Birds fled to the humming branches of ancient trees as the men docked their boats on the ivory shore. They brought weapons, fire and noise deep into the heart of the forest, slicing through bracken and thorns with thoughtless curiosity. Their captain, a loud man with a leather hat and a voice like thunder, was the first to spot the nest. Five creatures, unidentifiable by the men, stared up at the group with wonder. Tiny black eyes followed their every movement, sniffing at the air cautiously. One put a brave paw forward and the men stood back. Their captain told them to have no fear. He aimed his rifle at the harmless creature and fired, the sudden boom shattering bone and waking the slumbering spirits beneath the sand and soil.
[bookmark: _Int_mp1l5Ugs]The men did not heed the warnings of the natives, they did not listen when they were told to stay away. They ignored the stories of people vanishing in the night, the haunting melodies that floated down stream, the faces of ghosts glimmering in every reflection. It was superstition that they laughed off, one big joke. So, they cut down the trees, built fires and ravaged the wildlife, setting up shelters and drinking themselves unconscious under the canopy. Then the storm came.
Water, two feet deep and rising, swept through the camp. The wooden shelters fell, splintered lumber washed away in a torrent of rain. Thunder bellowed from the depths of the forest as helpless bodies clung screaming to the trees, praying to a God they weren’t sure they believed in. 
The rain calmed with the sunrise, dappled light pouring through glistening leaves onto the carnage left behind. No lives were lost, but a great deal of supplies had been ruined overnight. As they gathered what little remaining food they could find, several of the men voiced their concerns. What if they were in over their heads? What if there was some truth to the stories? Had they angered the spirits of the island?
[bookmark: _Int_AFXJK0BX]Their captain shook with laughter at their fear, their cowardice, pounding his fist against a tree trunk as birds scattered from the branches in a flurry of iridescent feathers. ‘Listen,’ he howled once his laughter had ceased, ‘we are man. We do not bow to storms. We do not cower at ghost stories. We fight and we conquer.’ And so, they began to clear through the forest, shredding through the canopy and building bigger, sturdier shelters. They cast their nets into the rivers, hoarding schools of fish and feasted on their flesh in the flickering campfire light. 
The sun rose and fell without incident for several days, until the first man disappeared. His bed sheets were tossed aside, and his boots left behind with his coat. There were no footprints, not a hint of struggle. He had gone silently into the night without a trace. Some searched, but to no avail. As the sky faded into a pool of ink, hope of finding the man trickled away. That night they feasted as they always did, some drinking to the honour of the lost man. One man stood proud on the table, recounting the previous day’s hunt with their missing comrade and the hoard of carcasses they had hauled back to camp. He was the next to go.
An air of unspoken panic lingered over that morning like a dense fog, as eyes shifted back and forth below sweat-lined brows. Bedsheets thrown aside; boots abandoned. Another search with no luck and a half-hearted dinner as the sun slipped behind the trees. Some tried to shake the lingering sense of dread from their shoulders by cracking jokes about ghost stories and too many beers. Others blocked their doors before they settled into their beds, a whispered prayer hovering over their lips. A third was gone by dusk.
A meeting was called. Shouts of thinly veiled panic echoed through the crowd, divided by pride and fear. Their captain held his ground, repeating his command, ‘We do not flee from the unknown, we stand and we fight.’ That night, a group of men stayed awake and waited to see if another man would wander away from their camp. The sun had long since set as the men fought to keep their eyes open when a strange noise seemed to fall upon the breeze.
The men shook themselves awake, rubbing at bleary eyes and exchanging looks of confusion as their captain signalled for them to listen. The noise sounded more like a song, gentle and sweet like a lullaby. Then a door cracked open and out stepped a bare-footed companion, eyes wide and glassy. He walked slowly but with purpose, like he knew exactly where he needed to go. The men followed closely behind, weapons drawn and ready for anything that might appear.
The song grew gradually louder, sweet voices warping in and out, winding gentle fingers around their skulls. The captain stopped in his tracks and sheathed his machete, cupping both hands tightly around his ears. ‘Cover your ears,’ he ordered, but his men seemed not to hear him. Their arms fell slack at their sides, weapons slipping out of their grasp and hitting the soil with a succession of thuds as they mindlessly wandered on.
The captain turned back, sprinting through the trees with his hands still glued to the sides of his head. As he grew nearer to the camp he began to yell to wake the sleeping men. It was not long until the camp turned to chaos. Raging voices split between the choice to fight off the threat and the choice to board the ships and flee while they still could. Those who didn’t make a break for the shore, lit torches, prepared their firearms and blocked their ears with cloth and mud. 
Like a swarm of fireflies, the men crept through the forest with their torches held high and their guns loaded. The captain led them through the path he had taken until they reached the abandoned machetes lying in the grass. They proceeded forward with caution, following the trail of trampled bracken until they came to a small clearing where a stream flowed through. 
Moonlight bloomed over the rippling surface, and the water seemed to glow brighter and brighter until a figure ascended from the stream, followed by several more. They seemed to resemble human children, but their bodies were translucent and made up of light. For a moment, the men could only stare, mouths agape and anger forgotten. The figures of light began to sing in chorus with one another, with voices like a church choir. 
As fear flooded the men, they began to fire their rifles at the singing spirits, but the bullets passed through them as if they were no more than rays of sunlight. The melody swelled like a storm and the men dropped to their knees, burying their heads in their hands to try and suffocate the creatures’ song, but nothing could drown out the noise. A child spoke over the chorus of voices, ‘You are a poison on this Earth, a parasite on the land that birthed you. You kill without thought, you slaughter and burn all that is good for your own gain. You are a disease.’
[bookmark: _GoBack]The men began to beg and plead for their lives, spluttering words of apology. The faces of the spirits did not flinch at their pleas, singing with growing volume. Screams erupted from the throats of the men, still desperately trying to block out the noise, as blood began trickling from their eyes and their ears. Writhing in agony, blood splattered across the dampened soil, some tried throwing their own skulls against the rocks to make the pain stop. Soon the bodies fell limp, limbs spasming until all movement ceased and the melody faded to silence.
The sun peered softly through the trees that morning, illuminating the island in a soft orange haze. Birds sang sweetly from the branches, insects chirped amongst the leaves as the clouds rolled by. The bodies of the men lay still by the stream as nature slowly reclaimed them, mushrooms sprouting from their peeling skin as grass grew like a blanket over them. From their rotting flesh and bone, new life blossomed and the island knew peace again.

