It was the only thing that made the pain
better - the feeling as it moved, further and further away from the ashes of that machine shop. He promised himself that he would never play with fire again. For a long time he did not think of Thie Callide, nor of a sleeping woman wrapped in earthen robes. He was almost in the woods when he imagined the voice of Tia Callida: it was not your fault, the little hero. Our enemy
wakes up. It's time to stop running. Hera, Leo muttered, you're not even here, are you? You're in a cage somewhere. There was no answer. But now, at least, Leo has figured something out. Hera has watched him all her life. Somehow she knew she would need it one day. the Fates she mentioned could tell us about the future. Leo wasn't sure. But he knew he was destined to go
in search. Jason's prophecy warned them to beware of the land, and Leo knew it was somehow important with a sleeping woman in a shop wrapped in robes with shifting mud. You will find your destiny, Tya Callida promised, and your hard way finally makes sense. Leo can find out what this flying boat means in his sleep. He can meet his father, or even get to avenge his mother's
death. But first of all. He promised Jason a ride. Not the boat of his dreams, not yet. There was no time to build something complicated. He needed a quicker solution. He needed a dragon. He hesitated on the edge of the forest, peering into the absolute blackness. The horses were buzzing, and something far-old s walks like a chorus of snakes. Leo remembered what Will
Consolation told him: no one should go into the woods alone, definitely not unarmed. Leo had nothing - no sword, no flashlight, no help. He looked back at the cabin lights. He could turn around and tell everyone he was joking. Crazy! Instead, Nissa can go in search. He could stay in the camp and learn to be part of Hephaestus's hut, but he wondered how long it would be before
he would look like his bunk comrades-sad, dejected, convinced of his own bad luck. They can't stop me from breaking your spirit,' the sleeping woman said. Drink this night, little hero, when they ask you to speak out against me. Believe me, lady, Leo muttered, I remember. And whoever you are, I'm going to put you in a lot of jail, Leo-style. He took a deep breath and plunged into
the woods. WOODS WEREN'T LIKE ANYPLACE IT WAS BEFORE. Leo grew up in an apartment complex in north Houston. The most daring thing he had ever seen was that rattlesnake on a cow pasture and his aunt Rose in her nightly crotch until he was sent to a wildlife school. Even there, the school was in the desert. No trees with gnarled roots to make the journey. No
threads to get in. No branches casting dark, eerie shadows and an off-the-wall look at it with their big reflective eyes. It was the Twilight zone. He stumbled along until he was sure that no one back in the cab could see him. Then he called the fire. Flames danced along the tips of their fingers, throwing enough light to see. He hasn't tried to keep a sustained burn going since he
was five years old on that picnic table. After his mom died, he was too scared to try anything. Even this tiny fire made him feel guilty. He continued to walk, looking for dragon-type evidence - giant footprints, trampled trees, swaths of burning forest. Something so big can't exactly sneak around, can it? But he saw Nada. One day he saw a large, fluffy shape, like a wolf or a bear, but
he stayed away from his fire, which was in Leo's order. Then, at the bottom of the clearing, he saw the first trap -- a hundred feet in crater, fringed with boulders. Leo had to admit that it was pretty brilliant. At the center of the depression metal metal The size of the hot tub was filled with bubbly dark liquid - Tabasco sauce and motor oil. On a pedestal suspended above the vat, an
electric fan rotated in a circle, spreading smoke through the forest. Can metal dragons smell? Chan seemed unguarded. But Leo looked closely, and in the dim light of the stars and his hand fire, he could see the gleam of metal under the mud and leaves - a bronze mesh lining the entire crater. Or maybe to see was not the right word, he felt it there, as if the mechanism radiating
heat, showing itself to him. Six large strips of bronze stretched out from the vat like spokes of a wheel. They'll be sensitive to pressure, Leo suggested. Once the dragon has stepped on one, the net will spring shut down, and the vual-one gift-wrapped monster. Leo came close. He put his foot on the nearest trigger lane. As he expected, nothing happened. They had to set up a net
for something very heavy. Otherwise they could catch an animal, a human, less monster, whatever. He doubted that there was something heavier in these woods, like a metal dragon. At least he hoped not. He went down the crater and went up to the vat. The pair were almost overwhelming, and his eyes began to water. He remembered a time when Ty Callida (Gera, whatever)
made him chop jalapeno in the kitchen, and he got the juice in his eyes. Serious pain. But of course she would be like, Endure it, a little hero. The Aztecs of your mother's homeland punished bad children by holding them by a fire filled with chili peppers. They raised a lot of heroes in this way. Totally crazy, this lady. Leo was so glad he was on a quest to save her. Tya Callida would
have loved this vat because it was much worse than jalapeno juice. Leo was looking for a trigger -- something that would shut down the network. He didn't see anything. He had a moment of panic. Nissa said there are a few of these traps in the woods, and they're planning more. What if the dragon has already entered another? How could Leo find them all? He continued the
search, but saw no mechanism for liberation. No big buttons are labeled. It came to him to know that he might not be there. He began to despair, and then he heard a sound. It was more of a tremor-deep kind of rumbling you hear in your gut rather than your ears. It gave him a fright, but he didn't look back at the source. He just kept looking around the trap, thinking it was still a
long way off. He knocks his way through the woods. I have to hurry. Then he heard a grinding dig like steam, pushed out of a metal barrel. His neck was shaking. He turned slowly. At the edge of the pit, fifty feet away, two glowing red eyes stared at him. The creature shone in the moonlight, and Leo could not believe that a huge crept up on him so quickly. Too late he realized that
his gaze was fixed on the fire in his hand, and he extinguished the flames. He could still see the dragon Well done. It was about sixty feet long, muzzle to tail, his body made of interconnected bronze plates. His claws were the size of meat knives, and his mouth was lined with hundreds of sharp metal dagger teeth. The steam came out of the nostrils. He roared like a chain saw,
cutting through a tree. He could bite Leo in half, easily, or stomp his apartment. It was the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen, except for one problem that completely ruined Leo's plan. You don't have wings, Leo said. The dragon's snarl is dead. He tilted his head, how to tell why you're not running away in terror? Hey, don't be offended, Leo said. You're amazing! My God, who
made you? Are you hydraulic or atomic or what? But if it was me, I'd put wings on you. Which dragon doesn't have wings? I think maybe you're too heavy to fly? I had to think about it. The dragon snorted, more tangled now. He had to trample Leo. This conversation wasn't part of the plan. He took a step forward, and Leo shouted, No! The dragon roared again. It's a trap, a bronze
brain, Leo said. They're trying to catch you. The dragon opened his mouth and blew fire. A column of white-hot flames heaved over Leo, more than he had ever tried to endure before. It felt as if he was hosing down with a powerful, very hot fire hose. He stung a little, but he stood his ground. When the flames died, he was fine. Even his clothes were fine, that Leo did not
understand, but for which he was grateful. He liked his army jacket, and his pants would have fainted quite awkwardly. The dragon stared at Leo. His face hasn't really changed, being made of metal and all that, but Leo thought he could read his expression: Why isn't there a crispy critter? The spark flew out of her neck as if it were about to close. You can't burn me, Leo said, trying
to sound stern and calm. He's never had a dog before, but he spoke to the dragon the way he thought you'd talk to the dog. Stay, boy. Don't come any closer. I don't want you caught. You see, they think you're broken and need to be disposed of. But I don't believe it. I can fix you if you let me - the Dragon creaked, roared, and charged. The trap has arisen. The floor of the crater
erupted with sound as a thousand trash cans of lids pounded along. Mud and leaves flew, metal mesh flashing. Leo was knocked down, turned upside down, and doused with Tabasco sauce and oil. He found himself sandwiched between a vat and a dragon as he beat up, trying to free himself from the net that had wrapped around them both. The dragon blew the flames in all
directions, illuminating the sky and setting the trees on fire. Butter and sauce are burned all over them. It didn't hurt Leo, but it left a bad taste in his mouth. Will you stop it! He was screaming. The dragon continued to squirm. Leo knew he'd be crushed if he didn't move. It was not easy, but he managed to wriggle between the dragon and the vat. He wriggled his Network.
