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Dudley Castle



There are a great many castles throughout the country, though for obvious reasons, I will only cover a few of these within the confines of this article. Castles have become synonymous with various types of fortification, with many structures predating the more familiar medieval period. 

The first castles began to appear in Britain around the 5th century, with Iron Age hill-forts, such as the Dorset castle in Maiden.  These were essentially a series of ditches, raised earthen banks, topped with a high wall of wood. However when the Romans first invaded in the 1st century AD, they could not withstand the then modern warfare, and were quickly overpowered. The more standard rectangular shape, imposed by Roman rule quickly became the norm across much of the country, made of both wood and more permanent ones of brick and stone. With the Norman invasion of Britain in 1066, stone castles became the norm.
It is no wonder then, that with such a long and often violent associated history, castles have retained a large amount of residual energy; giving rise to the phenomenon of “Ghosts”.  There is a variety of explanations for this, though in my own belief, I feel this to be a combination of the “stone tape theory” and the properties inherent within the earth’s magnetic field.  (Refer to “stone tape theory”).
Dudley Castle
The first mention of a fortification at Dudley dates from the 7th century, notably of the prince of Mercia, by the name of Dudd. This substantial fortress remained until the Norman Conquest on 1066. 

With the coming of the Norman evasion and the subsequent defeat of King Harold, William the conqueror distributed the spoils of this conquest amongst his loyal supporters. One such person, Ansculf was awarded the hill top fortress at Dudley, which was first built around 1070. This castle consisted of a motte and bailey, an earthen mound with a wooden timber tower and palisade fence. 
Falk Paganel, who with his son Ralph erected stone buildings to the east side of the bailey around 1138, succeeded Ansculf.  
The Sutton family rebuilt large blocks of the castle, which were ruined by Henry II, adding a chapel and barbican. The barbican, an outer defence was built around 1335, consisted of three separate close-set portcullised gates, referred to as the triple gateway.


Sir John Dudley also known as Duke of Northumberland rebuilt the residential area of the castle on a grand scale, though the chapel and great chamber remained as they were. John Dudley had his sights set high, and had his own son Guildford Dudley married to Lady Jane Grey, aged 15 and against her will; on 21st May 1553. This being a bid to secure the succession to the throne for his own family, his attempt to make them King and Queen of England failed, and was beheaded by order of Mary Tudor.
Dudley castle did not see much action, though did play a part. The castle was in the hands of the royalists, and when besieged by a parliamentarian force, led by Lord Denbigh, King Charles sent a relieving force from Worcester.
The castle was in control of the royalists, who fortified it further, and it took two sieges from the parliamentarian forces before it finally surrendered in 1646. As a condition of its surrender, the keep, and curtain walls were partially destroyed by order of parliament.

The castle was used on an infrequent basis until the 1750’s when a large fire burnt it out into a shell. As such, the castle lapsed into the romantic ruins, which can still be seen today

(Above information sourced from Dudley.gov.uk and Dudley Mall.co.uk )

As you can imagine, there is a great deal of history with a castle such as Dudley, though I have only scraped the surface of this enigmatic building, for further information, please visit the pages listed above.

I have pieced together this brief history to set the scene for what I myself have perceived whilst conducting ghosts hunts at Dudley Castle. My first visit to the castle was on 18th July 2003, a memorable experience, for the visage of this impressive building, quite literally took my breath away, it still does. I have made 22 visits in all, each of which has had their own particular merits. I have recorded the vast majority of ghost hunts, resulting in a vast database of ghost and spirit activity. Dudley castle has the distinction of having the most ghosts recorded at any location I have so far visited, the findings are:
463 ghosts, 87 of which have been seen on more than one occasion, 381 were male, and 89 female.  These ghostly impressions cover a time period ranging from the 12th century, through the late Victorian period. 

There have been 41 spirits, 3 of which have been seen on more than one occasion, 28 of which were male, and 13 female. These too covered the same time periods as the ghost activity stated above.

Though I have never been scared whilst visiting Dudley castle, I have had a close call or two. On one such occasion, I was walking up from the main gate after seeing that the local historian had safely left the location. As I made my way up the long flight of coarse stone steps, slippery with the rain, the hackles stood up on the back of my neck, I was instantly on my guard, though not quick enough. I was aware of the strong energy of a man quickly approaching from behind, so strong was the presence, I was buffeted, unsteady on my feet, I turned to face this man. Though I could not at first see him, which made me cautious, I could clearly ascertain where he stood. I ushered a challenge, “show yourself, stop messing me around!” I was then greeted with the visage of a man attired in a black hooded cloak. He sported a trimmed fork beard, moustache, his hair was fair in colour, and he stood around five feet eight inches in height, a stocky build and self-assured posture that enforced the perceptions of strength. He wore a white tabard beneath his cloak, with blue banding over his shoulders and carried a wide squat short sword. I had no reason to be so defensive, this man, a Franc with the surname of Rhinolt was merely inquisitive, and accompanied throughout the night. When I think back to this night, it reminded me that at every location I attend, there is the spirit energy of a person who follows me around, a person unique to each location.
Another occasion, which comes to mind, was the visage of several men attired in civil war garb who came running from a doorway, which now leads to the shop area. The castle was in a state of uproar, the noise was calamitous, smoke from rifle fire mixed with that of small cannon filled the inner-grassed area. The deep booming sounds of sporadic cannon fire could be heard throughout the night, audible to everyone.
A more recent occurrence of note was the interaction of the spirit of a man, attired in a coarse grey habit, hood down. This man stood around five feet six inches in height, bald features, and a thin build. His whole demeanour concerned aspects of death, a neomancer perhaps. He kept giving me the visages of skulls, which I felt were used in various ceremonies and he mentioned a charnel house “suggestive of death or a tomb”

During his interaction, within the chequered room, footsteps were regularly heard moving around us as we stood in a large circle, hands held tight, not in a séance, more so to rule out trickery, for if you were touched, it could NOT be the person next to you, you had their hand. As this man moved around us, the footsteps would cease, followed by a scream as someone had their coat or hair pulled. A moment of silence, the footsteps started once more, stopped, the screams began again.
Dudley Castles, with its picturesque appearance underlies almost nine hundred years of habitation, through Norman subjugation, and more turbulent times throughout the Tudor and Elizabethan England, and the consequences of war. It still remains one of my favourite locations.

Article written by Ian Doherty

