
The bull-man grunted, pawing the ground. He kept eyeing my mother, who was 

now retreating slowly downhill, back toward the road, trying to lead the 

monster away from Grover.  

  

"Run, Percy!" she told me. "I can't go any farther. Run!"  

  

But I just stood there, frozen in fear, as the monster charged her. She tried 

to sidestep, as she'd told me to do, but the monster had learned his lesson. His 

hand shot out and grabbed her by the neck as she tried to get away. He lifted 

her as she struggled, kicking and pummelling the air.  

  

"Mom!"  

  

She caught my eyes, managed to choke out one last word: "Go!"  

  

Then, with an angry roar, the monster closed his fists around my mother's 

neck, and she dissolved before my eyes, melting into light, a shimmering golden 

form, as if she were a holographic projection. A blinding flash, and she was 

simply ... gone.  

  

"No!"  

  

Anger replaced my fear. Newfound strength burned in my limbs-the same rush 

of energy I'd gotten when Mrs. Dodds grew talons.  

  

The bull-man bore down on Grover, who lay helplessly in the grass. The monster 

hunched over, snuffling my best friend, as if he were about to lift Grover up 

and make him dissolve too. 
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