Fortunately, the holes were big enough for the skinny baby. He ran to the dragon's head. He tried to grab hold of him, but his teeth got tangled in the net. He blew the fire again, but seemed to run out of energy. This time the flames were only orange. They were sprayed before they reached Leo's face. Listen, man, Leo said, you'll just show them where you are. Then they will
come and break out the acid and metal cutters. Is that what you want? The dragon's jaw made a creaking sound as he tried to speak. OK, then, Leo said. You have to trust me. And Leo got to work. It took him almost an hour to find the control panel. It was right behind the dragon's head, which made sense. He decided to keep the dragon online because it was easier to work with a
limited dragon, but the dragon did not like it. Page 20 Page 20 Hold on! Leo scolded. The dragon made another creaking sound that might have been whimpering. Leo inspected the wires in the dragon's head. He was distracted by the sound in the woods, but when he looked up, it was just the spirit of the tree - the driad, Leo thought they were caused- putting out the flames in its
branches. Fortunately, the dragon did not start to fire, but still the driad was not too happy. The girl's dress was smoking. She smothered the flame with a silky blanket, and when she saw Leo looking at her, she made a gesture that was probably very rough in Dryad. Then she disappeared into the green poof of the mist. Leo's back in the wiring. It was brilliant, definitely, and it
made sense to him. It was an engine control relay. It's a processed touch input from the eyes. This disc ... ha, he said. Well, no wonder. Creaking? the dragon asked with a jaw. You have a corroded control drive. Probably regulates your higher reasoning patterns, right? Rusty brain, man. No wonder you're a bit... Confused. He almost went crazy, but he caught himself. I would like
to have a replacement drive, but ... it's a complicated piece of the scheme. We're going to have to get it out and clean it up. One minute. He pulled the drive out, and the dragon went absolutely still. The glow died in his eyes. Leo slipped off his back and began polishing the disc. He wiped some butter and Tabasco sauce with a sleeve that helped cut through the dirt, but the more
he cleans, the more worried he got. Some schemes were beyond repair. He could have done it better, but not perfect. To do this, he needed a brand new disk, and he had no idea how to build it. He tried to work fast. He wasn't sure how long the dragon's control drive could be turned off without damaging it, maybe forever, but he didn't want to take any chances. As soon as he did
all he could, he climbed back to the dragon's head and started cleaning the wiring and gearbox, getting himself dirty in the process. Clean hands, dirty equipment, he muttered, as his mother said. By the time he was through, his Were black with fat and his clothes looked like he had just lost the dirt wrestling contest, but the gears looked much better. He slipped on the drive,
hooked up the last wire, and sparks flew. The dragon shuddered. His eyes began to glow. Better? Leo asked. The dragon made the sound like a high-speed drill. He opened his mouth and all his teeth were spinning. I think it is. Hold on, I'll free you. Another thirty minutes to find release clips for the net and untangle the dragon, but finally he stood and shook the last bit of the net
from his back. He roared triumphantly and shot into the sky. Seriously, Leo said. Could you not show? Creaking? the dragon asked. You need a name, Leo said. I'm calling you Festus. The dragon whirred his teeth and smiled. At least Leo was hoping it was a smile. Cool, Leo said. But we still have a problem because you don't have wings. Fest tilted his head and snorted the
steam. He then lowered his back into an unmistakable gesture. He wanted Leo to get in. Where are we going? Leo asked. But he was too excited to wait for an answer. He climbed on the dragon's back, and Festus went into the woods. Leo lost track of time and common sense. It seemed impossible that the forest could be so deep and wild, but the dragon traveled until the trees
looked like skyscrapers and a canopy of leaves completely washed away the stars. Even the fire in Leo's hand could not light the road, but the glowing red eyes of the dragon acted like headlights. Finally they crossed the creek and sealed the limestone rock a hundred feet high - a solid, pure mass on which the dragon could not climb. Fest stopped at the base and raised one leg
like a dog pointing. What's it? Leo slid to the ground. He went up to the rock -- nothing but a solid rock. The dragon kept pointing. It's not going to get out of your way, Leo told him. A loose wire in the dragon's neck caused, but otherwise it remained in place. Leo put his hand on the rock. Suddenly his fingers were smoldering. Fire lines spread from his fingertips like flammable
gunpowder sizzling on limestone. The burning lines raced across the rock face until they laid out a glowing red door five times higher than Leo's. He backed up and the door swung open, anxiously silent for such a large slab of rock. Absolutely balanced, he muttered. It's some kind of first speed engineering. The dragon was mmmelling and went inside, as if he were walking home.
The lion intervened, and the door began to close. He had a moment of panic, remembering that night in the machine shop a long time ago when he was locked up. What if he gets stuck here? But then the light flickered on-a-combination of electric fluorescent and wall torches. When Leo saw the cave, he forgot to leave. Festus, he muttered. What is this place? The dragon
trampled in the center of the room, leaving traces in thick dust, and curled up on a large circular platform. The cave was The size of the plane hangar, with endless desks and pantry cages, rows of garage-sized doors along any wall, and stairs that led to a network of catwalks high above. Equipment was everywhere - hydraulic lifts, welding torches, dangerous suits, air peaks,
forklifts, plus something suspiciously similar to a nuclear reaction camera. The bulletin boards were covered with tattered, faded drawings. And weapons, armor, shields - military supplies all over the place, many of them only partially finished. Hanging from chains far above the dragon platform was an old ragged banner almost too faded to read. The letters were Greek, but Leo
somehow knew what they said: Bunker 9. Does that mean nine, like in The Cabin of Hephaestus, or nine, as there were eight others? Leo looked at Festus, still curled up on the platform, and it came to him to know that the dragon looked so content because he was home. It was probably built on this site. Other kids know...? Leo's question died when he asked him. Obviously this
place has been abandoned for decades. The web and dust covered everything. Paul showed no trace except him, and huge dragon paw prints. He was the first in this bunker since ... because a long time ago. Bunker 9 was abandoned with lots of projects half-finished on the tables. Locked up and forgotten, but why? The lion looked at the map on the wall - a battle map of the
camp, but the paper was cracked and yellow like a onion kina. Date below read, 1864. No way, he muttered. Then he saw a plan on a nearby bulletin board, and his heart nearly popped out of his throat. He ran up to the work line and looked at the white-line drawing almost disappeared beyond recognition: the Greek ship from several different perspectives. Weakly scrawled words
under it read: prophecy? Unclear. Flight? It was the ship he saw in his dream -- a flying ship. Someone tried to build it here, or at least sketched out an idea. Then they left him, forgot him... prophecy is yet to come. And the strangest thing is that the mast of the ship was exactly the same as the one that Leo drew when he was five years old, the head of a dragon. Looks like you,
Festus, he muttered. It's creepy. The mast gave him a uneasy feeling, but Leo's mind rotated with too many other questions to think about it for long. He touched the drawing, hoping he could take it to study, but the paper crackled when it touched it, so he left it alone. He looked back at the other evidence. No boats. There are no parts that looked like part of this project, but there
were so many doors and pantries to explore. Fest snorted as if he were trying to get Leo's attention, reminding him that they didn't have a night. That was true. Leo decided that in a few hours it would be morning, and he completely retreated. He saved the dragon, but that didn't help him in the search. He needed something to fly. Fest nudged something to him-a leather belt tool
that had been left next to Pad. The dragon then turned on the glowing red rays of his eyes and turned them to the ceiling. The lion looked to where the floodlights pointed, and squealed when he learned the molds hanging over them in the dark. Festus, he said in a small voice. We have work to do. JASON DREAMED OF WOLVES. He was standing in a clearing in the middle of a
redwood forest. In front of him rose the ruins of a stone mansion. Low gray clouds mingled with ground mist, and cold rain hung in the air. A flock of large gray beasts was strut around him, brushing his feet, growling and baring his teeth. They gently pushed him to the ruins. Jason had no desire to become the world's largest dog biscuit, so he decided to do what they wanted. The
earth squelched under his boots as he walked. The stone spires of chimneys, no longer attached to anything else, stood up like totem poles. The house must have been huge once, multi-storey with massive log walls and a soaring roof, but now there is nothing left but its stone skeleton. Jason walked under a crumbling doorways and ended up in some yard. Before it was a drained
reflective pool, long and rectangular. Jason couldn't tell how deep it was because the bottom was filled with mist. The dirt path led all the way around, and the uneven walls of the house were raised on both sides. Wolves walk under the arches of rough red volcanic stone. At the far end of the pool sat a giant she-wolf, a few feet taller than Jason. Her eyes glowed silver in the mist,
and her coat was the same color as the rocks - warm chocolate red. I know this place, Jason said. The wolf counted him. She didn't exactly say that, but Jason could understand her. The movements of her ears and moustache, the flash of her eyes, the way she curled her lips - it was all part of her tongue. Of course she said wolf. You started your journey here like a puppy. Now
you have to find your way back. A new quest, a new beginning. That's not fair, Jason said. But as soon as he spoke, he realized that there was no point in complaining about the wolf. The wolves felt no sympathy. They never expected justice. The wolf said: Conquer or die. It's always our way. Jason wanted to protest that he couldn't win if he didn't know who he was or where he
was supposed to go. But he knew this wolf. Her name was simply Lupa, the Mother Wolf, the greatest of its kind. Once upon a time she found him in this place, protected him, cherished him, chose him, but if Jason showed weakness, she tore him to shreds. Instead of being her puppy, he'll be her dinner. In the wolf pack, weakness was not an option. Can you guide me? Jason
asked. Lupa made a rumbling noise deep in his throat, and the mist in the pool dissolved. At first, Jason wasn't sure what he saw. At opposite ends of the pool, two dark spires erupted from the cement bottom as the drill bit some massive tunnel machines bored across the surface. Jason could not tell if the spires were made of or petrified vines, but they were formed from thick
whiskers that gathered at a point at the top. Each spire was about five feet tall, but they were not identical. The closest to Jason was darker and seemed a solid mass, his whiskers merged together. As he watched, he pushed a little further off the ground and expanded a little wider. Page 21 Page 21 At the end of the Loop Pool, the antennae of the second spire were more open as
the lattice cages. Inside, Jason could vaguely see a hazy figure struggling, shifting within his boundaries. Hera, Jason said. She-wolf snarled in harmony. Other wolves circled around the pool, their fur standing on their backs as they snarled on the spires. The enemy chose this place to awaken his most powerful son, the giant king, Lupa said. Our sacred place, where demigods are
in demand, is the place of death or life. A burnt-out house. The wolf's house. It's an abomination. You have to stop her. Her? Jason was confused. You mean, Hera? She-wolf gnawed her teeth impatiently. Use your feelings, puppy. I don't care about Juneau, but if she falls, our enemy will wake up. And that will be the end for all of us. You know this place. You can find it again.
