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Rissa of Athens was tired of war. Indeed, this particular war—the Peloponnesian War, as the elitist sophists of Attica identified it—had lasted far longer than Rissa’s number of years. At present she had lived through seventeen Spring seasons. As for the War, so far the fighting had lasted nearly twenty-seven years.

Yes, the War still raged.

Everyone, from soldiers to fishermen to sheepherders to widows mourning the loss of their men, were bone-weary tired of this never-ending destruction. Yet notwithstanding, the armies fought. Which meant men died. Which led to Athens’ children growing up without their fathers.

Rissa swiped away a salty tear.

There wasn’t much she could have done before. But now, in the hallowed service of the wise Pallas Athena, she received instructions. Instructions to discover a prophecy that would be monumental, perhaps save her people or even end the War.

However, to do this, she had to go on a long journey, a dangerous journey. She would have to sail under treacherous night skies and over stormy seas to an infamous island rife with tales of the lotus-eaters. 

She was scared, scared deep down into her bones. As strange as it sounded she’d never been aboard a voyaging boat before. She’d never taken a trip anyplace by sea... or on land, for that matter. This would be her first time, and by the gods above, she quivered clear down to her toes with fear.

There was no question as to whether she would take on this onerous task. She would. She must. For, if she was successful in finding this Peloponnesian Prophecy and interpreting it correctly, then the War, this devastatingly long War would finally be over, with Athens as the victor. She was certain of it.

That was one of the conditions of her imperial task. To accomplish this commission, she needed to stow away aboard an enemy ship—a Spartan warship. With Athena’s help, the ship was destined to sail through the perilous waters of the Sea of Crete and into the Mediterranean Sea. Once she arrived at the foretold enchanted Isle—Lytos, was its name—she would be searching for an ancient shipwreck. This shipwreck housed the Peloponnesian Prophecy.

Wearing a fisherman’s garb of a wool chiton garment, tied at the waist with hemp rope, she straightened her lambs’ wool-lined over-shirt. This warmth was a necessity to protect against the inclement weather. To hide her long hair, she entwined it into a coarse bun, and pulled a cloth skullcap tightly over her head. 

A cool breeze tickled the bare skin on her neck, but she paid it no mind. Time ticked by slowly. She waited at the sleeping seaport, so very far away from her home in Athens. She had prayed to Selene, goddess of the Moon, for the cover of a dark, orb-less night. 

To no avail. Selene had not given her blessing. Instead, a gibbous Moon shone brightly in the sky. 

Unfortunate. However, as soon as the celestial orb went behind a cloud, darkness would reign and Rissa would be able to steal aboard the ship.

The ship was an enemy ship. Those Spartan devils had secretly landed on the other side of the Attica peninsula near the Myrtoum Sea to conduct their heinous espionage. Athens was known to have an advantage on the seas while Sparta was superior in land battles. However, the Persian Empire now sided with Sparta, and shared its wealth. Spartan hands now commanded finer seaworthy ships. They even had the audacity to create this secret Spartan seaport.

Athens needed help, and the goddess Athena did not shirk her divine duty. She heeded citizens’ pleas by revealing this powerful prophecy... as long as Rissa was willing to take on the task.

Rissa needed to travel far beyond the Aegean Sea. Athenian sailors tended to remain close to Athens’ city-state. Unfortunately she had to sail further—through the creature-infested waters of the Mediterranean. Because of this, she had to stowaway on an enemy ship.

Sweet Athena! She’d never left her village, but now here she was, waiting to slip aboard an enemy Spartan vessel... and praying to Athena that no one would discover her. 

Suddenly, darkness fell. The Moon goddess Selene granted a precious favor. The celestial orb moved behind a mass of grey storm clouds, that then muted its lustrous light.

As quickly as Rissa could in her burdensome garb of men’s clothing, she grabbed her leather satchel containing dried food along with a ram’s bladder of water, made her way up the ladder, and then over onto the deck of the ship.

At this time of night, this vessel boasted of only a skeleton crew. The majority of the sailors had been granted “shore leave” to carouse on the land. The rest of the crew slept like the dead. As long as Rissa was quiet, she would escape detection.

She had studied the crew’s comings and goings very thoroughly. As a handmaiden to the goddess Athena, Rissa was well versed in the art of intellectual knowledge and analysis. Observing patterns over a two-day period, she knew exactly where to stash her satchel and herself. And if, Athena forbid, her hiding place was discovered, she would pass herself off as a young man... or boy. A wet-behind-the-ears lad eager to see the world. 

She wasn’t worried about that aspect of the journey; a voyage to enchanted Lytos should take around seven days. What happened after this enemy ship passed by the isle was what concerned her.

Most likely she would have to swim ashore. After that, she would search for the foretold shipwreck... near or under the sea. 

May wise and gracious Athena allow her to be successful in her goal!

As quietly as the sun rose in the east, Rissa made her way to the much neglected storage compartment by the stern of the ship. Moving stealthily, she opened the battered oak door and crept inside the tiny space.

The stink of low tide along with overpowering male sweat had her almost gagging.

Closing the door, she permitted the darkness to consume her. The ship continued to make creaking noises around her—noises from a well-seasoned wooden boat... not from its human cargo. 

Phew. She was safe. For this fraction of time, and hopefully for seven more days, she would be safe. The next step was to concentrate on slowing her breathing so she could then drift off to sleep.

Rissa wiped salty perspiration from her forehead. She’d made it this far, but now in the coming days ahead, her true adventure would begin!
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