


FOREWORD

This book has gained alarmingly in credibility during my recent 
Castle restoration. I once imagined, as you may, that this 
authoress, Lady Tankerville was merely hallucinating or teasing. 
Then suddenly those ideas, or hopes, were chilled to quiet by my 
own discoveries: Lady Tankerville tells us she uncovered “grinning 
skeletons”, in her Writing Room. Yet surprisingly, to her, she sensed 
no flights of fancy or spiritual wanderings. Seventy-five years 
later, I find that room was once a Chapel. So “they”, whoever they 
were, did indeed rest in peace. The Countess was correct.

Lady Tankerville writes of the radiant blue child who moans 
from the thickness of a wall. His young bones were uncovered and 
buried and that radiance was seen no more. Except now! Guests 
tell me that there must be an electrical fault in that very wall since 
a blue flash wakes them up at night. There are no electrics in that 
wall. Maybe I will dig up a toe bone there to quiet the blue flash 
for ever.

The authoress writes of a particular Lady Grey, Countess of 
Tankerville, who escaped from her portrait to wander the Castle in 
search of her errant Lord who, famously, had eloped with his sister 
in law, Lady Henrietta Berkeley of Berkeley Castle. That painting 
was sold by the family in 1933. But that very painting came up 
for sale at Christie’s, the London auctioneer. I left a high price on 
her but the auctioneer missed no less than two clearly written and 
accepted bids. I wrote to the new owner and only eighteen months 
later found that he had never received my letters and the painting 
had been sold on to Australia. I sensed that Lady Grey did not 
want to come home. She had escaped to the uttermost part of the 
Earth.



For myself, I met a gypsy in Madison Avenue, New York. She told 
me that I lived in a haunted home but that the spirits wished me 
well: Certainly when I fell off a high ladder I crashed only onto the 
only pile of softness in the rubble. The only time a chunk of masonry 
fell on my head was the only time I have worn my builder’s hard 
hat. I bought, unseen, a “curiously carved stone weighing 1¼ tons” 
to save it from the breakers. Only on delivery did I discover it was 
a 17th Century carving of the Chillingham Castle coat of arms.

There is a crying baby in one of our Lodges so which young Lord 
did what pretty girl down? If you write to me I will tell you other 
stories but now I hand you over to the Countess of Tankerville.

Sir Humphry Wakefield Bt.
Chillingham Castle

Northumberland
A.D. 2001



A well-known poem by Longfellow begins with the following verse:

 All houses in which men have lived and died
 Are haunted houses: through the open doors
 The harmless phantoms on their errands glide
	 With	feet	that	make	no	sound	upon	the	floors

The feudal Castle and phantom forms have so long been associated that one 
almost	suggests	the	other.	Most	visitors	to	Chillingham	ask	when	they	first	
come,	“Have	you	any	ghosts?”	I	asked	the	same	question	when	I	first	came	
to the Castle as a bride and in reply was told, “We do not allow them.” And 
very wise it was to forestall either the young guest who might play pranks, 
or the household whose duties might be interrupted if they began to imagine 
foolish things.

Yet if there is any truth in Longfellow’s contention that “All houses in which 
men have lived and died are haunted houses,” Chillingham should certainly 
afford shelter to many wraiths of its departed owners and former dwellers 
there. In this land of ancient dwellings very few houses have been lived in 
continuously from so early a date. For almost eight hundred years the long 
procession stretched, of men, women and little children who have lived and 
loved and suffered therein.

Often enough no record is left to be read of the tragedies within those grim, 
grey walls; papers or parchments were lost or burnt, yet records of a sort 
remain for those who would decipher them.

In	some	cases	you	find	them	solid	and	tangible,	as,	for	instance,	bones	that	
you can see and handle.

In my own bedroom, a few years ago, some stones fell accidentally from the 
wall and there, in its thickness, stood revealed two grinning skeletons where 
the	fireplace	now	is,	bones	of	a	man	and	a	child,	close	by	the	trap	door	that	
opens to the stone arches of the vaults below.

Who were these prisoners, I wonder! Were they some awkward neighbour 
and his heir? Some enemy, caught in a border raid, and of whose remains it 
was unsafe to let any trace be found? Were they walled in alive or dead? I 
know not. Only this I know, that room today is full of peace and calm.



Other bones were found several years earlier when one of the walled-up 
lower	dungeons	was	opened.	This	time	the	workmen	fled	in	dismay	from	a		
seated	figure	of	a	man	whose	shape	was	so	wonderfully	preserved	that,	like	
the	Etruscan	remains	often	found	in	Italy,	the	first	impression	was	of	a	living	
being but which quickly dissolved to dust when the air rushed in.