Clean up our house. Stop it before it's too late. The dark spire slowly grew more like a bulb of some horrible flower. Jason felt that if he ever opened up, he would release something he didn't want to date. Who am I? Jason asked her for a wolf. At least tell me that. Wolves don't have much sense of humor, but Jason can say a matter of amused By Lupa, as if Jason was a cub just
trying out his claws, practicing to be an alpha male. You are our saving grace, as always. She-wolf curled her lips as if she had just made a clever joke. Don't be a good, Jupiter's son. JASON WOKE UP TO THE SOUND OF THUNDER. Then he remembered where he was. He always rattled in Cabin 1. Above its crib, the domed ceiling was decorated with blue-and-white mosaics
similar to the cloudy sky. Cloud tiles shifted over the ceiling, changing from white to black. Thunder rumbled across the room, and golden tiles flashed like veins of lightning. With the exception of the crib, which was brought to him by other holidaymakers, the salon had no usual furniture - no chairs, no tables, no dressers. As far as Jason could tell, he didn't even have a bathroom.
The walls were carved by alcoves, each holding a bronze roaster or a golden eagle statue on a marble pedestal. In the center of the room, twenty feet high, a full-color statue of zeus in classic Greek robes stood with a shield on its side and a raised zipper, ready to smear someone. Jason studied the statue, looking for everything he had in common with the Lord of Heaven. Black
hair? No. Grumbly expression? Well, maybe. Beard? No thanks. In his robes and sandals, he looked like a really buff, a very angry hippie. Yes, cabin 1. Great honor, other holidaymakers told him. Of course, if you enjoyed sleeping in the cold independently with He's been frowning on you all night. Jason got up and rubbed his neck. His whole body was stiff from poor sleep and
calling lightning. This little trick last night wasn't as simple as it allowed. It almost got him out of the way. A new outfit was laid out next to the crib: jeans, sneakers and an orange Camp Half-Blood shirt. He definitely needed a change of clothes, but looking at his tattered purple shirt, he didn't want to change. It wasn't like that when I put on my camp shirt. He still couldn't believe he
belonged here, despite everything they said to him. He thought of his dream, hoping that more memories of Lupa, or that destroyed house in the redwoods, would come back to him. He knew he'd been there before. The wolf was real. But he had a headache when he tried to remember. The marks on the forearm seemed to be burning. If he could find these ruins, he could find his
past. Whatever grew inside the spire, Jason had to stop him. He looked at the hippie zeus. You can help. The statue didn't say anything. Thank you, Dad, Jason muttered. He changed his clothes and checked his reflection in the shield of zeus. His face looked watery and strange in metal as he dissolved in a pool of gold. Definitely, he didn't look as good as Piper last night after
she suddenly changed. Jason still wasn't sure how he felt about it. He acted like an idiot, declaring to everyone that she was a knockout. It doesn't look like there's anything wrong with her before. Sure, she looked great after aphrodite zapped her, but she also didn't look like herself, not comfortable with attention. Jason felt bad for her. Maybe it was crazy, given that she had just
claimed a goddess and turned into the most gorgeous girl in the camp. Everyone started fawning over her, telling her how amazing she was and how obviously she must be the one who went on the look, but that attention had nothing to do with who she was. New dress, new makeup, glowing pink aura and boom: suddenly people liked it. Jason felt he understood that. Last night,
when he caused lightning, the reaction of other holidaymakers seemed familiar to him. He was sure he had been dealing with this for a long time - people look at him in fear just because he was the son of zevs, considering him special, but it has nothing to do with him. No one cared about him, just his big scary dad standing behind him with a doomsday bolt, as if to say, respect
this child or have tension! After the fire, when people began to return to their cabins, Jason approached Piper and officially asked her to go with him in search. She was still in shock, but she nodded, rubbing her hands, which must have been cold in this sleeveless dress. Aphrodite took my snowboard jacket, she muttered. Robbed by my own mother. In the front row of the
amphitheatre, Jason found a blanket and wrapped it around his shoulders. We'll give you a new one He promised. She managed to smile. He wanted to wrap his arms around her, but he restrained himself. He didn't want her to think he was as petty as everyone else, trying to step on her because she turned everything beautifully. He was glad Piper was going with him in search.
Jason tried to act bravely by the fire, but it was just that-act. The idea of going against an evil force powerful enough to kidnap Hera scared his witty, especially since he didn't even know his past. He needed help, and that was right: Piper should be with him. But it was already difficult, not figuring out how much he liked it and why. He's already confused enough with her head. He
slipped on his new shoes, ready to get out of this cold, empty hut. Then he noticed something he had not noticed the night before. The roaster was moved from one of the alcove to create a sleeping niche, with a sheet, a backpack, even some photos glued to the wall. Jason came over. The one who slept there, it was a long time ago. The bed smelled systall. The backpack was
covered with a thin film of dust. Some of the photos, once glued to the wall, lost their stickiness and fell to the floor. One photo showed Annabeth being much younger, maybe eight, but Jason could say it was her: the same blond hair and gray eyes, the same distractions look like she thought a million things at once. She stood next to a sand-haired guy about fourteen or fifteen,
with a mischievous smile and tattered leather armor over a T-shirt. He pointed to the alley behind them as he told the photographer, let's go meet in a dark alley and kill them! In the second picture, Annabeth and the same guy sitting by the fire laugh hysterically. Finally Jason took one of the photos that fell. It was a strip of photos like you would take in a do-it-yourself photo booth:
Annabeth and the gritty-haired guy, but with another girl in between. She was maybe fifteen, with black hair-choppy, like Piper in a black leather jacket, and silver jewelry, so she looked kind of snotty; but she was caught in the middle laughing, and it was clear that she was with her two best friends. It's Talia, someone said. Jason turned. Annabeth looked over her shoulder. Her
expression was sad as the picture redeemed heavy memories. She's the other child of zeus, who lived here, but not for long. Sorry, I had to knock. It's all right, Jason said. Not the way I think of this place as a house. Annabeth was dressed for travel, with a winter coat over the camp's clothes, a knife on her belt and a backpack over her shoulder. Jason said: Don't you think you've
changed your mind about coming with us? She shook her head. You already have a good team. I'm going looking for Percy. Jason was a little disappointed. He would appreciate that someone on the trip knew what they were doing so he didn't feel like he was leading Piper and Leo off a cliff. Hey, you'll do well, Annabeth Something tells me this isn't your first quest. Jason had a
vague suspicion that she was right, but that didn't make him any better. Everyone seemed to think he was so brave and confident, but they didn't see how he got lost in reality. How could they trust him when he didn't even know who he was? He looked at the pictures Annabeth was smiling at. He wondered how long it had been since she smiled. She must really like this guy Percy
to look for him so hard, and it made Jason a little jealous. Did anyone look for him right now? What if someone cared about him that much and went out of her mind with anxiety and he couldn't even remember his old life? You know who I am, he guessed. Don't you? Annabeth grabbed the handle of the dagger. She was looking for a chair to sit in, but of course there was none.
Honestly, Jason ... I'm not sure. My best guess is, you're a loner. Sometimes it happens. For one reason or another, the camp never found you, but you survived anyway, constantly moving. I learned to fight. He treated the monsters on his own. You've surpassed all odds. The first thing Chiron told me, Jason remembered whether you should be dead. Maybe that's why, Annabeth
said. Most demigods would never do it themselves. And the baby zevs-I mean, it doesn't get more dangerous than that. The chances of your reaching the age of fifteen without finding a half-blood camp or dying are microscopic. But like I said, it happens. Talia ran away when she was young. She survived alone for years. I even took care of me for a while. So maybe you were a
loner, too. Jason sniffed his hand. And those signs? Annabeth looked at the tattoos. Apparently, they were bothering her. Well, the eagle is a symbol of zeus, so it makes sense. Twelve lines, maybe they cost for years if you had been making them since you were three years old. The SPRW is the motto of the old Roman Empire: the Senatorus Populusk Roman, the Senate and
the people of Rome. Although why you burn it on your own arm, I don't know. If you haven't had a really harsh Latin teacher... Jason was sure that wasn't the reason. It is also not possible that he has been alone all his life. But what else made sense? Annabeth was pretty clear - Camp Half-Blood was the only safe place in the world for demigods. I, amm ... was a strange dream
last night,' he said. It seemed like a silly thing to confide in, but Annabeth didn't look surprised. Page 22 Page 22 Happens all the time to demigods, she said. What did you see? He told her about the wolves, the destroyed house and two stone spires. As he spoke, Annabeth began to walk, looking more and more excited. You don't remember where this house is? She asked.
