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Introduction 

 
The door creaks open. The air is warm with oak and smoke, 
yet something colder lingers just beyond the reach of the 
fire. A pint waits on the bar, froth steady as if poured only 
moments ago — though no hand lifted it there. 
Britain’s pubs are not merely watering holes. They are 
vaults of memory, keepers of centuries, where laughter and 
grief have seeped into the very timbers. Judges passed 
sentences in their chambers, rebels plotted over their 
tankards, sailors and smugglers shook salt from their 
boots, and travellers rested their heads in beds that 
sometimes never cooled. 
And when walls hold so much life, they cannot help but 
hold its shadows. 
In every corner pub and grand coaching inn, you will find 
echoes: the clink of a glass raised by no one visible, the 
tread of boots pacing upstairs when the rooms lie empty, 
the whisper of a voice lost to time. Some ghosts appear in 
sorrow, others in anger, a few with laughter still clinging to 
them like spilled ale. 
This book is not a map of ales, but of apparitions. It is a tour 
of haunted thresholds, from Cornwall’s storm-battered 
inns to the windswept taverns of Scotland, from bustling 
city alehouses to lonely moorland refuges. Each tale offers 
a glimpse of the unseen patrons who linger long after 
closing time. 



 

 

So settle into your chair, let the fire burn low, and raise your 
glass carefully. 
The company here is not just living — and every story told is 
poured with a ghost’s measure. 
  



 

  

Author’s Note: 

 
I wrote this book not as a guide for pub crawls (though you 
may be tempted), but as a love letter to the strange, 
lingering histories etched into Britain’s inns and taverns. 
Every tale you read here began with a scrap of folklore, a 
whisper from a patron, or a line of history that refused to 
stay buried. My job was simple: to let those whispers speak 
again. 
Raise your glass, enjoy the stories, and if you ever find 
yourself in one of these pubs… remember to say hello to the 
ghosts. 
 

Disclaimer: 

 
"No pints were spilled, no ghosts exorcised, and no 
landlords bribed in the making of this book. Should you 
encounter any spirits while reading, please note they are 
strictly BYO (Bring Your Own… Ouija)." 
 
Author Bio 
 
Robin Wickens is a prolific writer of folklore-inspired 
fiction, children’s tales, and historical stories. Fascinated 
by the places where history and imagination collide, Robin 
brings Britain’s most haunted pubs vividly to life in 
atmospheric narratives filled with mystery and charm. 
  



 

 

The Ancient Ram Inn, Gloucestershire 

 
Tucked away in the quiet village of Wotton-under-Edge, the 
Ancient Ram Inn squats on the land like a brooding sentinel 
of centuries past. Weather-beaten beams creak beneath 
sagging roofs, and crooked stone walls hold secrets that 
whisper through the night. Few buildings in Britain carry 
such a weight of dark history—fewer still cling to it so 
tightly. Built in the 12th century to house the masons who 
laboured on St. Mary’s Church nearby, the inn has soaked 
up eight hundred years of sorrow, scandal, and 
superstition. The very ground it rests upon is older still, 
once a pagan burial site where ritual sacrifices are said to 
have been performed. Some claim the land itself is cursed, 
a place where the veil between the living and the dead 
wears perilously thin. Within its low ceilings and uneven 
floors, ghosts are said to gather like dust in the corners. 
Guests have reported sudden icy blasts that cut to the 
bone, even when fires roar in the hearth. Others speak of 
shadows gliding across walls, darker than the darkness 
itself, pressing close with unseen menace. Footsteps echo 
in empty rooms, and doors slam of their own accord, as 
though the house resents intrusion.Among the most chilling 
tales is that of a little girl, murdered centuries ago. Her cries 
are said to echo in the night, a plaintive wail that curls 
through the timbers. Visitors speak of feeling a small hand 
tugging at their clothes, or waking to find the weight of a 
child sitting at the foot of their bed. In the Bishop’s Room—
often called the most haunted chamber in England—
apparitions of monks are said to drift solemnly, their 
hooded figures lingering in silence, staring from the 
shadows before melting into nothingness. 



 

  

And then there is the witch. Local legend claims that a 
woman accused of practising dark magic once sought 
refuge within these walls during the fevered witch hunts of 
the Middle Ages. She was dragged from the inn and burned 
at the stake, her screams carried by the wind. Those who 
have stayed overnight speak of her presence still—
scratches appearing on their arms, a choking sense of 
dread in the air, and a feeling of being watched by eyes full 
of hatred. 
The Ancient Ram Inn is no ordinary lodging house—it is a 
tangle of history, suffering, and spirits that refuse to leave. 
Some who have dared to spend the night describe it as a 
living nightmare, a place where time bends and the past 
refuses to rest. Others insist it is the most terrifying building 
in all of Britain, a house where the darkness itself seems to 
breathe. 
Step across its threshold, and you may find more than just 
an old inn. You may find the shadows reaching for you too. 
  



 

 

The Skirrid Mountain Inn – Abergavenny, Wales 

 
High upon the shadowed slopes of the Skirrid Fawr, where 
mists curl low over the mountainside and the wind rattles the 
ancient timbers, stands one of Britain’s oldest and most 
infamous public houses – The Skirrid Mountain Inn. For 
nearly nine hundred years, this brooding stone inn has been 
more than just a place of ale and hearth. Its walls have drunk 
deeply of sorrow, violence, and death. 
Once, the upstairs chamber was no convivial lodging, but a 
courtroom where justice was swiftly, and often fatally, 
served. More than 180 men are said to have met their end 
here, condemned for crimes great and small, their 
sentences carried out by the noose that dangled from a 
beam still visible today. Locals whisper that if you look 
closely, the oak has notches worn by the coarse rope, and on 
certain nights, the wood groans as though bearing a weight 
once more. 
Guests have long reported the sensation of an unseen cord 
tightening about their throats, choking them awake in terror. 
Cold draughts curl through locked rooms, and footsteps 
echo in deserted corridors. Some claim to hear the last cries 
of the condemned, gasps that never fade, though centuries 
have passed since the rope fell silent. 
But the executed are not the only souls said to linger. The inn 
is also haunted by Fanny Price, a landlady of the 19th 
century who died tragically young. She is often glimpsed in 
the misted corners of the bar, a sorrowful figure in a flowing 
dress, her presence accompanied by a sudden chill or the 
faint fragrance of lavender. Some guests have awoken to find 
her ghostly form seated at the foot of their bed, gazing with 
hollow eyes that seem to mourn lives never lived. 



 

  

It is said the Skirrid’s stones remember every hanging, every 
grief, every tear spilled upon its flagstones. And perhaps that 
is why, even on the warmest summer’s evening, a darkness 
clings here—a reminder that laughter and ale are forever 
entwined with shadows of the gallows. 
Those who dare to stay the night often leave with pale faces 
and restless hearts, claiming the inn itself is alive with 
memory. For in Abergavenny’s ancient hostelry, the past 
never sleeps. The dead drink alongside the living, and the 
creak of the noose may yet be heard when the clock strikes 
midnight. 
  



 

 

The Ten Bells — Spitalfields, London 

 
When the market stalls are shuttered and the slick cobbles 
of Commercial Street gleam with rain, the Ten Bells leans 
into the night like a confidante who knows too much. Its 
brickwork seems steeped in secrets, and the streetlamps 
outside bend their yellow light across the façade as though 
reluctant to shine too brightly upon it. 
Inside, the tiled bar glimmers beneath gaslight, a sepia 
theatre for whispers that never end. Here, the air feels 
heavy with history, every draught carrying a murmur of 
names long lost to the Whitechapel fog. They say the voices 
belong to the women who walked these streets more than a 
century ago — women who stepped from the night into 
infamy, and never found their way back. 
Patrons talk of unseen fingers brushing their sleeves, of an 
invisible weight leaning close as though ready to share a 
secret too grim to bear aloud. The portraits that line the 
walls seem to shift with each change in air, eyes tracking 
the living as though counting them — making sure none 
stray too far from the ledger of the dead. A barmaid, pale 
with conviction, once swore she saw a figure glide across 
the threshold without touching the door, its outline dripping 
with shadow. Where it passed, the air grew colder than the 
rain-soaked stones outside. 
The clock above the bar has its own unsettling habits. On 
certain nights its tick falters, hesitant, as though even time 
itself holds its breath within these walls. The stairwell 
groans as if bowed beneath phantom weight, echoing steps 
that never quite reach the landing. And every so often, the 
faint smell of damp wool, gin, and London soot curls into 



 

  

the nostrils, carrying with it the unmistakable impression of 
another century pressing close. 
Those who drink here raise their glasses with cautious 
cheer, voices pitched just a little louder than usual, as 
though to drown out what lingers. For the Ten Bells pours 
more than ale; it pours memory — and memory refuses to 
be silenced. Some nights it feels as though the walls 
themselves are listening, waiting for someone, anyone, to 
ask the question aloud: whose story still wants to be told? 
  



 

 

The Grenadier — Belgravia, London 

 
Down a narrow mews where the cobbles seem to guard 
their secrets and ivy stitches itself across the brickwork like 
green embroidery, stands The Grenadier. Upright and 
unyielding, it watches over the lane with the quiet discipline 
of a sentry, its whitewashed walls and dark beams as crisp 
and proper as a guardsman’s scarlet coat. 
Inside, the pub hums with the warmth of conversation and 
the clink of glasses, yet the ceiling tells another story. 
Banknotes, in currencies from across the world, paper the 
beams like faded confessions. Each note is pinned as an 
offering, a whispered apology, a token of pity for a boy who 
never found absolution. Legend tells of a young soldier — 
accused of cheating in a card game — dragged out into the 
night and beaten by his comrades until his lifeblood 
darkened the flagstones. He never rose again, but his 
presence never left. 
When the last pint is pulled and the door bolted against the 
night, The Grenadier grows restless. Heavy boots strike out 
a parade across the boards, their rhythm steady, relentless, 
echoing through locked rooms. Near the hearth, the air 
thickens with a sigh that seems too weary for any living 
throat. A chair scrapes back across the floor, deliberate, as 
though making space for a guest invisible to all but the 
shadows. At the bar, a glass of rum is known to stir. The 
liquid trembles, rises, flares twice — once for the living who 
drink it, once for the dead who cannot — before sinking flat, 
untouched. 
In September, when the days shorten and the night falls 
heavy as a soldier’s cloak, the haunting is at its most 
insistent. A pale vapour seeps from the cellar, creeping 



 

  

across the floorboards and coiling at the doorway like a 
sentry awaiting permission to pass. Those who have stood 
before it say the mist carries a weight — a sorrow that clings 
to the heart, leaving visitors bowed with grief they cannot 
name. Some claim the air grows cold with tobacco smoke, 
the bitter scent of a pipe once smoked beneath the eaves of 
a red coat now long dust. 
The notes above, yellowing with age, rustle faintly though no 
breeze stirs them. They flutter like bandages on an unseen 
wound, each one a futile attempt to pay a debt no coin 
could ever settle. For the soldier who lingers in The 
Grenadier seeks no drink, no company, no laughter from 
the living. Only justice. Only rest. And until he finds it, his 
march echoes on, steady as a drumbeat in the dark. 
  



 

 

The Spaniard Inn — Hampstead, London 

 
On the edge of Hampstead Heath, where the air is heavy 
with the tang of hawthorn and the perfume of damp earth, 
stands the Spaniards Inn. Its timbered frame leans like a 
weary sentinel, its whitewashed walls squinting at the 
winding road as though keeping a jealous watch. For 
centuries, it has marked the threshold between the city’s 
bustle and the wilderness of the heath, a liminal place 
where shadows stretch longer than they should and time 
seems to knot upon itself. 
The Spaniards has always been a place for travellers — and 
for those who preyed upon them. The inn sits astride the old 
coach road, its narrow doorway once a tollgate where 
money and blood alike changed hands. The infamous 
highwayman Dick Turpin is said to have drunk here, his 
boots caked with mud, his laughter sharp as a pistol crack. 
Some whisper he still lingers, pacing the rooms with 
restless energy, his spirit as unrepentant as in life. Patrons 
claim to hear the echo of galloping hooves sweeping past 
the windows, though no carriage or horse dares those paths 
now. 
Inside, the inn glows with the promise of warmth — yet its 
welcome is edged with unease. Glasses sometimes ring 
out, as if tapped in an unseen toast. A heavy draught sighs 
through the snug even when the doors are bolted tight, 
carrying with it the scent of damp leather and gunpowder. 
Candles shiver in their holders, guttering low before 
recovering, as though acknowledging an unseen guest. 



 

  

More troubling is the black shape that stalks the skirting 
boards. Many have sworn it to be a dog, though no collar 
glints and no paw strikes the wooden floor. It slides silently 
along the corners of the room, sometimes pausing, 
sometimes watching. Those who catch sight of it say their 
throats tighten, as though a growl had been pressed into the 
air but never given voice. 
Beyond the windows, in the shroud of trees, another ghostly 
scene replays itself. The thunder of a carriage rattles over 
ground where no wheels can possibly run, pursued by the 
pounding gallop of phantom horses. The sound rises 
suddenly and then vanishes, leaving only the rustle of 
branches in its wake. To stand in the garden at night is to 
feel the breath of another age pass through you — a rush of 
danger, of flight, of desperate escape. 
The Spaniards has been home to outlaws, poets, and 
politicians; it has served ale to lovers and liars, rebels and 
dreamers. But its truest company may be the ones who 
never left. Here, the past sits down beside the present, 
refusing to be forgotten. And when the last patron departs 
and the lights are dimmed, the inn whispers its memories 
into the night. 
It keeps vigil still — with a highwayman who never stopped 
running, a hound without a master, and a darkness that has 
never quite learned how to sleep. 
  



 

 

The Viaduct Tavern — Holborn, London 

 
Across from the yawning bulk of the Old Bailey, the Viaduct 
Tavern stands with deceptive cheer — its polished 
mahogany gleams, its brass fittings glow, and its great 
mirrors smile back at the drinker with a warmth that seems 
to banish shadows. Yet beneath the laughter and clinking 
glasses lies a history carved in iron and stone, for the 
Tavern’s cellars once formed part of Newgate Prison’s 
holding cells, where keys turned like verdicts and silence 
answered prayers. 
The walls beneath are thick with memory. Damp brick 
breathes out a chill not explained by draughts, and the air 
clings with the weight of unseen watchmen. Staff tell of 
lights that falter as if swallowed whole, of footsteps pacing 
in the narrow dark where no one treads. More unsettling still 
is the sensation of company: a sudden brush at the elbow, 
a skirt whispering across stone, the fleeting impression of 
movement darting behind your shoulder — though when 
you turn, the corridor lies empty. 
Even upstairs, amidst the glow of gaslight fittings, 
something unsettles. Patrons report that the Tavern’s 
mirrors do not play fair. Reflections lag, as though faces 
struggle a moment too long to follow their owners, trapped 
in the glassy border between here and elsewhere. The bar 
can fall into sudden, eerie hush, a stillness so complete it 
feels imposed, as though an unseen gaoler calls the room 
to order. 
When midnight draws close, staff grow brisk, locking up 
with practised haste. For the Viaduct Tavern does not enjoy 
midnight — or rather, it does not enjoy being kept awake 
with company after hours. Doors rattle beneath invisible 



 

  

hands, officious, insistent: the phantom turnkey hurrying to 
his duties, late yet never absent. And from the coldest 
corners of the cellar, there sometimes rises the metallic 
clang of a gate long vanished, the rusted echo of finality. 
The Tavern smiles by day, but by night its history presses 
upward through the floorboards, a reminder that though 
Newgate’s walls are gone, its shadows are not. Some doors 
were closed forever, and some keys, it seems, are still 
turning. 
  



 

 

The Prospect of Whitby — Wapping, London 

 
The Thames water laps against the foreshore, dark as ink 
and heavy with centuries. At low tide, the mudflats gleam 
slick and secretive, clutching broken pottery, rusted nails, 
and bones of things best forgotten. Rising above this 
shifting graveyard, the Prospect of Whitby crouches like an 
old survivor — battered, stubborn, and unable to stop 
telling stories. 
Inside, the air is thick with history’s breath. The floorboards 
list beneath the weight of footsteps that no longer belong to 
living men, tilting like the deck of a veteran ship. Tankards 
knock twice on the tables — a sailor’s hail — though no 
hand is raised. The scent of tar and wet rope drifts from 
corners where there is no coil, no bucket, no barge. 
Sometimes, from the edge of sight, men in tarpaulins 
appear: their faces pale, their hands busy. They smooth the 
air with care, folding sails that no longer crackle, adjusting 
ropes that only they can touch, and glancing skyward to 
take bearings from a moon that belongs to another century. 
  



 

  

The Mermaid Inn — Rye, East Sussex 

 
Black timbers lean and whisper above Mermaid Street, a 
crooked smile under a thatch of night. The Mermaid Inn 
keeps smugglers’ secrets in its beams, where every knot 
once hid a plan and every stair knew where to creak and 
where to keep quiet. The inn, centuries old, stands like a 
conspirator that never left the game, its tilted windows 
watching both the present and the past walk by. 
Inside, the air hangs heavy with smoke that has long since 
left the hearths, as though the walls themselves exhale the 
memory of fire. Guests who spend the night discover that 
sleep here is rarely undisturbed. Some wake to the soft 
scrape of boots upon oak, followed by the bow of a 
duellist’s shadow that lingers in the corner before 
dissolving like mist. Others, less fortunate, report a sudden 
chill, as if someone invisible has taken a seat on the bed 
beside them. 
The Linen Room is the most whispered of all. Sheets are 
rumoured to fold themselves by unseen hands, smoothed 
with care but never warmth. A rocking chair sways steadily, 
the gentle rhythm of a wife who waited too long for her 
husband’s return. Those who have stayed there speak of 
breath on their cheek when no one stands near, and the 
sensation of eyes in the dark—steady, watchful, unblinking. 
Elsewhere in the inn, two gentlemen in old coats stride into 
walls, mid-argument, their voices muffled but sharp, 
repeating the same quarrel night after night, as though 
eternity itself has given them no resolution. Down narrow 
passageways, a phantom maid carries trays with quiet 
precision, though her offerings vanish into the silence of 
empty corridors. 



 

 

At dawn, the alley outside fills with the faint scuff of 
contraband—boots, barrels, whispers moving uphill under 
the cloak of memory. The smell of salt and sea lingers, long 
after the smugglers’ ships have gone to rot. The living rise 
and stretch, but the inn remains restless. 
For the Mermaid Inn does not sleep. It entertains a guest list 
the world can barely glimpse, an endless gathering of 
shades who have checked in but never truly left. 
  



 

  

Jamaica Inn — Bodmin Moor, Cornwall 

 
The moor rolls out like a black ocean, its tides of heather 
and peat swallowing all sense of direction, until Jamaica Inn 
rises from the mist — a reef of granite where storms break. 
It sits hunched against the wind, roof scarred by centuries 
of rain, its windows watching like tired eyes that have seen 
too much. 
Long ago, wagons creaked and groaned to a halt here, 
tarpaulins bulging with the night’s work: contraband 
brandy, bolts of stolen cloth, barrels that sweated with salt. 
Men in shadowy cloaks would shoulder their loads through 
the door, their voices low and coarse, making oaths they 
never meant to keep. The moor kept their secrets, and the 
inn swallowed the rest. 
Now, the corridors still gust with the tang of sea-salt, as 
though the Atlantic has found a door inland. Doors swell on 
damp hinges and open without hands. Footsteps tramp 
across the upstairs rooms when the rooms are empty, and 
sometimes a low voice calls from the courtyard, thick with 
Cornish vowels, before the latch lifts to admit a man who is 
not there. Horses can be heard snorting and stamping in a 
yard long since flattened by moss and silence. 
In the bar, the old mirror throws back more than a drinker’s 
reflection. A shadowed smudge will appear there, 
sometimes tipping its hat brim down, sometimes looking 
just past your shoulder, never quite at your eyes. The fire 
spits and hisses when it does. Other nights, the wind forces 
its way down the chimney, shaping itself into a warning no 
one manages to catch in time — a syllable, a sigh, the start 
of a name. 



 

 

Locals speak of a coach that never arrives, its wheels 
grinding in the gravel, the crack of a whip echoing across 
the courtyard, though no horses stand harnessed there. 
And in certain storms, those who linger too long swear they 
hear the creak of ropes and the pleading splash of drowning 
men — the wreckers’ harvest returning on the wind. 
Yet Jamaica Inn endures, as moors do. It takes the weather 
and gives back stories. Some arrive on the lips of visitors 
who leave pale-faced before their pints are drained. Some 
arrive on two feet, long after closing, trailing sea-mist and 
silence. 
The inn waits, the moor surrounds, and the night always 
listens. 
  



 

  

The Golden Fleece — York, North Yorkshire 

 
The Golden Fleece does not so much stand in York’s 
Pavement as it leans forward, jutting into the street like the 
prow of some age-blackened galleon. Its timbers creak with 
every carriage that passes, its windows squint unevenly 
across the cobbles, and its staircases rise and fall like 
waves caught mid-motion. Few buildings in the city hold 
their history so visibly, and fewer still hold on to their dead 
quite as firmly. 
Inside, the air has a weight to it, as though centuries have 
been poured into the beams and soaked into the walls. 
Shadows gather in the corners even on the brightest 
afternoons, and the rooms tilt in sympathy with the past. To 
the casual visitor, this is part of the inn’s charm. To the 
regulars, it is also part of its company. 
The ghosts of the Golden Fleece are not the sort to slam 
doors or rattle chains. They are subtler than that, gentler, 
almost courteous in their appearances. A lady in a long 
Victorian gown is often seen drifting through the upper 
rooms, her hem passing through oak floorboards as if 
through water. She does not wail or moan. Instead, she 
nods politely to those who catch her eye, before 
descending through a century to some appointment below. 
In the snug, near the bow window that looks down onto the 
market square, a man in a flat cap keeps watch. His figure 
lingers by the glass, peering out as though waiting for a 
messenger who never comes. Patrons sitting too close have 
sworn that, in the reflection, they can see him lift his hand 
to the brim of his cap, a silent acknowledgement before 
vanishing like smoke. 