The district is full of romance, and the Castle being so close to the Borderland 
was in old times the scene of many a raid from its Scottish neighbours, and its 
dungeons were probably seldom without some unfortunate inmate immured 
therein. We still see on the dungeon walls ancient initials and lines scratched 
in by them to count the number of the weary days of their imprisonment.

Perhaps our principal and most famous apparition was known as the “Radiant 
Boy”, which used to be seen in what is now called the Pink room.* There, when 
from the Clock tower the hour of midnight sounded, were heard the cries 
and moans of a child in pain and in agony of fear. Always the noises came 
from a spot nearest to a passage cut through the ten feet thick wall, into the 
adjoining tower; and, as the blood-curdling cries died slowly away a bright 
halo of light began to form close to the old four-poster bed. Anyone sleeping 
there	saw,	gently	approaching	them,	the	figure	of	a	young	boy	dressed	in	blue,	
and surrounded by the light.

It was in this wall, later, that the bones of a boy of tender years, and some 
fragments of a blue dress, were discovered. These poor remains were reverently 
removed	and	decently	interred	in	consecrated	ground,	since	when	the	figure	
has never been seen again.

Our next best known and authenticated ghost is that of Lady Mary Berkeley, 
wife of Ford, Lord Grey of Wark and Chillingham and Earl of Tankerville, 
still looking for her errant husbant. That gentleman ran away with her own 
sister, Lady Henrietta, thus giving rise to a great scandal and a lawsuit before 
the famous  -  or shall we say infamous  -  Judge Jeffries in the reign of King 
Charles II.

* Extraordinarily this room is still called the Pink Room but rechristened that name 
by pure coincidence.



The end of it all was a heartless desertion; the poor lady was left in her dark 
and lonely Castle with only a fatherless baby girl as her companion. To this 
day the rustle of her dress is sometimes heard along the corridors and stairs 
and as the disappointed and anxious wraith passes by, a chill, as of cold air, 
seems to sweep through one’s very marrow.

Less sad, but still interesting, was a rather remarkable episode a few years 
back in connection with a family portrait which was said to walk.* Not only 
had our own nursery been disturbed by the restlessness of this picture but the 
children of friends, and their nurse, declared that she stepped out of her frame 
and frightened them by following them about. When, soon after, a well-known 
psychologist came as a guest, my husband told him this story and he asked to 
be taken there after everyone had gone to bed. Late that night they went over 
to where the picture used to hang and he sat for a couple of hours waiting for 
Her Ladyship to appear, his host being in the next room meanwhile. As they 
came	out	he	was	laughingly	asked	if	he	had	seen	anything.	“Nothing	malefic,”	
was	his	reply,	and	that	seemed	final.	But	the	following	morning,	while	going	
through the rooms he paused before an oil painting and exclaimed. “That is 
the woman I saw last night!” This puzzled Lord Tankerville and he replied, “It 
is not the one who is said to walk.”

“Well”, answered his guest, “that is the one I saw.” Later in the same day 
my husband spoke of it to his old nurse who is still with us, and she at once 
explained, “Oh, m’Lord, don’t you know? That is a portrait of the same lady, 
only done when she was much older.”

* This “walking portrait” was also experienced and recorded by a Jewish family who 
rented Chillingham Castle at that time.

In	 what	 is	 called	 “the	 inner	 pantry”	 there	 has	 been	 seen	 a	 frail	 figure	 in	
white.  This was where the silver in use was stored, during my father-in-law’s 
lifetime. A footman had to sleep there to safeguard it. One night he had turned 
in when he was accosted by a lady in white, very pale, who asked him for a 
glass of water. Thinking for the moment it was one of the visitors he turned 
away to obey her behest, when he suddenly remembered that he was locked 
in and no visitor could possibly have entered. On turning round he found the 
figure	had	vanished.	This	same	figure	was	seen	also	by	a	guest	who	made	



notes of her psychic experiences in the various rooms of the Castle without 
anything having been told her beforehand; I was rather surprised to see that 
she alluded to the longing for water of a female ghost who “must have been 
slowly poisoned in olden times.”

Not all the ghosts are those we see, some are merely felt. “Impalpable 
impressions on the air,” the poet says - “A sense of something moving to 
and fro,” a chill dark thing that creeps, or an oppressive atmosphere, as in 
an upper chamber overlooking the dell where the sensitive cannot remain. A 
lady’s maid who had been given this room was found next morning on the 
sofa in the dining-hall. She had quitted her bed in a panic and nothing would 
induce her to return. It is said that a former chef, who occupied the room, was 
driven to commit suicide there, and we no longer use it as a bedroom.