Jason shook his head. But I'm sure I've been there before. Redwoods, she mused. Could be northern California. And she's a wolf... All my life I've studied goddesses, spirits and monsters. never heard of Lupa. She said the enemy was hers. I think I think. It was Hera, but -- I wouldn't trust Gera, but I don't think she's the enemy. And this thing rising from the ground -- Annabeth's
expression went dark. You have to stop it. You know what it is, don't you? He asked. Or at least you have an assumption. I saw your face by the fire last night. You looked at Chiron as if you were suddenly inglored, but you didn't want to scare us. Annabeth hesitated. Jason, the thing about prophecies ... The more you know, the more you try to change them, and it can be
catastrophic. Chiron believes it is best that you find your own way to learn things in due course. If he had told me everything he knew before my first quest with Percy... I have to admit, I'm not sure I'd be able to go through this. For your searches, it is even more important. It's not good, is it? Not if you succeed. At least ... I hope not. But I don't even know where to start. Where do I
go? Follow the monsters, Annabeth suggested. Jason was thinking about it. The storm spirit who attacked him in the Grand Canyon said he was recalled to his boss. If Jason can track the storm spirits, he can find the person controlling them. And maybe it'll lead him to Hera Prison. OK, he said. How can I find gale-force winds? Personally, I would ask the wind god, Annabeth said.
Aeolus is the master of all the winds, but he is a bit ... Unpredictable. No one's going to find him if he doesn't want to be found. I'd try one of the four seasonal wind gods that work at Aeolus. The nearest one, the one who has the most deals with heroes, boreas, North Wind. So if I looked it up on Google Maps- Oh, it's not hard to find, Annabeth promised. He settled in North
America, like all other gods. So of course he chose the oldest northern settlement, about as far north as you can go. Maine? Jason figured it out. On. Jason was trying to imagine a map. What was further north than Maine? The oldest northern settlement ... Canada, he said. Quebec. Annabeth smiled. I hope you speak French. Jason actually felt a spark of excitement. At least now
he had a purpose. Find the North Wind, hunt down the spirits of the storm, find out who they were working for and where this destroyed house was. Free Hera. All in four days. Cake. Thank you, Annabeth. He looked at the photo booth photos still in his hand. So, amm ... You said it was dangerous to be a child of zeus. What happened to Talia? Oh, she's fine, Annabeth said. She
became a hunter of artemis, one of the maids of the goddess. They roam the country, killing monsters. We don't see them often in the camp. Jason glanced at the huge statue of zeus. He understood why Talia slept in this niche. It was the only place in the cabin, not in the line of sight of hippie zeus. And even that wasn't enough. She decided to follow Artemis and be part of the
group rather than stay in this cold draft temple alone with her foot-tall dad-jason-daddy-jason down on her. Eat the tension! Jason had no problem understanding Talia's feelings. He asks if there's a group of hunters for guys. Who's the other child in the photo? He asked. A sandy-haired guy. Annabeth's expression tightened. An oblique object. It's Luke, she said. Now he's dead.
Jason decided it was best not to ask for more, but the way Annabeth said Luke's name, he wondered if maybe Percy Jackson wasn't the only boy Annabeth ever loved. He focused again on Talia's face. He kept thinking that this photograph of her was important. He missed something. Jason felt a strange sense of connection with another child, zeus , someone who might
understand his confusion, maybe even answer some questions. But another voice inside him, a persistent whisper, said: Dangerous. Stay away. How old is she now? He asked. You never can tell. She's been a tree for a while. Now she's immortal. A what? His expression must have been very good, for Annabeth laughed. Take it easy. It's not what all the children go through. It's a
long story, but ... Well, it's been out of service for a long time. If she were aged regularly, she'd be in her twenties now, but she still looks just as good in this picture as she is about... Well, about your age. Fifteen or sixteen? Something she-wolf said in a dream whining at Jason. He asked: What's her last name? Annabeth didn't look uneasy. She didn't use the last name, really. If
she had to, she would enjoy her mom, but they didn't get along. Talia ran away when she was quite young. Jason waited. Grace, Annabeth said. Talia Grace. Jason's fingers are numb. The painting fluttered on the floor. Are you okay? Annabeth asked. A shred of memory ignited, maybe a tiny piece that Hera forgot to steal. Or maybe she left him there on purpose -- just enough for
him to remember that name, and to know that digging his past was awful, awfully dangerous. You must be dead, Chiron said. It wasn't a comment about Jason beating the odds as a loner. Chiron knew something specific - something about Jason's family. The words she-wolf in his dream finally make sense to him, her clever joke at his expense. He could imagine Lupa snarling
wolfly laughter. What's it? Annabeth clicked. Jason couldn't keep it to himself. It would kill him, and he had to get Annabeth's help. If she had known Talia, perhaps she could have advised him. You have to swear not to tell anyone,' he said. Jason- Swear, he called. Until I figure out what's going on, what it all means -- he rubbed burnt tattoos on his forearm. You have to keep it a
secret. Annabeth hesitated, but her curiosity won. Ok. Until you tell me everything's fine, I'm not going to share what you're saying with anyone else. I swear on the River Styx. The thunder rumbled, even louder than usual for the cabin. You're our saving Grace, the wolf snarled. Jason took a photo from the floor. My last name he said. That's my sister. Sister. Turned pale. Jason
could see her struggle with anxiety, disbelief, anger. She thought he was lying. His assertion was impossible. And part of him felt the same, but as soon as he spoke the words, he knew they were true. Then the cockpit doors swung open. Half a dozen holidaymakers spilled out, led by a bald guy from Iris, Butch. Hurry! He said, and Jason could not tell if his expression was
excitement or fear. The dragon is back. PIPER WOKE UP AND IMMEDIATELY GRABBED THE MIRROR. There were many of those in Aphrodite's cabin. She sat on her bunk, staring at her reflection, and moaning. She was still gorgeous. Last night after the fire, she tried everything. She messed up her hair, washed her makeup off her face, cried to make her eyes red. Nothing
worked. Her hair popped back to perfection. The magic makeover went off again itself. Her eyes refused to get swollen or blood-soaked. She'd change, but she had nothing to change for. Other Aphrodite tourists offered her some (laughs behind her, she was sure), but each outfit was even more fashionable and funny than what she was on. Now, after a terrible night's sleep,
there's still no change. Piper usually looked like a zombie in the morning, but her hair was styled as a supermodel and her skin was perfect. Even that horrible site at the base of her nose, which she had for so many days that she started calling him Bob, disappeared. She taught in despair and raked her fingers through her hair. There's no point. Do just popped back into place. She
looked like Cherokee Barbie. From across the cabin, Drew called: Oh, darling, it's not going to go away. Her voice dripped with false sympathy. Mom's blessing will last at least another day. Maybe a week if you're lucky. Piper gritted her teeth. Week? Aphrodite's other children - about a dozen girls and five boys - s hid and giggled over her discomfort. Piper knew she had to play
cool, not let them get under her skin. She has dealt with small, popular children many times. But it was different. It was her siblings, even if she had nothing to do with them, and how Aphrodite managed to have so many children so close in age... No problem. She didn't want to know. Don't worry, hon. Drew washed off the fluorescent lipstick. You don't think you belong here? We
couldn't agree more. Isn't that right, Mitchell? One of the guys shuddered. Um, yes. Are you sure. Mmm-Hmm. Drew took out the mascara and checked her eyelashes. Everyone else watched without daring to speak. Anyway, people, fifteen minutes before breakfast. The cabin is not going to clean itself! And Mitchell, I think you've learned your lesson. Right, sweetheart? So you're
on the garbage patrol just for today, um? Show Piper how it's done, because I have a feeling that she'll have this job soon if she survives her quest. Now, take the job, that's it! This is my bathroom time! Everyone began to race around, making beds and folding clothes, while Drew scooped her up hairdryer, and brush and went to the bathroom. Someone inside squealed, and the
girl about eleven kicked out, hastily wrapped in towels with shampoo still in his hair. The door slammed shut, and the girl burst into tears. Several elderly holidaymakers comforted her and wiped the bubbles out of her hair. Seriously? Piper said no one in particular. Did you let Drew treat you like that? A few kids shot Piper nervous looks like they might actually agree, but they said
nothing. The holidaymakers continued to work, although Piper could not understand why the cabin needed a big cleaning. It was a dollhouse of real size, with pink walls and white window trim. The lace curtains were pastel blue and green, which of course matched the sheets and pen comforters on all the beds. Page 23 Page 23 Guys had one row of bunks separated by a curtain,
but their part of the cabin was just as neat and orderly as the girls. Something definitely wasn't natural about it. Each camper had a wooden camp chest at the foot of their bunk with a name drawn on it, and Piper guessed that the clothes in each breast were neatly folded and the color coordinated. The only bit of individualism was the way holidaymakers decorated their private
bunk spaces. Each of them had slightly different photos tacked on from all the celebrities they thought were hot. Some were personal photos, too, but most were actors or singers or whatever. Piper hoped she wouldn't see the poster. It's been almost a year since the movie, and she thought that by now, surely everyone had demolished those old ragged commercials and attached
