
A Ferny, Rainy Ghost Story for Tim by Denxxxx 

 

Three children were sent out by their mother to fetch eggs one glorious summer morning. It 

was Sunday, the holy Sabbath and mass being over the children were skittish and unruly and 

left the fat hens burring in the bushes for  there was time enough for egg collecting before the 

sun set. Instead, they headed up the hill behind a farm which belonged t  an ancient 

neighbour who never married but lived with his sister and kept sick lambs in swaddling like 

babies. 

 

The children often went this way when the weather was fair and when they reached the hill’s 

crest dared the oldest, dark haired Mary, to sit alone at the fairy fort and hum a melancholy 

tune, whilst the other two – the younger ones, two brothers, James and Davey -  hid  behind a 

dell of hawthorns and waited for the fairies to appear.  

 

The fairy fort was a place for picnicking in July, a scattering of soft, muted boulders once a 

farmstead but long since tumbled, broken up by ferns, grasses and flowers.  In the winter no-

one went there for it was full of phantoms. Spirits of lost children, which in the summer slept, 

but in the cold weather became restless and mournful.  Their wailing sounded like soughed 

whistles through bending branches and their cries like sparrow hawks and their tears were 

frosted twigs and berries, icicles weeping.  

 

But this day was glorious and the sun was baking down and soon the boys felt sleepy and 

they closed their eyes, listening to the lilting singing of their pretty sister. Hours passed and 

the sun crossed the sky and dipped down behind the hill where they were resting. When they 

woke, the air was chilly and they rubbed their eyes and sat up in a sudden panic knowing that 

their mother would already be calling them and fretting.  

 

The older boy sat upright but couldn’t see his sister so he jumped up and called her name 

across the summer fields which were now shadowed in places. But no answer came. All was 

deathly silent but he could see where she had sat and hummed her tune, for the grass was 

freshly flattened. There was a circle of torn ragged robin and strawberry leaves (his sister’s 

hands were never still for long) but no sight of her.  

 



“Get up, Davey. Mary has gone already. She must have left us to go home and get the eggs 

and we will catch it when we get back home to Mammy for the sun is half way gone now and 

it is late.” The little boy snivelled and wanted his sister but James  grabbed his younger 

brother’s  arm and pulled the pale faced boy down the hill from whence they’d come,  

promising him his sister would already be sitting by the hearth cracking eggs and eating 

strawberries. 

 

The two boys reached their cottage which was barely that. A poor place, on a shabby piece of 

ground, with no windows and just a hole in the roof  for turf smoke, but a dwelling which is 

common in this part of the island,  for the north west, as any fool will tell you, is the poorest 

part of the land.   

 

“Where’s your sister, boys? And where’s the eggs you promised that’d you fetch me?” their 

mothers weary voice came out before they saw her but then she followed, wiping her hands 

on her work skirt as she stepped forwards to them, a look in her eye which spelt trouble. 

 

“Is she not here already, Mammy?,” cried the eldest. James was feeling less bold now and 

looking more sullen, his black eyes widening in fear. 

 

“She went with you, boys. She’s not here and more’s the pity for you have been gone five 

hours since I sent you to get the eggs and here you are, as bold as brass, with nothing.”  

 

The little boy began to sniffle and the elder hung his head. “We thought we would find our 

sister here, mammy, back with you and eating strawberries. We fell asleep up at the fairy fort. 

It was so hot and the sun closed our eyes. Mary was singing to us. You know how she loves 

to...” 

 

The boys trailed off and hung their heads. The mother ushered them inside. They sat and 

waited. But no Mary came. No voice, no footsteps just a deadened silence which crept upon 

the cottage and hung like thunder in the air.  

 

“There’s a storm coming,” said their mother, “The hot weather is breaking, and your sister 

is who knows where?  Without a hat or anything to cover her. I’ll set off myself and see if I 

can fetch her and when I do, so God forgive me, I’ve half a mind to take this hand…” the 



mother was not a worn out woman. She had a flashing dark beauty, but she had long since 

lost her husband and had sworn, so help her God, that she would never marry another.  

