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ONE

W

I GET FLUSHED

Look, I didn’t want to be a high school senior.

I was hoping my dad could write me a note:

Dear Whoever,

Please excuse Percy Jackson from school forever and just give
bim the diploma.

Thanks,

Poseidon

I figured I'd earned that much after barttling gods
and monsters since I was twelve years old. I'd saved the
world . . . three times? Four? I've lost count. You don’t
need the details. I'm not sure I even remember them at
this point.

Maybe you're thinking, But wow! You’re the son of a Greck
god! That must be amazing!

Honest truth? Most of the time, being a demigod
blows chunks. Anybody who tells you different is trying
to recruit you for a quest.

So there I was, stumbling down the hallway on my first

morning of classes at a new high school—again—after
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losing my entire junior year because of magical amnesia
(don’t ask). My textbooks were spilling out of my arms,
and I had no idea where to find my third-period English
class. Math and biology had already melted my brain. I
wasn't sure how I was going to make it to the end of
the day.

Then a voice crackled over the loudspeaker: “Percy
Jackson, please report to the counselor’s office.”

At least none of the other students knew me yet.
Nobody looked at me and laughed. I just turned, all
casual-like, and meandered back toward the administra-
tion wing.

Alternative High is housed in a former elementary
school in Queens. That means kiddie-size desks and no
lockers, so you have to carry all your stuff from class to
class. Down every hall, I could find cheery reminders of
the school’s former childhood—smudges of finger paint
on the walls, unicorn stickers peeling oft the fire extin-
guishers, the occasional ghostly whiff of fruit juice and
graham crackers.

AHS takes anybody who needs to finish their high
school career. It doesn’t matter if you are coming back
from juvie, or have severe learning differences, or happen
to be a demigod with really bad luck. It is also the only
school in the New York area that would admit me for my
senior year and help me make up all the course credit I'd
lost as a junior.

On the bright side, it has a swim team and an

Olympic-size pool (no idea why), so my stepdad, Paul
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Blofis, thoughtitymight be a good fit for me. I promised
him I'd try.

I'd also promised my gitlfriend, Annabeth. The plan
was that I'd graduate on time so we could go to college
together. I didn’t want to disappoint her. The idea of her
going off to California without me kept me up at night. . ..

I found the counselor’s office in what must’ve once
been the school infirmary. I deduced that from a painting
on the wall of a sad purple frog with a thermometer in its
mouth.

“Mr. Jackson! Come in!”

The guidance counselor came around her desk, ready
to shake my hand. Then she realized I had six thousand
pounds of textbooks in my arms.

“Oh, just put those down anywhere,” she said. “Please,
have a seat!”

She gestured to a blue plastic chair about a foot too
low for me. Sitting in it, I was eye level with the jar of
Jolly Ranchers on her desk.

“So!” The counselor beamed at me from her comfy-
looking, adult-size chair. Her bottle-thick glasses made
her eyes swim. Her gray hair was curled into scalloped
rows that reminded me of an oyster bed. “How are you
settling in?”

“The chair’s a little short.”

“T mean at school.”

“Well, T've only had two classes—"

“Have you started on your college applications?”

“I just got here.”



“Exactly! We're already.behind!”

I glanced at the purple frog, who looked as miserable
as I felt. “Look, Ms.—”

“Call me Eudora,” she said cheerfully. “Now, let’s see
what brochures we have.”

She rummaged through her desk. “Poly Tech. BU.
NYU. ASU. FU. No, no, no.”

I wanted to stop her. My temples were throbbing. My
ADHD was pinging around under my skin like billiard
balls. I couldn’t think about college today.

“Ma’am, I appreciate your help,” I said. “But, really,
I've kinda already got a plan. If I can just get through this
year—"

“Yes, New Rome University,” she said, still digging
through her desk drawer. “But the mortal counselor
doesn’t seem to have a brochure.”

My ears popped. I tasted salt water in the back of my
throat. “The mortal counselor?”

My hand drifted toward the pocket of my jeans, where
I kept my favorite weapon: a deadly ballpoint pen. This
wouldn’t have been the first time I'd had to defend myself
from an attack at school. You'd be amazed how many
teachers, administrators, and other school staff are mon-
sters in disguise. Or maybe you wouldn’t be amazed.

“Who are you?” I asked.

She sat up and smiled. “I told you. I'm Eudora.”

I studied her more closely. Her curled hair was in fact
a bed of oysters. Her dress shimmered like a jellyfish

membrane.



I¢’s weird how the Mist wotks. Even for demigods,
who see supernatural stuft all the time, you have to con-
centrate to pierce the barrier between the human world
and the godly one. Otherwise, the Mist just kind of plas-
ters over what you see, making ogres look like pedestrians
or a giant drakon look like the N train. (And believe me,
it’s embarrassing trying to board a drakon when one ram-
pages into the Astoria Boulevard statibn.)

“What did you do with the regular counselor?” I
asked.

Eudora waved her hand di§missively. “Oh, don't worry
about her. She couldn’t help you with New Rome. That’s
why I'm here!”

