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INTRODUCTION


Wales is a land that remembers.

From the jagged mountains of Snowdonia to the whispering marshes of the Gwent Levels, from ruined castles perched on impossible cliffs to forgotten farmsteads swallowed by mist, Wales carries its past not as distant history, but as something alive. It breathes through the valleys. It lingers in the old stone walls. It waits in the silence between the wind and the rain.

To understand haunted Wales, one must first understand Wales itself.

This is a country older than many nations that surround it. Its language, Cymraeg, is among the oldest living languages in Europe. Its folklore predates Norman conquest, Roman occupation, and even the written record. The land has been shaped by invasion, rebellion, industry, faith, famine, and fire. Every era has left scars. And sometimes, those scars do not fade.

Wales is often described as beautiful. And it is. But its beauty is wild and uncompromising. Mountains rise suddenly from the earth like ancient guardians. Valleys plunge deep and narrow, trapping fog that clings for hours after sunrise. The coastline is dramatic and untamed. There are places in Wales where modern life feels like an intrusion. Places where time has not quite caught up.

These are the places where stories endure.

Welsh folklore is among the richest in the British Isles. Long before the modern concept of “ghosts” emerged, Wales spoke of spirits, omens, and otherworldly beings. The Tylwyth Teg, the fair folk, were said to inhabit hills and hollow mounds. The Cŵn Annwn, spectral hounds of the Otherworld, were believed to hunt across the night sky. The Banshee-like Cyhyraeth was heard wailing before death. These were not mere tales for children. They were woven into daily life. To ignore them was to invite misfortune.

Christianity layered itself over older beliefs but never erased them. Chapel culture thrived in the valleys, yet stories of spirits walking churchyards persisted. Ministers preached salvation while parishioners whispered of white ladies drifting along castle battlements. In Wales, faith and folklore have always stood side by side.

And then there are the castles.

Wales contains more castles per square mile than any other country in Europe. Built for war, domination, and defence, many were sites of siege, starvation, execution, and betrayal. Stone absorbs memory. Within those ancient walls, tragedy echoes. Visitors report shadowy figures in towers, unexplained footsteps along battlements, doors that close without cause, cold spots in sunlit rooms. Whether psychological imprint or something more, the experiences are persistent.

But haunted Wales is not confined to castles.

The coal mines of South Wales tell another story. During the Industrial Revolution, the valleys roared with industry. Men and boys descended daily into darkness, never certain they would return. Explosions, collapses, toxic gases — death was an ever-present companion. Entire communities were shaped by tragedy. It is no surprise that former miners have spoken of figures seen deep underground, of lamps flickering in empty shafts, of the sense of being watched where no living soul could stand.

The sea, too, has claimed its share.

Shipwrecks along the Welsh coast are numerous and often brutal. Storms arrive without mercy. Fishermen, sailors, and smugglers vanished into black water. Along certain stretches of coastline, witnesses still describe figures walking the shore in outdated clothing, disappearing as waves break through them. Lights are seen offshore where no vessel sails. The wind sometimes carries voices no one can trace.

Rural Wales holds quieter hauntings.

Isolated farmhouses where generations lived and died under the same roof. Inns where travellers never completed their journeys. Bridges where tragedy struck without warning. Roads where hitchhikers vanish from back seats. Small villages where one particular house is always spoken of in lowered tones.

Unlike larger cities where ghost stories can become exaggerated or commercialised, many Welsh hauntings remain local knowledge. Passed from neighbour to neighbour. Not written in guidebooks. Not advertised for tourism. They survive because someone experienced something they could not explain — and told someone they trusted.

There is also something deeply atmospheric about Wales that intensifies such encounters.

Weather moves quickly here. Mist can descend without warning. Sound travels strangely through valleys. Old slate and stone buildings hold cold even in summer. Isolation can heighten the senses. A person walking alone along a mountain path at dusk may feel something ancient stirring — whether within the landscape or within themselves.

Sceptics will say that hauntings are products of suggestion, architecture, infrasound, environmental factors, or cultural expectation. And certainly, psychology plays a role in how we interpret unusual experiences. But that does not fully explain the consistency of certain reports across centuries. Nor does it account for cases involving multiple witnesses, independent testimonies, or historical correlations unknown to those who experienced the phenomena.

Haunted Wales is not merely a collection of ghost stories. It is a tapestry of memory, belief, tragedy, and environment. It is shaped by Celtic myth, medieval warfare, industrial hardship, religious fervour, and rural isolation. It is a place where the boundary between the seen and unseen feels thin.

This book does not aim to sensationalise. Nor does it dismiss.

Instead, it explores.

Within these pages, we will travel from the fortresses of the north to the mining valleys of the south. We will stand in castle towers long after closing time. We will walk abandoned corridors where footsteps echo without source. We will listen to testimony from those who insist they saw what they saw — and felt what they felt.