In the Library, underneath, the voices of two men are often heard talking, but 
it is not possible to follow what they say and they seem to cease at once if one 
stops reading or writing to listen to their discussion. It disturbs no one and 
many have heard it but none has accounted for the fact.

I once asked our old housekeeper whether she was not afraid on dark nights, 
when all the family were abroad, to go about the house alone. “Oh no,” she 
said, “I would go anywhere at night without a candle, in fact I do go in the 
dark sometimes, I know the rooms so well, you see.” This from a gentle and 
aged woman was in vivid contrast to the young policeman, some twenty 
years ago, protector of the weak, who trembled and whose hand grew cold 
and clammy in mine as I led him up the winding stairs in total darkness, to 
investigate	a	“spook”	of	all	too	solid	flesh	and	blood.

It	is	not	difficult	to	imagine	spectres,	standing	in	the	stone	Courtyard	where,	
surrounded by the strong old towers, the moonlight casts shadows of the 
battlements	across	the	worn	flagstones.

Many a revel took place there, where the hundred horsemen, who formed the 
Castle	Guard,	caroused	in	the	fitful	glare	of	the	flares	whose	iron	brackets	are	
still not rusted away. And if indeed it is true as, Monsigneur Coue tells us, 
that	where	the	imagination	and	the	will	come	into	conflict	imagination	always	
wins the day, then many an old-time scene must have been re-lived before 
more modern eyes, in spite of the will to disbelieve.



But, I am asked, “Have you ever seen a ghost? Do you believe in them?” Yes, 
assuredly, I have seen them and I can tell you of a few.

As to believing, in these days, why not believe, when modern Science daily 
brings before us marvels far more remarkable and weird than any ghostly 
apparition could have seemed to my own respected grandfather? What would 
that wise old gentleman have said about my sanity had I told him that in a 
magic box called “Gramophone” I could daily hear music, and songs, and 
speeches of the past or present? And enjoy at will the singing of Caruso and 
Tamagno or the jokes of Dan Leno, long since dead? Those too are ghosts. 
What of the Films? Whereon we all see phantoms, not the men and women 
themselves, but their wraiths; emotions and actions, not of the moment but 
of the past re-lived before us, and not moving us to laughter or to tears with 
them?

Most marvellous of all our facts of ordinary physical science is no doubt the 
“Wireless,” nearest of all to the ghost, most impalpable, annihilating space, 
so that you and I are here, practically together, and laughing at distance as 
we	find	ourselves	able	at	will	(and	in	a	moment)	to	switch	on	to	London	or	
Aberdeen; Berlin or Bournemouth. Free spirits in the Ether are we today as we 
thus disport ourselves. The ghosts of yesterday must be bowing in awe and 
wonder before our magic and our power, to see us living as we all do now, 
in an unseen world of the most exciting and most romantic adventure. Yet, 
even today men still pass into that unseen as stupidly as the caterpillar on the 
cabbage leaf.

We need not be surprised that the daily press is trying to awake us to curiosity, 
or joy, or wonder about the boundless career ahead.

Among the ghosts and apparitions that people speak of, there seem to be 
about as many sorts as there are reasons, or rather, causes for their appearance. 
Every kind of strong feeling and violent emotion is pictured, in bewildering 
variety, amongst the waves of thought-vibration in which we live; a repertoire 
that	would	leave	the	most	versatile	film-star	aghast	at	the	infinite	changes	of	
that kaleidoscope.

The disturbing noisy spook generally seems to depend on the presence, 
- for its manifestations -, of someone who is consciously or unconsciously 
mediumistic. Of other types, there are three most commonly met with; 
namely, the appearance at a distance of a person at the hour of death; the



seeming	 return	 of	 a	 spirit	 with	 some	 unfulfilled	 desire;	 and	 thirdly,	 the	
picture that has been photographed upon the unseen by intense emotion and 
which,	under	 certain	 conditions,	 is	 capable	 -	 like	 a	Cinema	film	 -	 of	 being	
reproduced.

It may not be inappropriate, before closing, to give you an illustration of each, 
from my own experience - at Chillingham.

1. Those who have just left their bodies have so often been seen by their friends 
that the recital of such an occurrence becomes a mere commonplace in our 
day. Only last spring such a ghost visited me.

