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The Siren Inn (Coastville, NJ)

I can see now that the other reviews are not stellar but I didn’t have time 

to scroll through them before my stay. I was only passing through New 

Jersey on my drive to Newark Airport after a conference, but then that 

“Bomb Cyclone” storm hit. 

I was pushing things, barreling up from Dover and ignoring the weather 

reports. I tend to tell myself, “This storm is being overblown,” or “I’ll make it 

in time.” Or, worse, “This will delay other people but not me.” 

I can’t change the elements, as it turns out, and after too many miles 

driving snowblind I had to pull off the Parkway and check for Vacancy 

signs along the NJ coastline. It was my bizarre fortune to claim the last 

non-smoking room available at the Siren Inn. 

None of the other reviewers have mentioned loose (I mean shattered but 

left in place) floorboards in the bathroom or the toilet that never really 

flushes. The promised WiFi never materialized. I lost half a week’s worth of 

worktime. 

Oh, how about no running hot water in the bathroom taps? When my stay 

stretched into days because the snow just wouldn’t stop and the 

snowdrifts were proving lethal to stubborn commuters, I had to take my 

dirty clothes with me into the shower to wash them by hand. 

I will say, the staff is kind. I mean, they were all staying in hotel rooms 

too—no one could get out. They helpfully identified the only pizzeria still 

delivering. They offered me slices from their own hard-won pies. It seems 

a simple act, but food was scarce and the gesture sprang from their own 

decent hearts. 



I generally avoid both gluten and dairy—not due to allergies so much as to 

the fact that cutting them out gives me so much more energy. And, if I 

am being honest, feelings of control and superiority. 

Sixteen hours later, after a diet of only sink or bathtub water, I broke 

down and returned to the lobby to beg for the menu off one sharp-eyed, 

dimpled employee. I know his name but I won’t use it here. I can guess 

that he is no more than 22 years old, more than six feet tall, and 

charming. I tell you: Send this young man to Med School, for he has a 

better bedside manner than every gyno, general practitioner, 

dermatologist, allergist, oral surgeon and personal trainer I have ever had. 

He could tell I was a wreck and invited me to have as much of the lobby 

coffee and stale Entenmann’s donuts as I could handle. 

Then he made small talk—innocuous, pleasing small talk—until my greasy 

delivery food arrived. He brought me back to life, after unraveling in my 

room that day. (No WiFi! No work! Nowhere to drive! Try it, I dare you. See 

how long you’ll last.) He told me about summers on the boardwalk, the 

debauchery of Prom weekend, living in a shore town year-round and that 

golden dream of moving to the West Coast. 

Of course I realize there is more, so much more, to this young, working, 

brown-skinned man than that. Which is why I praise his bedside manner! 

He cheered me up with light conversation because I was lonely and lost 

and losing it. 

I joined him for a cigarette. I joined him for three. I don’t smoke, and my 

husband would kill me if he knew. We’re running out of time if we’re 

going to conceive and he doesn’t even let me drink wine or espresso 

these days, just in case we get lucky this month. (We never do.) 

But that blizzard felt like the end of the world. The man I’d married right 

after college but before grad school (the right time), who came from an 

educated family but not a super-rich one (the right background), who 

was just so goddamn suitable in all things was so perfectly… far away. 
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Nothing happened during my stay, in the crass way you might be 

imagining. I wouldn’t ever be so presumptuous as to try. A sweet, sunny 

kid like that certainly has a girlfriend his own age, or three. Or boyfriend, or

whomever. And lucky them. 

After a clandestine smoke I’d return to my room alone, to obsess first 

about catching bed bugs from the linens or foot fungus in the shower. 

Eventually that all gave way to stranger predilections. I thought of all the 

poetry classes I took in undergrad, in those rootless years before I 

transferred to the Business School. I recalled or misremembered stray 

lines. I wanted to read poetry—anything!—so badly but all I could do was 

lay under bedsheets in broad daylight and think about agreeable creases 

around the eye, or scruff above the lip. In my madness I told myself that 

this itself was a kind of poem. 

I can only conclude by saying that it is not the fault of the Siren Inn, of 

course, that coastal NJ was slammed by a dramatic weather event and 

roads were unusable, except for emergency response vehicles. Towels and 

bedsheets remained unchanged for my four-day stay and the garbage 

had nowhere to be taken out to. I am sure this is not the standard state of 

affairs for the Siren Inn. 

That said, I will not be coming back to experience the standard state of 

affairs at the Siren Inn. 

Was that review 

helpful? Tell us! 
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