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Ithaca is drowning in suitors, and twelve-year-old Prince Telemachus is the only one who still believes his father is alive. This epic adventure of courage, loyalty, and coming-of-age follows a boy prince on a daring sea voyage across the wine-dark Mediterranean to find the truth about his missing father, the legendary hero Odysseus. Guided by the goddess Athena in disguise, Telemachus must escape the schemes of greedy, threatening suitors occupying his own palace, sail in secret past treacherous waters, and seek counsel from wise King Nestor and King Menelaus of Sparta, hearing legendary tales of the Trojan War, the wooden horse, and warriors lost at sea. Packed with Greek mythology, palace intrigue, hidden ambushes, loyal old servants, secret alliances, and a boy's desperate race to become the man his kingdom needs, this is a story of family, bravery, and destiny — perfect for young readers ages 9 to 12 who love myths, heroes, and high-seas adventure.
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Cast of Characters
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Telemachus — Prince of Ithaca, twelve years old, son of Odysseus and Penelope.

Odysseus — King of Ithaca, hero of the Trojan War, missing for twenty years.

Penelope — Queen of Ithaca, Telemachus's mother, famous for her cleverness and patience.

Eurycleia — The old and devoted nurse who raised Odysseus and then Telemachus.

Eumaeus — A loyal swineherd who never stopped believing Odysseus would return.

Mentes / Mentor — A mysterious traveler — in truth, the goddess Athena in disguise.

Antinous — The boldest and cruelest of the suitors occupying the palace.

Eurymachus — A clever and calculating suitor, more dangerous than Antinous.

Noemon — A young Ithacan who lends Telemachus his ship for the secret voyage.

Nestor — The wise old king of Pylos, who fought beside Odysseus at Troy.

Peisistratus — Nestor's youngest son, who becomes a true friend to Telemachus.

Menelaus — King of Sparta, husband of Helen, who wrestled the sea god Proteus.

Helen — Queen of Sparta, restored to her husband after the Trojan War.

Theoclymenus — A fugitive seer who joins Telemachus's voyage home.

Laertes — Odysseus's aged father, who tends his orchard in quiet exile.

Eupeithes — Father of Antinous, who leads the grieving families after the reckoning.



PART ONE: THE BOY WHO WAITED
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CHAPTER 1: The Hall of Wolves
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The great hall of Ithaca had once smelled of cedar smoke and salt bread. Now it smelled of spilled wine and roasting meat that was not theirs to roast.

Telemachus stood in the shadow of the doorway and counted them again, though he had counted them every morning for three years and the number never brought him comfort. One hundred and eight men lounged across his father's benches, threw dice on his father's tables, and called for his mother's servants as though the palace of Ithaca belonged to them and not to a king who had sailed to Troy and never come home.

"They eat like wolves," said old Eurycleia, his nurse since infancy, setting a cup of watered wine in his hand as if that might steady him. "And they behave like wolves too. Watch yourself among them, my lamb."

"I am not a lamb," Telemachus said, though the word had once been fond and was now, at twelve turning thirteen, beginning to feel like an insult. "I am the son of Odysseus."

Eurycleia's face, creased as old leather, softened with something between pride and grief. "Then act like him, and keep your temper leashed until the day it must run free."

Across the hall, Antinous — tallest and loudest of the suitors, a man with a laugh like a slamming door — caught sight of the boy in the doorway and raised his cup in mock salute. "There he is! The little prince, come to watch grown men feast in his father's house. Come in, boy, sit with us. Learn what it is to be a man, since your father seems to have forgotten to teach you."

Laughter rolled around the hall like thunder over water. Telemachus felt his face go hot, felt his hand curl at his side, and made himself walk forward instead of away, because his mother had taught him that much: a prince does not run.

"My father," he said, and his voice did not shake, though his knees nearly did, "is not dead. And when he returns, he will remember every man who sat at his table uninvited."

For one heartbeat the hall went quiet. Then Eurymachus, cleverer and colder than Antinous, smiled the smile of a man who has already won an argument he has not yet finished. "If he returns, boy. Twenty years is a long time for a man to be lost at sea. The gulls have picked cleaner bones than his by now, I'd wager."