Something about her tone made me feel . . . not reas-
sured, exactly, but at least not personally threatened.
Maybe she only ate other guidance counselors.

Her presence felc familiar, too—the salty tingle in my
nostrils, the pressure in my ears as if T were a thousand
feet underwater. I realized I'd encountered someone like
her before, when I was twelve years old, at the bottom of
the Mississippi River.

“You're a sea spirit,” I said. “A Nereid.”

Eudora chuckled. “Yes, of course, Percy. Did you
think I was a dryad?” '

“So .. ..my father sent you?”

She raised an eyebrow, as if she was starting to worry
I might be a bit slow on the uptake. Weirdly, I get that
look a lot.

“Yes, dear. Poseidon. Your father? My boss? Now, I'm
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sorry Lican’t find a brochure, but I know you’ll need all
the usual human requirements for New Rome University:
test scores, official transcripts, and an up-to-date psycho-
educational evaluation. Those aren’t a problem.”

“They aren’t?” After all I'd been through, it might've
been too early to judge on that last one.

“But you'll also need a few, ah, special entry require-
ments.”

The taste of salt water got sharper in my mouth.
“What special requirements?”

“Has anyone talked to you about divine recommenda-
tion letters?” She looked like she really wanted the answer
to be yes.

“No,” I said.

She fiddled with her jar of Jolly Ranchers. “I see.
Well. You'll need three letters. From three different gods.
But I'm sure for a demigod of your talents—"

“What?”

Eudora flinched. “Or we could look at some backup
schools. Ho-Ho-Kus Community College is very nice!”

“Are you kidding me?”

The Nereid’s face started to glisten. Rivulets of salt
water trickled from her oyster-bed hair.

I felt bad about getting angry. This wasn't her fault. I
knew she was only trying to help me because my dad had
ordered her to. Still, it wasn’t the kind of news I wanted
to deal with on a Monday morning. Or ever.

I steadied my breathing. “Sorry. It’s just . . . I need to
get into New Rome. I've done a lot of stuff for the gods
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over-the years. Can't [ just; like, e-mail them a recommen-
dation form...?”

Eudora’s eyebrows knotted. Her dress was now slough-
ing off sheets of seawater. A pool of it spread across the
green-tile floor, seeping ever closer to my textbooks.

I sighed. “Ugh. I have to do new quests, don't I>”

“Well, dear, the college admissions process is always
challenging, but I'm here to help—”

“How about this?” I said. “If my father really wants to
help, maybe he should explain this to me himself, rather
than sending you here to break the bad news.”

“Oh. Well, that would be, um—"

“Out of character,” I agreed.

Something buzzed in Eudora’s hairdo (shell-do?),
making her jump. I wondered if maybe she’d gotten an
electric eel stuck in her oyster bed, but then she plucked
out one of the shells. “Excuse me. I have to take this.”

She put the shell to her ear. “Hello? . . . Oh, yes, sir!
I...Yes, I understand. Of course. Right away.”

She set the shell on the desk and stared at it, as if
afraid it might ring again,

“Dad?” I guessed.

She tried for a smile. The saltwater lake was still
spreading across the office floor, soaking my textbooks,
seeping through my shoes.

“He thinks you might be right,” Eudora said. “He’ll
explain this to you in person.”

She said in person the way most teachers say in detention.

I tried to act cool, like I had won an argument, but
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my, dad and T*hadn’t talked in . . . a while. He usually
only brought me to his underwater palace when a war was
about to start. I was hoping maybe he'd give me a week or
so to settle in at school before he summoned me.

“Great. So . .. I can go back to class?”

“Oh, no, dear. He means now.”

Around my feet, the water swirled into a whirlpool.
The tiles began to crack and dissolve.

“But don’t worry,” Eudora promised. “We'll meet
again!”

The floor dropped out from under my chair, and I

plunged into a churning maelstrom with a thunderous

FLUSH!



TWO

W

MY DAD HELPS OUT*
(*NO ACTUAL HELPING OCCURS)

Yom o you've been a demigod too long when you're
flushed out of your school straight into the Atlantic
Ocean and you’re not even surprised.

I didn’t try to fight the current. I could breathe under-
water, so that wasn’t an issue. | just sat in my blue plastic
chair and rocketed through Poseidon’s Private Plumb-
ing System™, powered by a five-billion-gallon tsunami.
Faster than you could say, Well, that sucked, 1 erupted from
the seafloor like I'd been coughed up by a mollusk.

As the sand cloud around me settled, I tried to get my
bearings. My nautical senses told me I was about forty
miles southeast of the Long Island coast, two hundred
feet down; no big deal for a son of Poseidon, but, kids,
don’t try this at home. A hundred yards in front of me,
the continental shelf dropped into darkness. And right on
the precipice stood a glittering palace: Poseidon’s summer
villa.

As usual, my dad was remodeling. I guess when you’re
immortal, you get tired of having the same crib for cen-
turies. Poseidon always seemed to be gutting, renovating,

or expanding. It helped that when it came to undersea
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