 

 

The upstairs rooms tell their own stories. Sheets have been 
known to tighten themselves crisply around the legs of 
sleepers, frost-sharp and unnerving. Glasses rise an inch 
from tables only to settle back with a sigh, as though the 
unseen hands are content with a taste of old ritual. And in 
the attic, footsteps pace steadily from one beam to 
another, as though a man were still keeping watch over a 
cargo long since unladen. 
York is a city built in layers—Roman stone beneath Viking 
hearths, Norman walls folded into medieval streets, 
Georgian fronts masking Tudor bones. The Golden Fleece 
embodies this more than most. To step inside is to walk into 
a palimpsest of time, where one age overlaps another, 
where the air itself is reluctant to decide which year it 
belongs to. Lean against the bar and you may feel the 
pressure of another elbow, warm as your own, steady as 
though sharing a pint with you. Turn quickly and you will see 
nothing but your reflection in the crooked mirror—a 
reflection that, some insist, does not always move when 
you do. 
For all its crooked walls and creaking boards, the inn is no 
mere curiosity. It is a reminder that in York, the past is never 
fully gone, only shifted slightly aside, making room for the 
living. At the Golden Fleece, both still share the same 
narrow staircases and crowded corners. And if you are 
lucky—or unlucky enough—you may find that the ghosts 
here are less interested in frightening you than in 
welcoming you into their long, unbroken company. 
  



 

  

Ye Olde Trip to Jerusalem — Nottingham, 
Nottinghamshire 

 
Hewn into the sandstone cliff like a stubborn thought that 
refuses to leave, Ye Olde Trip to Jerusalem is less a pub 
than a living fragment of England’s long memory. Its cellars 
run deep, channelling centuries through corridors carved by 
unseen hands, walls pressing close with the patience of 
stone. Legends insist that crusaders once drank here, that 
men bound for the Holy Land wagered their fortunes and 
souls over cups of ale. The air seems to hold the clang of 
armour and the scrape of swords set aside for a moment’s 
revelry. 
Time moves differently within the Trip. Shadows cling to the 
walls, lengthening in places where no light burns. The 
galleon sits in its cabinet, sails dust-furred, a model ship 
that no one dares touch. Its curse is whispered rather than 
spoken: cleaners who brushed at it fell suddenly sick, 
drinkers who laid a finger upon its hull fared far worse. So it 
waits, gathering years as carefully as cobwebs, a relic of ill 
luck that demands to be left alone. 
The caves beneath hum with the breath of underground 
water, a chill damp that seeps into bone. Some swear they 
hear a woman singing down there — a tune without air, as 
though carried by lips that have not drawn breath in 
centuries. Others speak of a man who groans and strains, 
lifting burdens invisible to any eye. No matter how crowded 
the bar above, the cellars echo with labours and laments 
from another age. 
When the last pint is drained and the doors close for the 
night, the Trip does not sleep. Footsteps pad across the 
smoothed rock floor long after staff have gone. Windows 



 

 

flicker with movements when only the city’s neon should 
shine. To some, it is a tavern with a reputation; to others, it 
is a memory palace carved into living stone, where saints 
who never left still keep vigil, watching the living from the 
glow of Nottingham’s midnight streets. 
  



 

  

The Drovers Inn — Loch Lomond, Scotland 

 
By the black mirror of the loch, a stone house crouches 
against the wind, its timbers creaking like an old soldier’s 
bones. The Drovers Inn has stood here since 1705, older 
than most maps that remember the cattle tracks and the 
men who herded wealth on hoof. Its walls are fat with 
stories: of whisky deals whispered over tankards, of brawls 
where pride spilled quicker than ale, of Highland songs that 
tried to out-sing the weather. 
The living still come for firelight and dram, but they are not 
the only guests. Shadows travel the corridors like familiar 
tenants. 
Sometimes a child in a nightshirt pads silently across the 
landing, pale as frost, eyes fixed on something far away. He 
fades before you can call after him, leaving only a draught 
sharp as ice down your spine. 
In the bar, a mounted stag’s head shifts. The antlers groan 
as though remembering the groves it once ruled, and its 
glass eyes glint with the wet gleam of moonlit woods. 
Patrons laugh it off, but glasses tremble on the shelves 
when it stirs. 
A woman’s grief haunts the upper rooms. Some hear her 
sobbing as if behind thin walls, a sound fragile as rain 
ticking on slate roofs. Others say they’ve found boots by the 
hearth, steaming gently beside a fire no one ever lit. 
When the last guest leaves, the loch itself seems to press 
its dark breath against the windows, fogging them with 
secrets too heavy for words. The old inn shakes like a hound 
in the storm and then settles, as if making space for what 
comes creeping in. 



 

 

Doors unlatch, footsteps cross the flagged floor, and the air 
thickens with unseen company. The Drovers — generous, 
gruff, and as stubborn as the mountain wind — carry on 
pouring drinks and stoking the fires, never surprised when 
an empty chair pulls itself close to the table. 
For here, the living and the long gone share the same roof, 
bound together by stone, storm, and story. And the Drovers 
Inn keeps its welcome — for every soul that passes through. 
  



 

  

The Banshee Labyrinth — Edinburgh, Scotland 

 
Beneath the cobbled veins of Edinburgh’s Old Town, where 
wynds and closes fold like creases in old parchment, lies a 
place carved from the city’s marrow. The Banshee Labyrinth 
is no ordinary pub. Its stone chambers echo with modern 
basslines, yes, but listen closer and you’ll catch the older 
rhythms—the iron clink of shackles, the hushed scrape of 
candle stubs guttering against damp stone, the sigh of 
centuries layered in soot and sorrow. 
Patrons laugh over their pints, but even laughter seems 
thinner here, swallowed quickly by walls that have learned 
the weight of secrets. The true signature of the Labyrinth is 
not its music nor its maze of vaulted rooms, but a sound 
sharper and older: the cry of the banshee. 
It comes without warning, a scream that threads itself 
through the noise of the night. Thin as wire, it slices the ear, 
slipping past flesh and straight into bone. Those who hear it 
swear the air itself curdles. And soon after, as sure as dawn 
smudges the skyline, the promised grief arrives—bad news 
delivered with eerie punctuality. Staff whisper of colleagues 
who walked out after hearing the keening, only to return the 
next evening with eyes rimmed red from funerals or 
heartbreak. The banshee’s cry, they say, never lies. 
Glasses sometimes tremble on their shelves, unbidden. A 
pale figure drifts between the arches, her gown whispering 
over grit, her feet making no sound. She does not linger in 
the light, only in the edges—the places where candle flame 
shrinks and shadows gather like conspirators. Down one 
corridor, bulbs flicker and die in careful succession, like 
eyes shutting against something too dreadful to watch. 



 

 

The Labyrinth has earned its name well. The winding rooms 
confuse even regulars, drawing them deeper, as if the stone 
itself wishes to keep them. Some leave certain they took the 
same route twice but find the doorway altered, the archway 
thinner, the floor damp with a drip that wasn’t there before. 
Others admit, with a hushed laugh, that they can’t recall 
how they reached the street again—only that something 
unseen hurried them along. 
Is it the banshee herself who rules these vaults, or merely a 
fragment of the city’s many sorrows, pressed into the stone 
like ink into vellum? The answer lies somewhere between. 
In Edinburgh, the past is never dead—it waits beneath, 
humming softly, until you step down into the Labyrinth and 
hear the cry that turns the marrow cold. 
And should you ever hear it yourself, above the thrum of 
music and laughter, pause. The scream is not meant for 
everyone. But if it is meant for you, the city will see that the 
message is delivered. 
  



 

  

The Tolbooth Tavern — Edinburgh, Scotland 

 
In the shadow of the Canongate Kirk, the Tolbooth Tavern 
presses its back against centuries of judgment, where 
justice was once measured in chains, and sentences rang 
heavier than bells. By day it greets the weary traveller, 
pouring foaming pints and serving warmth against the chill 
of the Royal Mile. By night, however, the walls remember. 
The stone itself seems to breathe, carrying the sighs of 
prisoners who once marked their hours by candle stubs and 
the scrape of iron keys. The stairs creak as though boots 
still climb them in official procession, an invisible warden 
following a duty that outlived his post. Patrons feel it in the 
draft that strokes their necks—cold fingers brushing as if 
weighing their guilt. The scent of spilled ale mixes with 
something older, sharper: tallow smoke, damp vellum, and 
ink that refuses to fade. 
Whispers rise where no crowd gathers, the remnants of 
trials that never truly adjourned. Some speak of a murmur 
that swells until it breaks into silence, as if a judge has 
banged a phantom gavel against unseen wood. Others 
claim a broadcloth figure drifts through the very wall, stern-
faced and impatient, passing through masonry with the 
entitlement of one who believes the building was raised for 
his purpose alone. 
And then there is the bell. No longer hanging, no longer 
whole, and yet sometimes it tolls—just once—in the ear of 
a chosen patron. A single, hollow chime that carries no 
echo, only the reminder that time itself is the harshest 
magistrate. The sound has been known to turn a tankard 
sour, or leave the hearer pale and restless until dawn. 



 

 

The Tolbooth Tavern is lively enough, and laughter rises 
against the oak beams as easily as it might in any pub. Yet 
amidst the chatter, a table always stands a little apart, its 
chairs never quite still, as if awaiting unseen guests. For the 
Tolbooth serves the living well enough—but it keeps a seat 
for ghosts still pleading their case. 
  



 

  

The Red Lion — Avebury, Wiltshire 

 
The Red Lion sits at the heart of Avebury’s great stone 
circle, a solitary hearth cradled within an ancient eye. To 
step inside is to be watched by sarsens older than 
language, older than kings, older even than the first furrows 
in the chalk fields. The road outside gleams pale under 
moonlight, as though the land itself remembers when 
oceans pressed down upon it, and the sky above always 
feels wider than it ought, as if stretched thin by centuries of 
ritual and silence. 
Within, the air carries a warmth of oak beams, spilt ale, and 
a comfort that seems borrowed rather than owned. Yet 
beneath it all, the earth hums. Patrons whisper of the Blue 
Lady, a figure who drifts along the bridge above the pub’s 
deep well, her skirts damp with sorrow, her face hidden by 
hair dark as river weeds. Some say she drowned here, 
betrayed by a jealous lover who cast her into the waters. 
Others claim she was never human at all — a spirit born of 
chalk and springwater, belonging as naturally to the well as 
ivy to stone. 
Her presence is not confined to legend. Glasses will clink 
and kiss one another on the shelves when no one stirs 
them. Doors swell and breathe as though the building itself 
sighs. In the snug, shadows rearrange themselves with the 
patient certainty of constellations, drifting from corner to 
corner as if mapping some secret sky. 
On cold evenings, a handprint may bloom suddenly on the 
misted panes — from the wrong side of the glass. Regulars 
swear that if you sit quietly enough, the very stones outside 
whisper to one another. Not words, precisely, but a 



 

 

language of pressure and shifting weight, a sigh that has 
been settling since before memory. 
The Blue Lady lingers most near the well. Those who lean 
too far over its edge sometimes feel the brush of unseen 
fingers tugging gently at their sleeves. More than one visitor 
has claimed to glimpse pale eyes staring up from the 
water’s surface — eyes that vanish the instant a coin is 
thrown in for luck. 
Still, the Red Lion endures, a flicker of firelight within a 
stone temple. The great circle does not resist its presence. 
If anything, it seems to approve, so long as the hearth is 
tended, the ale poured steadily, and voices kept low after 
nightfall. For here, every sound is carried not just through 
beams and rafters, but into the very bones of the earth — 
where the Blue Lady waits, listening. 
  



 

  

The Flask — Highgate, London 

 
Highgate’s lanes wind like old thoughts, each curve carrying 
the weight of memory, and the Flask has stood long enough 
to keep pace with them—brick by brick, lantern by lantern, 
shadow by shadow. Its timbered frame has listened to 
centuries of murmurs: whispered deals, stolen kisses, and 
arguments that ended only when the tankards did. 
But it is the silences that remain loudest. 
They say a barmaid once loved too deeply and was left too 
cruelly. Her despair drove her down into the damp cellars, 
where the air was heavy and forgiving, and there she ended 
her days. Now, on certain nights, she drifts upward again—
pale as beer foam, soft as smoke—to lean against the 
counter. Her eyes search the faces of strangers as though 
for the one who never returned. Laughter falls around her 
but never quite touches her; a hollow pause follows every 
joke, a reminder that joy doesn’t echo evenly here. 
The bar itself seems complicit in these hauntings. The 
temperature dips with no draught to blame, as if unseen 
doors have opened in the stonework. Chairs creak without 
movement. A shiver trickles down the neck like spilled ale. 
By the old fireplace, where flames lick and snap, a spectral 
figure sometimes appears—a man in a tricorn hat, coat 
damp with invisible rain. He peers into the embers as 
though hunting for a map, or perhaps for a future he never 
reached. Patrons feel their own laughter catch a fraction 
late, as if the room itself is out of step with time, a crooked 
picture frame forever refusing to hang straight. 
Up by the leaded windows, the glimmer of a shape startles 
the eye—a fleeting outline, a figure bent as if watching. Yet 



 

 

when you blink, it is only the glass reflecting the glint of 
bottles, their labels turned like faces away from the light. 
The Flask does not wail nor demand. It minds its own 
business, steady as ever. It merely allows the past to mind 
it too, pulling up a chair beside the living, ordering nothing, 
leaving no coin on the wood. 
Step outside, and the ivy-clad garden breathes differently. 
When the evening slides down the hill, the air seems to 
wait, listening. Some swear that a single unseen breath 
curls through the leaves, shifting them without breeze, as if 
answering a quiet greeting. A soft hello met with a softer 
reply—proof that the Flask holds not only spirits in its 
bottles. 
  



 

  

The Pied Bull — Chester, Cheshire 

 
Chester’s walls ring the city like a keepsake, and the Pied 
Bull keeps watch by the old Northgate as though expecting 
horsemen to thunder through at any hour. Its half-timbered 
face has leaned into centuries of weather, the beams dark 
with time, the windows filled with more reflections than 
glass should rightly hold. 
Inside, the stairs twist around a newel post polished not by 
polishers but by hands — hands long gone, their owners 
outlived a hundredfold, their touch still worn smooth into 
the oak. Every creak on the steps sounds less like wood and 
more like a sigh, as if the timbers are keeping company with 
themselves. 
In the upper corridor, a boy with ink-stained fingers lingers 
as he has for centuries. He was once a printer’s apprentice, 
it is said, though no one can agree if he ever finished his last 
page. Guests find their books mysteriously open to the 
wrong passages, their pens uncapped, and their dreams 
inked with letters they do not recognise — strange 
alphabets spilling across the night. Some wake with 
smudges on their fingertips as though they, too, had been 
copying by candlelight. 
Not far away, in a chamber overlooking the street, another 
soul is restless. A builder who died by misstep — a fall from 
scaffold or stair, no one quite recalls — paces endlessly, 
muttering about crooked measurements, his phantom 
hands brushing chalk lines into the air. The atmosphere 
there is thick with lime-dust and apology; even the plaster 
seems to remember his error. 
Downstairs, subtler hauntings work their way into the 
common room. A chair scrapes thoughtfully backwards, 



 

 

though no one claims it. A tankard shifts as if reconsidering 
its handle. Shadows gather in corners but do not threaten 
— not unless courtesy is forgotten. For the spirit of the Bull 
is practical, more curious than cruel, but it expects good 
manners from all who pass beneath its beams. 
Regulars whisper that when the house is displeased, ale 
sours without warning, ink dries in the nib, and the fire 
draws smoke into the room rather than up the chimney. The 
displeasure is never loud, but it ripples through the night 
like a reprimand. Offer a nod to the empty seat at your 
table, lift your glass in quiet acknowledgment of company 
unseen. Do this, and you may find your stay warmed by an 
almost companionable presence, the inn itself seeming to 
lean in as an old friend might. 
But forget your manners, ignore the unseen ones who sit 
and watch, and your night may stretch into hours longer 
than it should — dreams jostled by letters, footsteps at your 
door, or the patient, unblinking sense that those who were 
here first are still here, and always will be. 
  



 

  

Ye Olde Salutation Inn — Nottingham, 
Nottinghamshire 

 
Pressed into the sandstone heart of Nottingham, the 
Salutation Inn is less a building than a living layer of the city 
itself. Its foundations are not brick and mortar but ancient 
caves, carved by hands long forgotten, their walls forever 
breathing the damp musk of stone and shadow. These 
tunnels form a honeycomb beneath the inn, once pressed 
into service as storehouses, brew cellars, and—when 
history turned red—refuges from war. It is said Civil War 
soldiers drank here before the clash of steel, their ale sour 
with the knowledge that not all would return. Some bled 
their last into the rock, and the stone, ever thirsty, 
remembers. 
Visitors speak of the place as if it has moods. The air grows 
colder without warning, carrying with it the taste of minerals 
and a hush that muffles even the boldest laughter. Staff 
whisper of unseen chairs dragging across the flagstones 
after the last guest has gone, the scrape echoing as though 
the tavern is rearranging itself for its other patrons. In the 
caves below, a girl’s voice is sometimes heard, humming a 
thin, uncertain melody. Her tune seems to dance with the 
dripping of water, every note stitched to silence as though 
she is bound to the stone itself. 
There are stranger currents, too. Lanterns hung on hooks 
will begin to sway when no one has brushed past. A breath 
of wind moves contrary to its own direction, circling on itself 
like something alive. Shadows hold fast in corners where no 
light dares intrude, their patience stretching across 
centuries. Those who linger too long in the caves speak of a 



 

 

prickling between the shoulder blades, as though they are 
trespassing in chambers still claimed by someone unseen. 
Yet the hauntings are not confined to the underworld below. 
Upstairs, in the timbered rooms that creak with age, 
laughter can be heard in curious delay—falling just a beat 
behind the present crowd, as though another company is 
keeping pace from a vanished century. A toast may be 
answered by voices that no one raised. Tankards clink twice 
when only one pair of hands lifts them. 
The Salutation wears its age like armour, but also like a key. 
It is part tavern, part threshold, a meeting ground for the 
living and the dead, for the remembered and the forgotten. 
And thresholds are dangerous places, for they are where 
bargains linger, where oaths are never broken, and where 
the past insists on being poured again, night after night, like 
ale from a cask that never empties. 
  



 

  

The Red Lion Hotel — Colchester, Essex 

 
The Red Lion is one of Colchester’s oldest inns, its timbered 
frontage leaning a little as though it carries the weight of 
every century it has survived. Beneath its crooked beams 
and leaded windows lies a story locals tell with the same 
hushed reverence as a prayer, for the inn is not only 
steeped in history but also in sorrow. 
The tale most often whispered concerns a chambermaid, a 
girl who kept her apron spotless and her head lowered in 
the days when travellers on horseback crowded the yard 
and the taproom echoed with shouts. Her name has been 
lost to record but not to memory; she is called Alice by 
some, Sarah by others, yet everyone agrees she died before 
her life truly began. Whether it was violence, heartbreak, or 
some cruel twist of fate that ended her days, no one knows. 
What is certain is that she never left. 
Her portrait still hangs—or rather, refuses to hang. Over the 
years innkeepers have tried to remove it, tuck it away in 
storerooms, or replace it with brighter scenes. Yet no 
matter where it is hidden, the painting finds its way back, or 
else the inn itself rebels. Pictures fall from walls. Nails 
bend. Guests complain of a sudden chill, and mirrors mist 
over as if someone has leaned close and breathed upon the 
glass. More than one landlord, unnerved, has surrendered 
and rehung the likeness, where her painted eyes seem to 
follow every passer-by. 
Night within the Red Lion carries its own peculiar hush. 
Guests who lock their doors find them ajar when dawn 
comes, bolts slid back with a gentleness suggesting care 
rather than intrusion. Beds are smoothed and tucked with 
invisible hands, though no maid has passed that way. The 



 

 

air carries a faint perfume of lavender polish, as though 
someone is still determined to keep the rooms respectable. 
Those who are less fortunate glimpse her more clearly. A 
slim figure in antique dress has been seen crossing the 
upper landing, head bowed, her cap neat and white. She 
never looks at those who see her, turning instead toward a 
section of wall and stepping through it without pause. Long 
ago there was a door there, the oldest timbers recall, 
sealed up when the building was remodelled. The corridor 
has forgotten the door, but she has not. 
To walk the Red Lion by day is to find cheer once more: the 
lobby bustling, the hearth glowing, the chatter of guests 
rising above the clink of glasses. Yet beneath the warmth, 
the inn carries its residue. A weight that is not oppressive 
but poignant, a kind of gentle grief. As if the Red Lion itself, 
gracious and unyielding, has chosen to cradle her sorrow 
rather than expel it. 
Those who linger a while sometimes say the inn feels 
almost protective, guarding the memory of the girl who kept 
it so diligently. Perhaps that is why her spirit remains—not 
as a warning, not as a curse, but as a tender reminder of 
devotion cut short. Within the walls of the Red Lion, time 
bends. And in its polished corridors, one young woman still 
smooths the sheets, unseen but not forgotten. 
  



 

  

The Ostrich Inn — Colnbrook, Berkshire 

 
The Ostrich smiles a little too widely, its timbered frame 
leaning with the confidence of a host that has seen 
centuries of custom — and more than its share of darker 
transactions. On the surface, it is all warmth: low ceilings, 
crackling fires, the scent of ale and roast drifting through 
the snug. Yet beneath the beams lies a story that makes the 
laughter catch in the throat. 
Long ago, it is said, a landlord and his wife grew rich through 
murder as much as mead. Their invention was simple, 
ingenious, and cruel: a bed built to betray. Heavy sleepers 
were tipped through a trapdoor into a vat of boiling liquid 
below, their cries swallowed by the hiss of scalding death. 
Fact or folklore, the tale lingers, steeped into the grain of 
the ancient wood. Some whisper the inn still remembers, 
replaying the final moments of its lost guests when night is 
deep and silence should be safe. 
Those who linger late claim they hear it — a sluicing sound, 
like water disturbed just beneath the floorboards, followed 
by a dull thud that never quite lands. The staircase grows 
colder step by deliberate step, as if an unseen presence is 
ascending towards the rooms above. In the stillness, a 
woman’s whisper curls through the rafters. It carries no 
words, only a breathless urgency, as if she is trying to warn 
the living of what the dead already know. 
Candles gutter in unison, as though some great unseen 
chest has exhaled across the room, extinguishing the 
boundary between past and present. Shadows stretch 
themselves into unfamiliar shapes, leaning closer to the 
drinkers, listening in. 



