




Parthenope fondatrice di Napoli 



   Parthenope saw the black 
ship coming closer with 
the swaying white sail. 
She awakened her 
sisters, Ligea and 
Leucosia who did not 
need to know why 
Partenope had gotten 
them back. They could 
hear it in the air. 
 



 
 
They moved on the little hill of human bones, which the wind 
and the sea had made of a blinding and ghostly white. While the 
black ship was getting bigger and bigger, closer and closer, they 
were already feeling the taste of blood. 



 
The ship lowered 
the sail. Men put 
the oars at sea. By 
now the boat was 
very close to the 
small island where 
the sirens lived. 
  
 



Partenope was the first to 
sing. She first saw it: that 
would have been her prey. A 
harmonious, celestial, 
enchanting song. Load of 
promises of pleasure, of 
unconfessable desires, sinful 
but at the same time as much 
sweet as honey. No man had 
ever resisted his promises. 
And that time it would not 
have been different. 



A man began to 
scream. To 
implore for  letting 
him go and  try 
the celestial 
pleasures 
promised by the 
song. It always 
happened that 
way. That was the 
part that 
Parthenope liked 
best. 



But the ship did not stop. On board  there was a man  , 
with a thick beard  as black as his ruffled hair, turned mad 
by her song. But he could not reach her, even though he 
was begging men oaring. 



The tied man was screaming louder and louder. But the 
ship was implacable, like the men who ruled it. Parthenope 
sang even louder. But it was all useless. Soon the mean 
scream  and the ship itself disappeared on the horizon. 



    
   
 
    
 
      
 
 
 
 
 
     Perhaps it was shame, or disappointment. 

Parthenope felt like a curse on her. He 
believed that her singing had lost its 
enchanting strength. She felt  there was 
nothing to do and she dropped from the 
cliff despite her sisters’ screams begging 
not to do it. 
 

  
 
  
 
  
     
 
     
 
 
      A few  fishermen  retrieved  the body 

of the mermaid  with long silky hair , 
floating on the waves, and the face 
white as marble but still beautiful , 
on a small island that became the site 
of a large castle. A manor  still echoes  
her song sometimes. 
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