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Carlisle Cathedral.
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Foreword


‘DO you believe in ghosts?’ is a familiar and frequently asked question. The author of this book, Darren W. Ritson, does, and he has spent many years of study, research and practical investigation in order to provide the proof to support his convictions. It must be said that the serious investigation of the paranormal is an undertaking not to be given superficial attention, demanding as it does a commitment to the examination and understanding of a strange, unpredictable and mysterious subject. It is, however, a subject for which convincing evidence exists, for a wide range of curious and intriguing phenomena stretching back over hundreds of years has been reported and recorded by human communities and civilisations across the entire world; it includes the appearance of apparitions, the existence of haunted houses and buildings, poltergeist infestations, the psychic dimension of mediumship and channelling, as well as prophetic dreams and time-slips. The interaction between the world of the unseen and that of mankind has created world religions, defies currently accepted scientific thinking, and continues to provoke and fascinate; and a major factor in this continued interest in the supernatural realm is the world of ghosts and haunted places.


The task of the objective ghost hunter involves a number of disparate and time-consuming activities. As well as historical research, interviewing witnesses to paranormal phenomena, assessing the validity of the claimants’ experiences, and visiting allegedly haunted locations, for many researchers – and Darren in particular – carrying out investigative vigils and the employment of technical equipment in obtaining evidence of ghostly activity, is of paramount importance. In Haunted Carlisle, paranormalist Darren continues his survey of supernormal phenomena, mainly in the North of England, which to date has taken place in his home town of Newcastle-upon-Tyne, together with neighbouring Durham city, Berwick-upon-Tweed, along with the counties of Tyneside, Wearside, County Durham and Northumberland, as well as many other places across the UK. This has involved a combination of desktop study, practical investigation and personal experiences – a successful combination that has, again, produced another comprehensive and entertaining volume of ghostly activity.
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The road sign welcoming people to Carlisle.


At some point in the future, perhaps a lifetime away, maybe more, mankind will have the answers to the elusive reality of the paranormal world that is seemingly all around us. Since what could be described as the ‘occult revolution’ in twentieth century Britain, which has steadily gathered momentum from its initial beginnings in the 1960s, the growing public interest and acceptance of ghostly phenomena has resulted in an increased and detailed chronicling of Britain’s strange and haunted places, and the present volume admirably continues this tradition. Carlisle and its neighbouring regions are known for several high-profile supernatural cases, most notably the ‘Radiant Boy’ phantom of Corby Castle. The city itself boasts a number of paranormal sites – the cathedral, the castle, the railway station and several public houses, are all haunted places and the author has visited them personally, along with many others, to compile the records of strange, thought-provoking and eerie happenings which, through these pages, you will soon be encountering for yourself.


So, join your guide, Darren W. Ritson, for a ghostly tour of haunted Carlisle – to be enjoyed with the lights low, if you dare…





Paul Adams


Bedfordshire, 2012




Introduction


AFTER penning a number of books, including Haunted Newcastle, Haunted Durham, Haunted Berwick, Haunted Tyneside and Haunted Northumberland, I decided that it was time to make the journey across the top of northern England and explore the haunted heritage of Carlisle, in the North West. Carlisle is a very historical place indeed, with its own abundance of social, architectural and cultural enigmas. It also has customs, traditions and many wonderful visual reminders of yesteryear in almost every place you choose to look. These are some of the main reasons why I was drawn here; to investigate its fascinating, and in a way exceptional, history, whether it is paranormal, or not. Of course, it goes without saying that the paranormal aspect of my research is what this book is largely composed of.


The Roman’s settled here over 2,000 years ago, with their base being established to serve the forts along Hadrian’s Wall. Known as Luguvalium, Carlisle is situated only ten miles from the Scottish border. Because of its close proximity to Scotland, during the Middle Ages it became an important military stronghold. Carlisle is the largest settlement in the county of Cumbria, and much like Berwick-upon-Tweed, it has been fought over many times and has belonged to both the English and Scottish empires. This was of course before these two countries became part of the United Kingdom. Interestingly, Carlisle does not appear in the Domesday Book, simply because at that particular time in history, when the book was created, Carlisle was in the hands of the Scots.