something new. But not so lucky. She noticed one on the wall by the pantry, in the middle of a collage of famous heartthrobs. The name was ominous red: the king of Sparta. Underneath this poster is a presenter - three-quarters of a shot of bare-chested bronze flesh, with ripped chests and six pack abs. He was wearing only a Greek military kilt and a purple cloak, a sword in his
hand. He looked as if he had just been rubbed with oil, his short black hair glistening and the rivulets of sweat pouring from his rugged face, those dark sad eyes facing the camera, as if to say, I will kill your men and steal your women! Ha ha! It was the most ridiculous poster of all time. Piper and her father laughed at him the first time they saw him. Then the film made bajillion
dollars. The poster graphic popped up everywhere. Piper couldn't get away from him at school, walking down the street, even online. It became a poster, the most embarrassing thing in her life. And yes, it was a picture of her father. She turned away so that no one thought she was looking at him. Maybe when everyone went for breakfast she could tear it down and they wouldn't
notice. She tried to look busy, but she didn't have any extra clothes to throw off. She straightened her bed and then realised the top blanket was one Jason was wrapped around her shoulders last night. She picked it up and pressed it against It smelled of wood smoke, but Not from Jason. He was the only person who was genuinely kind to her after claiming how he cared about
how she felt, not just about her silly new clothes. God, she wanted to kiss him, but he seemed so uncomfortable, almost scared of her. She couldn't blame him. It glowed pink. Excuse me, said a voice over her legs. The garbage patrol guy, Mitchell, was crawling on fours, collecting chocolate wrappers and crumpled notes from under bunk beds. Apparently Aphrodite's kids weren't
one hundred percent neat freaks after all. She's out of his way. What did you do to drive Drew crazy? He glanced at the bathroom door to make sure it was still closed. Last night, after you claimed, I said you couldn't be so bad. It wasn't a big compliment, but Piper was stunned. Aphrodite child actually stood up for her? Thank you, she said. Mitchell shrugged. Yes okay. Let's see
where it takes me. But for what it is worth, welcome to the cabin ten. The girl with light pigtails and braces was rushed with a bunch of clothes in her arms. She looked around furtively, as if delivering nuclear materials. I brought it to you, she whispered. Piper, I'll meet Lacey, Mitchell said, still crawling on the floor. Hi, Lacey said with a breath. You can change. Blessing won't stop
you. It's just, you know, a backpack, some rations, ambrosia and nectar for emergencies, some jeans, a few extra shirts, and a warm jacket. Boots can be a bit snug. But, well, we took the collection. Good luck in your quest! Lacey threw things on the bed and began to hurry, but Piper caught her hand. Stay. At least let me thank you! Why are you rushing off? Lacey looked like she
could get rid of her nervousness. Oh, well - Drew can find out, Mitchell explained. I may have to wear shame shoes! Lacey swallowed. A what? Piper asked. Lacey and Mitchell both pointed to a black shelf installed in the corner of the room as an altar. It featured a hideous pair of nurse orthopaedic boots, bright white with a thick sole. I had to wear them for a week once, Lacey
whimpered. They don't go with anything! And there are harsher penalties, Mitchell warned. Drew can charmspeak, see? Not many of Aphrodite's children have such power; but if she tries hard enough, she can make you do some pretty embarrassing things. Piper, you're the first person I've seen in a long time who can stand up to her. Charmpik ... Piper remembered last night how
the crowd by the fire swayed back and forth between Drew's opinion and hers. You mean, like, you could persuade someone to do things. Or... giving you things. Like a car? Oh, don't give Drew any ideas! Lacey gasped. But yeah, Mitchell said. She could have done it. So that's why she's a top adviser, Piper said. She is all of you? Mitchell picked a nasty wad of gum from under
Piper's bed. No, she inherited the post when Silena Beauregard Beauregard in the war. Drew was the second oldest. The oldest camper automatically gets a post if someone with more years or more completed quests wants to challenge, in which case there is a duel, but it is unlikely to ever happen. Anyway, we're stuck with Drew led by August. She decided to make some
changes in the way the cabin works. Yes, I did! Suddenly Drew was there leaning against his bunk. Lacey creaked like a guinea pig and tried to escape, but Drew extended his hand to stop her. She looked at Mitchell to shine. I think you missed the trash, sweetheart. You better make another pass. Piper glanced into the bathroom and saw that Drew had thrown everything from the
bathroom trash can -- some pretty nasty stuff -- all over the floor. Mitchell sat down on the wildebeest. He looked at Drew as he was about to attack (which Piper would've paid the money to see), but finally he snapped: OK. Drew smiled. Look, Piper, hon, we're a good cab here. Good family! Silena Beauregard though ... You could take a warning from her. She secretly passed
information to Kronos during the Titan War, helping the enemy. Drew smiled all sweet and innocent, with her shiny pink makeup and her dried hair lush and smelling of nutmeg. She was like any popular teenage girl from any high school. But her eyes were as cold as steel. Piper got the feeling Ofly staring straight into her soul, pulling out her secrets. Helping the enemy. Oh, none
of the other cabins talk about it, Drew admitted. They act like Silena Beauregard was a hero. She sacrificed her life to get it right, Mitchell grumbled. She was a hero. Mmm-hmm, Drew said. Another day on the garbage patrol, Mitchell. But anyway, Silena lost track of what this cabin was about. We're going to have nice couples in camp! Then we'll cut them apart and start over! It's
the best entertainment. We have no business getting involved in other things like wars and quests. I certainly wasn't on any quests. They're a waste of time! Lacey nervously raised her hand. But last night you said you wanted to go on- Drew looked at her, and Lacey's voice died. Most of all, Drew went on: We certainly don't need our image of tarnished spies, do we, Piper? Piper
tried to respond, but couldn't. Drew couldn't have known about her dreams or her father's abduction, could she? It's a shame you're not going to be around, Drew sighed. But if you survive your little quest, don't worry, I'll find someone to fit in with you. Maybe one of those rough Hephaestus guys. Or Clovis? He's pretty repulsive. Drew looked at her with a mixture of pity and
disgust. Honestly, I don't think it was possible for Aphrodite to have an ugly baby, but... Who was your father? Whether he was some kind of mutant, or Tristan McLean, Piper cut off. As soon as she said that, she hated herself. She never, ever played the famous dad card. But Drew drove her. Edge. Tristan McLean is my father's. The stunned silence was a pleasant pleasant a few
seconds, but Piper was ashamed of himself. Everyone turned around and looked at the poster, her dad flexing his muscles for the world to see. My god! Half the girls were screaming at once. Sweet! The guy said. The guy with the sword who killed that other dude in that movie? He's so hot for an old man, the girl said, and then blushed. I mean, I'm sorry. I know he's your father.
It's so weird! It's weird, it's all right, Piper agreed. Do you think you could get me his autograph? Another girl asked. Piper made him smile. She couldn't tell if my dad would survive... Yes, no problem, she succeeded. The girl squealed with excitement, and more and more children jumped forward, asking a dozen questions at once. Have you ever been on a set? Do you live in a
mansion? Do you have dinner with movie stars? Did you have a rite of passage? This one took Piper by surprise. The Rite of What? She asked. The girls and guys giggled and pushed each other around as it was an embarrassing topic. A rite of passage for Aphrodite's child, explained one. You get someone to fall in love with you. Then you break their hearts. Drop them. Once
you do, you've proven that Aphrodite is worthy. Piper stared at the crowd to see if they were joking. Breaking someone's heart on purpose? It's terrible! The others looked confused. Why? The guy asked. My god! The girl said. I bet Aphrodite broke your father's heart! I bet he never loved anyone again, did he? It's so romantic! When you have a rite of passage, you can be like a
mom! Forget about it! Piper screamed, a little louder than she thought. The other children retreated. I don't break someone's heart just for a stupid rite of passage! Which, of course, gave Drew a chance to take back control. Well, here you go! She cut in silena's inch said the same thing. She broke tradition, fell in love with this boy Bekendorf and remained in love. If you ask me,
that's why it ended tragically for her. It's not true! Lacey creaked, but Drew looked at her, and she immediately melted back into the crowd. Hardly matters, Drew continued, because, Piper, hon, you couldn't break anyone's heart anyway. And this nonsense that your father Tristan McLean is asking attention. Page 24 Page 24 Several children blinked insecurely. You mean he's not
her father? One asked. Drew rolled her eyes. You are welcome. Now it's time for breakfast, folks, and Piper here has to start this little quest. So let's get it packed and get it out of here! Drew squel the crowd and made everyone move. She called them hon and dear, but her tone made it clear that she expected to obey. Mitchell and Lacey helped Piper pack. They even guarded the
bathroom while Piper walked in and turned into the best travel outfit. Hand-me-falls weren't fancy, thank goodness, just well-worn jeans, a T-shirt, a comfortable winter coat, and hiking boots that are perfect She tied her dagger, Catoptris, to her waistband. Zone. Piper came out, she felt almost normal again. Other campers stood on their beds while Drew came and inspected.
