
Who? Two archeologists/Where? In the seaside of Pounta near to Pavlopetri, the 

prehistoric port of the Bronze Age, the city beneath the waves/When? 2014-08-

03/Why?  In order to represent the life in prehistoric Pavlopetri. 

 

 

 

Archeologist1: This is my new laptop with an 18.4" screen, a portable personal 

computer suitable for mobile use. This notebook includes the components of a 

desktop computer and pointing device into a single device. It also has a webcam, 

speakers and a microphone installed.
 

It is powered by electricity or from 

a rechargeable battery, so we haven’t problem! A WiFi card turns the laptop into a 

mobile Internet access machine. So, we can hook up to the web and check our emails, 

send instant messages or browse Archeology sites! 

 

 
 

Archeologist2: OK! Then, let’s look for “Sea daffodil” … Well … here we are! 

“Pancratium maritimum”, or “Sea daffodil”, is a species of bulbous plant native to 

the Mediterranean region and south-western Europe. P. maritimum is a bulbous 

perennial with a long neck and glaucous, broadly linear leaves, evergreen, but the 

leaves often die back during hot summers. Scape to 40 centimetres (16 in). The 

flowers have a pleasing, exotic and very subtle lily scent, which only becomes 

apparent during still, windless summer nights that allow the delicate fragrance to 

become perceptible. Flowering is from August to October.” (From Wikipedia, the free 

encyclopedia) 



 

 

Archeologist1: I think that this flower is the same with those flowers on the wall-

paintings and textiles of the Bronze Age and with these flowers on this seaside … A 

5000 years old flower in the Aegean Sea! An ecofact! Anyway! Now, let’s find 

information about flywheel, the artifact … Well … Weaving of cloth requires a 

loom. Flywheels are the most usual archeological artifacts which are related to the 

loom. They are round and heavy objects. They are fixed on the base of the spindle in 

order to make easy the rotation of the yarn. The prehistoric flywheels (αγνύθες) were 

made of clay or stone. There is an icon – look! 

 

 

 



Pavlopetri 1225 B. C. 

 

 

Hi everyone! I am Agnitha, the famous weaver of Pavlopetri. I work in the palace for 

the queen Archontia and make textiles in its laboratory. From these textiles are made 

multicoloured dresses. They are transported to the ports of Mediterranean Sea by our 

ships and are sold by our traders. A lot of these dresses are sewn on the spot. So, 

weavers and dressmakers are on our ships, in order to display the making of a textile 

or a dress to the people of the port, when we arrive there … 

But, I forgot to show you my city and my home … It’s Pavlopetri, the famous 

mediterranean port of our Age, the Bronze Age … 

 

   

I work here, in the laboratory of palace, these are my flywheels and this is my 

favourite design, which is called “sea daffodil”…   

   



At once, I and Teletychos, my cousin, the best captain of the king’s ships, set off for a 

far-off port – near to the columns of Hercules, as they told me … I went to  in order to 

weave a textile on the spot … 

     

I was afraid, but I felt happy – you see, it was my first far-off travel to an unknown 

place … In Pavlopetri, everyone said us “goodbye” and wished “good luck”… 

 

We set off – the sea was big and wide … 

 

Suddenly, an eddy took everyone of us and send him somewhere … 

 

When I opened my eyes, I was in a marvelous seaside with white sand and “sea 

daffodils”, many “sea daffolis”…  Across of the sea it was an island similar to the 

“Donkey’s jaw”, the peninsula which is located across of Pavlopetri … Oh my 

Goodness, Potnia! 



 

Oh my Goodness, where am I? Which is this adventure you send me? I am going in 

the sea, I hope that the sea water is going to make me feel better … but what are these 

ruins in the seabed? What is this road? I think that these are the foundations of 

Pavlopetri’s Megaron … yes they are … Is this city beneath the waves my city, 

Pavlopertri … is it foundered? 

 

Oh my Goodness! I am stretching my hand and touching them … I am taking one of 

them, going out of the sea and running, running away through the hills of the sand, 

running over the “sea daffodils”, arriving at a dirt road, which leads to a tent. There 

are two persons, a woman and a man, dressed very strange. I am speaking them but 

they can’t listen to me, I am looking at them but they aren’t looking at me, I am 

touching them but they can’t feel my hand! I try to understand what are they saying, 

but they are using a very strange language … I think that I can understand some 

words, oh yes, they are saying “flywheels”! 

Suddenly, the woman is taking out of a very strange bag, one by one, four flywheels, 

oh my Goodness, they are mine, but they are eroded by the sea salt and water! I am 

sure that they are my flywheels, because I can recognize my monogram on them.  

Oh, the man is taking out of a textile bag something. What is this? Is it an artifact? 

The color of the bag is terrible and the kind of the textile is terrible, too … black 

without any design, a “sea daffodil”, for example … now, she is puting “this” on a 

table, it has the form of a clam, the clam is opening, the base of the clam has a lot of 

little black boxes, every box has a white symbol, the woman is pressing some boxes 

with the white symbols and, then, on the other piece of the clam, I can see flywheels, 

a lot of flywheels … 



 

Now, the man is using the clam. He is pressing very quickly a lot of the little black 

boxes with the white symbols and on the other piece of the clam is appearing a white 

surface (Is it a kind of textile?) with black symbols! 

After a little time they are closing their clams and are going in a little building, near 

the tent. I am following them. I am entering in the building. There are a lot of tables 

with a lot of clams on them! The woman and the man are opening one of the clams, it 

is similar with the other of the tent but it is bigger … Oh my God! On the clam I can 

see Pavlopetri, its roads, my roads, my home, my loom, my textiles, my flywheels and 

myself and, now, Pavlopetri ’s ruins … 

   

Oh my Goodness, Potnia, you are showing me the Future, you try to save me, to save 

us! The clam isn’t an artifact, it is your invention to save us! Send me back my 

Goodness, I will persuade them to go all of us and stay on the peninsula of “Donkey’s 

jaw”. Thank you, my Potnia, all of us thank you, “SOTEIRA”! 

   

 

 