 

 

By daylight, the Ostrich is welcoming, even charming — a 
fine inn with good ale and honest hospitality. Yet its walls 
keep their own account book, written not in ink but in terror. 
Pages turn unseen, debts tallied in the echoes of cries that 
should have faded centuries ago. And sometimes, when the 
night is still enough, the Ostrich rustles another page, 
reminding all who enter that its smile may always hide a 
cruel punchline. 
  



 

  

The Old Bell Hotel — Derby, Derbyshire 

 
The Old Bell Hotel is no ordinary coaching inn. Its timbered 
frame, carved oak beams, and shadow-thickened corners 
carry more than the weight of history; they hold whispers, 
unfinished stories, and the faint after-scent of perfume that 
lingers long after the night has ended. Once a bustling hub 
for travellers, merchants, and players from the nearby 
theatre, it has become a theatre in itself — a stage where 
time refuses to lower the curtain. 
The most spoken-of presence is the Lady in Blue. She is 
glimpsed from the corner of the eye, drifting through the 
gallery with the steady grace of someone who knows the 
route well, yet is fated never to arrive. She never looks back, 
never turns her head — as if she is already half elsewhere, 
retracing the same invisible journey again and again. Some 
say she was a lady who waited too long for a lover who 
never returned; others whisper she was connected to the 
hotel’s old theatrical patrons, a star who shone too briefly 
and was swallowed by tragedy. Whatever her truth, she 
never truly leaves. 
At night the house itself begins to stir. Footsteps cross the 
upper corridors with a patience that unnerves, steady as a 
heartbeat, even when the rooms above are locked and 
empty. Doors swell and flex as though testing their hinges, 
undecided whether to open or remain shut against 
whatever presses from the other side. Those who stay in the 
snug often report a man’s voice — calm, courteous, as 
though delivering a private speech or rehearsing lines for a 
play whose audience has long since gone. The words 
cannot be made out, but the tone is unmistakable: 
measured, polite, intimate. 



 

 

The strangest of all are the glasses. More than one guest 
has found their drink misted from within, small oval patches 
wiped clear as though unseen hands tested the edge of 
existence itself, thumb by thumb. It is not aggression that 
lives here, but insistence — a reminder that the veil 
between living and dead is thinner than the old oak beams 
suggest. 
Derby has changed, grown, and shifted with centuries. But 
the Old Bell Hotel remains a stubborn fixture, housing not 
only its patrons but the echoes of those who refuse to be 
coaxed away. In its sly corridors and smoky corners, the 
living and the lost still keep company. 
  



 

  

Ye Olde Man & Scythe — Bolton, Greater 
Manchester 

 
The signboard creaks above Churchgate, its carved scythe 
and lettering worn smooth by centuries of rain, wind, and 
watchful eyes. Beneath it stands the Man & Scythe, a pub 
whose walls have outlasted dynasties, whose timbered 
beams remember more than they should. It is one of the 
oldest public houses in England, first named in 1251, 
though many whisper that time itself never truly leaves the 
threshold. 
In 1651, James Stanley, the Seventh Earl of Derby, was 
brought here before his execution in the marketplace 
outside. His crime: loyalty to a king who had already lost his 
crown. They say he sipped ale from a pewter tankard, 
steadying his hand though his fate was already sealed. 
When he was led out, the crowd jeered, the axe fell, and 
Bolton drank his blood into its stones. 
The pub has never forgotten. At closing time, when the last 
stools are stacked and the fire sinks low, shadows linger 
where patrons once sat. Bar mirrors catch more than just 
faces — reflections twitch out of step, smiling too late, 
raising glasses no one holds. A figure often claims the 
corner seat by the fireplace: coat of heavy cloth, boots 
muddied by centuries, gaze sharp but sorrowful. He does 
not drink, only watches, as though ensuring his guests — 
strangers from centuries to come — are treated well. 
Staff call him the Earl, though no one speaks it loudly. 
Some have heard the scrape of a chair sliding back with no 
hand to move it, or the dull clink of a tankard set down on 
wood that remains dry. Others claim that when the cellar 
door is opened late, a coldness seeps up that is not of the 



 

 

earth but of memory, as if the building itself exhales a sigh 
too heavy to bear. 
By day, the pub bustles with chatter, pints, and pie. By 
night, it whispers. The Man & Scythe does not simply serve 
ale — it serves remembrance. The stout is smooth, the 
company warm, but history… history lingers on the tongue 
far longer. 
  



 

  

The Fleece Inn — Bretforton, Worcestershire 

 
The Fleece is not so much a pub as a hearth around which 
centuries have gathered. Its low beams stoop with the 
weight of memory, worn smooth by harvest hands and 
winter shoulders. The pew ends, polished by countless 
resting elbows, seem to know the shape of the villagers who 
once leaned there, waiting for cider or company. In the loft, 
apples once lay drying, their sweetness perfuming the 
rafters through long, dark months. The house remembers 
that recipe still: a simmering mixture of woodsmoke, 
mulled spice, and the kind of cheer that refuses to be 
extinguished. 
But cheer is not the only thing that lingers. A former 
landlady is said to still make her rounds, apron whispering 
though no fabric moves, her presence marked by the faint 
rattle of cutlery rearranging itself. The tables seem forever 
ready for neighbours who have long since vanished into the 
churchyard, their places set as though supper might yet call 
them home. 
In the cavernous inglenook, sparks leap now and then like 
messengers, flaring brightly only to vanish into silence 
before the message is delivered. Some swear the fire is a 
threshold, that shadows occasionally lean forward from its 
heart as though to listen. 
The Fleece is a kindly house — it has sheltered weddings, 
wakes, and countless evenings of laughter that spilled into 
song. Yet kindness here has edges. Beneath the plaster and 
timber, old marks remain: protective charms cut into the 
beams, strange symbols carved to ward away what could 
not be named. They hold their power still, humming faintly 



 

 

in the dark, as though aware that to be forgotten is to be 
disarmed. 
For all its warmth, the Fleece is no simple hostelry. It is a 
place where the old world has not entirely passed, where 
cider can taste faintly of orchards that no longer exist, and 
where a knock on the door after closing may be answered 
by hands no longer mortal. 
  



 

  

The Old Ferry Boat Inn — Holywell, 
Cambridgeshire 

 
By the slow, bending waters of the River Ouse sits the Old 
Ferry Boat Inn, a thatched building of weathered beams 
and low ceilings that creak with the weight of centuries. 
Locals call it the oldest inn in England, and though the 
claim may be disputed, one truth is not: there is a grave 
beneath its bar. 
The stone lies flush with the floor, worn by centuries of 
footsteps and polished by spilled ale. Beneath it rests the 
body of Juliet Tewsley, a young woman of the 11th century 
whose story has never fully faded. Broken-hearted, it is 
said, she walked to the Ouse one cold March evening and 
let the river claim her. The Church would not allow her 
burial on consecrated ground, and so the villagers interred 
her here, where walls could keep her close and ale might 
soften her sorrow. 
To this day, her resting place is impossible to ignore. 
Drinkers step carefully, muttering apologies as they pass 
over her name, and the staff will tell you of glasses sliding 
from shelves with no hand upon them. The air itself seems 
to thicken when the date of her death approaches. On the 
17th of March, a coldness drifts across the bar, 
unseasonable and sharp, as though the Ouse itself has 
crept inside. 
Regulars speak of a pale figure by the hearth — not flame 
but fog, half-formed and hesitant, dispersing the instant you 
turn your eyes too quickly. Some swear the river gives her 
voice back, carrying a low, persistent murmur indoors. To 
some it is the sound of running water, to others a whisper of 
prayer or plea. 



 

 

Superstition here runs deep. If you raise a glass in her 
name, they say the inn answers — a faint echo of clinking 
glass, though none near you have moved. Step too lightly 
upon the boards, and you may feel a second tread beneath 
your own, keeping time with you, as if Juliet still walks the 
old ferry road, never quite at rest. 
The Old Ferry Boat Inn endures — part tavern, part shrine, 
part listening post for the whispers of the Ouse. And 
whether you believe or not, few leave without casting one 
last glance at the stone in the floor, where ale, sorrow, and 
centuries have mingled into a story that refuses to fade. 
  



 

  

Marsden Grotto — South Shields, Tyne & Wear 

 
Carved into the crumbling cliffs of South Shields, Marsden 
Grotto is less a building than a pact between man and 
stone. It clings to the rock face like a dare fulfilled, half-
claimed by the restless North Sea, half-anchored to the 
uneasy land above. To enter it is to step into a place where 
salt, shadow, and story have fused so tightly they can no 
longer be prised apart. 
Smugglers once made their trade here, carving out 
chambers with bare hands and hungry ambition. In those 
days, a man’s fortune could fit into a lantern-lit cavern, if 
only he could keep his mouth closed and his nerve steady. 
The sea was their accomplice, bringing in barrels and casks 
under the cover of fog, and carrying away whispers with the 
tide. They say the rock itself remembers the passwords, 
and if you press your ear against the damp walls, you may 
yet hear a murmur of contraband agreements — a toll paid 
in echoes. 
The air hangs thick, cool and briny, yet never still. Laughter 
carries from corners where no figures gather. A toast rings 
out — bottle to bottle, glass to glass — and then dissolves 
into silence before the sound can settle. Fishermen swear 
they’ve seen shadows stretch against the cave walls, a man 
in a wide-brimmed hat leaning just beyond the lantern’s 
glow, his stance too steady for the shifting tide, his figure 
too sharp to belong to flesh. When you look again, he is 
gone, folded neatly back into the stone that once lent him 
shape. 
Legends cling as tightly as the damp: of Jack the Blaster, the 
smuggler who claimed the Grotto for his own, blasting it 
deeper into the cliff with stolen gunpowder. Of his ghostly 



 

 

company, said to still keep vigil in the caves, watching the 
tide lap the stairs, guarding secrets they never surrendered 
in life. Visitors have felt a tug at their sleeve, a breath 
against the neck, the faintest rustle of movement just out of 
sight. Some swear a hand, calloused and cold, has brushed 
past them in the dark, reaching for a pint that never arrives. 
Outside, the sea mouths the stone steps, patient as a 
collector of debts. Waves climb with slow persistence, 
licking at the threshold, dragging their spray into the 
chambers where damp never dries. Inside, the air tastes of 
secrets kept faithful, of oaths never broken, of salt that 
clings to skin and spirit alike. 
And yet, for all its unease, the Grotto welcomes you. Its pub 
offers warmth, its stone hearths glow, and its company 
feels older than any living soul. To drink here is to share a 
table with history itself — and perhaps with those who 
never truly left. 
Marsden Grotto is not haunted in the way of abandoned 
ruins. It is haunted like a well-worn coat — comfortably, 
knowingly, as though the dead have simply chosen to stay 
on as locals. 
  



 

  

The Dolphin Tavern — Penzance, Cornwall 

 
The harbour outside holds its secrets as tightly as a sailor 
grips a rope in a storm. By day, it bustles with chatter and 
the clang of rigging, but when dusk falls, a silence as deep 
as the sea itself seeps across the cobbles. The Dolphin 
Tavern, with its lantern-lit windows and wood-panelled 
rooms, sits between the two worlds: half belonging to land, 
half claimed by the restless waters beyond. Its walls 
breathe with brine, oak, and whispers that never quite 
leave. 
After midnight, footsteps echo in the upper corridor—boots 
heavy with salt, yet measured, purposeful. They belong to 
no guest on the register. The tread halts at a door, where the 
latch lifts with care, hesitates as though testing the 
moment, and then falls again with a hush that is heavier 
than any slam. Inside, maps unfurl of their own accord. A 
navigation chart stirs though the air is perfectly still, its 
edges shivering like a compass needle pulled by unseen 
forces. 
Those who have lingered too long in the tavern’s stillness 
speak of a man who passes through its chambers: broad-
shouldered, his posture unmistakably that of a captain long 
accustomed to command. His movements follow a rhythm 
like tide tables, precise, inevitable. He nods to no one, 
offers no greeting, and fades through the far wall like sea-
mist rolling back from a wave. 
The laughter of Penzance by daylight is loud and 
unrepentant—song, rum, and the bravado of fishermen who 
dare the Atlantic. But once the lamps are low, the Dolphin 
Tavern listens instead of speaks. The silence is not empty; it 
is heavy, patient. The sea presses its ear against the 



 

 

windows, waiting. For here, the drowned are not forgotten. 
Some believe they have returned—not in body, but in 
presence—to tread the corridors, to consult their charts, to 
make sure no voyage is ever truly over. 
The Dolphin keeps its voice lowered at night, for it knows a 
truth Penzance seldom admits aloud: the sea takes what it 
wishes, and what it takes does not always rest quietly 
beneath the waves. 
  



 

  

The Prince Rupert — Shrewsbury, Shropshire 

 
Crooked gables and mullioned windows lean together like 
conspirators, their Tudor beams muttering quietly in the 
language of creaks and groans. The Prince Rupert seems 
more like a gathering of centuries than a single building, 
each floor pressing down on the one below, steeped in the 
breath of its former guests. Cavaliers once found comfort 
here, their laughter still clinging faintly to the oak-panelled 
walls. And the Prince himself—whose name crowns the 
door—has not entirely departed. They say he lingers, 
stepping in now and then to ensure that standards are kept, 
his pride unwilling to fade with the centuries. 
Guests speak of movement in the upper corridors: the 
brush of silk gliding past the stairhead, a quick gleam of 
ribbon vanishing around a turn where no living figure walks. 
At times, a picture tilts upon the wall as though nudged by 
an unseen critic. Another hand, just as invisible, returns it to 
its former angle—as though two unseen housekeepers 
argue over what is proper and dignified. The air there always 
feels faintly charged, like a room that has just witnessed a 
quarrel. 
In the quiet small hours, the cobbled yard stirs with 
impossible life. Hooves strike out in measured rhythm, iron 
shoes biting at stones that are not there, echoing across 
Shrewsbury’s sleeping lanes. Doors rattle on their hinges. 
For a moment, a listener might be certain that horse and 
rider have thundered through, yet nothing remains—no 
hoofprint, no clatter of tack, no shadow of plume or sword. 
The Prince Rupert does not haunt with menace, but with 
layers. Shrewsbury itself sleeps in stacked centuries—
Roman, Saxon, Tudor, Georgian—each folded upon the 



 

 

other like blankets on a weary traveller’s bed. And the hotel, 
with its watchful beams and whispering ghosts, is another 
of those coverings. The Prince Rupert lays its own layer 
across the town, a quilt of silk, hoofbeats, and invisible 
hands, ensuring that the past still breathes just beneath the 
present. 
  



 

  

The George and Dragon — West Wycombe, 
Buckinghamshire 

 
In West Wycombe, shadows walk as easily as men. This is a 
village where the hillside chalk carries carvings too 
mischievous for polite company, where the Hellfire Caves 
hum with whispers that have not faded despite the 
centuries. In the midst of it all stands the George and 
Dragon, a coaching inn that has been keeper of both revelry 
and rumour since the seventeenth century. Its lantern, hung 
by the roadside, still swings as if beckoning travellers 
toward warmth, ale, and something older. 
The inn’s past is thick with characters. Highwaymen are 
said to have warmed their boots by its fire, trading spoils 
and stories before galloping into the night. Gentlemen of 
more discreet societies raised tankards in the low-ceilinged 
rooms, sealing oaths with laughter and handshakes that 
hinted at secret rites. Their voices, it seems, still cling to the 
beams like smoke. 
Those who pause here long enough notice the peculiarities. 
A rider approaches in the small hours—hooves striking 
cobblestone, reins jingling, the sharp pull of leather against 
bit—but when one looks, no horse appears, no rider waits 
at the door. Only the echo of a breath hangs in the night air 
before dissolving into silence. 
Inside, the apparitions are subtler, though no less 
unsettling. A woman in a pale gown drifts across the 
taproom, her movement like cloud crossing moonlight: 
dimming as she nears, brightening as she departs. She 
leaves no footprints on the old flagstones, but tankards 
sometimes lift and knock against the table twice—an old 
gesture, part greeting, part farewell. 



 

 

Not all ghosts are solemn. Some grin as wide as the inn 
itself, for the George and Dragon has always been a place of 
merriment, where a joke can outlast the teller. Yet beware 
the corners where the light does not quite reach. There, the 
oldest laughter waits—a laughter with no warmth, 
belonging to no face, its humour worn thin across the 
centuries. 
To drink here is to share company with history, both the 
seen and the unseen. The George and Dragon holds its 
lantern high, but one must always ask: is it lighting the way 
home, or merely showing the spirits where to sit? 
  



 

  

The George & Pilgrims — Glastonbury, Somerset 

 
All carved saints and mullions, the George & Pilgrims wears 
its history like a cassock: black stone and solemn, stitched 
with centuries. From its leaded windows, it has watched the 
Abbey burn, crumble, and resurrect itself in the whispered 
tales of pilgrims and poets. Travellers once slept here on 
their way to brush the hem of holiness; some still do, 
though these days it is habit rather than hope that brings 
them to its crooked stairwells. 
Inside, shadows fall deep, pooling in corners where the 
candlelight refuses to linger. A monk is said to glide along 
the upper corridor, his sleeves drooping like wings, his step 
the quiet toll of regret. He does not look at you, but the chill 
he leaves behind clings to your breath, frosting it white even 
in summer. The clapperless sound of bells sometimes 
follows him, answering bells that are not there—Abbey 
echoes long silenced by Henry’s decree. 
Guests report sudden drops of temperature, as if an 
invisible door has been opened between worlds. Bags are 
shifted, chairs subtly turned, doors discovered carefully 
latched from within though no hand has touched them. In 
the great hall, a log sometimes spits and cracks into the 
shape of a cross, and more than one visitor swears they 
heard a muttered prayer just beneath the crackle of the fire. 
But Glastonbury does not give up its mysteries in one tale 
alone. This town collects legends the way abbots once 
collected relics—stacked in stories, wrapped in riddles, 
layered until truth and dream are indistinguishable. The 
George & Pilgrims seems to keep them in order, like a 
ledger: holy apparitions beside pagan echoes, knightly 
whispers filed with alchemical rumours. All carefully 



 

 

alphabetised by the old inn itself, and one kept aside—
never written down, never spoken aloud—for those who 
tend the night shift, when the air tastes of candle wax and 
history bends closer to listen. 
  



 

  

Bate Hall — Macclesfield, Cheshire 

 
Half-timbered and stubborn, Bate Hall faces the street with 
the squint of a building that has seen everything twice and 
forgotten nothing. The beams lean like tired shoulders, yet 
still they hold, as though the house itself refuses to bow to 
time. Its windows watch the town with an expression both 
knowing and indifferent, the look of one who has observed 
centuries of comings and goings and found them all 
familiar. 
Inside, the air is warm enough — until it isn’t. Heat seems to 
drain away at whim, as though the walls themselves are 
drawing breath. A sudden chill curls round ankles and 
climbs the stair, settling on the landing like a permanent 
lodger who pays no rent and asks no leave. The carpets, 
worn to their memory, carry more than the weight of living 
footsteps. Sometimes children run along them, though no 
children are quartered here. Their patter is light and 
sudden, like a cat’s decisions, darting from nowhere to 
nowhere, always out of reach. 
In the hush that follows, glasses ring with a single, high 
note, as if struck by an unseen finger. The sound lingers too 
long, then refuses to be quieted, as though the air itself is 
singing in complaint. Conversation falters, laughter 
stumbles, and the ordinary hum of life holds its breath. That 
is when the figure in old black passes a doorway, never 
lingering yet never hurried. A presence rather than a person, 
it removes the warmth from a room as neatly as lifting a 
cloth from a table, leaving nothing but bare wood and 
silence behind. 
The radiators tick reluctantly back to life. Friends exchange 
glances, strangers clear their throats, and every soul 



 

 

present pretends not to look at the doorway. The room 
exhales, life resumes, and the moment is folded away like a 
letter no one admits to reading. 
Bate Hall has stood long enough to know the value of 
discretion. It asks only that visitors do the same. 
  



 

  

The Adam & Eve — Norwich, Norfolk 
 
Almost as old as the very notion of pubs itself, the Adam & 
Eve sits by the river with a patience that borders on sly. It 
does not rush. It does not forget. Its lime-washed walls bear 
the stains of centuries, while its arched cellar breathes cool 
secrets, keeping stories folded as neatly as vellum in a 
monk’s satchel. 
There is a weight to the place, a presence that drifts beyond 
the pint glass. A hooded figure lingers at the edge of vision, 
monastic in outline, more suggestion than substance, more 
shadow than man. He is not hostile, nor is he welcoming. 
He is simply there—patrolling the threshold as if guarding 
something left unfinished. 
From the undercroft rises a scent that doesn’t belong to ale 
alone: damp parchment, rusted iron, candle soot. And 
always, if you stop and truly listen, a sound that carries no 
earthly certainty. A chant, low and wavering. Is it prayer, 
slipping through the stones from some long-dead friar? Or 
is it the ear, desperate for sense, offering its own 
explanation to still the pulse? 
The stool by the fire is the worst of it. It slides, sometimes 
just an inch, sometimes more. As though bracing itself for a 
latecomer who never steps through the door. Drinkers 
laugh, nervously, brushing it away as the draught or a trick 
of uneven floors. Yet the stool remains, patient as the walls, 
waiting for the one who once sat and has not quite gone. 
Norwich has learned to live alongside its ghosts. It minds its 
elders, and this one, ancient and stubborn, minds itself—
and the rest of us, too. 
  