Some stories are centuries old. Others are modern. Some are well known. Others rarely leave the communities in which they occurred.

Together they form a portrait of a country that refuses to let its past rest quietly.

Wales remembers its kings and rebels. It remembers its martyrs and miners. It remembers its drowned villages and forgotten battlefields. It remembers the songs sung in chapels and the cries carried on mountain wind.

And sometimes, perhaps, it remembers through its dead.

This is Haunted Wales.
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CHAPTER ONE
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CAERNARFON CASTLE

There are castles, and then there is Caernarfon.

Rising in stern, angular majesty over the Menai Strait, Caernarfon Castle does not merely dominate the landscape — it commands it. Its polygonal towers and immense curtain walls were designed not for beauty, but for intimidation. Commissioned in 1283 by Edward I of England after his conquest of Wales, the castle was intended as a permanent symbol of English power over a defiant land. It was built to suppress rebellion. It was built to remind the Welsh who ruled them. And from the moment its foundations were laid, it stood upon blood-soaked ground.

The construction alone carried hardship and resentment. Welsh labourers worked under the watch of English authority, erecting walls that would represent their own subjugation. The surrounding town was redesigned as an English borough, its native population pushed aside. Tension simmered constantly, and in 1294, during the revolt of Madog ap Llywelyn, the unfinished castle was besieged and damaged. Men died beneath its walls. Arrows struck flesh. Swords met bone. The air would have been thick with smoke, fear, and rage. The castle survived. The memory of violence did not fade so easily.

Centuries passed, but Caernarfon never became simply a relic. It remained a symbol. In 1911, and again in 1969, it was the setting for the investiture of the Prince of Wales — most famously that of Charles III when he was a young prince. Crowds gathered, flags waved, and cameras flashed. Yet even amid ceremony, there were those who felt an undercurrent in the stone — a weight far older than pageantry. For beneath the celebration lies conquest, and beneath conquest lies unrest.

It is perhaps no surprise that visitors and staff alike have long reported strange occurrences within the castle walls.

One of the most persistent experiences involves the Eagle Tower, the grandest of the castle’s structures. Built to impress and to intimidate, it has thick walls that swallow sound and narrow staircases that twist sharply upward. Numerous night security guards over the decades have spoken quietly of footsteps echoing behind them while conducting their rounds, only to turn and find empty passageways. The sensation is not fleeting. It lingers. Boots on stone. A presence descending when no one is there.

Several accounts describe the figure of a medieval soldier glimpsed along the battlements at dusk. Witnesses consistently report period clothing — a tunic, sometimes chainmail, sometimes the outline of a helmet — but the figure never remains long enough for full clarity. It is seen in peripheral vision, moving with purpose, before dissolving into shadow. Importantly, many of these witnesses had no prior knowledge of specific ghost stories connected to the site. The sightings often occur in silence, with no dramatic temperature shifts or theatrical manifestations. Simply a man where no man should be.

One former caretaker, who worked at the castle during the late twentieth century, recounted an experience in which he heard what he believed to be distant shouting from within the courtyard long after closing hours. Assuming trespassers had entered, he descended to investigate. The shouting grew louder — urgent, chaotic, overlapping voices. Yet upon reaching the courtyard, there was nothing. No intruders. No wind strong enough to carry sound from town. Only still air and stone walls. He later described the sensation not as fear, but as disorientation, as though two moments in time had briefly collided.

Another recurring report involves sudden, oppressive cold within interior chambers, particularly those once used as storage and holding rooms. Wales is not known for tropical warmth, yet even on mild days certain rooms in Caernarfon Castle seem to hold an unnatural chill. Visitors describe entering one chamber feeling comfortable, only to step across an invisible threshold into air that feels markedly heavier and colder. The sensation often passes just as abruptly when leaving the space.

Sceptics point to thick medieval masonry retaining dampness, to drafts slipping unseen through arrow slits, to acoustics that play tricks on the ear. All valid considerations. And yet, patterns persist.

There are also reports — rarer, but deeply unsettling — of a child’s presence. A small figure glimpsed near interior stairwells, especially during quieter months when footfall is minimal. In medieval fortresses, children were not absent. Families lived within castle walls. Illness, accident, and siege claimed young lives as readily as adult ones. The idea of residual energy — of moments of terror or suffering imprinting themselves upon place — has long been discussed in paranormal theory. Whether psychological projection or something more tangible, Caernarfon provides fertile ground for such speculation.

Standing atop the battlements at twilight, one can see across the Menai Strait toward Anglesey, the wind whipping sharply against the stone. It requires little imagination to picture approaching ships, hostile forces, or signal fires burning in the distance. The landscape is vast, but the castle feels enclosed, almost watchful. It is a fortress built from dominance, shaped by rebellion, and preserved as monument. Structures born of conflict often seem to carry a certain resonance — a gravity that never quite lifts.
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