 
Essay
 
This story was inspired by the myth of the sirens in Greek Mythology found in the Odyssey and the Argonautica. I wanted to explore the theme of human impact on the environment by imagining the sirens as protectors of the island they inhabit. At first, I was unsure whether I wanted to write the sirens as older women to portray a sense of grandmotherly care like the idea of Mother Nature, or to write them as children to indicate towards how our own actions affect the lives of future generations. In the end, I decided to portray the sirens as children because I felt that it was better suited to the theme of the story.
Whilst planning this story, I was wary of the fact that the typical modern idea of sirens most people are familiar with is a somewhat misogynistic portrayal in the sense that it implies men cannot help themselves when they are tempted by beautiful women. I did not want to further this idea, so I avoided writing the sirens as women tempting men and instead focused on writing about children seeking revenge for the destruction of their home. 
In one article titled The Sirens and feminine jouissance, the author Renata Salecl writes that sirens are seen as warnings, such as air raid sirens or police sirens.[footnoteRef:1] Sirens as we know them illicit an instinctive response in us that triggers our fight or flight, to be alert and cautious. Sirens represent danger. The sirens in myth that lure sailors to their deaths represent the perceived danger of women. If sailors are lost at sea, it is not their fault; they were tempted by women. If a man cheats on his wife, it is not his fault; he was tempted by women. While I find the myth of the sirens inspiring, it is also important to highlight the underlying problematic messaging that the myth portrays. That is why I wanted to bring a different meaning to sirens with my story, by showing them not as dangerous women that would lead men to their dooms but rather as protectors of their environment. [1:  Renata Salecl, ‘The Sirens and feminine jouissance’ differences 9.1 (1997): 14-35.] 

Another source of inspiration for this story was the collection of short stories by Angela Carter under the name The Bloody Chamber.[footnoteRef:2] Carter twists traditional fairy tales to create stories with a different message from their original. I wanted to follow a similar route whilst writing my story, by taking one part of myth and shaping it to hold the message that I wanted to share which in this case was the importance of respecting our planet and how our actions now will affect the lives of every child of the future. [2:  Angela Carter, The Bloody Chamber and Other Stories (Random House 1995)] 

To conclude, I feel confident in my choice to approach the concept of sirens with a less traditional idea. I feel as though the message I wanted to convey in my writing is relevant to our society today and more positive than the original which mainly existed as a tool to encourage a misogynistic view of women. I enjoyed coming up with this idea and using a pre-existing myth as a stepping stone to create a new story with a subverted view of the original myth.








Bibliography
Carter, Angela, The Bloody Chamber and Other Stories (Random House 1995)
Salecl, Renata, ‘The Sirens and feminine jouissance’ differences http://timothyquigley.net/vcs/salecl-sirens.html [Accessed 10/03/2025]