 

 

The Black Horse — Pluckley, Kent 

 
Pluckley wears its title proudly: the most haunted village in 
England. Down every lane and behind every hedge, 
someone has a story to tell—of whispers on the wind, of 
shapes moving in moonlight, of faces at windows that 
should be empty. Among its many spectral citizens, the 
Black Horse stands with quiet confidence, needing no 
dramatic flourish to remind visitors where they have chosen 
to drink. 
Step inside and the air changes. The pub is warm enough—
the fire burns steadily, and the smell of hops clings to the 
beams—but there is something else woven through the 
place, a kind of expectancy. Locals will tell you that here, 
more than anywhere, the past refuses to stay politely in the 
past. 
Coins are the first to give themselves away. A handful left 
upon the bar may be found rearranged into neat, military 
rows, as though some unseen patron takes pride in order. 
Leave them longer, and they stack themselves, little silver 
cairns glinting under the light. No hand is ever seen, but the 
clink of shifting metal sometimes rings sharper than it 
should in the hush of evening. 
Then there is the lady—dressed not as a modern customer, 
but in the sober attire of another century. She walks with 
determined grace towards the door that no longer exists, 
her eyes fixed on a threshold bricked up generations ago. 
Those who catch sight of her say it is less fear than sorrow 
that chills them; she is not hunting the living, merely 
chasing an exit she can never quite reach. 
And, when the night grows late and the last pint is poured, 
there may come the sound of a horse. No hoofbeats—just 



 

  

the impatient snort, the restless stamp, as though a loyal 
mount waits tethered outside for a master who never leaves 
the bar. Some claim the sound echoes through the stables 
that once stood nearby; others say it rolls straight through 
the walls themselves, reminding drinkers that not all 
journeys find their end. 
Yet for all this, the Black Horse is no place of menace. Its 
ghosts seem as familiar with the pub as the living are, 
woven into its rhythm like regulars who never lost the habit 
of returning. Nervous visitors soon find themselves laughing 
at their own jitters, soothed by a landlord who has long 
since stopped explaining. The pint is refilled, the fire keeps 
its glow, and the uncanny settles around you like a second 
skin. 
Here, in the heart of Pluckley, the Black Horse lifts its glass 
with yours. Welcome to a place where even the ghosts have 
their favourite corner, and where leaving always feels just a 
little premature. 
  



 

 

The Bell Hotel — Driffield, East Yorkshire 

 
The Bell Hotel stands in the heart of Driffield, its Georgian 
frontage neat, polite, and bathed in the warm glow of 
lamplight. To the casual passer-by, it looks every inch the 
welcoming inn it has always been: a place of hearty meals, 
soft beds, and steady hospitality. Yet behind its 
symmetrical windows and fine brickwork, something older 
lingers, something the paint cannot cover and the bustle of 
guests cannot quite drown out. 
For centuries, travellers have stepped beneath its lintel—
coaching parties, merchants, soldiers, honeymooners, and 
weary locals seeking a quiet pint. Most left with fond 
memories. But a few, it seems, never quite checked out. 
Guests whisper of a woman in black who appears by the 
window, her form outlined starkly against the glow of the 
streetlamps below. She does not move, nor speak, but 
watches silently as though waiting for a carriage that will 
never arrive. Some say she was a guest abandoned by her 
lover, who vanished into the night with her dowry. Others 
insist she was a chambermaid, lost to illness in an upstairs 
room. Whoever she was, her sorrow still leans against the 
glass, year after year. 
Along the staircases, the sound of skirts brushing against 
the wood is often reported. It is a soft, fleeting sound, like 
someone hurrying to complete her duties before being 
caught idling. Doors unlock of their own accord, then close 
with a faint sigh, as if a loyal maid is still on her nightly 
rounds. Sometimes, the echo of iron-rimmed wheels is 
heard rumbling across cobbles—though the street outside 
has long since been paved smooth. 



 

  

Those who stay overnight speak of the strange shift at dusk. 
By day, the Bell is bustling, cheerful, filled with clinking 
glasses, the hum of conversation, and the glow of polished 
brass. But when the last guests drift upstairs and silence 
begins to pool in the corners, the hotel changes. The 
timbers seem to lean closer, the walls breathe with a quiet 
creak, and the building itself appears to listen. It listens to 
whispers that rise from its floorboards, to footsteps that 
echo where no one walks, and to the weight of memory that 
will not be hushed. 
The Bell Hotel is a place caught between welcome and 
watchfulness. A place where history refuses to fade, and 
where—if you find yourself awake in the small hours—you 
may discover that you are not alone. 
  



 

 

The Cochin Arms — London 

 
On the corner of a quiet London street, tucked between 
newer shopfronts that seem eager to outshine it, sits The 
Cochin Arms. Its windows are small and stubbornly 
clouded, and its painted sign hangs with the tired dignity of 
a place that refuses to be forgotten. By all accounts, it is a 
modest house — unremarkable, even. Yet those who step 
inside soon learn that the building keeps its own company. 
Regulars whisper of the mirror above the bar, a century-old 
pane that refuses to stay clear. Without warning, a bloom of 
pale white mist spreads across its surface, rolling outward 
as if the glass itself has drawn a heavy breath. Some claim 
to see their own reflections dissolve and reassemble into 
unfamiliar faces — a weeping woman with hollow eyes, a 
man staring intently as if waiting to be addressed, or a child 
who smiles and then vanishes. The landlord insists it is a 
trick of old glass and draughts. But when the fog lifts, the air 
seems colder, and more than one drinker has left their pint 
untouched. 
Beneath the floorboards lies a cellar that no one lingers in 
willingly. The room carries the dry, clinging tang of coal 
dust, though no coal has been stored there for decades. 
Visitors who descend the narrow stairs report the unnerving 
sense of company — footsteps that follow half a beat 
behind, the scrape of a boot against stone when no one 
else is present. A faint knock, like the striking of a hammer, 
echoes in the dark corners, as though work continues long 
after the workers themselves have departed. 
Most unnerving is the figure of a man in soot-darkened 
clothes, his sleeves rolled to the elbow, who has been 
glimpsed polishing the surface of a table that no longer 



 

  

exists. His motions are rhythmic, purposeful, yet tinged 
with the resignation of endless repetition. Witnesses say he 
fades slowly, as if being dismissed by an unseen foreman 
whose voice can no longer be heard. 
Though the pub itself is small, its presence is heavy. Locals 
often remark that The Cochin Arms never feels empty, even 
when the seats are bare and the clock ticks loudly in a silent 
room. For every patron who leaves, another seems to step 
in from a time long past — drawn back to the corner house 
where coal dust lingers, mirrors breathe, and the ghosts 
keep the place forever crowded. 
  



 

 

The Bottle & Glass Inn — Dudley, West Midlands 

 
Now carefully preserved within the Black Country Living 
Museum, the Bottle & Glass Inn looks, at first glance, like 
any ordinary 19th-century public house. Its brickwork is 
weather-worn, its windows mottled with age, and its 
doorway still creaks as if weary from a thousand comings 
and goings. Yet those who step across its threshold soon 
realise they are not simply entering a museum exhibit—they 
are intruding on a place where the past has refused to 
leave. 
Coal miners once stumbled here straight from the pits, 
boots thick with black dust. Nail-makers, their hands raw 
and scarred, would gather around scarred wooden tables, 
raising tankards with a cheer that tried to drown the 
harshness of their lives. Families clutched their coins 
tightly, stretching them for bread, beer, or a rare moment of 
warmth. Their voices linger still, etched into the walls like 
smoke stains that no scrubbing can remove. 
Modern visitors sometimes pause in the doorway, struck by 
a sudden heaviness—as though unseen eyes are weighing 
them up. A whisper of children’s laughter drifts across the 
floorboards, too faint to place, ending in the half-
remembered cadence of a rhyme. More than one guest has 
sworn to hearing the steady clink of glass or the scrape of 
stools when no one has moved. Others describe the ghostly 
rhythm of pickaxes striking stone, echoing from deep 
underground, though no shaft lies beneath the inn. 
In the upstairs rooms, where lodgers once dreamed fitfully 
before returning to their labours, the atmosphere grows 
closer still. A shadow at the turn of the stair, a breath 
against the ear, a sudden chill that curls through the air like 



 

  

coal smoke. Some claim tankards on the bar lift and tilt, as 
though unseen patrons are toasting another day’s hard 
survival. 
The Bottle & Glass stands today as both exhibit and echo. 
Its stories seep from every brick, every bench, every splinter 
of its floor. Though its doors are now opened in the name of 
heritage, the pub’s past still clocks on every day—its 
patrons unseen, yet unwilling to clock off. 
  



 

 

The Old Queen’s Head — Sheffield, South 
Yorkshire 

 
Timbered, gabled, and proud, the Old Queen’s Head sits 
quietly by the River Sheaf, older than much of the city that 
has grown around it. Its black-and-white beams, bowed 
with age, remember kings and archers, huntsmen and 
hearth fires. Built in the 15th century, the inn has weathered 
centuries of change, yet still holds the spirit of Tudor 
Sheffield beneath its roof. 
Within, ale is poured where once venison was carved, and 
beneath the ceiling beams—darkened by centuries of 
smoke—lingers the weight of voices long gone. Patrons 
speak of a small girl, no more than six or seven, who flits 
through the taproom. Her laughter is thin, with an odd 
brittle edge, as though it has travelled too far through time 
to be warm. She darts between tables, quick as a candle 
flame, and vanishes into a wall where, records say, there 
once stood a door. Some swear she looks directly at them 
before fading, as though asking to be followed—or warning 
them not to. 
When the last drinker has gone and the doors are bolted, 
staff often return to find the chairs stacked neatly against 
the walls, though no hand has moved them. Sometimes, 
the air thickens with the ghostly scent of oak logs crackling 
on a hearth, or the rich aroma of roasted meat and spiced 
pies. Yet no fire burns in the grate, and the kitchen is long 
dark. 
Local lore claims that the girl was a child of the household 
that stood here before the inn, her brief life bound to the 
place even as centuries turned timber to stone. Others 
whisper that the building, once a hunting lodge for nobility, 



 

  

still echoes with forgotten feasts—where children ran under 
the tables, dogs barked for scraps, and cups were raised in 
royal huntsmen’s toasts. 
Today the Old Queen’s Head stands as one of Sheffield’s 
oldest surviving buildings, a fragment of medieval life in the 
heart of a modern city. It is stately, proud, and welcoming 
enough to the casual eye. Yet to those who listen closely, 
the walls still breathe with memory: children’s footsteps in 
the corridor, the clatter of dishes from a vanished kitchen, 
the laughter of a little girl who never left. 
The Old Queen’s Head is not just an inn. It is a house that 
remembers. 
  



 

 

The Angel Inn — Lymington, Hampshire 

 
For centuries, the Angel Inn has stood at the edge of the 
New Forest, its weathered timbers watching the tides of 
Lymington ebb and flow. It was once a haven for weary 
sailors, fishermen, and privateers returning from the Solent 
or the wide Atlantic, carrying not only salt and scars but the 
stories of the sea. The inn listened. And it remembers. 
Step inside today and you’ll find low ceilings crossed with 
beams bowed by time, beams that seem to sag under the 
invisible weight of long-ago storms. The air holds a faint 
tang of brine, as though the tide still creeps in through the 
door with every guest. Locals whisper that the Angel has 
never been truly landlocked; the sea keeps a hand pressed 
to its shoulder, forever claiming it as one of its own. 
Many who stay the night speak of a shadow that leans in the 
corner of the taproom—a spectral mariner, his coat heavy 
with seawater, hair clinging to his cheeks. Droplets of brine 
patter from his cuffs, though they vanish before they darken 
the oak boards. He never speaks, yet his eyes follow the 
firelight as though it is a distant beacon guiding him home. 
Up the narrow stairwell, another phenomenon unnerves 
guests: the echo of sea shanties, sung in voices rough with 
salt and song. The harmonies rise and fall as if carried on a 
gale, though the house above is silent, and no sailor has 
lodged there in generations. Some visitors turn back 
halfway, convinced the singers march just a step behind 
them. 
One particular chamber—Room Three, say the staff, though 
the number changes as though the inn itself is playing a 
trick—remains bitterly cold even at the height of summer. 
The air bites the skin, heavy with the scents of tarred rope, 



 

  

damp canvas, and seaweed drying on a quay. Those who 
endure the night there often wake with the taste of salt on 
their lips, as though the ocean itself had rolled in on the tide 
to claim their dreams. 
Yet for all its strangeness, the Angel is no place of malice. It 
is warm, welcoming, the fire ever crackling, the ale ever 
poured. But beneath the cheer lies the hum of the deep, a 
reminder that storms are never far away, and that the sea—
restless, eternal—never truly lets go of those who belong to 
it. 
  



 

 

The Sun Inn — Lancaster, Lancashire 

 
Beneath its cheery, welcoming name, the Sun has long cast 
shadows far darker than its golden sign would suggest. 
Standing in the heart of Lancaster, its beams once warmed 
weary travellers, merchants, and townsfolk, but also those 
who carried heavier burdens—chains, manacles, and the 
grim certainty of death. For the inn stood near Lancaster 
Castle, where countless prisoners awaited trial and 
execution, and it was here, within the Sun’s walls, that they 
lingered for one last drink, one final taste of freedom, before 
their fates were sealed. 
It is said that the inn’s plaster walls still whisper with their 
despair, scratched lines and words etched by desperate 
hands when ink and paper were denied. Some markings 
remain hidden beneath later coats of paint, faint grooves 
that refuse to fade, as if the stones themselves will not 
forget. 
Locals tell of a chill that settles in the cellar no matter the 
season. Kegs groan and shift in the gloom, and the rattle of 
invisible chains echoes faintly between the barrels. More 
than one landlord has admitted to locking up hurriedly 
rather than venturing below after dark. Patrons nursing late-
night ales have sworn to hear the shuffle of unseen feet, the 
scrape of boots against the flagstone floor, as though a 
procession still winds its way from the Sun towards the 
castle gates. 
On misty evenings, figures are said to cross the courtyard 
outside—men in dark coats with darker expressions, their 
forms briefly solid before dissolving into dusk. Some appear 
to wear tricorne hats or cloaks long out of fashion, their 
faces pale and hollow-eyed, while others bow their heads in 



 

  

silence, trudging as though towards the gallows still waiting 
in the castle’s shadow. 
Even within the lively bar, ghostly echoes disturb the cheer. 
Tankards slide a few inches across polished wood without 
the touch of any hand. Chairs scrape as if an unseen guest 
has pulled them back to sit. More than one visitor has felt a 
sudden weight press upon the bench beside them, an 
invisible companion who sighs quietly but never speaks. 
The Sun still shines, its fires glowing and its rooms filled 
with warmth and laughter, yet its phantoms remain 
tethered to centuries of sorrow. They walk with bowed 
heads and heavy steps, keeping time with sentences never 
served out, with verdicts already written in stone. To drink at 
the Sun is to share space not only with friends and 
strangers, but with the restless dead who once lingered in 
hope, despair, and the shadow of the castle’s looming 
walls. 
  



 

 

The Bell Inn — Stilton, Cambridgeshire 

 
Renowned for cheese, the Bell carries flavours of another 
sort — bitter, chill, and lingering. The inn stands at the heart 
of Stilton’s coaching past, where weary travellers once 
found firelight, strong ale, and a bed to soften the road. Yet 
some who paused here seem never to have resumed their 
journeys. 
Guests have woken to find a woman in Georgian dress 
smoothing her skirts in the corner of the room, her figure 
solid one moment and thin as mist the next. Her eyes, 
hollow with a disappointment too old to name, fix on the 
door as though she waits for someone promised but never 
returned. She does not speak, only drifts away when the 
candle is lit, leaving the air sharp with frost. 
More unsettling still are the horses. They are never seen, 
but often heard — stamping and snorting in the yard when 
no beast stands tethered there. The sharp tang of hay rides 
suddenly on the air, the creak of leather harness cuts the 
silence, and the rattle of a bit clinks faintly, as though a 
team is being readied. In the taproom, a coachman has 
been glimpsed leaning at the bar, whip coiled in hand, his 
boots crusted with mud. His gaze never meets another’s. 
He only waits, eyes on the door, for passengers who never 
arrive. 
Doors within the inn sometimes open by themselves, 
ushering in draughts colder than any weather can explain. A 
chill will wrap itself around the ankles of those seated 
nearest, the floorboards groaning as if unseen feet pass by. 
In such moments, conversation falters and glasses remain 
half-raised. The Bell is a house of hospitality, but it serves 
memory as faithfully as it does ale. 



 

  

Some locals whisper that the inn sits on a crossroads not 
just of roads but of times, that the laughter, tears, and 
bargains of centuries have soaked too deep into its beams 
to ever leave. Whatever the truth, the Bell’s welcome is 
always shadowed by other guests — guests who will never 
sign their names in any ledger. 
The sun may shine warmly on the old coaching road 
outside, but within, the ghosts of Stilton’s past walk still — 
their heads bowed, keeping step with sentences never 
served out. 
  



 

 

The Crown & Anchor — Hull, East Yorkshire 

 
Down by Hull’s restless docks, where the tide gnaws at the 
wharves and the gulls wheel in perpetual complaint, the 
Crown & Anchor huddles against the damp wind. Its walls, 
thick with salt, smoke, and secrets, have heard more 
confessions than any church nearby. Sailors, whalers, and 
trawlermen once pushed through its doors, pockets heavy 
with coin and hearts lightened by ale, yet many never 
returned from the cruel North Sea. Some say their final 
toasts still cling to the rafters. 
The pub is a place of echoes. Tankards clink where none are 
raised, and laughter, booming and coarse, bursts out of 
silence only to fall away with unnerving abruptness. On 
storm nights, when the river Humber heaves with black 
water, an invisible hand is said to rap on the bar — steady, 
insistent — as if calling for another pint. Landlords claim 
the sound has outlasted owners, renovations, even the 
barrels themselves. 
Upstairs, the haunting deepens. A man’s heavy tread paces 
back and forth above the main room. Boots strike the 
boards with a measured rhythm: turn, pause, return. It is 
the gait of someone waiting, though the chamber has stood 
empty for decades. Those brave enough to sleep there 
seldom last beyond the hour of midnight, driven out by the 
ceaseless footsteps that halt only when the door swings 
open on its own. 
Patrons swear the Crown & Anchor smells perpetually of 
rope, pitch, and fish — scents so strong they linger even 
after modern refurbishments. These are the perfumes of the 
dockside, carried within the very timbers of the building, as 



 

  

if it itself were built from the bones of ships long since 
wrecked. 
Locals murmur that the pub is never truly empty. Its 
clientele of the living drink shoulder to shoulder with 
shadows. Old fishermen, drowned and forgotten, keep their 
silent vigil over pints of froth that never spill. Now and then, 
when the lamplight flickers, the company grows louder — 
unseen drinkers raising a rowdy cheer, a curse at a losing 
hand of cards, a song cut short by the sea’s call. 
The Crown & Anchor endures, perched between land and 
water, between the living and the lost. Here, in Hull’s 
tangled streets, every pint is poured with the weight of 
memory, and every echo may belong to someone who never 
came home. 
  



 

 

The Bear Hotel — Devizes, Wiltshire 

 
Imposing and ancient, the Bear Hotel has stood for 
centuries at the heart of Devizes, a witness to triumphs, 
betrayals, and whispered plots. Within its panelled 
corridors and creaking stairways, the past lingers like a 
guest who refuses to check out. The building has 
entertained royalty, sheltered rebels, and hosted travellers 
of every kind, yet its most memorable visitors seem to be 
those who never left. 
The portraits that hang upon its walls are notorious for their 
unsettling vitality. Guests often remark that the eyes follow 
them a little too intently, or that the painted mouths twitch 
as if about to speak. Some insist the faces do not remain 
entirely the same from one glance to the next, as though the 
brushstrokes themselves shift when unobserved. 
One of the most frequently encountered apparitions is a 
cavalier, a proud figure in a plumed hat whose boots strike 
the wooden steps with a heavy, ringing tread. He swaggers 
confidently down the main staircase—yet at the turn of the 
landing, he dissolves into the air, leaving only silence and 
the faint scent of tobacco smoke. 
Many guests report a subtler intrusion: the sensation of a 
mattress sinking beneath unseen weight. Alone in their 
rooms, they feel the bed dip as though another has joined 
them, sitting quietly at the edge. Some lie frozen, scarcely 
daring to breathe, until the presence lifts again and the 
mattress rises back to its original shape. 
In the bar, glassware has been known to ring of its own 
accord, chiming a single sharp note, as if in conversation 
with something unseen. Staff tell of locked cabinets rattling 



 

  

gently in the night, as though someone inside wishes to be 
served. 
The Bear has endured wars, fires, and the changing tides of 
fortune, yet its spirit—both lively and spectral—remains 
unbroken. To this day, its phantoms wander the stairwells 
and chambers as if they, too, have paid for their lodgings. In 
a place so steeped in history, the ghosts expect courtesy 
equal to that offered to the living—honoured guests of a 
hotel that welcomes all, whether of flesh or shadow. 
  



 

 

The Boot Inn — Chester, Cheshire 

 
The Boot has stood for centuries in the heart of Chester, its 
crooked frame leaning wearily over the narrow cobbled 
lanes like an old soldier who refuses to fall. Its black-and-
white timbered frontage seems charming in daylight, but 
after dusk, shadows gather thick beneath its sagging 
beams, and the air grows heavy with whispers. 
Step through the door and the welcome is warm enough—
flickering firelight, clinking glasses, and laughter that rings 
as merrily as in any public house. Yet, threaded between 
the merriment are sighs and murmurs that no living throat 
utters. 
Patrons speak of a man in a leather apron, his face drawn, 
his eyes hollow as if burdened by a lifetime’s toil. He is 
often seen wiping down tables, silent and stern, before 
vanishing mid-stride as though the earth itself swallowed 
him. Some say he was once a brewer or cellar hand, 
doomed to work long after the final bell. Others insist he 
was a debt-ridden landlord who could never leave his 
duties behind. 
On still nights, a dog’s bark echoes through the bar, sharp 
and sudden, though no hound has dwelt here for 
generations. Ale slops from untouched tankards as though 
an unseen elbow had nudged them in a crowded room. The 
regulars smile uneasily, muttering about "old company" and 
raising their own glasses in reluctant toast to the past. 
Chester’s Roman walls keep many secrets: legions 
marching, markets bustling, executions remembered only 
by stones worn smooth with centuries of footsteps. The 
Boot, nestled within those ancient defences, carries its own 
legacy of mystery—pouring pints for both flesh and shadow, 



 

  

welcoming guests who come for cheer, and others who 
come because they cannot leave. 
  



 

 

The Ship Tavern — Holborn, London 

 
The Ship has stood for centuries at the heart of Holborn, 
where the respectable world of barristers brushes 
shoulders with the rougher crowd of sailors, thieves, and 
tavern-maids. Within its oak-beamed walls, deals were 
struck, songs were bellowed, and secrets slipped into the 
froth of tankards. But beneath the bustle of laughter and ale 
lies a darker layer of history. 
Its cellars, once cool storehouses for barrels, became 
sanctuaries in a time when worship was dangerous. During 
the persecution of Catholics, whispered prayers rose from 
the shadows as fugitives sought safety here. Some never 
emerged. Visitors speak of hearing faint echoes of Latin 
hymns, the words rising and falling like waves against 
stone, though the rooms stand empty. On cold nights, the 
air grows heavy with candle smoke that no flame creates. 
Those who linger long in the tavern after closing swear they 
have glimpsed a cloaked figure kneeling in the corner of the 
cellar. His lips move in constant prayer, yet his eyes are 
closed, as if locked in penance. Step closer, and the figure 
dissolves like sea-mist. The prayers continue, echoing even 
when silence has returned. 
Upstairs, the hauntings take on a saltier air. The tavern’s 
long association with sailors and naval officers lingers in 
the sound of phantom boots stamping in rhythm across the 
floorboards. The noise rises and falls in a cadence like a 
naval march—yet never quite in time, as though the ghosts 
are forever out of step with the living world. Staff sometimes 
find tankards shifted, chairs dragged aside, or tables sticky 
with spilled rum though none was poured. 



