Haunted Castles (part 2) 
Tamworth Castle
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Tamworth began its existence as a Saxon village, built alongside the river Tame. It gained a modicum of notoriety when King Offa, who reigned from 755-796, built a palace at Tamworth, essentially making it the capital of Mercia, until it was eventually burnt by the Danes in 874. It was rebuilt in 913 by Ethelfleada, as a fortified settlement known as a burh, surrounded by a ditch and earthen rampart, with a wooden palisade on top.
With the coming of the Norman conquest of 1066, the land around Tamworth was granted to Robert Despencer who built a typical Norman motte and bailey castle between 1070-1080.  The castle is situated between the intersection of the Tame and Anker rivers, and was originally consisted of a wooden tower, which was replaced by a multi-sided stone shell keep, which is thought to have dated from 1180. The oldest remaining part within the shell keep, apart from the tower itself, is the north wing, with its 13th century arched doorway. With the banqueting hall being added in the 15th century and the warders lodge at the entrance being of the Tudor period.
The castle was threatened with destruction in 1215, when King John sent a force to raise the castle in revenge for Sir Robert Marmion having sided with the feudal barons against him (Magna Carta). 

In 1642, during the civil war, the castle was in Royalist hands and hampered the Parliamentary army from securing Lichfield. However the castle was captured a year later in 1643 after a siege lasting two days, with Cromwell ordering its destruction, though the threat was not carried out.

(Above information sourced from http://www.localhistories.org/tamworth.html and http://www.tamworthcastle.freeserve.co.uk/ )

My first visit to Tamworth Castle was on 28th June 2003, the atmosphere as you walk up the small pathway, the tower looming over you, you cannot help but feel you are being watched. I have made nine visits to this atmospheric building, between 2003 and 2006. Recording 114 ghosts, 27 of which have been reported on more than one occasion, 77 have been men, whilst 37 have been women; encompassing the Norman to Victorian eras.

I must admit that the area thought to have been the chapel has not made such an impact on myself as such. The strongest feelings I have perceived within this area being on two different occasions, the first was the visage of many men, farmers mainly, gathered into the room, shoulder to shoulder. The apprehension within the atmosphere was palpable, as I looked on into the room, men all armed with pitchforks, wooden staves and scythes, expressions of deep concern. A priest stood before them, administering a prayer, the Parliamentarian forces had broken the Royalist line, and they were in essence, the last hope. 
A second occasion worthy of note was the presence of several Parliamentarian soldiers, garbed in grey uniforms, their hair unkempt, and their faces unshaven. The feelings of hatred towards people of a Catholic belief was utmost, such contempt. It was an interesting fact that as the room became darker, the room became quite oppressive, and energy could be seen building up around three people in particular. This energy was in the form of small red sparks of light, seen by everyone within the room, and all around three people sat at different places within the room. The interesting factor here was that these people were all of a Catholic belief, and the only three within the room.
One occasion I remember well, I was stood by the outer door, the sounds of quick footsteps, that could only be a woman in heels, opened the door saying, we heard you knocking. I remember this well, for it was raining, I had my rucksack over my left shoulder and both hands in my pockets; I had not touched the door at all. The historian who had “answered my knock” told me that it was very audible, as they were concerned I would not be heard, yet the group on their tour in the room above the door, heard nothing. Later on in the early hours of the morning as the group went back to the great hall, I followed behind them, ensuring the ropes had been placed back over the haunted staircase. As I approached the door, leading into the small room beyond, it opened on its own accord, stopping at a 90-degree angle. Naturally, I looked behind the door, to thank the person who had opened it for me; of course, there was nobody there. I chuckled to myself, saying thanks.

The most bizarre occurrence is associated around the Victorian tearooms, situated on the first floor. There are two large dark coloured doors leading into the room, reached by a small flight of steps, and an unrestricted view. On five occasions, I have been witness to a phenomenon, which has many people quite scared, for others it is what they had come to see. As vigils are taking place within the late evening and early hours of the morning, a small group is stood in a circle, taking in the atmosphere. Suddenly and without warning, the doorknob is tried, the door lightly pushed, yet no audible footsteps are heard. At times, we can be sat there waiting for this to occur, people at the ready, the door is pulled open quickly, yet no one is ever seen, the staff are accounted for, being divided with the groups for health and safety reasons. 
Lastly the cooks bedroom, this is a simple well laid out bedroom, yet the atmosphere quickly builds. So strong are the feelings within this room that on more than one occasion a person has passed out so overcome with emotion. 

Tamworth Castle was my first foray into the paranormal world of ghosts, as such holds a special place within my heart.

Article written by Ian Doherty