A	young	officer	who	we	knew	to	be	seriously	 ill,	but	were	not	 thinking	of	
as being at death’s door. It was after midnight and I stood at the dressing-
table brushing my hair, with most of my clothes lying on the sofa near at 
hand. Suddenly, I became so acutely conscious of his presence at my side, of 
being curiously scrutinised, and as if he were about to speak, that instead of 
listening,	or	even	looking,	 the	first	overwhelming	impulse	was	to	seize	my	
dressing-gown and throw it over me. then, turning back, ready to hear if there 
were a message, he was gone, the room was once more empty and I stood 
alone.
I told my husband, however, that our young friend was dead and we heard 
the next day that he had died at that very hour.

2.	Now,	here	is	an	instance	of	the	second	type,	where	one	finds	an	unfulfilled	
desire.

The	first	time	I	ever	saw	Chillingham	was	in	the	company	of	a	so-called	ghost.	
I had left Europe at the time, nevertheless, on waking one morning, at sunrise, 
I	seemed	to	find	myself	there,	walking	through	the	West	Lodge	entrance,	and	
along the avenue at Chillingham.

I had made the acquaintance of my future husband some months before and 
had no expectation of ever seeing him again. I knew nothing of his home, 
no	one	had	described	it	to	me,	nor	had	I	seen	any	photographs;	but,	finding	
myself there I was full of interest and curiosity and, noticing a good many 
details, was especially wondering why the Castle was not visible from the 
avenue,	asking	myself	if	it	meant	I	should,	in	the	flesh,	never	see	the	Castle,	
when a young man came forward and, introducing himself as Lord Bennet’s 
brother	 (my	husband’s	name	at	 that	 time)	he	said, “ I have come to walk



with you until George is ready.” We turned back and went towards the park, 
where my husband joined us and his brother disappeared. This brother had 
died	two	years	before	and	in	after	years	I	had	no	difficulty	in	recognising	his	
photograph.	He	seemed	not	satisfied	to	leave	the	old	home	without	knowing	
of	the	fulfilment	of	his	longing	to	see	the	surviving	brother	married	and	settled	
down. I never saw him again; his mind was now at rest.

3.	The	third	type	wherein	the	actors	moved	as	on	the	films,	appeared	to	me	
one day just before the great war when there was so much occult disturbance 
of every kind.

One morning, after an exceptionally busy time, I sat down for a few moments’ 
rest in a room facing the Cheviot hills. Very soon I could not help noticing 
the gale sounded in the wide old chimney like the distant boom of cannon 
and as I looked out on the usually restful formal garden there too, waving 
branches and heavy drifting clouds assumed a menacing and warlike aspect. 
As I looked, the form of a woman seemed to take shape before me, walking 
on the parapet of a tower apparently as solid as that wherein I sat. She was 
in the garb of a Dominican Abbess, and after looking eagerly towards the 
hills of Scotland she knelt beside the battlements as if in prayer. A man stood 
beside her proudly erect, handsome and richly dressed; he too was scanning 
the horizon towards the enemy country. A few paces behind were two men 
in velvet court dress of the time of King Henry VIII. They were chatting in 
subdued tones. In the background on the further parapet a halbardier paced 
up and down on sentry duty. I got up to watch the scene from the window, 
thinking I was about to witness some tragedy of former times.

Presently I called to my son in the next room,but he was out; then a housemaid 
came in to close the shutters and asked a couple of questions. I thought surely 
it will have disappeared - but no! I saw another woman bring the Abbess an 
ermine cape, and the man’s rich dress was covered now by a surcoat. The 
atmosphere	was	tense	with	a	feeling	of	impending	danger,	of	fighting	about	
to begin!

I spoke to them twice, and asked if I could be of any service, when the man, 
(who	was	now	pacing	back	and	forth)	stopped	and	looked	at	me.



It was the face of my husband, but the garb of France of four centuries ago! 
Then who was the Abbess? Was that myself? And, why the anxiety? What was 
about to happen? If it was I, what was I praying God to avert? It was not long 
before we knew, not long before the din of battle sounded in our twentieth 
century	ears,	and	official	directions	were	sent	to	us	in	case	of	invasion!

I had, inadvertently, “tuned in” as it were to a similar moment in the long 
ago.

If you ask me why we do not all see the invisible, I should say there is no 
inherent reason why we should not - since we all possess the same instrument. 
We need some knowledge of that instrument, and some discipline to make it 
useful; but from what the ghosts of Chillingham and our radio set have helped 
to show me, there seems to have been put largely in our hands the choice as 
to whether we tune in to deep depression - to the vague horror against which 
we	are	powerless	 to	fight;	or	 rise	up	 to	 the	 fairest	heights	of	which	man	 is	
capable.

Leonora Tankerville (1925)
Chillingham Castle



Illustration from The Waverley Novels by Sir Walter Scott