 

  

Patrons describe feeling an uneasy duality within the Ship. 
It is a place of harbour and a place of storm—safe refuge 
and dangerous crossing. The building itself seems to 
breathe between those states, forever straddling two 
worlds, just as it has through history: lawyer and sailor, faith 
and heresy, land and sea. 
The sails of the Ship are furled now, but its phantoms have 
not anchored. They voyage still, endlessly crossing the 
invisible line between storm-lashed waters and the safety 
of home. And for those who raise a glass here, beware: you 
may not be drinking alone. 
  



 

 

The White Horse — Dover, Kent 

 
The White Horse stands on Castle Hill Road, its windows 
looking out towards the Channel, the grey waters that once 
marked both the edge of safety and the gateway to war. For 
generations, it has been more than a tavern. It was a last 
refuge, a final pint before soldiers crossed to France, their 
laughter too loud, their smiles too quick—covering fear, 
duty, and the unknown. 
Inside, the walls are not simply painted. They are etched 
with history. Hundreds of names and regimental numbers 
cover the plaster, scratched in pencil, scrawled in charcoal, 
inked with hurried hands. Some are bold, as though the 
writer had faith he would return to read them again. Others 
are faint, faded by time, left like whispered farewells. 
Together, they form a living ledger of those who passed 
through its doors on the way to the Front. 
But the White Horse is no ordinary pub. When dusk thickens 
and the sea-mist rolls inland, the air changes. Glasses 
tremble in their racks, not from passing lorries, but as if 
shaken by the concussions of distant artillery long fallen 
silent. The wooden floors echo with ghostly rhythms: the 
unmistakable cadence of marching boots, sometimes slow 
and weary, sometimes brisk, as though men were still 
keeping time to an officer’s call. 
Locals tell of a low chorus that stirs beneath the hum of 
conversation—a song that no one has sung in living 
memory. Muffled voices rise together, fragments of trench 
tunes, half-remembered and half-lost. The sound drifts in 
and out, like static on a radio tuned to a forgotten 
frequency. 



 

  

The most enduring tale is of the soldier who appears at the 
bar. Witnesses describe him in full khaki, the style 
unmistakably from the Great War. He never speaks. He 
merely raises a hand in thanks—sometimes in salute, 
sometimes as if blessing the living—and then his figure 
unravels into mist, dissipating like the sea-spray that whips 
off Dover’s cliffs. 
Staff have grown used to subtle intrusions. A beer pulled 
too fast, a glass already waiting though no order was 
placed. A chair pulled back, the imprint of weight still 
pressed into the cushion though no one sits there. Those 
who know the history do not see these things as 
disturbances, but as reminders. The White Horse does not 
chase its ghosts away—it keeps vigil with them. 
And so, every pint raised beneath its low beams is more 
than a drink. It is a communion, a silent toast to those who 
scrawled their names upon its walls and never came home. 
In the White Horse, remembrance is not confined to 
monuments or ceremonies. It lives in the very fabric of the 
pub—etched in plaster, carried on the air, sung in ghostly 
harmony after the last bell has rung. 
The White Horse waits still, keeping company with 
shadows, its walls holding the weight of promises 
unfulfilled. To step inside is to share a drink with the past, 
and to know that not every soldier who left Dover is truly 
gone. 
  



 

 

The George Hotel — Crawley, West Sussex 
The George Hotel stands with a quiet pride on Crawley High 
Street, its black-and-white timber frame bowing slightly 
with age, like an old gentleman who has stood too long at 
attention. For centuries, it has watched the ebb and flow of 
travellers — merchants, coachmen, soldiers, and strangers 
seeking rest between London and the coast. Some of them, 
it is whispered, never truly left. 
Within the warren of upper rooms, shadows cling as though 
reluctant to leave with the dawn. Guests have woken to the 
sound of hurried footsteps just outside their doors, as if a 
maid still rushes to her duties, tray in hand. Yet when the 
door is opened, the passage lies empty. The vision is 
sometimes clearer: a young maid, cap neat upon her head, 
skirts swishing, glides swiftly down the corridor — only to 
fade into the panelling before reaching the stairs. 
Children, too, have made their presence known. Laughter 
— bright, sudden, and chilling in its misplacement — bursts 
from behind locked doors, or ripples through rooms long 
unoccupied. One guest reported hearing a small hand tap 
against the inside of a cupboard. When it was opened, 
nothing stirred but the dust. 
The fireplaces, heart of any old inn, are not without their 
peculiar moods. Flames leap as though stirred by invisible 
bellows, flaring high before sinking again to a steady glow. 
More than one drinker has sworn they felt the air move, as if 
someone unseen had crouched close to stoke the embers. 
Yet despite its lingering phantoms, the George maintains a 
welcoming face. Its sign creaks above the street, its doors 
swing open to the weary, and ale still flows in its bar. But 
behind that genial smile lies a slow, ceaseless procession 
— servants hurrying about their endless tasks, children 
forever at play, and lost travellers circling corridors where 



 

  

the centuries overlap. The George Hotel does not merely 
house guests; it keeps them, folded into its walls, walking 
its hallways still. 
  



 

 

The Lamb Inn — Eastbourne, East Sussex 

 
On the edge of Eastbourne, where the South Downs roll like 
ancient waves of chalk, stands The Lamb Inn—a building 
so old that some say it has watched centuries of tides 
sweep in and out from the Channel. Its walls are thick and 
uneven, whitewashed against storms and streaked with the 
smoke of hundreds of hearth fires. Within, beams bow with 
age, darkened by centuries of pipe smoke and laughter. For 
locals it is a place of constancy, and for wanderers a 
beacon of rest, where the air is always heavy with oak, 
hops, and history. 
But The Lamb is more than a simple inn. It carries with it a 
quiet, spectral company. 
Most often, patrons speak of the Lady in White, a sorrowful 
figure in flowing gown, who drifts silently down the 
staircase. Her head is always lowered, her eyes cast to the 
floor as though searching for something she has lost. Some 
whisper she is a bride who never reached her wedding, 
others claim she is a serving girl who met with heartbreak in 
the inn’s upper rooms. She never lingers long, and never 
looks up—her passing is more sigh than scream, more grief 
than terror. 
In the snug, a smaller chamber where drinkers gather close, 
strange occurrences are common. Visitors report a gentle 
tug at the sleeve—light, insistent, and childlike, as if an 
invisible hand longs for attention. Glasses and tankards, 
too, are said to shuffle neatly into rows along the bar, 
sliding in perfect formation like soldiers drilled on a parade 
ground. Staff shrug at such tales; they’ve grown used to the 
quiet interference of unseen helpers. 



 

  

Unlike the darker legends of haunted inns, The Lamb is not 
a place of menace. Its ghosts do not frighten, but remind. 
They are presences woven into the fabric of the inn as firmly 
as its oak beams, rooted in centuries of laughter, loss, and 
longing. Like the strong ale poured from its casks, the spirits 
here are potent, lingering, but not unkind. Patrons leave 
not shaken, but thoughtful—aware they have shared their 
evening with more than the living. 
And so The Lamb endures, stubborn as the chalk cliffs 
beyond, its hearth still burning, its ghosts still wandering, 
and its welcome unchanged for generations. 
  



 

 

The Crown — Hastings, East Sussex 

 
Hastings hums with old battles, and The Crown drinks deep 
of that legacy. Nestled in the Old Town, its crooked beams 
and weathered timbers have stood since the days when 
smugglers threaded their secret paths through the narrow 
wynds. Many a whispered deal was struck within its smoky 
corners, and sailors, home from long voyages, salted its 
floorboards with brine and laughter. 
But The Crown is a pub that remembers. Its walls are heavy 
with memory, and on storm-lashed nights, they speak. 
Phantom footsteps echo along the upstairs rooms, as 
though an invisible crowd has gathered, marching in time 
with the roll of the sea. Tankards rattle on their shelves, 
disturbed by no hand. Some swear they have seen a figure 
in a tricorn hat lingering by the fire: his eyes burning with 
accusation, his outline fading to smoke before the 
witnesses can rise from their seats. 
The hauntings are not limited to one spirit. On winter 
evenings, when the tide pounds the shingle, a sudden crack 
like cannon-fire bursts across the air. Windows shiver in 
their frames. Patrons glance toward the sea, half-expecting 
to glimpse sails on the horizon—ghost-ships reliving the 
battle of 1066 or the naval skirmishes that followed 
centuries later. 
The Crown is lively, its rooms filled with laughter, clinking 
glasses, and the hum of music. Yet those who know 
Hastings well will tell you: it is never truly alone. The sea 
delivers its ghosts like cargo, and the pub stores them 
carefully. They remain in the rafters, in the echoes of a song 
cut short, in the draught that chills a solitary guest. For The 



 

  

Crown does not simply serve ale—it serves history, and the 
restless dead who refuse to leave it behind. 

  



 

 

The Chequers Inn — Smarden, Kent 

 
Thatched and timbered, the Chequers looks every inch the 
picture-postcard inn of Kentish lanes, with roses climbing 
the walls and beams sagging with age. Yet beneath its cosy 
face lies a history steeped not in merriment, but in fear. In 
the days of the witch trials, when suspicion travelled faster 
than truth, the inn became the heart of whispered 
accusations. Ale loosened tongues, and neighbours leaned 
close, trading rumours of curses and charms, of milk that 
turned sour and infants who would not sleep. By the time 
dawn broke, another life could be ruined. 
It is said the walls themselves soaked in those whispers, 
and they have never quite fallen silent. 
Guests who linger too long in the taproom after closing 
speak of women’s voices rising in bitter argument. Sharp, 
desperate, sometimes pleading, their tones twist together 
like smoke, fading only when the door is opened—leaving 
behind the hush of a room that looks perfectly still. Staff 
speak of flickering shadows upstairs, as though firelight 
were dancing across the walls, though the hearths lie long 
cold. And often, without warning, a scent of smoke will roll 
down the corridor, thick and choking. For a few suffocating 
seconds, it fills the lungs, and then it vanishes as swiftly as 
it came, leaving nothing but the pounding of one’s heart. 
Local lore claims the most restless of the inn’s spirits is that 
of Elizabeth Harris, a woman accused of witchcraft in the 
1650s. Dragged from her cottage and questioned in the 
Chequers’ very taproom, she was condemned by 
neighbours who swore her cat had cursed their cows. 
Though the trial records are fragmentary, her fate was 
grim—burned or drowned, no one now recalls with 



 

  

certainty. What villagers agree upon is this: Elizabeth’s 
spirit returned to the place where her doom was sealed. 
Patrons staying overnight have reported waking to find a 
figure at the foot of their bed: a woman with her hair loose, 
her gown scorched, her face blurred by smoke. She does 
not speak, but the air around her tastes of ash and iron, and 
the smell of burning lingers on the pillow until morning. 
Yet, perhaps most unsettling of all is what happens when 
the inn falls silent in winter. After the last drinker has gone 
and the fires are banked, the beams seem to creak in 
rhythm, as though someone unseen is pacing slowly back 
and forth. Some swear they hear a low, rasping breath, as if 
the Chequers itself is trying to clear its throat of centuries of 
suspicion. 
The Chequers Inn may smile beneath its thatch, offering 
pints and cheer to passing travellers, but it has not 
forgotten. Within its walls, fear is still on draught, waiting to 
be tasted by those brave enough to linger past closing. 
  



 

 

The Bell Inn — Horndon-on-the-Hill, Essex 

 
Perched at the heart of Horndon-on-the-Hill, the Bell Inn 
wears its age with rustic pride. Its crooked beams, 
whitewashed walls, and low ceilings speak of centuries 
past, when tired travellers rested by the fire and horses 
clattered into its yard. By day, the inn is all charm — a 
postcard picture of English country life, where laughter 
drifts through the door and the smell of warm bread seeps 
from the kitchen. 
But when twilight slides over the Essex fields, the Bell 
becomes something else entirely. Its beams creak as 
though they carry a burden heavier than age, and shadows 
seem to gather in corners that no lantern can chase away. 
For generations, locals have whispered of a hooded figure 
who takes his place in the bar long after closing bells have 
rung. He sits alone, his head bowed, his outline heavy with 
sorrow. Those who dare to look twice often find their gaze 
sliding away, as if some instinct warns them not to disturb 
him. Yet if courage overcomes fear and someone 
approaches, they find the chair empty — still rocking faintly, 
its seat chillingly cold. 
Outside, the echoes of the past are stronger still. Horses 
are heard stamping impatiently in the yard, their breath 
snorting in the night air, though the cobbles are bare. 
Lanterns sway on their hooks, as if greeting an unseen 
carriage that never quite arrives. Sometimes, the clatter of 
wheels can be heard on the approach road — a coach 
rolling through the darkness — only to fade into silence 
before reaching the gate. 
No one knows who the hooded figure might be. Some say 
he is a messenger who never completed his journey, forever 



 

  

bound to the place where his ride ended. Others believe he 
is a lost soul waiting for a carriage that will never come, his 
passage unfinished. 
Whatever his story, the Bell Inn has made room for him. It 
pours ale for the living, laughter for the weary, but always it 
keeps one chamber quiet, its door left ajar as though 
waiting. Not for new guests with coin in hand, but for 
silence — and for those who never reached their 
destination 
  



 

 

The Three Pigeons — Banbury, Oxfordshire 

 
By day, the Three Pigeons is a cheerful, timbered coaching 
inn, its painted signboard of plump white birds swinging in 
the wind as locals gather for ale and laughter. But when the 
lamps burn low and the chatter fades, the inn becomes a 
place of whispers, its cheerful sign masking a far darker 
past. 
The cellars beneath once served as holding chambers for 
prisoners being ferried between Oxford Gaol and London. 
Shackled and weary, they were confined in the cold stone 
vaults while guards drank upstairs. Some never reached 
their destination. It is said their restless mutters still drift 
upward, rising with the damp like unseen mist. Patrons 
have sworn they hear chains dragging across the 
floorboards, the sound accompanied by the sharp, metallic 
tang of iron and blood in the air. 
A woman in a grey shawl is often seen gliding through the 
taproom. Her face is drawn with sorrow, her eyes hollow as 
though staring back into some forgotten grief. She does not 
stop, nor acknowledge the living, but melts silently into a 
shadowed corner—one that swallows her whole, leaving 
behind only the echo of a sigh. 
Poltergeist activity is common. Glasses tip without touch, 
sliding across tables as though knocked by impatient 
hands. Tankards have been hurled from the bar, yet land 
unbroken, as if caught by something unseen. Chairs scrape 
backward of their own accord, as though invisible men sit 
down among the living. 
The innkeepers whisper of one spirit in particular—an 
executed highwayman once chained in the cellar. On 
stormy nights, the rattle of his manacles can be heard 



 

  

pacing the upper floor, stopping suddenly at locked 
bedroom doors. More than one guest has woken to find the 
imprint of cold fingers pressed upon their wrist, as though 
testing for shackles. 
The pigeons may coo sweetly upon the signboard, but 
inside their namesake inn, it is not feathers but phantoms 
that roost. 
  



 

 

The Royal Children — Nottingham, 
Nottinghamshire 

 
Close to the shadow of Nottingham Castle, nestled among 
winding streets where history clings to every brick, stands 
The Royal Children. Its name recalls noble heirs who once 
lodged nearby, their presence lending the pub a proud and 
lofty title. Yet those who linger here at dusk know that the 
children who claim its halls are not draped in velvet or 
crowned in gold. 
Patrons speak of the stairwell first. Laughter—high, bright, 
unmistakably youthful—bubbles up from nowhere, 
tumbling down the steps like a mischievous echo. A 
moment later, hurried little footsteps patter overhead, too 
light to belong to the living guests below. Some have rushed 
upstairs, convinced that children are lost among the rooms, 
only to find corridors empty and dust settling where no one 
walked. 
Stranger still are the toys. An old wooden horse is said to 
move from corner to corner, sometimes rocking gently as 
though nudged by unseen hands. A rag doll, once displayed 
above the fireplace, has been found face-down on the floor, 
though no one touched it. The bar staff have grown used to 
righting chairs, closing doors that swing wide of their own 
accord, and picking up scattered objects—like tidying after 
a game of hide-and-seek that refuses to end. 
And then there is the boy. Pale, quiet, with hair falling 
across his brow, he is often glimpsed beside the fireplace. 
Regulars describe him with such consistency that one 
might believe he is flesh and blood—until he fades the 
moment eyes linger too long. Some swear he nods in 



 

  

greeting before slipping into the stone itself, leaving only the 
flicker of flames in his place. 
Unlike many haunted inns, The Royal Children remains 
lively. Glasses clink, chatter fills the air, and music hums in 
the background. Yet beneath the warmth lies a subtle 
unease: the feeling of a nursery never fully silenced, of 
games paused but never ended. In its echoes, the laughter 
of lost children still plays, eternal companions to every 
guest who dares to listen closely. 
  



 

 

The Wheatsheaf — West Boldon, Tyne & Wear 

 
The Wheatsheaf stands at the heart of West Boldon, its 
stone walls weathered by centuries of northern winds, its 
doors always open to the weary traveller in search of 
warmth and ale. To the eye it is sturdy, almost 
unremarkable, a country inn where laughter and the smell 
of hearty food rise easily from the bar. But beneath its 
beams and floorboards lies a grief that never left. 
The story tells of a young maid, diligent and kind, whose life 
was cruelly stolen upon the very threshold of the inn. Some 
say it was a jealous lover who turned upon her; others 
whisper of darker secrets, of debts and betrayals that 
ended in blood. Whatever the truth, her death was swift and 
merciless, and no justice was ever claimed on her behalf. 
Her spirit is said to linger still, caught in that moment of 
violence. Guests walking the corridor at night speak of a 
pale figure drifting silently past, apron faintly stained as 
though the blood refuses to wash away, eyes hollow with 
sorrow. More unsettling still are the touches—icy, 
deliberate, the brush of unseen fingers along an arm or the 
clasp of a hand when none should be there. Many take it as 
a plea, her desperate attempt to reach out, to have her 
story remembered. 
The cellars, damp and close, are where her voice is most 
often heard. Staff descending for barrels whisper of low 
sobs echoing in the darkness—soft at first, then rising to 
heart-wrenching cries that fade as suddenly as they begin. 
Some refuse to go down alone, convinced the maid 
wanders there, weeping for a justice denied her for 
centuries. 



 

  

And yet, for all this sorrow, the Wheatsheaf thrives. Its 
hearth burns bright, its patrons welcomed with warmth, 
laughter, and ale. But beneath every cheerful toast and 
every tread across the well-worn boards, there is the quiet 
knowledge that grief lingers here. The Wheatsheaf carries it 
like an echo, reminding all who enter that joy and sorrow 
often walk side by side. 
  



 

 

The Lion Hotel — Shrewsbury, Shropshire 

 
Once a grand coaching inn, The Lion has stood for centuries 
at the heart of Shrewsbury, its timbered walls and sweeping 
staircases echoing with the bustle of travellers, merchants, 
and nobility. From the outside, it seems a place steeped in 
history, its windows watching the town with quiet pride. 
Inside, beneath the chandeliers and oak beams, one can 
still feel the hum of centuries gone by — the roar of 
conversation, of horses arriving in the courtyard, of 
celebrations that lasted long into the night. 
Yet splendour and age often bring shadows, and The Lion is 
no stranger to sorrow. Beneath its veneer of grandeur lies a 
lingering whisper that unsettles even the bravest of guests. 
The most enduring apparition is that of a woman in white. 
She is often glimpsed gliding silently down the great 
staircase, her pale gown billowing like smoke, her presence 
more suggestion than substance. Witnesses say she moves 
with purpose, as though searching for something long lost 
— yet she never reaches the ground. At the landing she 
vanishes into nothing, leaving behind only a sudden drop in 
temperature, a cold breath that clings to the skin. 
In the quiet hours of the night, guests have reported their 
beds trembling as though shaken by unseen hands. Others 
speak of whispers curling into their ears as they drift to 
sleep, words just beyond comprehension, murmurs that 
leave them wide-eyed and restless until dawn. The hotel’s 
corridors, handsome by day, become uneasy paths by 
candlelight, where footsteps echo without cause and 
shadows seem to shift of their own accord. 
Though The Lion has roared with laughter, music, and 
merriment across the ages, it carries within its walls a 



 

  

quieter, more unsettling note. Its whisper is ghostly, a 
reminder that history does not simply rest — it lingers, 
walks, and sometimes descends the staircase in a gown of 
white. 
  



 

 

The Old Bull & Bush — Hampstead, London 

 
Perched on the edge of Hampstead Heath, the Old Bull & 
Bush has lived many lives. It began humbly as a 17th-
century farmhouse, before transforming into a 
rambunctious coaching inn. By the 18th and 19th centuries 
it had become one of London’s most famous pleasure 
gardens and later a music hall haunt, drawing crowds with 
laughter, clinking tankards, and bawdy song. Charles 
Dickens himself was said to be among its patrons. The 
building still stands proud, but its past audiences and 
performers have not all taken their final curtain call. 
Strange accounts follow the pub like shadows. Patrons 
today sometimes feel a heavy, unseen hand clap them on 
the shoulder in the midst of conversation, only to turn and 
find no one there. Others swear they’ve heard laughter—
warm, close, and wet with drink—bursting directly into their 
ear, yet when they spin around, the tables nearby sit empty. 
The cellars are the most unnerving. Staff avoid them 
whenever possible, for down there the air grows thick and 
unsettled, and the flicker of a candle flame takes on a 
frantic life of its own. Some tell of a ragged figure pacing in 
the gloom, mumbling half-remembered tavern songs, his 
voice slurred with a drunkenness that belongs to another 
century. On more than one occasion, barrels and crates 
have been found moved as if an invisible reveller still 
stumbles about, looking for one last drink. 
Upstairs, the echoes of the music hall days linger. A visitor 
may hear the faint tinkle of a piano drifting from nowhere, or 
the rustle of skirts sweeping across the floorboards. In the 
dead of night, the hush of the pub is sometimes broken by 
applause—soft at first, then swelling into a ghostly ovation, 



 

  

hands clapping in perfect rhythm though not a soul can be 
seen. 
The Old Bull & Bush is still a place of merriment, a beloved 
gathering spot for Londoners. But beneath the laughter and 
the chatter, one cannot help but wonder: are we the 
audience, or are we merely keeping company with the 
spectral crowds of centuries past? For in this house of 
endless entertainment, the show goes on—and not all the 
applause comes from the living. 
  