The historic city of Carlisle is the gateway to the magnificent Lake District in Cumbria. It is a direct link to the North West, and is a city with much charm, character and allure. Lying approximately fifty miles from the walled city of Newcastle-upon-Tyne, Carlisle is one of two cities that the magnificent Roman structure known as Hadrian’s Wall runs through; my native Newcastle-upon-Tyne, of course, being the second.
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The Citadel on English Street.
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A stone engraving of Carlisle’s old coat of arms. The coat of arms has now been updated but the motto remains the same: Be Just and Fear Not.


Being an ancient and historical metropolis, it is not surprising that the city of Carlisle and its outskirts are brimming with wonderful folkloric tales, romantic ghostly anecdotes, and spine-chilling incidences that would most certainly give you goosebumps and send your flesh creeping. What is puzzling, however, is the lack of collected anecdotes, or books for that matter, that detail these stories of spectres and phantoms. I would have thought there were many books dedicated to Carlisle’s residents ghosts, but I am wrong. Granted, there are many fine books out there that contain ghost stories and harrowing tales of the supernatural from in and around Carlisle, such as Peter Underwood’s Ghosts of the North West, and Jack Hallam’s Ghosts of the North, but to the best of my knowledge, at the time of writing there is only one that collects a large quantity of Carlisle’s ghost stories in one volume – this one.


Carlisle is a wonderful, old, partially walled town and I always enjoy visiting the city to meander through the old side streets, exploring the stores, shops and attractions that Carlisle has to offer. Being able to visit this great city, solely for the purpose of discovering its ghostly population, has been a task that I have certainly enjoyed. For each and every ghost story discovered and discussed in this book, you can bet your bottom dollar that there will be at least one or two more waiting to be unearthed. Ghosts, it seems, are everywhere, and no matter how many accounts are found within these pages, this book will not do the city of Carlisle any justice – but I have tried.
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One of the many ‘nooks and crannies’ within the beautiful old city of Carlisle.


Carlisle is an ancient, numinous conurbation with its fair share of old side streets, alleyways and nooks and crannies. It has brand-spanking new buildings integrated with the town’s edifices; ancient and modern complementing each other perfectly. Remember, one of the most important aspects of a good ghost story is the setting, and you could wish for no better setting than Carlisle when it comes to wraiths, phantasms and other spectral entities of the other world.





Darren W. Ritson, 2012
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The Ghosts of Carlisle


The Citadel Restaurant Ghost of 1966


English Street in Carlisle is host to a once glorious citadel, now a tourist attraction, and is the scene of a haunting that dates back to 1966. The first sighting of the ghost, according to Jack Hallum in his book Ghosts of the North (1976), occurred when the spectre appeared to a customer waiting for a friend in the Arcade Bar. This harrowing shade appeared to be around 5ft 7in tall, dark grey in colour, and was said to have walked across the room after emerging through a solid wall. Then, after traversing the room, it just disappeared into the floor as though it was ‘poured into the ground’. This occurred only yards from where the astonished customer was sitting.


The customer said that although it had no recognisable features, he ‘knew it was a man’. I understood exactly what he meant by this, as I had a similar experience whilst carrying out investigations at the former Prisoner of War camp in Harperley, in County Durham, on the night of 30 July 2005. I had been asked to co-investigate the premises with a north-east based research team, Anomalous Phenomena Investigations (API), when the sighting occurred. I was standing outside of Hut 13, chatting to some colleagues during a break from our night vigils, at 12.30 a.m. During the course of our conversation, I became aware of a figure in my peripheral vision but thought nothing of it, as I surmised it was another investigator having a look round. I continued chatting with my colleagues, however, after a short while, I was still aware that this figure was ‘skulking’ about.


I now felt compelled to turn and look, to satisfy my curiosity, and was shocked to see that it was not any of my colleagues, but a figure in black (somehow I knew it was a male). I determined this fact when he walked forwards and straight into the back of a farmyard tractor that was parked there. I then watched as the figure vanished into thin air – it just disintegrated before my eyes. The sighting lasted no more than a few seconds, but I saw this ‘thing’ long enough to know that there was something there, and I am confident that it was something otherworldly.
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The Citadel Restaurant on English Street, once haunted by an eerie black shadow that disappeared into the floor.


