
Packing up to leave 

It didn’t take me long to pack. I decided to leave the 

Minotaur horn in my cabin, which left me only an extra 

change of clothes and a toothbrush to stuff in a backpack 

Grover had found for me. 

Chiron gave me and Annabeth a flask of nectar and an 

airtight bag full of ambrosia squares, to be used only in 

emergencies, if we were seriously hurt. It was god food, 

Chiron reminded us. It would cure us of almost any injury, 

but it was lethal to mortals. Too much of it would make a 

half-blood very, very feverish. An overdose would burn us up, 

literally.  

Before leaving, Chiron handed me what looked like an 

ordinary, boring ballpoint pen. I took off the cap, and the pen 

grew longer and heavier in my hand. In half a second, I held a 

shimmering bronze sword with a double-edged blade. It was 

the first weapon that actually felt balanced in my hand.  

“Use it only for emergencies,” Chiron said, “and only against 

monsters. No hero should harm mortals unless absolutely 

necessary, of course, but this sword wouldn’t harm them in 

any case. 

 

 

 

 

 



The journey 

It was time to leave, Annabeth and Grover went first and I 

followed. We made our way along the dark tunnel, up to our 

ankles in water, and slowly the light from the open shaft 

down which we had come faded into darkness. We walked 

steadily on, for what seemed like a very long time. Annabeth 

said nothing, but she was afraid of the dark. We could hear 

many strange sounds around us, of water gurgling and 

dripping, and the echo of our own footsteps. We passed 

other channels flowing into our tunnel, and we could sense 

that the tunnel was becoming bigger the further we went. 

Then for the first time we heard a sound that was watery, but 

not made by water. It was some way behind us, and it was 

unmistakable: splosh, splosh, splosh. Something was 

following us. 

We hurried on faster. The water was deeper now, and pulled 

our legs. There was a glow of faint light ahead, and a 

thundery sound. Behind us we could still hear the steady 

footfall of our pursuer. 

All at once the tunnel emerged into a long cave, through the 

middle of which ran a fast-flowing river. The light which 

faintly illuminated the glistening cave walls came from a low 

wide hole at the far end, through which the river plunged out 

of sight. The tunnel water now drained away to join the river, 

and we found ourselves on a smooth bank of dry rock, 

surrounded by trees. Almost at once, I felt something 

terrible, very close by.  



A flash of fire blinded our eyes causing us to be clueless of 

our surroundings. A loud screech came from the trees above 

us. With our hearts racing, we picked up our bags and 

sprinted in the direction that we thought was North. 

Swooping through the trees after us, we could see a feint 

outline of a fiery dragon spitting fireballs in our direction. 

“He must have been sent by Hades to try and stop us.” I 

screamed, breathless. 

“We need to find somewhere to hide.” Grover managed just 

before tripping over a rotten tree stump. He fell to the 

ground. The dragon was gaining on us and we had to make 

an instant decision. We picked Grover up off the floor and we 

glanced at each other, knowing there was only one option. 

“Quick, in here!” I yelled over the sound of the fast 

approaching dragon, whose fire ball had missed me by a 

narrow margin. 

We jumped inside the murky, stinking cave and managed to 

roll the heavy stone over the hole. We were safe…for now. 

Hours passed before eventually we heard the cries of the 

dragon disappear into the distance. 

“He’s gone,” I whispered. 

We were on our way again, scaling crevices and running 

through rivers. The surroundings started to get greyer and 

more dismal by the minute. There we were, walking through 

the woods on the riverbank, the glow from the sun slowly 

sinking into the ground and the smell of dank mould reeking 

in our noses. Annabeth was shivering, her eyes full of terror.  



The lair 

We arrived at a dull building, with a sign above it that read 

‘ATNYU MES GDERAN GOMEN MEPROIUM.’ Flanking the 

entrance were two cement garden gnomes, ugly bearded 

little runts, smiling and waving. Inside was a forest of statues: 

cement animals, cement children, even a cement satyr 

playing pipes, which gave me the creeps.  

“Oh my goodness, he looks like my Uncle Ferdinand!” 

shouted Grover. We stopped at the warehouse door. “These 

statues are staring at me, I smell monsters.”  

My neck tingled, as if somebody else was looking at me. I 

turned, but it was just a statue of a young girl holding an 

Easter basket. The detail was incredible, much better than 

you see in most garden statues. But something was wrong 

with her face. It looked as if she was startled, or even 

terrified. 

“This is Uncle Ferdinand!” Grover gasped behind me.  

We all turned around sharply at the sound of distant hissing. 

It took every breath inside me to mutter, “We’re…..in 

Medusa’s cave.” 

 