 

 

The King’s Head — Aylesbury, Buckinghamshire 

 
The King’s Head is one of Buckinghamshire’s most storied 
inns, its oak beams and winding staircases steeped in 
centuries of history. Built in the late 15th century, it once 
thrived as a coaching inn, a resting stop for weary travellers 
making their way along the great London road. Kings and 
courtiers are said to have lodged here—Henry VI himself is 
believed to have dined within its hall—and merchants, 
soldiers, and farmers all passed through its heavy doors, 
seeking warmth, ale, and news of the wider world. 
But while the inn’s cellars once stored barrels of wine and 
the courtyard rang with the bustle of horses and carts, it 
seems the echo of that life has never truly faded. The King’s 
Head has long been considered one of Aylesbury’s most 
haunted places, its rooms and passageways home to spirits 
that are neither royal nor rich, yet linger stubbornly within 
its walls. 
Staff and visitors alike tell of a cloaked man who appears by 
the great hearth in the main hall. His boots are caked in 
mud as if he has just trudged from the road, and his stare is 
said to be so fixed and unyielding that guests feel pinned to 
their seats when he appears. He speaks no word, only 
stands as though waiting for a drink that never comes, 
before vanishing into the flicker of firelight. 
In the upper rooms, the quiet rustle of skirts is often 
followed by the fleeting glimpse of a serving girl. She carries 
a tray that never tips, balancing invisible tankards as she 
glides from one chamber to another. Some guests report 
the faintest clink of pewter mugs upon her passing, and 
others claim to have smelled the tang of spilt ale in her 
wake. 



 

  

Perhaps most unsettling of all is the courtyard. Though no 
horse has been stabled there for centuries, witnesses 
describe the sudden overpowering stench of horse sweat, 
so strong it seems to cling to the air. Moments later, the 
sharp ring of hooves striking stone echoes across the yard, 
accompanied by the faint creak of a carriage that is no 
longer there. 
The King’s Head has always been busy—its tables filled 
with stories, laughter, and whispers—but it seems its 
patrons are no longer limited to the living. In this ancient 
inn, where past and present walk side by side, the spirits of 
common folk remain as much a part of its history as the 
kings who once graced its halls. 
  



 

 

The Swan Hotel — Lavenham, Suffolk 

 
Steeped in the charm of half-timbered Tudor beams and 
centuries of pride, the Swan Hotel seems, at first glance, 
the very picture of English hospitality. Its ancient oak 
frames creak softly, the hearths burn with gentle warmth, 
and visitors often remark on its welcoming air. Yet beneath 
this veneer of cheer lies a different story — one shaped by 
wartime sorrow and the lingering footsteps of those who 
never returned. 
During the Second World War, the Swan became a billet for 
young American airmen stationed nearby. They filled the inn 
with laughter, songs carried on crackling radios, and the 
restless energy of youth poised on the edge of peril. For 
many, the Swan was their last taste of comfort before the 
cold roar of engines and the uncertainty of the skies. Some 
went out on missions from which they never came home, 
leaving behind empty beds and silent goodbyes. 
Guests who wander the hotel’s winding corridors speak of 
uncanny echoes that ripple through the night. Heavy boots 
march in unison, the cadence of discipline impossible to 
mistake. Doors open and close with crisp finality, as though 
unseen soldiers still carry out their routines. Shadows have 
been glimpsed, fleeting yet unmistakable: tall figures in 
flight jackets, caps pulled low, vanishing the moment they 
are noticed. 
Some visitors describe low voices, hushed in conversation 
— fragments of camaraderie carried through the stillness, 
the way young men might speak before dawn patrol. Others 
have felt a sudden chill, as though someone brushed past 
in formation, unseen but undeniably present. The hotel 



 

  

staff, long accustomed to the Swan’s quieter mysteries, 
simply acknowledge these presences with respect. 
To this day, the Swan carries both splendour and grief. Its 
walls remember the revelry of airmen who danced and sang 
within them, just as they remember the silence that 
followed when not all returned. It is a house of beauty, but 
also of absence — a place where history lingers not in 
books or plaques, but in footsteps, voices, and the weight 
of what was left behind. 
  



 

 

The Talbot Hotel — Oundle, Northamptonshire 

 
The Talbot Hotel is no ordinary coaching inn. Its walls were 
raised from the stones of nearby Fotheringhay Castle, the 
very fortress where Mary, Queen of Scots faced her 
execution in 1587. Some say the building absorbed the 
sorrow of that day, carrying the echoes of her final steps 
within its timbers and stairways. 
Central to its haunting is the grand oak staircase, reputedly 
transplanted directly from Fotheringhay. Legend claims it 
was the very staircase Mary descended on her way to the 
execution block. Today, visitors speak of a woman’s figure 
drifting down those same steps—an elegant presence in 
flowing black, her silken gown brushing audibly across the 
ancient wood. Guests often report an overwhelming 
sensation of grief, as if a shadow of her final walk presses 
against their own spirit. 
Mirrors throughout the hotel are said to quiver with strange 
ripples, their reflections briefly distorting as though another 
face peers through. Some claim to glimpse Mary’s features 
for an instant, or the faint shimmer of a ruff and crown 
before the glass stills again. Others describe a cold, 
choking sorrow rising suddenly in the air, leaving them 
inexplicably close to tears. 
In the bar and corridors, doors sometimes open without 
cause, accompanied by the faint scent of rosewater—a 
fragrance associated with the Tudor court. The staff 
whisper of heavy footsteps pacing in rooms long emptied, 
and of the chill touch of unseen hands brushing past as if 
demanding acknowledgement. 
The Talbot does not shy away from its spectral patron. A 
portrait of Mary hangs in quiet tribute, and visitors come as 



 

  

much for the history as for the hauntings. Yet many leave 
convinced her soul has never moved on, tethered to the 
staircase that carried her to death. The hotel honours her 
memory still, but it seems the queen herself cannot be 
persuaded to accept her fate. 
  



 

 

The White Hart — St Albans, Hertfordshire 

 
The White Hart is one of St Albans’ oldest coaching inns, its 
beams worn smooth by centuries of hands and its walls 
thick with stories. The inn has welcomed kings, courtiers, 
merchants, and travellers on the long road between London 
and the Midlands. To step inside is to feel the weight of 
history pressing close, as though every voice that once 
raised a tankard here still lingers in the rafters. 
Yet not every guest who wanders its passages is listed in the 
register. 
One of the most frequently reported apparitions is that of a 
woman in a green dress. She appears most often in the 
cobbled courtyard, where she paces in anxious loops, her 
head bent low as though she is waiting—or dreading—the 
arrival of someone who never comes. Some say her gown is 
of an older style, seventeenth or eighteenth century, though 
others insist it shifts before their eyes, as though time itself 
cannot settle on who she once was. 
Inside the inn, disturbances unsettle even the most 
sceptical visitors. Doors slam without any hand to push 
them, heavy latches rattle as if tugged from the other side, 
and an icy draught drifts through rooms on windless nights. 
The chill has a peculiar quality: it creeps first across the 
back of the neck, then pools around the ankles, as though 
unseen figures circle the living with intent curiosity. 
Guests have spoken, in hushed tones, of hearing their 
names called from the corridor. Always a man’s voice—
calm, low, and deliberate. When the door is opened, the 
hallway lies empty, shadows stretching long beneath the 
flicker of lantern light. Some say the voice belongs to a 
former landlord, still trying to keep track of his visitors. 



 

  

Others whisper of a coachman, crushed beneath the 
wheels of a runaway carriage, still searching for the 
passengers he lost. 
Despite its spectral reputation, the White Hart thrives with 
life. Laughter echoes from the bar, clinking glasses ring 
bright against the old oak, and travellers continue to find 
welcome here as they have for hundreds of years. But in the 
quiet moments—after the last pint is poured, when the 
corridors fall still, and the fire burns low—sorrow slips back 
in like a forgotten guest. 
The White Hart wears its history proudly, but behind its 
merriment, it harbours stories that refuse to be silenced. 
Perhaps that is its greatest legacy: an inn where the living 
and the dead share company, each unwilling to give up their 
place by the hearth. 
  



 

 

The Castle Hotel — Conwy, Wales 

 
Beneath the shadow of Conwy’s ancient walls, where 
battlements still bite into the skyline and the sea wind 
whispers of conquest, stands the Castle Hotel. Though its 
doors are open to modern travellers, its heart still beats 
with the memories of a town once locked in siege. 
Guests who stay here often remark on an odd sensation—
the feeling of being watched, as though unseen eyes are 
keeping a quiet vigil over the corridors. Some speak of cold 
draughts that curl along the staircases even on still nights, 
or of footsteps that echo when no one walks beside them. 
The most unsettling apparitions are those who seem most 
at home. Figures clad in armour have been seen lingering in 
the lobby, their mail and plate faintly clinking with each 
subtle movement. They stand as if guarding, eyes fixed on 
some eternal duty, before fading into nothingness as guests 
blink in disbelief. Others tell of a maid, her cap neatly 
pinned, her hands brisk and efficient. She moves about the 
bedrooms with practised ease, smoothing sheets and 
straightening pillows. Yet when startled by a guest’s voice, 
she dissolves into thin air, leaving behind the faint scent of 
lavender polish. 
At times, the past itself bleeds into the present. Those who 
listen carefully claim they have heard the muffled roar of 
battle surging through the hallways—the clash of steel, the 
cries of men, and the thunder of drums. These echoes 
come like waves on a tide, rising and fading, as though the 
hotel’s walls cannot always contain the weight of history 
pressed upon them. 
The Castle Hotel wears its face of warmth, welcoming 
visitors with fine hospitality, good food, and fires that glow 



 

  

in the hearth. Yet, beneath the comfort, there lies 
something heavier: a legacy of sieges endured, of blood 
spilled, and of sorrow stitched into the very stone. It is said 
the Castle smiles for its guests, but the smile is haunted, a 
reflection of a town that has never fully shaken off its 
ghosts. 
  



 

 

The King’s Arms — Monkton Farleigh, Wiltshire 

 
The King’s Arms is a place built of stone and silence, 
standing with a quiet dignity at the heart of Monkton 
Farleigh. Its walls, thick and timeworn, have absorbed 
centuries of laughter, plotting, and fear. During the English 
Civil War, the inn found itself at the uneasy crossroads of 
loyalty and rebellion. Cavaliers and Roundheads both 
passed through its doors, their tankards clattering on the 
oak tables, their voices sharp with heated arguments. Some 
rode out into battle and never returned, their names lost but 
their presence lingering in the mortar and beams. 
On stormy nights, when the wind rattles the shutters, the 
inn seems to remember. Heavy boots march up the 
corridors, their tread urgent, accompanied by the bark of 
long-dead orders. Guests often freeze on the stair, 
convinced an unseen regiment has just passed by. The clink 
of armour sometimes echoes faintly in the still air, though 
no soldier has stood there for centuries. 
In the taproom, shadows play strange games. A woman in a 
plain, work-worn dress is said to drift between the tables, 
her eyes hollow, her cheeks streaked with tears that never 
dry. Locals whisper she is waiting for her beloved—a soldier 
who swore he would return from battle, but whose horse 
was found riderless in the fields beyond the village. She 
lingers in silence, pausing at the hearth as though warming 
hands that feel no heat. 
Candles at The King’s Arms are temperamental. They flare 
without reason, burning tall and bright one moment before 
guttering into trembling shadows, as though blown upon by 
lips that cannot be seen. Staff have given up trying to 



 

  

explain it. “It’s the inn remembering,” they say, with a shrug 
both casual and cautious. 
Yet despite its ghosts, The King’s Arms is not a place of 
malice. Its hauntings carry the weight of history, not hatred. 
Guests speak of a strange steadiness here, a generosity in 
the atmosphere that makes one feel held rather than 
hunted. The inn entertains company as old as its stones—
spirits who never left, who walk alongside the living, sharing 
the hearth and the silence, as though time itself has bound 
them to the place they once called home. 
  



 

 

The Dog & Partridge — Manchester 

 
By day, the Dog & Partridge is all cheer and chatter. Its 
doors swing open to the sound of laughter, the clink of 
glasses, and the warm comfort of a fire that never seems to 
go out. Nestled in the heart of Manchester, it has long been 
a meeting place for locals, travellers, and music-lovers who 
gather under its wooden beams and stained-glass 
windows. Few could guess, in the bright bustle of the 
afternoon, that the pub hides a darker spirit within its walls. 
As night falls, the Dog & Partridge takes on another face. 
Shadows seem to linger longer here, and the air grows 
heavy with a tension that even the stoutest ale cannot wash 
away. It is then that the stories whispered by generations of 
Mancunians rise again, reminding visitors of the woman 
who never left. 
Her name is lost to the records, though some insist she was 
once the landlord’s wife, others a maid who met a cruel 
end. However she came to die, all agree she lingers still—
haunting the upper rooms with a gaze fierce enough to stop 
the bravest soul in their tracks. Those who have dared to 
look into her eyes claim they glow with a smouldering light, 
as though anger itself had found a vessel. 
Many guests have sworn that their sleep is disturbed by 
more than dreams. A crushing weight bears down upon 
their chests in the small hours, leaving them gasping for air, 
frozen beneath an unseen hand. Some have woken to find 
their chairs scraping back across the floor, though no living 
person touched them. Others have watched their pints 
shatter in a spray of glass, as if knocked to the ground by a 
fit of temper. 



 

  

Staff, too, know better than to dismiss the rumours. Several 
refuse to linger upstairs after closing, claiming they feel her 
presence pressing against them, a silent companion that 
makes the skin prickle and the heart quicken. One barman 
once bolted mid-shift when a whisper carried his name 
directly into his ear, though the room stood empty around 
him. 
In the daylight hours, the Dog & Partridge smiles easily, a 
place of welcome and warmth. Yet once the lamps are 
lowered and the merriment fades, the pub reveals the bite 
beneath its bark. Guests are left to wonder whether the 
woman who waits in the shadows watches them with 
sorrow, or with vengeance. And should you stay long 
enough to meet her, you may discover that at this table, not 
all patrons are flesh and blood. 
  



 

 

The Angel Hotel — Bury St Edmunds, Suffolk 

 
Standing proudly on the market square, The Angel Hotel is a 
landmark of elegance and history. With its graceful 
Georgian façade and sweeping views of Abbey Gardens, it 
has long drawn writers, actors, and aristocrats. Charles 
Dickens himself lodged here during his travels, and the inn 
remains a place where literature and legend meet. 
But within its walls, refinement walks hand in hand with 
restlessness. The most whispered tale is of the woman in 
white, a spectral figure seen gliding silently across the 
ballroom. Witnesses describe her as tall and poised, her 
gown flowing like pale smoke, her face smooth and blank as 
plaster—as though she were a mask without a soul. Guests 
who dare to linger say she does not walk but floats, turning 
her head slowly, as if searching for someone lost to time. 
The Angel’s bedrooms, with their gilt mirrors and velvet 
drapes, carry their own uneasy secrets. Visitors have 
awoken in the dead of night to the sensation of eyes fixed 
upon them. Some report opening their eyes to find a hazy 
form bending over the bed, its presence pressing on their 
chest, breath cool against their cheek. A few have even fled 
in terror, claiming the figure lingered still at the window, 
watching their departure with silent reproach. 
Beneath the splendour lies a darker heart. The cellars, with 
their low arches and worn stone floors, echo with things 
unseen. Staff have heard the tap of deliberate footsteps 
pacing behind them, though the passage lies empty when 
they turn. Whispers rise and fall as though two unseen 
figures converse just out of earshot—yet the words never 
resolve, only coil into the air before dissolving like mist. 
Some say the voices belong to long-departed servants, 



 

  

trapped in endless duty. Others suggest the shadows that 
move there belong to something older, something that 
predates even the hotel. 
The Angel Hotel remains a place of luxury and literary 
memory, its name evoking light and grace. Yet for all its 
grandeur, its wings are not without shadow. Step through its 
doors, and you may find yourself not only a guest of history, 
but a witness to the restless company that lingers still, 
bound to the Angel for eternity. 
  



 

 

Llandoger Trow — Bristol, Somerset 

 
Crouched on King Street with its crooked black-and-white 
timbers and salt-worn face, the Llandoger Trow looks as if it 
sailed straight out of another century and chose to moor 
here, refusing to return to sea. Its sagging beams lean like 
weary masts, and every warped floorboard carries the echo 
of boots long gone. 
Here, sailors once traded storms for cider, their voices 
booming against the low rafters while dockside merchants 
struck quieter bargains in the corners. Press gangs roamed, 
cutpurses lingered, and tales taller than the mast of any 
trow boat were spun deep into the night. Some who passed 
through its door made the return voyage to sea. Others 
never left at all. 
When the shutters are drawn and the lamps are doused, the 
Llandoger Trow wakes in ways not written in any ledger. A 
wet-footed tread crosses the boards, dripping as though the 
harbour itself had followed someone in — though no mark 
stains the wood. A child’s laughter flickers through the 
stairwell, sharp and fleeting, as if a lantern had been swung 
twice in fog before vanishing. Tankards nudge themselves a 
fraction, brass rims catching a glimmer of moonlight, as 
though lifted in salute to an invisible shipmate. 
Beneath the hush, the old inn breathes in time with the tide 
outside. Windows tremble at the whisper of river-wind, and 
in the hush of closing hours the Trow keeps its own strange 
currents: ebbing with memory, flooding with ghosts who sit, 
drink, and mutter without ever touching a glass. 
Some say they belong to sailors lost to the deep, others to 
children taken by plague or river fever, and still others to 
darker figures who vanished into Bristol’s labyrinth of alleys 



 

  

and never returned. But all seem bound here, tethered as 
firmly as a ship at anchor, unable — or unwilling — to leave 
the harbour they once knew. 
Step inside, and you may feel them near. A chill at your 
shoulder, a whisper stitched into the grain of oak, the faint 
clink of a toast that was never made. The Llandoger Trow 
endures, half tavern, half vessel — a ship forever docked, 
its crew unseen, its voyage unending. 

  



 

 

Ye Olde Starre Inne — York, North Yorkshire 

 
Down the narrow spine of Stonegate, where uneven 
cobbles have carried merchants, monks, and soldiers alike, 
a painted sign swings gently above the heads of passers-by. 
It points not to the street itself, but to a hidden yard beyond: 
a pocket of shadow where the present seems reluctant to 
intrude. Here stands Ye Olde Starre Inne, a place that has 
weathered centuries with the calm certainty of stone. 
Its cellars, cut deep into the earth, are said to have once 
held the wounded and the dying during the Civil War. Some 
insist their pain still lingers, wrapped tight around the ale 
barrels like invisible bindings. A sudden drop in temperature 
slashes across the bar with the precision of steel—cold not 
born of draughts, but of memory. Patrons have felt it cleave 
straight through them, a blade without weight, leaving the 
air sharp and expectant. 
The voices come next. Not the easy hum of laughter, nor the 
chatter of tourists with maps in hand, but something 
stranger: whispers that will not resolve into words, or the 
bristling rise of an argument from a century too far gone. 
Sometimes the quarrel builds, voices layered over each 
other, until the living swear they can feel the press of a 
crowd in a room that is visibly empty. 
Most unnerving of all are the doors. In the back rooms, 
where beams sag with age and the walls lean closer than 
they should, a door long bolted will ease itself open an inch, 
then another. No hand touches the wood, no key turns in 
the lock, yet the invitation is unmistakable. Those who see it 
often claim to feel they are no longer guests in the inn, but 
intruders into someone else’s evening. 



 

  

York has always been a hive of echoes, a city where history 
seems to repeat itself at will. But here, at the Starre, the 
echoes do not merely drift—they gather, cluster, and return, 
as if the pub itself were their queen, drawing every ghost 
back into orbit. 
Raise a glass beneath the timbered ceiling and you may find 
the silence answering you in kind, lifting itself with the soft 
clink of a toast that comes from nowhere at all. 
  



 

 

The Ancient Ram Inn — Wotton-under-Edge, 
Gloucestershire 

 
The Ram crouches at a crossroads of stories, its crooked 
frame hunched as though bowing beneath centuries of 
secrets. Its timbers, bent by weather and worry, hold the 
weight of a thousand whispered tales. Monks once prayed 
here, masons once drank here, and rumours of witches, 
watchmen, and wayfarers still cling like cobwebs to the 
beams. Every century leaves its trace, and the house 
swallows each one whole. 
To step across its threshold is to be claimed. The air has a 
thickness, like pages damp with time, and the floorboards 
flex with a memory that isn’t yours. Beds dip with a careful, 
testing weight as if someone long gone has returned to 
measure your presence. A door slams upstairs though the 
windows stand still; a breath brushes across the cheek like 
a cold length of linen. Some hear the clatter of tankards, 
others a child’s sob, others still a scream smothered by the 
stone walls themselves. 
But the Ram does not mimic kindness, nor does it posture 
as menace. It simply is. A house older than England’s own 
maps, rooted in a place where ancient roads once crossed 
and never quite moved on. Beneath its foundations, the 
earth remembers older rites — blood offerings to secure 
safe passage, whispered vows to gods now nameless. The 
road still runs, unseen but insistent, and the inn obeys. 
Visitors leave speaking of shadows that bend against the 
candlelight, of voices that answer when no lips move, of 
dreams so sharp they cling to the waking hours. Some 
depart quickly, shaken, while others linger — drawn back to 
listen for that sound which stirs deep within the building’s 



 

  

bones. Not quite a voice. Not quite a sigh. A patient rhythm 
that chooses not to stop. 
The Ancient Ram Inn endures, not as a ruin but as a 
reminder: the past does not leave quietly, and the road 
beneath it still has right of way. 
  