The ghost of the citadel is, in some respects, comparable to my sighting in Durham, in particular to two odd similarities. We both assumed that our apparitions were that of a male, or at least they took the shape of a male, and both entities were either black or very dark in colour. However, my apparition sighting disappeared into thin air while the Citadel Restaurant ghost vanished through the floor. There is something distinctly chilling about the way this apparition made its exit from the restaurant, don’t you agree? In fact, I believe that this aspect of the sighting makes it a far more sinister tale than that of the Harperley ghost.
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Remnants of the old sign from the Citadel Restaurant.


This begs the questions, just what are these apparitions? Why do they appear colourless, or dark? Are they ghosts of the dead, or perhaps something entirely different? Some people suggest that they may be an amalgamation of negative forces, that somehow converts or transforms into an anthropomorphic entity; an entity that has never actually lived as a ‘human’, so to speak. Normal ghosts (as normal as ghosts can get, anyway) usually disappear in the more orthodox, or accepted, fashion by slowly fading into the ether, or simply vanishing in the blink of an eye, not sinking into the floor in a most unusual way.


Regardless of what occurred in English Street back in 1966, the fact remains that these ghost sightings continue to be reported by credible and trustworthy individuals, who have no reason whatsoever to make these kinds of stories up. The sighting at the Citadel Restaurant, as far as I am aware, was a one-off, and to the best of my knowledge it has not been reported there again. One wonders if the Harperley Prisoner of War camp ghost has been seen again; after all, it has been over six years since I saw it.
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English Street.


The Ghost of the Sergeant’s Father


Here is an interesting tale of a haunting which is recounted in Jack Hallam’s book Ghosts of the North (1976), but was originally told by a Staffordshire man named Gerald Findler. Findler had lived in Cumbria for forty years and had written a number of books on the Lake District’s ghosts and legends. Findler had worked as an orderly in the city’s auxiliary hospital during the First World War, and it was during his time there that he had a brush with the paranormal.


A man answering to the name of Sergeant Chase – a sergeant in the Australian Army – had been brought into the makeshift hospital (normally the local school) with horrific wounds to his back. It turned out he was caught up in an explosion, which resulted in shrapnel and debris tearing open his back and leaving him very seriously injured. Findler and another nurse looked after Sergeant Chase for twenty-four hours of the day, and were completely devoted to his well-being. Since the hospital was an improvised place of care, there were not that many patients there at that time. Had it been a real hospital of course, there would have been hundreds of patients. This meant Findler and the nurse could spend a lot more time devoting their efforts to fewer hospital inmates, which of course would have been ideal for them.


Every night, Findler would tend to the sergeant, who was housed in a small hut in the school playground, and read books to him by lamplight until he drifted off to sleep. Once he fell asleep, Findler would turn out the light and tend to other orderly duties. One night in 1917, as he made his way to see Sergeant Chase, he noticed that the lamp light he used to read with was shining bright through the window. Upon entering the hut, Findler saw an elderly man sitting by the bed of Sergeant Chase, who was holding tightly on to his hand. Findler smiled at the old gentleman, and closed the door. He thought to himself he would come back later after Sergeant Chase’s visitor – his father, he assumed – had left.


Upon chatting with the other nurse during a tea-break, he mentioned to her the night-time visitor, to which she replied, ‘Never, not at this time of night’. They both put their teacups down and ventured back across to where Sergeant Chase was resting, and lo and behold the old gent was still there. After briefly seeing the old man through the window, they made their way inside the hut to find that the lamp light – that had just a few seconds earlier been glowing – had now been extinguished, leaving the room in complete darkness. Upon lighting the lamp they were astonished to find the old man nowhere in sight. There was only one way in and one way out. So, where had he gone? And who was he? Worse still, they were then distressed to realise that their patient, the lovely Sergeant Chase, was lying dead in his bed.
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