Piper turned to Mitchell and Lacey and mouth, thank you. Mitchell nodded grimly. Lacey flashed a full smile brace. Piper doubted that Drew ever thanked them for anything. She also noticed that the poster of the King of Sparta was waffle and thrown in the trash. Drew's orders, no doubt. Even though Piper wanted to take off the poster herself, she was now completely on the
couple. When Drew spotted her, she clapped to a sneering applause. Very nice! Our little girl quest is all dressed in dumpster clothes again. Now go! You don't have to have breakfast with us. Good luck with ... A what. So long! Piper shoulders her bag. She felt that everyone else was looking at her as she came to the door. She might just walk away and forget about it. That would
be easy. Why didn't she give a damn about that hut, these shallow kids? Except that some of them tried to help her. Some of them even stood up to Drew for her. She turned to the door. You know, you all don't have to follow Drew's orders. The rest of the kids have shifted. A little glance at Drew, but she looked too stunned to answer. Ame, one succeeded, she's our chief adviser.
She's a tyrant, Piper said. You can think for yourself. There must be more to Aphrodite. More than that, one child repeated. Think for yourself, muttered the second. People! Drew squealed. Don't be silly! She charms you. No, Piper replied. I'm just telling the truth. At least Piper thought it was. She did not understand exactly how this enchanting business works, but she did not feel
that she was sticking any special force into her words. She didn't want to win the argument by deceiving people. It'll make her no better than Drew. Piper just meant what she said. Also, even if she tried charmspeaking, she had the feeling that it wouldn't work very well on another charmspeaker like Drew. Drew mocked her. You can have a bit of power, Miss Movie Star. But you
don't know anything first about Aphrodite. Do you have such great ideas? What do you think this cabin is about? Tell them. Piper wanted to make a faded retort, but her anger turned into panic. She was a spy for the enemy, like Silena Beauregard. Aphrodite's traitor. Did Drew know about it, or was she bluffing? Under Drew's glare, her confidence began to crumble. Not that, Piper
succeeded. That's not Aphrodite's about it. Then she turned and burst before others could see her blushing. Drew started laughing after her. Isn't that it? Hear that, people? She has no idea! Piper promised herself she'd never go back to that cabin. She blinked tears and burst through the green, unsure where she was going until she saw the dragon swooping down from the sky.
Leo? SHE SCREAMED. Of course, there he is. sitting on top of a giant bronze death machine and smiling like a madman. Even before he landed, the camp alarm went up. Konch's horn blew. All the satire started screaming: Don't kill me! Half of the camp ran outside in a mixture of pajamas and armor. The dragon sat down right in the middle of the green, and Leo yelled, That's
cool! Don't shoot! Hesitantly, the archers lowered their bows. The warriors retreated, keeping their spears and swords ready. They made a loose wide ring around the metal monster. Other demigods hid behind the cockpit doors or peeked out of windows. No one seemed eager to get close. Piper couldn't blame them. The dragon was huge. It glistened in the morning sun like a
living sculpture of penny-different shades of copper and a bronze-sixty-foot-long snake with steel claws and drill-bit teeth and glowing ruby eyes. He bat-shaped wings at twice its length, which unfolded like metal sails, making sound like coins cascading out of the slot machine every time they clapped. Beautiful, Piper muttered. Other demigods looked at her like she was crazy. The
dragon raised his head and shot into the sky with a fiery pillar. The resters scrambled and dropped their weapons, but Leo calmly slipped off the dragon's back. He held his hands as if he had given up, except that he still had this crazy smile on his face. People of the Earth, I come in peace! He was screaming. He looked like he was riding in a fire. His army coat and face were
smeared with soot. His hands were stained with grease and he wore a new belt tool around his waist. His eyes were covered in blood. His curly hair was so greasy that it stuck in porcupine feathers, and it smelled strangely of Tabasco sauce. But he looked absolutely ecstatic. Fest just says hello! This thing is dangerous! Aus the girl was screaming, waving a spear. Kill him now!
Stand up! Someone ordered it. To Piper's surprise, it was Jason. He pushed through the crowd surrounded by Annabeth and the girl from Hephaestus's hut, Nissa. Jason glanced at the dragon and shook his head in amazement. Leo, what did you do? I'll find a trip! Leo shone. You said I could go looking for you if I could give you a ride. Well, I've got you a class-A metal flying bad
boy! Festus can take us anywhere! He has wings, Nissa muttered. Her jaw looked as if she might fall off her face. Yes! Leo said. I found them and attached them. But he never had wings. Where did you find them? Leo hesitated, and Piper could tell he was hiding something. In the... woods, he said. Repaired his schemes, too, basically, so no more problems with it happening
haywire. Mostly? Nissa asked. The dragon's head twitched. He leaned to one side and a stream of black liquid, maybe oil, hopefully just oil-poured from the ear, all over Leo. Just a few kinks to work on, Leo said. But how did you survive ...? Nissa still stared at the creature in awe. I mean, the breath of fire ... - I Leo said. And lucky. Nwo Nwo Am I on this quest, or what? Jason
scratched his head. Did you call it Fest? Do you know what Latin, 'festus' means happy? Do you want us to go to save the world on The Happy Dragon? The dragon twitched and shuddered and clapped its wings. That's right, bro! Leo said. Now, ame, I'd really suggest we go, guys. I've already picked up some supplies in the woods. And all these people with guns are fading Fest.
Jason frowned. But we haven't planned anything yet. We can't just: Go, Annabeth said. She was the only one who wasn't nervous with her. Her expression was sad and thoughtful, as it reminded her of the best times. Jason, you only have three days before the solstice now, and you should never keep the nervous dragon waiting. This is certainly a good omen. Go! Jason nodded.
Then he smiled at Piper. Are you ready, partner? Piper looked at the dragon's bronze wings shining against the sky, and the claws that could crush it to pieces. I bet, she said. Flying the Dragon was the most amazing experience ever, Piper thought. High, the air froze; But the metal skin of the dragon generated so much heat, it was like they were flying into a protective bubble.
Let's talk about seat heaters! And the grooves in the dragon's back were designed as high-tech saddles, so they weren't uncomfortable at all. The lion showed them how to hook their feet into the slit of the armor, as in stirrups, and use the leather seat belts deftly hidden under the outer coating. They sat one file: Leo in front, then Piper, then Jason, and Piper was very aware of
Jason right behind her. She wanted him to hold on to her, maybe wrap his arms around her waist, and unfortunately he didn't. Leo used the reins to guide the dragon into the sky, as he had done all his life. The metal wings worked perfectly, and soon the Long Island coast was just a foggy line behind them. They shot over Connecticut and climbed into the gray winter clouds. Leo
smiled at them. What if we get noticed? Piper asked. Fog, Jason said. This keeps mortals from seeing magical things. If they lock us up, they'll probably think we're going to get a little plane or something. Piper glanced over her shoulder. Are you sure of that? No, he admitted. Piper then saw him clutching a photo in his hand - a picture of a girl with dark hair. She gave Jason a
quizzical look, but he blushed and put the photo in his pocket. We're making a good time. I think you'll get there by tonight. Piper asks who the girl in the picture is, but she didn't want to ask; and if Jason didn't volunteer information that wasn't a good sign. Had he remembered anything about his life before? Was that a picture of his real girlfriend? Stop, she thought. You're just
going to torture yourself. She asked a safer question. Where are we going? To find the god of the North Wind, Jason said. And some spirits of the storm. LEO WAS TOTALLY BUZZING. Expression Expression everyone's face when he flew the dragon to the camp? Invaluable! He thought his neighbors were going to bust a drag nut. The fest was awesome too. He didn't blow up
any cabins or eat satire, even if he was dripping some oil from his ear. Okay, a lot of oil. Leo could work on that later. So maybe Leo didn't take the chance to tell everyone about Bunker 9 or the design of the flying boat. He needed time to think about all this. He could have told them when he came back. If I come back, part of it is thinking. No, he'd come back. It scored a sweet
magic belt tool from the bunker, and a lot of interesting supplies are being safely stacked in the backpack. He also had a fire-breathing, only slightly flowing dragon on his side. What could go wrong? Well, the control drive could go bankrupt, the bad part suggested it. Fest can eat you. @qwertyui - 2020-07-06 20:24 Cool Page 25 Page 25 Ok, so the dragon wasn't quite as fixed as
Leo might have already let on. He worked all night attaching those wings, but he didn't find the extra dragon brain anywhere in the bunker. Hey, they were time-limited! Three days before the solstice. They had to go. In addition, Leo is very good at cleaning the disc. Most of the schemes were still good. He just has to stick together. His bad side started thinking, yes, but what if -
Shut up, I said Leo out loud. A what? Piper asked. Nothing, he said. It's been a long night. I think I'm hallucinating. It's cool. Sitting in front, Leo could not see their faces, but he suggested from their silence that his friends were not happy to have a sleepless, hallucinant dragon driver. I'm just joking. Leo decided it would be good to change the subject. So what's the plan, brother?