Telemachus did not answer. He walked the length of the hall with his chin level and his hands steady, past men who ate his cattle and drank his wine and pressed marriage offers on his mother as though grief could be worn down like a stone in a river. He climbed the stairs to his own small chamber, shut the door, and only then let his hands shake.

He was, he thought bitterly, a prince of nothing. A boy waiting in a house that was no longer his, for a father he could barely remember, while the kingdom slid out from under his feet like sand pulled by a wave.

He did not know, that evening, that the wave was about to turn.

From his window he could see the harbor below, silver under a rising moon, the masts of fishing boats swaying gently at anchor as though the whole island slept untroubled. It seemed impossible to him that so much wrongness could exist beneath so peaceful a sky. Somewhere out past that dark water, he told himself, his father might still be alive — might be looking up, this very night, at the same stars, thinking of the son he had left behind as an infant and never seen grown.

It was a foolish thought, the kind of thought a much younger boy might have entertained, and Telemachus was embarrassed by it even as he thought it. And yet he could not quite let it go. He pressed his forehead to the cool stone of the window frame and stayed there a long while, listening to the muffled roar of the suitors' feasting drifting up from below, until at last exhaustion pulled him down into a restless sleep full of ships and storms and a father's face he could not quite remember clearly enough to dream truly.

Downstairs, unbeknownst to him, his mother Penelope sat late at her loom, unpicking by candlelight the day's weaving exactly as she had done, in secret, for three long years — a burial shroud she had promised the suitors she would finish before choosing among them, and which she had no intention of ever truly completing. It was a small, quiet act of defiance, thread by thread, and it had bought her family more time than either of her children yet fully understood.

He thought, too, of his sister who had never been — for Penelope had borne only him, a fact the suitors sometimes used cruelly against her, as though a single son were somehow a weaker claim on a kingdom than several might have been. Telemachus had never resented being an only child until these past years, when the full weight of Ithaca's uncertain future had come to rest, unshared, on his shoulders alone.
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CHAPTER 2: The Grey-Eyed Stranger
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The stranger arrived at dusk, dust-grey from the road, with grey eyes that seemed to hold more light than the torches around him.

He came to the outer gate and asked for hospitality, as any traveler might, and Telemachus — who had been taught by his mother that guests were sacred even in a ruined house — went out himself to greet him rather than let the suitors claim credit for a courtesy that was not theirs to give.

"I am Mentes," the stranger said, "an old friend of your father's, come from Taphos on business of trade." He studied the boy with an attention that felt, oddly, like being weighed on a scale. "You have his eyes, young prince. And, I think, more of his spirit than you yet know."

Telemachus led him in, seated him apart from the feasting suitors, and served him with his own hands, though his heart was a storm of questions he did not know how to ask a stranger. It was Mentes who asked first.

"Tell me honestly," the traveler said, low enough that the noise of the hall covered his words, "do you believe your father lives?"

"I want to believe it," Telemachus said. "But wanting is not knowing. Some nights I think he is chained on some far island. Other nights I think the sea took him at Troy's harbor and no one ever told us the truth of it, out of pity."

"And which do you choose to act on?" Mentes asked. "A prince cannot wait forever on maybe."

The question struck the boy like cold water. "What would you have me do? I am one boy against a hundred men who have already decided my father is dead and my mother's hand is theirs to win."

Mentes leaned forward, and in the torchlight his grey eyes seemed, for just a moment, too bright to be entirely human. "Call the men of Ithaca to assembly. Speak the truth in front of them — that these suitors devour your house uninvited. Some may shame themselves into leaving. And then — " the stranger's voice dropped further still — "take a ship, and go yourself to Pylos and to Sparta. Nestor and Menelaus fought beside your father at Troy. If any men living know his fate, it is them. Sitting in this hall changes nothing. A journey might change everything."

"A journey," Telemachus repeated, and something in his chest that had been clenched for three years loosened, just slightly, at the word. "My mother would never allow it. The suitors would laugh me out of the harbor."

"Then do not ask permission from those who profit by your staying," Mentes said, and rose to leave before the boy could press him further. "Ithaca needs a king again, Telemachus. Sometimes a king must be made on a voyage before he can be crowned in a hall."

By the time Telemachus turned to offer him a bed for the night, the stranger was gone — vanished from the courtyard as if
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