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MARY MOURNAY 

 

We come to the moors almost every year to get away from the ‘rat race’.  

There’s nothing better than escaping the crowds with just a rucksack, a map and the 

wife.  Well, that’s what I think for a majority of the time.  Sometimes I think it would 

actually be a more enjoyable experience without the wife.  Maggie prefers to lie about 

on a beach all day, preferably somewhere hot; she doesn’t seem to understand that we 

just can’t afford it.  She pouts at me when I tell her we’re going to have to have a 

holiday in England again, but there’s nothing I can do – the Bahamas is too 

expensive. 

The day was overcast and a bit on the windy side but the scenery was so 

breathtaking I didn’t mind.  I stood on top of a grassy hillock and sucked in a breath 

of fresh air.  Not a patch of smog in sight.  I smiled as the sun tried to break through 

the thick white cloudbank but my grin soon faded when I heard Maggie huffing up 

behind me. 

“Graham, I’m tired!  Can’t we have a sit down for five minutes?”  I rolled my 

eyes up at the sky.  Every five seconds she wanted to sit down.  Next year, I was 

going to hire a bloody car so she could sod off on her own.  Let me get some peace 

and quiet. 

“If we sit down every five seconds, Maggie, we’re never going to get to the 

hostel on time for dinner.” 

“But my legs are aching and I think I’m getting a blister.” 

“Just a couple more miles, honey, and we’ll sit down and have lunch.” 

“A couple more miles!  My foot will be one giant blister!” 

“Maggie, we can’t keep on stopping all the time!  For goodness sake, we only 

stopped half an hour ago.” 

“My shoes weren’t rubbing then.” 

“I did tell you not to buy new boots so close to going away.  You know they 

take a while to break in.” 

“The others looked so old and tatty!” 

“But who’s going to see them out here?” 

“I will!” 

“Maggie, for goodness sake!” 
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We had stopped to shout at each other, Maggie had her hands on her hips and I 

had a frown fixed on my face.  I hated it when she got like this.  She was in one of her 

moods and I knew it would last well into the evening.  At least.  Dinner was going to 

be pure hell.  If I was lucky, she might speak to me before bedtime.  When Maggie 

threw a strop, everybody knew all about it. 

“Fine!  That’s just fine, Graham!”  She glared at me as if I’d just hit her.  She 

really knew how to make a mountain out of a molehill. 

“Maggie,” I sighed, trying to sound reasonable.   She threw her hands up in the 

air and stormed off.  I shivered as the wind began to chill the sweat against my skin.  

“Maggie!” I called after her imploringly.  She blanked me, her determined stride 

fuelled with indignation.  “Well at least stay close!” I yelled against the wind.  “This 

isn’t exactly the place to get lost and I have the only map!”  She carried on ignoring 

me and I sighed, rubbing my face in agitation.  The woman would be the death of me.  

I shook my head and took off after her.  She was probably going in completely the 

wrong direction and we would never get to the hostel before dinner at this rate.  I 

bowed my head and shuffled the rucksack higher up onto my back.   

When I looked up, Maggie was nowhere to be seen.  As far as the eye could 

see there was just moorland and sheep.  But no Maggie.  I turned on the spot to make 

sure she hadn’t managed to somehow sneak behind me.  Not there either. 

“Maggie?” I called incredulously into the wind.  “Maggie!”  The wind howled 

in reply, gusting strongly.  I called her name again and again.  Like I said, when that 

woman wanted to sulk…  But the odd thing was there was no place for her to hide.  

None at all.  The moorlands were as bleak as my office on Friday lunchtime.  A short 

way off in the distance was the only landmark of any kind, as far as the eye could see; 

a huge boulder.  She’ll be hiding behind that, I told myself.  She could be so childish 

when she wanted.  And she’ll probably be crying and I’ll feel bad...   

I squared my shoulders under the weight of the rucksack and marched over to 

the stone, gearing myself up for Maggie’s onslaught of tears.  I made a full circuit of 

the boulder and didn’t find any sign of her.  I leaned against the rock and stared 

around the moor.  Where the hell had she got to?  I didn’t feel panicked at that 

moment.  I couldn’t believe she’d gone far – there was just nowhere for her to go. 

“Maggie?” I called.  “Come on, love, don’t be angry.  We’ll have a rest and 

then get on our way.  Maggie!”  My voice held an edge of irritation when I called her 

name that last time.  I could feel myself getting more and more worked up over 
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Maggie’s childishness.  That was when I happened to glance down towards the foot of 

the huge boulder. 

When I noticed the pale hand poking out from beneath the edge of the giant 

lump of rock I think I almost fainted.  My brain refused to work for a minute.  The 

diamond cut wedding band on the fourth finger glinted dully in struggling sunshine 

and I dropped to my knees.  It was Maggie’s wedding band.  It was Maggie’s hand!  

How the hell had she got trapped under the boulder?   

“Maggie!” I yelled, throwing my weight against the side of the rock in a 

desperate effort to shift it off my wife’s body.  “Maggie! Oh my God, Maggie!”  I ran 

around the damned rock in countless circles, trying every which way to make it budge 

but it wasn’t going to move.  It was far too heavy for me to move on my own and 

from the look of it, it had been fixed in the same position since the beginning of time.  

I think I managed to pull every muscle in my back trying to move that damned 

boulder but hysterics dulled the pain until much later.  In the end I slumped against it, 

defeated, panting hard with tears running down my cheeks.  My battered fingers 

grazed over something on the top of the boulder and I wiped my eyes to find a 

weatherworn plaque had been fixed to the stone.  The inscription read: 

 

‘Mary Mournay lies here, moulding away,  

but that won’t stop her from finding you. 

 

On a clear summer’s day she will still find a way 

 of hunting you down and haunting you.   

 

As you’re walking along, with your face in the sun, 

 be wary of who walks behind.   

 

Because Mary Mournay, right up to this day,  

stalks these moors searching for company.’ 

 