 

The boys sat inside their hovel, a dusty floor, a four walled mud baked thing but it was cosy 

and they took comfort in it. Their mother left them and told them to drink some buttermilk and 

say their prayers.  

 

It was dark when she returned. She heard her children breathing. She was crying. They were 

sleeping. Dark haired Mary was gone. She had vanished.  

 

The next morning all her neighbours gathered on the hill and called a meeting. Where could 

the child be hiding? Had she fallen? There were dips and burrows and bog holes dug by 

pauper children who sometimes burrowed in the sides of turf like rabbits when they had no-

where else to go,  but there was nothing. No sight of her at all. The grass, where she had sat, 

still lay flattened but the flowers had gone. It was a sign, the old ones said, a sign of fairies. 

They stil  searched high and low.  The mother wept and wailed. The boys cried too but 

nothing brought their sister back, and summer came and went and autumn followed. Mary 

was gone. Perhaps forever. 

 

Then one winter morning, the land about the cottage was hard with frost and ice and there 

was no work to be done, just keeping warm and out of mischief when the older child heard a 

voice he knew. A lilting singing voice. He leapt up from his resting place, a milk stool made 

of ash and sent it flying. He ran out of the dwelling and there he saw her. His sister. Her dark 

eyes flashing. She smiled at him such a smile that only the beautiful possess and said his 

name softly, “James. I am home now.” Her face was delicate and tired. “Fetch mother, I 

have been on a journey. It was long and strange and had no ending or so I thought but then I 

followed a road of limestone chippings which seemed to start no-where and go no-where but 

it did indeed it brought me here. It brought me home.” 

 

James had no time to worry about her strange tale or the chill about her face but pulled her 

hand towards him which was cold and heavy and hugged her worn out frame which seemed 

so bony and sat her down on the milking stool which he had picked up again so she could 

rest. He grabbed a poker and prodded the fire and then picked up a lump or two of turf and 

threw them into the simmering ashes so the flames would lick much higher. “Mother is at 



mass but she will be back soon. I didn’t go with her for she wanted me to watch the fire but 

she has our brother with her. She will be overjoyed, Mary. Overjoyed to see you. We thought 

you were murdered lassy, dead and gone, taken by the fairies or a madman or fallen down a 

bog hole or who knows what. Six months you have been gone, Mary. Six months of torment. 

Mother never says your name out loud, only sighs and weeps but calls for her daughter, her 

only darling babe at night when she thinks we are asleep, but I hear her. I wait for her to call 

your name again. Oh sister…where have you been? Why did you leave us?” 

 

His sister sipped some milk and smiled at him, a careworn half tilt thing. “I cannot stay here 

long, brother. Please forgive me. I have come here just to rest, to warm myself, to sip some 

milk, to smell your fire, to see your face, to breathe my family’s air. I am dead. That is where 

I’ve been. I have been sent here, a harbinger, just to sing a while for another who must join 

me…..don’t ask me who.....I cannot say….” 

 

James leapt to his feet and wrenched his sister towards him and she felt so real to him. 

“Don’t leave us, Mary. Don’t leave again. Come back to us. Come home now.” But she 

shook her head so slowly, he knew her meaning. That she had no choice in any of this. That it 

was not her doing but that it was his. His fault for falling asleep when she needed him.  

 

“I must go now. Tell mother I was here. Give the baby boy a kiss from me. Your kisses are 

warm, brother. Will you do that for me? The road is stretching out again. It is all chippings. 

Loose and sharp and gets in my boots which need mending. I can hear them whispering, 

James. They are calling me. I must go to them.” 

 

With all his might, James threw himself in front of the door to stop her leaving, but she 

passed right through him. He fell to his knees and begged God not to take her but she carried 

on up around the cottage walls, past the scratching chickens and towards the ferny hill, till 

she vanished completely and then all he heard was silent singing. 

 

The End!!!! 

 

 

 

 