 

 

The Old Bell Hotel — Malmesbury, Wiltshire 

 
Beside the crumbled shoulders of Malmesbury Abbey, the 
Old Bell stands as if stitched into the very fabric of time. Its 
timbers are heavy with age, each beam and panel worked 
like embroidery—patient, intricate, and impossible to 
unpick. Within its walls, pilgrims once sought rest after long 
journeys, princes found quiet counsel, and fugitives 
climbed its narrow stair in desperate flight. 
Even now, the air is steeped in a peculiar stillness, as 
though the centuries themselves breathe here. Guests 
speak of a figure in plain black, gliding the length of the 
corridor with a grace so deliberate that the eye lingers, 
convinced of a living presence. Yet the vision vanishes at 
the turn, swallowed by the woodwork. The scent of wax and 
old prayer clings faintly, though no candles burn in the 
draught. 
Those who spend the night whisper of stranger 
ministrations: blankets tucked with delicate precision, 
pillows smoothed by unseen hands. It is no crude haunting 
of rattled locks or slammed doors, but something softer—
an echo of vows once spoken, of care offered in silence. 
The Old Bell seems to cradle its guests as a convent might 
its charges, bound by devotion that even death could not 
dissolve. 
Step beyond its threshold and Malmesbury’s stones begin 
their own hymn, a low, steady hum of history. The Bell joins 
in with its own harmony—quiet, persistent, and sung by a 
choir you cannot see. For those who listen closely, it is less 
a haunting than a benediction: a reminder that in places 
where time has deepened, the past does not always fade—
it lingers, tenderly, at the bedside. 



 

  

  



 

 

The New Inn — Gloucester, Gloucestershire 

 
The New Inn is old by any measure, though it still bears its 
name with a kind of stubborn pride. Its timbered galleries 
rise like stacked theatre balconies, framing a central 
courtyard where the sky itself feels like part of the stage. In 
centuries past, actors declaimed lines from those wooden 
boards, while townsfolk craned their necks from below, 
hungry for stories, laughter, or a spark of scandal. But those 
same galleries also bore witness to sterner performances: 
the proclamations of law, the cries of judgement, the weight 
of verdicts no applause could soften. 
Even now, the yard holds an odd expectancy, as though the 
curtain might lift at any moment. Travellers pausing for a 
night’s rest sometimes wake to the echo of unseen 
hoofbeats crossing the cobbles, rolling and reverberating at 
impossible hours before vanishing into silence. Others 
report the faint scuff of leather boots pacing along the rail of 
the upper gallery. A man clad in a dark doublet lingers 
there, waiting for the cheer of an audience long departed, 
tilting his head to catch a sound that never comes. 
Sometimes, doors along the corridor shift on their hinges, 
creaking open by a thumb’s width—as though peering out 
with a cat’s quiet curiosity. Guests swear they have felt the 
weight of unseen eyes measuring them from the shadows, 
neither hostile nor kind, merely watchful. The air tastes of 
oak and dust, of ale poured centuries ago, of words once 
spoken but never quite finished. 
By day, the New Inn bustles with warmth and laughter, its 
hearths glowing with welcome. Yet by night, another 
company joins the playbill: shadows of players, judges, and 



 

  

horsemen, rehearsing the same scenes again and again, 
their curtain call eternally delayed. 
The New Inn still hosts travellers, yes. Only some of them 
travel at a pace far slower than the rest—so slow, in fact, 
that they have never left at all. 
  



 

 

The White Horse & Griffin — Whitby, North 
Yorkshire 

 
Salt rides the wind up Church Street, curling into alleys and 
rattling the windows of the old coaching inn. The White 
Horse & Griffin leans into it with an old mariner’s shrug, its 
timbers creaking like a hull at sea. Candles gutter in the 
draught, and somewhere, a latch clicks though no hand has 
touched it. 
Here, sailors bargained their passage and captains planned 
their voyages. Charts were unfurled on oak tables; some 
were rolled away again, stained with ale, never to guide 
their owners home. The walls hold the murmur of those 
councils still — laughter edged with worry, a whisper of 
wagers placed against the sea itself. 
On the stairs, boots thump in pairs, as though two men still 
struggle with a heavy chest that does not wish to be moved. 
The sound halts midway, resumes, halts again — a burden 
too eager to stay behind. Guests who investigate find 
nothing but shadow and the faint smell of salt tar, sharp as 
though fresh from the quay. 
By the bar, a captain in outline only — hat, shoulders, 
straight back — passes from one end to the other. He 
pauses, tilts his head as though hearing a report, then folds 
neatly into the wall as if claimed by it. No one speaks, but 
all notice the sudden bloom of rope and tallow, the sour 
tang of whale oil that lingers long after he is gone. 
Outside, gulls quarrel above the tide, their cries sharp 
against the stone. Inside, the pub keeps another sea: one of 
memory, of absence, of ships that sailed but did not return. 
The White Horse & Griffin remembers every name it poured 
a final drink for, and every soul the waves swallowed whole. 



 

  

And if you sit quietly, long after the fire has burned to 
embers, you might hear them — the scratch of quill on 
parchment, the roll of dice across a table, the shanty 
hummed half under breath. Voices that belong to no one in 
the room, yet refuse to be silenced. The inn is not haunted, 
some locals say — it is simply loyal. It keeps its dead as 
faithfully as it kept their coin. 
  



 

 

Grace Neill’s — Donaghadee, County Down 
(Northern Ireland) 

 
Low-ceilinged, firelit, and older than most arguments, 
Grace Neill’s stands at the harbour’s edge like a keeper of 
secrets. Established in 1611, the inn has listened to four 
centuries of footsteps: fishermen with salt still crusting 
their boots, sailors with storms still in their voices, 
smugglers with shadows clinging close behind. Every 
timber and every stone seems to breathe with the tide. 
And at its heart still lingers Grace herself. Grace Neill, once 
the formidable landlady, ran the inn with a stern eye and a 
fair hand. To the living she poured ale and offered warmth, 
but it is said she never really left when her last shift was 
done. Patrons whisper that she minds the place as she 
always did, keeping a quiet order in the after-hours. 
A skirt swishes past a table edge when no woman walks the 
room. A glass, abandoned and forgotten, is nudged back to 
the centre of its ring with invisible precision. Sometimes the 
heavy front door opens a fraction, letting in a harbour draft, 
before clicking shut as if tested for its strength. More than 
one late-night drinker has felt the weight of a presence at 
their shoulder — not menacing, but expectant, as though 
the landlady is checking her books. 
The laughter of a crowd can dwindle to a thin, uneasy line 
that snaps without warning. A hush falls in a way no fiddler 
or storyteller intended, and the silence deepens, carrying 
with it the unmistakable sensation that someone has 
stepped into the room without entering. 
Out beyond the window, the lighthouse keeps its rhythm 
against the night sea. But in here, under the sway of 
hearthlight and shadow, another kind of beacon glows. It is 



 

  

not flame or lantern but memory — faithful, unsleeping, and 
perhaps still under Grace’s watch. 
They say if you lift your glass and nod politely, the air warms 
again, the laughter resumes, and the fire burns a little 
brighter. But fail to acknowledge her, and you may find your 
drink missing, your chair nudged aside, and your night cut 
shorter than you planned. 
For Grace Neill’s is no ordinary inn. It is a place where 
history lingers in the rafters, where the sea’s voice mixes 
with the whispers of the past, and where the landlady 
herself still tends her bar, stern but fair, from behind a veil 
no one dares draw back. 
  



 

 

The Black Boy Inn — Caernarfon, Gwynedd, 
Wales 

 
The Black Boy Inn has stood since the seventeenth century, 
a crooked lattice of passageways and low-ceilinged 
chambers pressed close to Caernarfon’s mighty castle 
walls. Sailors once stumbled here from the harbour, their 
boots leaving salt and coal dust on the floors, while 
merchants struck quiet deals over pewter mugs. The 
centuries have not left the place untouched—they linger, 
folded into the timber and stone. The Black Boy breathes 
coal smoke, sea talk, and old laughter. 
Yet the cheer is never without a shadow. Patrons tell of a 
porter who never put down his load. His shape moves 
through the corridors, shoulders stooped, arms lifted as if 
gripping invisible baggage. He is always working, though he 
carries nothing. If you follow too close, the shadow fades, 
as though it has reached a door that does not open for the 
living. 
Guests have heard hurried footsteps pacing behind them, 
only to find the hallway empty. Corners arrive too late, the 
turning delayed, as though the inn itself enjoys a sly game of 
hide-and-seek. The walls are thick, but whispers slip 
between them, phrases in Welsh and English that no one 
admits to speaking. 
Perhaps the strangest is the knocker. The inn’s heavy door 
will sound a single polite rap, never more than once, though 
no one stands outside. The noise is gentle, almost 
courteous, but guests who rise to answer say the sound 
follows them through the house, from cellar to attic, as if 
the knocker has found its way in and now belongs 
everywhere at once. 



 

  

The people of Caernarfon say their nights are long and good 
for stories. And when the lamps burn low, the sea wind 
rattles the shutters, and the rooms are thick with company, 
the Black Boy Inn obliges. It tells its tales through shadow, 
sound, and the weight of centuries—reminding all who stay 
that cheer and unease can share the same table, and that 
even laughter leaves an echo behind. 
  



 

 

The Bush Inn — St Hilary, Vale of Glamorgan, 
Wales 

 
Beneath a thatch soft as dusk, the Bush gathers in lanes, 
fields, and centuries, folding them into its snug like a 
grandmother folding a shawl. The inn has stood so long that 
its timbers creak with memory, and its hearth glows with 
the quiet rhythm of countless evenings gone before. 
Scholars with ink-stained fingers once debated under its 
beams. Singers lifted their voices until the rafters quivered. 
Shepherds with wet cloaks steaming by the fire nodded into 
their ale. And then there were the quieter patrons—those 
who slipped in unseen, who made no fuss about staying, 
yet left an echo behind them that the walls remember still. 
They say the Bush keeps a book that nobody holds. Its 
pages turn in the draught, whispering faintly of arrivals, 
partings, and secrets traded for one more round. On still 
nights, a thoughtful cough may issue forth from the settle by 
the hearth—though no one sits there. The air grows cooler, 
carrying the tang of slate after rain. Pipes smoke without 
matches, tankards sweat without hands, and the room 
itself seems to lean closer, listening for the stories of 
whoever dares to speak. 
Yet the Bush is never cruel. Its ghosts are gentle, though 
exacting. They are guardians of courtesy, watchful over pint 
and plate, word and gesture. An insult dropped in jest is 
enough to rattle glasses upon their shelf. A careless elbow 
upon the table may feel a firm push back, as if someone 
older, sterner, wished to remind you of your manners. 
The villagers smile when asked, but they never deny it. 
They’ll tell you the Bush teaches respect in its own way, for 
the past sits very close at its tables. Every tale you tell, 



 

  

every pint you lift, every laugh you share is overheard by 
those who came before. And if you listen closely—if you 
mind your manners—you might just hear them answer. 
  



 

 

The Ship Isis — Sunderland, Tyne & Wear 

 
River air creeps up the Wear and into the Ship Isis, settling 
along the stairs where shadows bunch like netted fish. The 
pub is older than it looks, its walls patched and re-patched, 
its corners holding a patience that outlasts paint and 
polish. 
Heels click steadily from landing to landing, pausing as 
though listening for an answer. A soft voice hums, a tune 
half-remembered, half-forgotten. It falters, breaks, and dies 
away as if the singer thought better of being heard. Glasses 
behind the bar sometimes mist without touch, fogged from 
the inside as though someone is breathing out after a long, 
thirsty wait. A draught lifts the back door on its latch, 
though the street outside lies empty, and the sound of a key 
never quite follows. 
Stories cling here like soot on the brickwork. Regulars 
whisper of figures glimpsed at the edge of a mirror, of 
footsteps echoing long after the pub is shut. Some swear 
the cellar keeps a deeper chill than the river itself, and that 
down there, where kegs rest and silence pools, a man once 
lost his life and never found his peace. Others claim a 
woman walks the stairwell, her skirts brushing the rails, her 
face turned away as if keeping secrets she will not share. 
The Isis does not push its ghosts on you. It waits, quiet as 
the tide, letting the night draw close around its rafters. 
Some places hoard their silence, holding it tight in locked 
rooms. The Ship Isis gives it freely, passing it from wall to 
wall, table to table, until it sits with you like a guest. Those 
who listen leave with more than they brought—an extra 
weight to their thoughts, an echo that follows them down 



 

  

the riverside, and a whisper that the Wear has not yet 
finished speaking. 
  



 

 

The Old George — Newcastle upon Tyne, Tyne & 
Wear 

 
Timbers black with age hold a warmth that belongs to the 
living and the dead. The Old George has poured for both 
since the world wore different clothes, since the river 
carried coal and kings, and the city’s stones were still wet 
with mortar. 
A figure pauses at the stairhead, hat in hand, appraising the 
room with a host’s proprietary gloom. Some swear it is King 
Charles I himself, who once drank within these walls under 
guard, his ghost still wandering as though the verdict had 
not yet been passed. Others mutter of nameless regulars, 
long gone, who refuse to let the ale run dry. 
Chairs scrape into order of their own accord; the fire flares 
in greeting, then settles like a dog at its master’s feet. 
Glasses tremble, though no hand has touched them, and in 
the hush between songs, voices murmur that belong to no 
patron present. 
Newcastle’s nightlife howls outside—laughter spilling from 
modern bars and neon-lit streets—but the Old George 
prefers a nod and a well-timed whisper. It knows when to 
speak, and whom. Those who linger too long in the snug 
may hear their name carried softly across the room, though 
none admit to saying it. Some leave quickly, some stay and 
drink deeper, and a rare few raise a quiet toast to 
companions only they can see. 
The Old George endures, keeper of stories, confidant of 
spirits. It has learned that time changes everything—except 
the loyalty of ghosts. 
  



 

  

The Royal Castle Hotel — Dartmouth, Devon 

 
The river bends around it like an arm, and the tides 
themselves seem to measure its passing years. Once, the 
tall masts of schooners and warships peered through its 
windows, their rigging singing in the wind; now, only gulls 
circle and cry, but the echoes of canvas and cannon fire 
cling to the stone. 
The Royal Castle Hotel has been many things: a haven for 
weary sailors, a rendezvous for merchants whose fortunes 
rose and fell with the tide, a stage for whispered liaisons 
and farewells never spoken aloud. It has watched arrivals 
bright with youth and hope, and it has marked the silence of 
departures that never found their return. 
Guests still speak, in lowered tones, of the gentleman in 
naval cut who strides purposefully through the lobby. His 
boots make no sound on the polished floor, yet every step 
carries authority. Some say his coat still gleams with salt 
spray, though no rain has fallen. Others swear he is 
searching for a ship long sunk beneath the estuary’s dark 
waters. 
Charts and maps sometimes shift upon their hooks, pages 
rustling though not a breath of air stirs. A bell by the desk 
will ring a single, solemn note—as though a ship has turned 
about, answering a call only it can hear. On certain nights 
the staircase carries with it the sharp tang of salt, and those 
who climb feel their legs grow heavy, as if they ascend 
against an unseen swell. 
The river outside keeps its secrets well—wrecks, whispers, 
and the prayers of those who never returned. The hotel, too, 
is a keeper of confidences: the promises knocked politely 
upon its door and admitted without question, the oaths 



 

 

exchanged in shadowed corners, the memories left behind 
by those who stepped out and vanished into fog. 
Those who stay often remark that the Royal Castle does not 
simply house its guests. It weighs them, quietly, as a 
harbourmaster might weigh the worth of a vessel. And when 
dawn comes, casting gold over the water and the hotel’s 
grey façade, it feels less like the beginning of a day than the 
turning of another page in a ledger that is never truly closed. 
  



 

  

The White Hart Inn — Grassmarket, Edinburgh, 
Scotland 

 
Pressed into the cobbled marketplace where history did not 
always bother with mercy, the White Hart looks out with a 
survivor’s stare. Its windows squint against centuries of 
smoke and song, its beams creak with old oaths once 
sworn too fast, too foolishly, and its stones remember every 
drop that stained them. 
Laughter from a closed room arrives late to the corridor, 
rough and oddly cheerful, as if unwilling to admit its source 
has long since gone. A hand — cold, businesslike — 
brushes a sleeve, as if asking prices in a marketplace no 
longer standing. Footfalls travel the stair with a trader’s 
haste, urgent with bargains never struck, then stumble, 
then stop. Silence follows, waiting, patient, before another 
set begins the same restless descent. 
The inn has become a ledger for the vanished. Faces flicker 
in the polished glass of tankards, voices thread themselves 
between conversations, offering bargains no one recalls 
agreeing to. In the small hours, when the fire dwindles to 
sullen coals, shadows lean closer to listen, as if the very 
walls demand confessions. 
The Hart has watched too much to start flinching now. It 
serves with a steady hand, pouring ale for the weary and 
making room for those who never learned how to leave. The 
living raise their glasses. The dead raise their silence. And 
the White Hart, keeper of all, merely nods and goes on. 
  



 

 

The King’s Head — Llandudno, Conwy, Wales 

 
Sheltered beneath the looming bulk of the Great Orme, the 
King’s Head keeps its slate roof low and its welcome high. 
Storms have rolled down the mountain for centuries, and 
travellers, shepherds, and sailors have all found their way 
through its stout wooden doors. Even today, walkers with 
weary boots and cheeks kissed by winter gales pause for 
rest, drawn in by a warmth that seems older than the fire on 
the hearth. 
Inside, the pub’s beams stoop with age, smoke-darkened 
and heavy with memory. A dog you cannot see curls 
beneath a bench, exhaling a satisfied huff that stirs the dust 
at your feet. Cards lift and fall in the shadowed corner, the 
patient rhythm of a game you were never invited to join. 
Patrons glance towards the sound, but no one is sitting 
there. 
Tankards clink on the bar though no hands are near, and the 
brass bell above the door gives the occasional jangle for 
arrivals who never step across the threshold. Some say a 
coachman, lost in a blizzard long ago, still pushes through, 
shaking snow from his shoulders before vanishing towards 
the snug. Others whisper of a chambermaid whose laughter 
lingers in the stairwell long after closing. 
Out in the yard, the iron gate clicks shut without a breeze. 
Horses, unseen, stamp their hooves, the soft whicker of 
breath curling on frosty air. The air tastes faintly of coal 
smoke, brine, and something sweeter—ale spilt a hundred 
years ago, never fully gone. 
Beyond the windows, the town’s lights wink along the curve 
of the promenade. The sea murmurs its endless song, and 
the King’s Head answers with a glow of its own—steady, 



 

  

companionable, and just a little uncanny. It is a place 
where yesterday is always welcome, with room at the table 
for those who came before… and perhaps still remain. 
  



 

 

The Star Inn — Alfriston, East Sussex 

 
Half-timbered and bright-eyed, the Star looks as if it might 
one day rise from its cobbled feet and stroll the high street 
when the village is hushed in sleep. Its beams have drunk 
centuries of starlight, the grain darkened by candle soot 
and whispered vows. Once, pilgrims crossed its threshold 
with the dust of the South Downs clinging to their hems, 
seeking food, rest, and perhaps absolution. The air still 
remembers their prayers, faintly threaded through the scent 
of ale and woodsmoke. 
The woman in the travel-stained cloak is seen more often 
than spoken of. She drifts the passageways as though still 
searching for a chamber that was promised her long ago. 
Guests who lie awake sometimes hear her pause outside 
their door, a soft listening breath, before moving on. Up on 
the gallery, the tread of unseen feet comes and goes with 
the rhythm of measured rain — steady, patient, eternal. A 
latch will sometimes lift and falter, as though a door has 
changed its mind about opening. 
The Star is not merely an inn but a threshold, a waystation 
suspended between places and between times. Those who 
rest here do so thoroughly — more thoroughly than they 
intend. Some rise at dawn, refreshed, with dreams they can 
never quite recall. Others claim to have met fellow 
travellers by the hearth whose faces they can no longer 
describe, or to have shared a drink with companions who 
do not appear in the morning light. And then there are the 
rare few who insist they saw the inn itself breathe, its walls 
stretching and sighing like an old creature turning in its 
sleep. 



 

  

At the Star, the welcome is warm, the fire bright, and the 
night long. But it is worth remembering: not every guest 
needs a room. 
  



 

 

The Eagle and Child — Oxford, Oxfordshire 

 
Among Oxford’s dreaming spires, where cobbled lanes 
echo with centuries of thought, sits a modest inn with an 
outsized reputation: The Eagle and Child. To most, it is 
remembered as the favoured haunt of the Inklings — the 
literary circle of J. R. R. Tolkien, C. S. Lewis, Charles 
Williams, and others, who gathered here to share drafts of 
hobbits, lions, and mythic worlds over pints and pipe 
smoke. Their words once filled the snug like a second 
hearthfire. 
Yet not all the echoes are confined to paper and memory. 
By the fireplace, patrons have reported a shadow that does 
not behave like any other — its outline too sharp to be 
smoke, yet too soft to belong to substance. It lingers at the 
edge of vision, shifting when no one moves. More than one 
guest has claimed to see it seated in the low-lit snug, head 
bent as though over a manuscript, before vanishing as 
suddenly as a forgotten dream. 
Books, even those tucked away on high shelves, have been 
known to fall open of their own accord, pages fanning to 
passages of strange relevance — a description of unseen 
watchers, a verse about the afterlife, or a line from The 
Screwtape Letters. Staff who tidy the room late at night 
speak of a sudden heaviness in the air, thick with the 
phantom scent of old ink, leather bindings, and pipe 
tobacco, though the fireplace lies cold. 
Most unsettling of all is the chair that creaks as if shifting 
beneath an unseen reader. Regulars joke that the Inklings 
have returned to claim their old seats, still debating the 
finer points of dragons and devils. But there is an unease 
that follows — for some say the presence feels less like a 



 

  

genial professor and more like a thing feeding on 
imagination itself, lurking where the veil between creativity 
and something older, darker, is at its thinnest. 
By day, the Eagle and Child bustles with laughter, chatter, 
and clinking glasses. But when the crowd thins and silence 
curls in the corners, one cannot help but wonder: in this 
pub where stories were once born, perhaps imagination is 
not the only thing still alive. 
  