Did you say something about catching the wind, or breaking the wind, or something? As they flew over New England, Jason laid out a game plan: First, find a guy named Boreas and grill him for information: His name is Boreas? Leo had to ask. What is he, god of boredom? Second, Jason went on, they had to find those venti that attacked them in the Grand Canyon: Can we just
call them a storm of spirits? Leo asked. Venti makes them sound like evil espresso drinks. And third, Jason finished, they had to figure out who the spirit of the storm was working for so they could find Hera and free her. So you want to look at Dylan, the nasty storm dude, on purpose,' Leo said. The guy who threw me off the sky and sucked Coach Hedge into the clouds. That's
about it, Jason said. Well... there may be a wolf involved, too. But I think she's friendly. She probably won't eat us if we don't show weakness. Jason told them about his dream - a big nasty wolf-mother and a burnt-out house with stone spires growing out of the pool. Ah, Leo said. But you don't know where this place is. No, Jason admitted. There's also the Giants, Piper added. The
prophecy said revenge of the giants. Hold on, Leo said. Giants, like more than one? it can't be just one giant giant Wants revenge? I don't think so, Piper said. I remember in some old Greek stories, there was something about an army of giants. Great, Leo muttered. Of course, if you're lucky, it's the army. So do you know anything else about these giants? Haven't you done a
bunch of myths researching for this movie with your father? Is your father an actor? Jason asked. Leo laughed. I keep forgetting your amnesia. Heh. Forgetting about amnesia. That's funny. But yes, her father Tristan McLean. Sorry, what was he in? It doesn't matter, Piper said quickly. Giants-well, there were many giants in Greek mythology. But if I think about the right ones, they
were bad news. Huge, almost impossible to kill. They can throw mountains and stuff. I think they were related to the Titans. They rose from the ground after Kronos lost the war -- I mean the first titan war, thousands of years ago, and they tried to destroy Olympus. If we're talking about the same giants - Chiron said it's happening again, Jason remembered. The last chapter. That's
what he meant. No wonder he didn't want us to know all the details. Leo whistled. So... giants who can throw mountains. Friendly wolves who will eat us if we show weakness. Angry espresso drinks. Got. Maybe now is not the time to raise my psychopathic nanny. Is this another joke? Piper asked. Leo told them about Thea Callide, who was actually a Hero, and how she came to
his camp. He didn't tell them about his fire-making abilities. It's still a touchy issue, especially after Nissa told him fire demigods tend to destroy cities and stuff. Also, then Leo will have to get into the way he caused his mom's death, and ... No. He wasn't ready to go there. He managed to tell about the night when she died, not to mention the fire, just saying that the machine shop
collapsed. It was easier not to look at your friends, just keeping your eyes straight forward as they flew. And he told them of a strange woman in earthen robes who seemed to be asleep and seemed to know the future. Leo appreciated the entire state of Massachusetts had passed under them before his friends spoke. This is... anxious, Piper said. Booth sums it up, Leo agreed.
The thing is, everyone says, don't trust Hera. She hates demigods. And the prophecy said that we would cause death if it spread its fury. So I'm wondering... Why are we doing this? she chose us, Jason said. All three of us. We are the first of the seven to gather for the Great Prophecy. This quest is the beginning of something much bigger. It didn't make Leo feel better, but he
couldn't argue with Jason's point. It felt like it was the beginning of something huge. He just wanted four more demigods to help them, they'd show up quickly. Leo didn't want to hog all the scary life-threatening adventures. Besides, Jason continued, helping Gera is the only way to get his memory back. And this one spire in his sleep seemed to seem to to Hera's energy. If this
thing untie the king of giants, destroying Hera: Not a good compromise, Piper agreed. At least Hera is on our side, basically. Losing her will throw the gods into chaos. She is the main one who keeps peace in the family. And the war against the giants can be even more destructive than the War of Titan. Chiron also spoke of the worst forces of stirring on the solstice, with him time
for dark magic, and all that might awaken if Hera were sacrificed that day. And this mistress who controls the spirits of the storm, the one who wants to kill all the demigods-Maybe that weird sleeping lady, Leo is finished. Dirty woman completely awake? Not what I want to see. But who is she? Jason asked. What does it have to do with the Giants? Good questions, but none of
them had any answers. They flew in silence, while Leo wondered if he was the right thing to do by sharing so much. He didn't tell anyone about that evening in the warehouse. Even if he hadn't given them the whole story, he still felt strange as he opened his chest and took out all the gears that made him tick. His body was shaking, not cold. He hoped Piper, sitting behind him,
could not tell. The forge and the pigeon will break the cage. Isn't that a line of prophecy? This meant Piper and he would have to figure out how to break into this magical rock prison, suggesting they might find it. Then they will unleash the fury of Hera, causing a lot of death. Well, it sounded fun! Leo saw Toy Callida in action; she loved knives, snakes, and put the children in
roaring bonfires. yes, definitely let's unleash her fury. That's a great idea. Fest continued to fly. The wind cooled, and beneath them the snowy forests seemed to go on forever. Leo didn't know exactly where the city was. He told Fest to take them to borei Palace, and Fest continued to go north. Hopefully the dragon knew the way and they won't end up at the North Pole. Why don't
you get some sleep? Piper said in his ear. You haven't been there all night. Leo wanted to protest, but the word dream sounded very good. You're not going to let me fall? Piper patted him on the shoulder. Believe me, Valdez. Beautiful people never lie. That's right, he muttered. He leaned forward to the warm bronze of the dragon's neck and closed his eyes. He seemed to be
sleeping only for SECONDS, but when Piper shook him awake, daylight was fading. We're here, she said. Leo wiped the dream out of his eyes. Beneath them, the city sat on a rock overlooking the river. The plains around it were dusted with snow, but the city itself glowed warmly at the winter sunset. Buildings crowded inside high walls like a medieval city, much older than any
place Leo had seen before. In the center was a real castle - at least, Leo assumed it was a castle - with massive red brick walls and a square tower with a peak green front roof. Tell me it's quebec, not Santa's workshop, Leo said. Yes, the quebec, Piper confirmed. of the oldest cities in North America. Founded about sixteen hundred or so? Leo raised an eyebrow. Did your dad
make a movie about it too? She made a face on it that Leo is used to, but it didn't quite work out with her new glamorous make-up. I read sometimes, okay? Just because Aphrodite claimed me doesn't mean I have to be an air head. Feisty! Leo said. So you know so much, what kind of castle is this? The hotel, I think. Leo laughed. It's nothing. But as they approached, Leo saw that
she was right. The grand entrance was noisy with doormen, valets, and porters taking bags. The sleek black luxury cars idling in the drive. People in elegant suits and winter cloaks hurried to get out of the cold. Does the north wind stop at the hotel? Leo said. It can't be-heads up, guys, Jason interrupted. We have company! Leo looked below and saw what Jason meant. Two
winged figures - evil angels, with nasty swords - towered from the top of the tower. Fest doesn't like angel guys. He swooped on a stop in the air, the wings beating and claws bared, and made a rumbling sound in his throat that Leo had learned. He was going to blow up the fire. Steady, boy, Leo muttered. Something told him that the angels would not take kindly to get set on fire. I
don't like it, Jason said. They look like storm spirits. At first Leo thought he was right, but when the angels approached, he could see that they were much more durable than the venti. They looked like ordinary teenagers, except for their icy white hair and feathered purple wings. Their bronze swords were jagged like icicles. Their faces looked similar enough that they may have
been brothers, but they definitely weren't twins. One was the size of a bull, with a bright red hockey jersey, baggy sweatpants, and black leather cleats. The guy was clearly in too many fights because both of his eyes were black, and when he bared his teeth, some of them went missing. The other guy looked as if he had just come off one of his mom's covers of Leo's 1980s rock
album - Journey, maybe or Hall and Oates, or something even lamer. His icy hair was long and feathered in a mullet. He wore absentee leather shoes, designer trousers that were too tight, and a god-awful silk shirt with three top buttons open. Maybe he thought he looked like a groovy god of love, but the guy couldn't weigh more than ninety pounds and he had a bad case of
acne. Page 26 Page 26 Angels pulled up in front of the dragon and hovered there, swords at the ready. The hockey bull grunted. No permission. I'm sorry? Leo said. You don't have a flight plan to file, explained the groovy god of love. Among other problems, he had a French accent, so Leo was sure it was a fake. It's a limited airspace. Destroy them? The bull showed off his gaping
scum. The dragon began his steam, ready to defend them. Jason called golden sword, but Leo exclaimed: Hold on! Let's have some manners here, boys. Can I at least find out who is honored Me? I'm Cal! The bull grunted. He looked very proud of himself, as if he needed a long time to remember the sentence. This is an acronym for Calais, said the god of love. Unfortunately, my
brother can't say a word with more than two syllables- Pizza! Hockey! Destroy! Cal suggested. That includes his own name, the god of love is finished. I'm Cal, Cal repeated. And that's zitez! My brother! Wau, Leo said. It was almost three sentences, man! It's cool. Cal grunted, obviously pleased with himself. Stupid jester, his brother grumbled. They make fun of you. But it doesn't
matter. I'm a zitez, which is an abbreviation of the zites. And the lady there -- He winked at Piper, but the wink was more like a facial fit. She can call me whatever she likes. Maybe she'd like to have lunch with a famous demigod before we have to destroy you? Piper made a sound like a gag on a drop of cough. This is... truly appalling proposal. It's not a problem. He moved his
eyebrows. We are very romantic people, we are Boreads. The Boreads? Jason cut it out. You mean, like, Boreas' sons? So you've heard of us! He looked pleased. We are our father's gatekeepers. So, you know, we can't have unauthorized people flying in its airspace on squeaky dragons, scaring stupid mortal peoples. He pointed below, and Leo saw that mortals began to notice.
