
SIRENS 

I, LIKE MOST KIDS, WAS PRETTY TAKEN WITH GREEK MYTHOLOGY when I was 
younger. Growing up with one angry, sin-punishing Overlord was a little boring compared to the 
Greeks. The Greek pantheon had a whole host of  petty, jealous, and powerful jerks, each with a 
divine superpower and their own schtick. Apollo was hot, Athena was smart, Zeus was a horn-dog, 
and Hera was a bitch because of  it, that kinda thing. But Zeus wasn’t just running around with any 
old goddess. No, he had a thing for mere mortals. It was flattering to think a god would take a shine 
to you and come on down, disguised as a cow or a horse and then once you thought they were cute 
enough to pet, they would reveal themselves in their true form and want to get busy with you. Who 
cares if  he was an animal an hour before? He’s a god now! Just look at those arms. My gym doesn’t 
have lightning bolts, does yours?	  
	 The Christian God didn’t feel the need to disguise Himself  when He came down and even 
then it was only once. The whole thing didn’t exactly reek of  passion either. In fact, the event was 
such a non-event an angel had to come down and clarify things for Mary. 
	 “Hey, Mare, listen,” sayeth the angel. “I know you’re a virgin, so don’t freak or anything, 
but…well…you’re pregnant with God’s son. There I said it. Merry Christmas.” 
	 When a Greek god fathered a child, the boy was a hero. When God had His…well, we all 
know what happened to that kid. 
	 Before I became a Christian (and I am a Christian, all evidence to the contrary), Christianity 
to me was boring and inscrutable, the opera of  religions. Greek mythology was an opera, too, but 
one with soap. Greek gods were catty to each other, they were vain. You know, things we flesh and 
blood folk could relate to. More importantly than that, they were hot. The male Greek gods were 
always on the prowl, sneaking around to get a little action on the side. The female gods were 
(justifiably) jealous goddesses who were prone to punish both the mortal and their mate when the 
hanky-panky was discovered. When they weren’t turning their hubby’s intended into a tree or a rock, 
they were bestowing some cool new superpower on a human dude they thought was just adorable. 
Greek Gods had crushes on their followers. God God was wiping out all his with a flood and giving 
people to-don’t lists all the time. When you worshipped a Greek god, you turned into a valiant 
warrior with great hair and six-pack abs. You worship God God, your hair looks like you never left 
the 80’s, your politics suck, and people stop inviting you to parties. Greek? You’re unbearably hot. 
Christian? You’re just unbearable. 
	 You may not believe all the stories, but they all have a great takeaway. Don’t fall in love with 
your own reflection. Watch out for your Achilles heel. Being Sisyphus is a monotonous drag. Still, 
there was one Greek myth that always got to me and I couldn’t figure out why. And that was the 
myth of  the sirens. It took me years but, finally, I figured out what was wrong with the traditional 
telling of  the tale. 
	 You know the story. Ships of  warriors would be sailing back across the Aegean, exhausted 
from battle, their spirits perked up only by a quick peek into the cargo hold and the loot they were 
sailing home with. They couldn’t wait to get back to their loving, definitely (wink wink) faithful wives 
and get that hero’s welcome they felt they so richly deserved. Because nothing prepares a man for 
love like war. It’s an aphrodisiac with a body count. But then, halfway through their journey home, 
things go south. 
	 Now I don’t remember what was first, the song or the singers, but on their way back, these 
really hot babes on a beach start singing to them. The sailors hear it, and suddenly they can’t help 
themselves. They gotta have these girls. So they steer the ship toward the island. 



	 But they never make it to the island because the place is surrounded by rocks that act like 
blades in a blender. Jagged jetties tear their ships to bits, which, apparently, was just what the chicks 
on the beach wanted. Because they wanted to get their hands on all that loot in the cargo hold. So, 
men die, girls get rich. For the ladies, it’s a win-win. 
	 Now you don’t have to read between the lines too much here to see it’s more than a little 
sexist. The men are heroes and victims at the same time. They’re like Republicans. The women are 
just monsters. The men are powerless against their irresistible womanly wiles and are driven mad 
with desire to the extent they’ll wreck their own ship to get to them. But to me this story has more 
holes in it than the hull of  their ship did. 
	 First of  all, I’ve been to the beach and the chances of  a nearby Carnival cruise ship hearing 
me doing some beach-bound karaoke are about nil. So I find it a little hard to believe that these 
women’s song was seducing anybody. And what’s with all this beckoning the men to come to shore? 
You could look at it that way, but what does that say about your worldview? It’s much more probable 
that the men were so filled with their own egos—just sure the women were wanting to fuck them, 
natch—that they mistook those hand signals. The sirens weren’t waving them to come on over, they 
were warning the dumbasses to get back, there’s a bunch of  rocks that are gonna bust your ass, stay 
away. That “song” they heard? More like women screaming a warning, that’s what I think. But 
history has painted these women as manipulative, sneaky, plotting, scheming prick teases who were 
in it for the money when what they actually were was a group of  girls trying to (again) stop a man 
from doing something stupid. 
	 If  this is the true way the shit—and the ship—went down, it’d be just like a man to flip the 
story so he couldn’t be blamed. One variation of  the myth even has Odysseus forcing his fellow 
shipmates to hogtie him to the mast, such was the power of  these women’s wailings. It’s so Camille. 
I’m helpless! You’ve got to stop me! Because it is, of  course, always the woman’s fault a man can’t keep his 
dick in his pants. 
	 So the next time you think you know what a woman is saying, you might want to 
doublecheck yourself  and make sure you’re actually listening to her. You might be misinterpreting 
things. Either that or you can’t hear what she’s saying because you’re too busy mansplaining. 
	 Believe me, if  men listened to women a bit more, there’d be a lot less shipwrecks to clean up. 
	 So keep on singing, sisters. Don’t give up on us yet. Some of  us really do care what you have 
to say.