Some are pointing up, not anxiously, but-more with confusion and annoyance as the dragon had the traffic helicopter flying too low. Which, unfortunately, is why, if it's not an emergency landing, said Setes, brushing the hair out of his acne-covered face, we need to wipe you out painfully. Destroy! Cal agreed, with a little more enthusiasm than Leo saw fit. Please wait! Piper said.



It's an emergency landing. Oh! Cal looked so disappointed, Leo almost felt sorry for him. He studied Piper, which, of course, he had already done. How does a beautiful girl decide that this is an emergency then? We have to see Boreas. It's absolutely urgent! You are welcome? She made a smile, which Leo realized must have killed her; but she still had this blessing of Aphrodite,
and she looked great. Something about her voice, too- Leo appeared to believe every word. Jason nodded, looking absolutely convinced. Setes took on his silk shirt, probably making sure he was still open wide enough. Well... I hate to disappoint a beautiful lady, but, you see, my sister, she would have had an avalanche if we allowed you: And our dragon is faulty! Piper added. It
could crash any minute! Fest shuddered helpfully, then turned his head and spilled the trash from his ear, spraying a black Mercedes in the parking lot below. No to destroy? Cal whimpered. He was thinking about the problem. He then gave Piper another spasmodic wink. Well, you're pretty. I mean, you're right. A faulty dragon can be an emergency. Destroy them later? Cal
suggested, which was probably like friendly as he ever got. It's going to take some explanation, said Setes. Father hasn't been kind to visitors lately. But, yes. Come, the faulty dragon people. Follow us. Boreads shelled their swords and pulled fewer weapons from their belts, or at least Leo thought they were weapons. Then the Boreads turned them on, and Leo realized they had
flashlights with orange cones like the ones the dispatcher guys were using on the runway. Cal and Zetes turned and swooped on the hotel tower. Leo turned to his friends. I love these guys. Follow them? Jason and Piper didn't look greedy. I think so, Jason said. We're here now. But I wonder why Borey wasn't kind to the visitors. Pfft, he just didn't meet us. Leo whistled. Fest, after
these flashlights! As they approached, Leo was worried that they would crash into the tower. Boreads made right of the green gable rush and didn't slow down. Then the slanted roof section slid open, opening the entrance wide enough for Festus. The upper and lower parts were lined with icicles like jagged teeth. It may not be good, Jason muttered, but Leo spurred the dragon
down, and they swooped on the Boreads. They landed in what should be a penthouse suite; but the place was hit by a flash freeze. The hall had vaulted ceilings forty feet high, huge draped windows and lush oriental carpets. The staircase at the back of the room led to another equally massive hall, and more corridors branched out left and right. But the ice made the beauty of the
room a little intimidating. When Leo slipped off the dragon, the carpet crunched under his feet. A small layer of frost covered the furniture. The curtains did not budge because they were frozen solid, and ice-covered windows let in a strange water light from the sunset. Even the ceiling was fluffy with icicles. As for the stairs, Leo was sure he would slip and break his neck if he tried
to climb on them. Guys, Leo said, Fix the thermostat here, and I'd totally move. Jason looked restlessly at the stairs. Something feels wrong. Something out there ... Fest shuddered and snorted with flames. Frost began to form on his scales. No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no Setes came up, though, as he could walk in those slanted leather shoes, Leo had no idea. The dragon
must be deactivated. We can't shoot here. Heat breaks my hair. Fest boiled and spun his drill-bit teeth. Okay, man. Leo turned to zates. The dragon is a little touchy about the whole concept of deactivation. But I have a better solution. Destroy? Cal suggested. No, man. You have to stop talking about destruction. Just wait. Leo, Piper said nervously that you're a look and learn,
beauty queen. When I was renovating Festus last night, I found all kinds of buttons. Some, you don't want to know what they're doing. But others ... Here we are. Leo hooked his fingers to the dragon's left over. He pulled out the switch, and the dragon shuddered from his head Everyone retreated as Fest folded like origami. Its bronze coating is put together. His neck and tail
crashed into his body. Its wings collapsed and his trunk compacted until it became a rectangular metal wedge the size of a suitcase. Leo tried to raise it, but the thing weighed about six billion pounds. Um... Yes. Wait. I think, yes. He pressed another button. The handle flipped over the top, and the wheels pressed to the bottom. Ta-da! He announced. The world's heaviest carry
bag! It's impossible, Jason said. Something that couldn't be big. He ordered it. He and Cal both drew their swords and looked at Leo. Leo raised his hands. Ok... What did I do? Stay calm, guys. If it bothers you so much, I don't need to take a dragon as a manual: Who are you? He stuck his sword in Leo's chest. The child of the south wind, spying on us? A what? No! Leo said. Son
of Hephaestus. Friendly blacksmith, don't hurt anyone! He put his face on Leo and he definitely wasn't prettier at point-blank range, with his bruised eyes and banged on his mouth. The smell of fire, he said. Fire is bad. A. Leo's heart was racing. Yes okay... my clothes are kind of singed, and I work with butter, and - No! He pushed Leo away at the point of the sword. We can smell
fire, demigods. We assumed it was from a squeaky dragon, but now the dragon is a suitcase. And I still smell the fire... On you. If the penthouse wasn't three degrees, Leo would start sweating. Hey... Take a look... I don't know, he looked at his friends desperately. Guys, a little help? Jason already had a gold coin in his hand. He stepped forward, his eyes on the zitez. Look,
there's been a mistake. Leo's not a firefighter. Tell them, Leo. Tell them you're not a firefighter. Um... It's zitez? Piper tried her dazzling smile again, though she looked too nervous and cold to take it off. We're all friends here. Put your swords down and let's talk. The girl is beautiful, zest admitted, and of course she can't help but be drawn to my wonder; but unfortunately I can't
novel it at this time. He poked his sword further into Leo's chest, and Leo felt the frost spread across his shirt, turning his skin numb. He wanted him to be able to resume Festus. He needed support. But it would take a few minutes, even if he could reach the button, with two purple winged crazy guys in his way. Destroy it now? Cal asked his brother. He nodded. Unfortunately, I
think, No, Jason insisted. He sounded calm enough, but Leo realized that he was about two seconds away from flipping this coin and going into full gladiator mode. Leo's just the son of Hephaestus. He's not a threat. Piper is Aphrodite's daughter here. I'm the son of zeus. We're on a peaceful ... Jason's voice faltered because both Boreads suddenly turned to him. What did you
say? Setes demanded. Are you the son of zeus? Um... Yes, Jason said. It's good. Right? My name is Jason. Cal looked so surprised he almost dropped his sword. Can't be Jason,' he said. Doesn't look like the same thing. He came forward and mowed Jason's face. No, he's not our Jason. Our Jason was more stylish. Not as much as I do, but stylish. Besides, our Jason died
thousands of years ago. Wait, Jason said. Your Jason ... You mean the original Jason? Golden rune guy? Guy? the lost hero free online reading. the lost hero graphic novel read online free. percy jackson the lost hero book online free. the lost hero audiobook free online. heroes of olympus the lost hero full movie online free. listen to the lost hero online free
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