 

 

The Anchor — Cambridge, Cambridgeshire 

 
The Anchor sits snugly on the banks of the River Cam, a 
place where the laughter of students and the rhythmic 
splash of oars have long mingled with the scent of hops and 
smoke. By day it is lively, its windows open to punts drifting 
lazily past, the chatter of scholars and locals alike filling its 
timbered rooms. Yet, beneath the merriment, the water 
keeps its secrets. The Cam is beautiful but treacherous, its 
current claiming more than a few of those who once raised 
their glasses within the pub’s walls. 
When darkness falls and the river is no longer a glittering 
ribbon of sunlight, the Anchor reveals its other life. Patrons 
have spoken of dripping footsteps pacing across the flagged 
floors, wet prints that fade before the hearth as though a 
phantom has paused to warm itself. Some feel icy hands 
brush against their skin — not a friendly touch, but a 
searching one, cold fingers pressing lightly at the wrist, as if 
checking for a pulse that no longer beats. 
On quieter nights, when the air grows thick and the river 
mist curls close to the windows, a song can be heard. It is 
not the boisterous singing of students returning from the 
boathouse, nor the lilting cheer of folk tunes once played 
inside. It is softer, stranger: a thin, wavering voice, carrying 
the cadence of the river itself — mournful, restless, like a 
lament carried on fog. 
Landlords through the years have tried to ignore it, yet the 
stories persist. Some swear they have seen drowned rowers 
sitting at the edges of the crowd, pale figures with water-
dark hair, silently watching as the living raise their tankards. 
Others claim the pub’s cellars echo with a constant 
dripping, though no pipe or cask leaks. 



 

  

The Anchor thrives with warmth, light, and the easy 
companionship of Cambridge life. But the Cam runs beside 
it, always pulling, always waiting. And so, the pub keeps a 
place not only for the living but for those whose final journey 
began upon the water — the drowned who, even in death, 
still find a seat by the fire. 
  



 

 

The Skiving Scholar — Plymouth, Devon 

 
Tucked beside the university, the Skiving Scholar thrums 
with music, laughter, and the restless energy of students 
seeking respite from their studies. Yet behind the glow of its 
modern bar and the chatter that fills its corners, the 
building carries an older, quieter weight. 
Once a chapel, its stones have felt the rise of hymn and 
prayer. Later, as a library, they absorbed the scratch of 
quills and the whisper of pages turned late into the night. 
Some say that memory clings more fiercely to places of 
learning and worship, for both are charged with belief — 
one in God, the other in knowledge. Perhaps that is why the 
Skiving Scholar remains haunted by those who once bent 
their backs and sharpened their minds within its walls. 
Books have been known to tumble from shelves though no 
hand is near, scattering pages like startled birds. Patrons 
report the hushed rustle of Latin phrases — unintelligible to 
most, yet insistent in their rhythm, as though a long-dead 
scholar is still delivering his lecture to an unseen class. The 
scent of dust and ink will rise without warning, thick and 
acrid, lingering long after the pint glasses have been wiped 
clean. 
Most unnerving of all is the figure that walks the upper 
gallery: a man in a scholar’s gown, his features blurred in 
shadow. He paces as if rehearsing some forgotten debate, 
his voice muttering with irritation, never loud enough to 
catch in full. On rare nights, students claim to feel a cold 
hand brush their shoulder as they lean too far into laughter, 
as though reminding them of the seriousness once 
demanded here. 



 

  

Though the pub now celebrates youth, music, and carefree 
nights, its spirits have not quite left. The Skiving Scholar is a 
place where books were never truly closed, and where 
those who once studied still seem unwilling to be forgotten. 
  



 

 

The Volunteer — Norwich, Norfolk 

 
At first glance, the Volunteer seems every inch the sort of 
English pub you’d expect to find tucked along a Norfolk 
street—brick-fronted, with a sign that creaks gently in the 
breeze, and windows glowing warmly against the night. Step 
inside, and you’re met with chatter, laughter, and the hum 
of voices over clinking glasses. It is welcoming, cosy, and 
alive with the familiar rhythms of a public house. 
But those who linger long enough, or who listen just beyond 
the friendly din, begin to notice something else. 
Once, the Volunteer was a favourite haunt of soldiers, and 
its timbered rooms still remember them. Patrons and staff 
alike speak of a figure in uniform who appears at the 
counter. He stands silently, hand resting on the bar where 
once a tankard might have been placed for him. He does 
not move, does not drink, and if spoken to, he simply fades 
into the air as though he had never been there at all. 
Above the ceiling, there are boots. Heavy boots. Marching in 
rhythm, measured and exact, as though men are drilling 
overhead. Yet when the rooms are checked, they are always 
empty, the floorboards bare, the silence absolute. 
More unsettling still are the voices. Mutters that rise and fall 
like men calling names on parade. Orders snapped into the 
air, cut off abruptly, as if the company has suddenly 
dispersed. The sound never lingers—just enough to raise 
the hair at the nape of the neck, to make one glance over a 
shoulder or pause mid-sentence. 
Some locals say the pub carries a roll-call of its own, a 
ledger of the men who once gathered there before marching 
to the front. A list that was never finished, never properly 



 

  

closed. It is whispered that the names echo still, recited 
night after night, so that none of them will ever be forgotten. 
So the Volunteer stands—cheerful, bustling, and friendly. 
Yet behind its warmth lies something far older and more 
solemn: the memory of comrades bound together, still 
mustering when the living are gone, their voices carried 
forever through the walls of Norwich’s most haunted bar. 
  



 

 

The Hole in the Wall — Bristol, Somerset 

 
The Hole in the Wall sits snug against the old lanes of 
Bristol, its timbers steeped in smoke and salt. The tavern 
takes its name from a narrow spy-hole cut cunningly into 
the wall—an aperture once used by smugglers to keep 
watch on the busy quay. From there, they could see who 
approached, whether friend, foe, or excise man, and 
prepare their secrets accordingly. Centuries may have 
passed, but it is said the hole still serves its purpose. For 
though shutters and stone try to close it, the gaze of the 
past peers on, unblinking. 
Visitors speak of a sailor who lingers by the window, coarse 
in dress and sea-worn in manner. His figure is only half-
formed, as though carved from smoke. He leans heavily on 
the sill, staring into the night, eyes fixed on tides that no 
longer lap at these streets. The docks have shifted, the 
harbour reshaped, yet he watches for ships as if Bristol’s 
waters had not retreated. 
Within, the atmosphere hums with invisible revelry. 
Tankards clink when no hand lifts them. Murmurs rise in 
corners empty of company. Now and again, the old door 
bangs violently open, slamming shut against the stillness of 
the night. On the street outside, the air holds its breath, 
undisturbed by any passing wind. 
The tavern is more than a relic—it is a threshold. Beneath its 
beams, time bleeds and mingles. Sailors, smugglers, and 
dockside traders seem to return, gathering in quiet 
communion. Some claim to hear low toasts spoken in 
dialects long since gone silent, others insist the scent of 
brine and tar creeps in even on dry evenings. 



 

  

Bristol’s waters may have ebbed away, the city’s docks 
reshaped by industry and age, but the Hole in the Wall has 
never surrendered its role as a harbour. Not for ships, but 
for shadows. Ghosts dock freely there still, raising their 
tankards to tides remembered and voyages never quite 
completed. 
  



 

 

The Mitre — Greenwich, London 

 
Nestled between the river’s slow sweep and the solemn 
heights of the Royal Observatory, the Mitre carries its own 
quiet constellations—stars of memory, grief, and 
ghostlight, hidden within its darkened beams. By day it is a 
handsome public house, all polished wood and chatter, but 
by night the air shifts. A stillness lingers, and something 
unseen stirs among the stairwells and glass. 
Patrons speak of a woman in lace who drifts silently along 
the upper landing. She never descends, never meets the 
gaze of those who notice her—her form wavering like smoke 
from a snuffed candle. Some say her face is turned 
eternally towards the Observatory hill, as if waiting for a 
lover who never came down from the stars. 
The walls themselves seem restless. Mirrors ripple as 
though brushed by unseen fingers, the surface trembling as 
if another world presses close. Tankards and glasses 
tremble with sudden vibrations, though no hand is near. 
And then there is the scent: a sudden, thick bloom of wax 
and roses. It hangs heavy in the air, clinging to coats and 
hair, a perfume of chapel aisles and funeral parlours, out of 
place in the clink and laughter of a London tavern. 
Those who linger late often speak of a curious warmth at 
their shoulder, a welcome that is genuine—but not always 
from the living. 
  



 

  

The Turk’s Head — Tynemouth, Tyne & Wear 

 
Perched on the edge of the coast, where the spray of the 
North Sea lashes salt against its stone walls, the Turk’s 
Head has stood for centuries as a beacon to sailors seeking 
warmth, rest, and ale. Its crooked beams and weather-worn 
timbers hold the voices of countless mariners—some who 
returned from voyages, and others who never quite left the 
sea. 
Inside, the air carries a permanent tang of salt, as though 
the ocean itself has crept through the cracks and settled by 
the fire. Regulars speak of a figure that appears on storm-
ridden nights: a sailor, dripping wet, clothes sodden, eyes 
hollow with exhaustion. He never speaks. He simply takes 
his place by the hearth, steam rising from his coat as if the 
flames are drying him. Then, just as suddenly, he vanishes, 
leaving behind only the smell of brine and the faint creak of 
rigging. 
Stranger still are the sounds heard upstairs. Many guests 
have reported heavy boots tramping along the narrow 
passage, halting outside each bedroom door as if taking a 
muster. Some claim the latch has rattled, others that a cold 
shadow passed beneath the threshold. Lanterns, too, are 
known to sway on their hooks without a hand to touch 
them, rocking in time with the roll of a ship lost long ago. 
Locals whisper that the Turk’s Head does not merely serve 
sailors—it belongs to the sea itself. Each pint poured is a 
tribute to the waves, and in return, the sea lends company 
of its own choosing. For here, among the living, the drowned 
still gather, keeping watch with salt-stained eyes, forever 
bound to a tavern that listens as patiently as the tide. 
  



 

 

The Shire Hall Inn — Bodmin, Cornwall 

 
In the heart of Bodmin, the Shire Hall Inn stands in the long 
shadow of the old courthouse, where verdicts once rang 
like hammers and sealed the fate of the condemned. For 
centuries, those sentenced to the gallows passed close by 
its doors, and many locals whisper that the inn absorbed 
every ounce of dread, despair, and final prayers carried in 
the air. 
The inn has the charm of a lively Cornish public house—
wooden beams blackened with age, the crackle of a fire in 
the hearth, the clink of glasses raised in laughter—but 
beneath that warmth lingers a coldness no fire seems to 
chase away. Regulars know it well: the sudden hush in a 
crowded bar, the unexplained chill that clutches the spine, 
the drink that turns icy in the hand as if winter itself has 
seeped into the glass. 
Down in the cellars, the atmosphere thickens. Visitors 
report muffled sobbing that rises from the walls, echoing in 
the damp stone corridors. Sometimes the sobbing gives 
way to heavy, deliberate footsteps that cross the 
floorboards directly above—though no one is there. 
By the fireplace, more than one patron has seen a figure in 
rough chains, a man whose head is bowed beneath an 
invisible weight. His features are blurred by shadows, as 
though the memory of his face refuses to remain in this 
world. He never speaks, only lingers, until he fades back 
into the dark like smoke. 
Staff mutter that the inn is more than haunted—it is a 
witness, keeping alive the presence of those who never 
made it beyond the courthouse steps. Justice may have 
claimed them, but the Shire Hall Inn keeps them. Their 



 

  

stories lie not in the history books, but in the chill that 
creeps across a crowded room, in the phantom tread of 
boots pacing through the night. 
It is a place where merriment is shadowed by mourning, 
and where the clatter of tankards sometimes sounds too 
much like the rattle of chains. The Shire Hall remains lively, 
yes—but it shelters justice’s most permanent witnesses, 
who refuse to leave their final vigil. 
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In the heart of Bodmin, the Shire Hall Inn stands in the long 
shadow of the old courthouse, where verdicts once rang 
like hammers and sealed the fate of the condemned. For 
centuries, those sentenced to the gallows passed close by 
its doors, and many locals whisper that the inn absorbed 
every ounce of dread, despair, and final prayers carried in 
the air. 
The inn has the charm of a lively Cornish public house—
wooden beams blackened with age, the crackle of a fire in 
the hearth, the clink of glasses raised in laughter—but 
beneath that warmth lingers a coldness no fire seems to 
chase away. Regulars know it well: the sudden hush in a 
crowded bar, the unexplained chill that clutches the spine, 
the drink that turns icy in the hand as if winter itself has 
seeped into the glass. 
Down in the cellars, the atmosphere thickens. Visitors 
report muffled sobbing that rises from the walls, echoing in 
the damp stone corridors. Sometimes the sobbing gives 
way to heavy, deliberate footsteps that cross the 
floorboards directly above—though no one is there. 
By the fireplace, more than one patron has seen a figure in 
rough chains, a man whose head is bowed beneath an 
invisible weight. His features are blurred by shadows, as 
though the memory of his face refuses to remain in this 
world. He never speaks, only lingers, until he fades back 
into the dark like smoke. 
Staff mutter that the inn is more than haunted—it is a 
witness, keeping alive the presence of those who never 
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creeps across a crowded room, in the phantom tread of 
boots pacing through the night. 
It is a place where merriment is shadowed by mourning, 
and where the clatter of tankards sometimes sounds too 
much like the rattle of chains. The Shire Hall remains lively, 
yes—but it shelters justice’s most permanent witnesses, 
who refuse to leave their final vigil. 
  



 

 

The Hop Pole — Bewdley, Worcestershire 

 
On the banks of the River Severn, where the water has 
always run swift and unforgiving, the Hop Pole leans as 
though braced against the river’s breath. Its timbers have 
swelled and settled with each season, carrying the memory 
of centuries of flood and sorrow. Locals say the building is 
more water than wood now, its beams steeped in stories 
the river will not release. 
The Severn has a cruel habit of spilling its banks. More than 
once, the Hop Pole’s ground floor has filled like a basin, 
furniture bobbing against the bar, bottles slipping silently 
beneath the surface. In the days that followed, when the 
river withdrew, what remained was not only silt and damp, 
but something unseen—something that lingers still. 
Visitors tell of hearing water where there should be none: 
the soft drip of unseen leaks, the creak of sodden 
floorboards though the planks lie dry. The most unnerving 
tale belongs to those who sit late into the night, when the 
Severn outside is a black ribbon glinting with moonlight. 
Then, without warning, the door creaks open and a figure 
stands in the threshold. Clothes hang heavy, as though 
soaked to the bone. Water puddles at their feet, yet the 
floor beneath remains untouched. The figure’s hollow eyes 
hold the weight of the drowned before vanishing back into 
shadow. 
A tide of sadness often rises with the apparition, pressing 
on the chest, drawing sharp breaths as though lungs have 
filled with water. Some patrons flee, while others sit 
paralysed, waiting for the sensation to pass. Only at dawn, 
when the light touches the river and the first birds stir, does 



 

  

the heaviness recede, leaving the air dry and still—until 
night returns. 
The Hop Pole is a place that knows the river’s reach, a reach 
not measured in miles but in memory. And memory, like 
water, always finds its way back. 
  



 

 

The Old White Lion — Hebden Bridge, West 
Yorkshire 

 
Perched high on the edge of the wild Pennine moors, the 
Old White Lion has stood sentinel over Hebden Bridge for 
centuries. Its thick stone walls have withstood the lash of 
storms, the rumble of distant wars, and the long silence of 
winter nights. Locals say the inn itself seems alive, its 
timbers whispering and humming as though the building 
breathes with a stubborn, ancient spirit. 
Travellers often speak of a cloaked rider who materialises 
from the mist, dismounting before the inn to tether a horse 
that cannot be seen. Some claim they hear the restless 
snort of the animal, the scrape of hooves on cobbles, and 
the creak of unseen leather reins, though no horse ever 
appears in the light of day. 
Inside, the inn is no less strange. Guests who stay the night 
report the sound of footsteps dragging slowly across the 
upper floorboards, always followed by a sudden gust of icy 
air, as though someone unseen has brushed past them. The 
air grows heavy with the scent of old smoke and wet earth, 
carrying with it the echo of lives long gone. 
Most unsettling of all are the phantom festivities. More 
than one visitor has paused outside a closed door, listening 
to faint strains of fiddle music, clinking glasses, and bursts 
of laughter drifting through the wood. When the door is 
opened, the room is empty—dust settling on forgotten 
furniture, shadows stretching silently in the corners. It is as 
if some long-lost gathering is still unfolding beyond the veil 
of time, a party that refuses to end. 
The inn’s name suits it well. The White Lion no longer roars 
aloud, but its echoes carry far across the hills, rumbling in 



 

  

the stones, the winds, and the whispers of the haunted 
moor. For those who dare to listen, the lion’s voice is still 
there—soft, persistent, and eternal. 
  



 

 

The Dolphin Hotel — Southampton, Hampshire 

 
Graceful and refined, the Dolphin Hotel has stood at the 
heart of Southampton for centuries, its Georgian façade 
hiding layers of history. Once, it welcomed Jane Austen to 
its candlelit assembly rooms, her keen eyes noting the 
glitter of gowns and the hum of polite society. But beneath 
its elegance lingers something more troubling than the 
echoes of polite conversation. 
Guests speak of doors that open with sudden violence, as 
though unseen hands fling them wide in the middle of 
heated quarrels. They slam shut again with a force that 
rattles the frames, leaving listeners convinced that the 
arguments of long-dead residents are still being waged in 
its hallways. Mirrors, polished to a sheen beneath glittering 
chandeliers, sometimes betray more than one reflection. A 
maid in crisp cap and apron appears only in the glass—her 
lips pressed into a frown, her eyes sharp with disapproval—
before melting into nothingness when onlookers turn to find 
her. 
Even when the corridors stand empty, the air seems 
crowded. Guests crossing the creaking landings feel the 
weight of invisible eyes, their steps quickening as though 
urged along by a presence unwilling to be ignored. Some 
report a heavy stillness settling on their shoulders, as if the 
hotel itself were breathing down their necks. 
By daylight, the Dolphin dazzles with sparkling chandeliers 
and genteel charm. By night, however, its shadows whisper 
of unresolved tempers, unseen servants, and a restless 
spirit that refuses to yield the stage. Southampton may 
boast many fine inns, but few balance so delicately 



 

  

between society’s elegance and the uncanny theatre of the 
unseen. 
  



 

 

The King’s Arms — Dorchester, Dorset 

 
Standing proud upon the high street, the King’s Arms wears 
its Georgian finery with a dignity earned through centuries 
of service. Once a coaching inn of renown, it offered shelter 
to weary travellers, barristers, judges, and, most notably, 
those awaiting their final judgement at the assizes. For 
prisoners bound from the dock to the gallows, this was 
often their last stop—a place where the ale soured on their 
lips and sleep brought no peace. 
Perhaps that is why so many never truly left. 
Even now, guests whisper of heavy boots pacing through 
locked rooms, the sound of unseen warders keeping eternal 
watch. A pale and hollow face has been glimpsed at the 
upper windows, staring down upon Dorchester’s market 
square with eyes that know the weight of the noose. In the 
stillness of the night, a sobbing voice will sometimes rise 
from the shadows, desperate, broken, and always cut 
short—as though silenced by an unseen hand. 
The hauntings are not confined to sound and vision. Beds 
are known to tremble violently, shaking as though chains 
were being dragged beneath them. Patrons wake with the 
sense of icy irons clasped about their ankles, only for the 
chill to vanish in the blink of an eye. For those unlucky 
enough to sleep in the older chambers, dreams twist into 
nightmares of trial, sentence, and the long walk to the 
scaffold. 
Dorchester, vibrant with market life and bustling with 
history, thrives on the living. Yet at the King’s Arms, life and 
death share the same narrow corridors. Here, every knock 
upon the door, every whispered draught, and every echo of 
unseen footsteps reminds visitors that this is no ordinary 



 

  

inn. It is a place where judgement lingers, and where the 
condemned forever tramp their restless march through the 
heart of Georgian splendour. 
  



 

 

The Bull Inn — Totnes, Devon 

 
At the heart of Totnes, the Bull Inn has stood for centuries, 
its oak beams darkened by smoke, laughter, and whispered 
stories of old. The inn has seen kings and commoners pass 
through its doors, rebels plotting in its corners, and weary 
travellers warming themselves by its hearth. But when the 
sun sinks behind the hills and the market square falls quiet, 
the Bull begins to stir with a life of its own. 
Patrons have spoken of a woman in a flowing dark gown 
who drifts across the upstairs rooms, her face pale, her 
presence cold as the stone floors. Some claim she is the 
spirit of a betrayed lover who met her end within the inn’s 
walls; others say she was once a landlady, fiercely 
protective of the place even beyond death. Her footsteps 
are never heard, but those who see her swear that the air 
grows heavier, and their breath curls like smoke in the 
stillness. 
Behind the bar, glasses have been known to inch across 
polished wood, sliding several inches before stopping 
abruptly, as if nudged by unseen hands. A faint smell of 
pipe smoke often lingers in the corners long after the last 
customer has left—rich, sharp, and unmistakable—though 
no one living has lit a pipe there in years. Chairs scrape 
back of their own accord, and doors open gently, as if 
someone invisible is moving about, tending to tasks that 
were never finished. 
By day, the Bull Inn bustles with cheerful voices and 
clinking glasses, a place of warmth and welcome. Yet at 
night, the ancient building seems to draw in silence, holding 
onto secrets and sorrow too stubborn to fade. The hush that 
fills its rooms is not just age or emptiness—it is the heavy 



 

  

pause of unfinished business, echoing through the 
centuries. 
  



 

 

The Templar Hotel — Leeds, West Yorkshire 

 
Named after the fabled warrior-monks of centuries past, 
The Templar Hotel carries with it a weight of history that 
lingers in its oak beams and stone walls. Though now a 
bustling public house, locals whisper that the Knights who 
once roamed these lands still keep watch within. Patrons 
have long reported the startling sight of a man in battered 
armour, his visor lowered, standing motionless in the 
hallway. He shimmers faintly as though caught between 
worlds, his form wavering like heat on stone, before 
dissolving into the shadows. Some say he is a sentinel, 
guarding something hidden deep beneath the cellars. 
The stairwell is a place few linger. Whispers rise there 
without warning—low, guttural tones that no one 
recognises, muttered in a language long dead. Many who 
have heard them describe the sensation of being intruded 
upon, as though a secret council convenes just out of sight. 
The voices always fade into silence, but the unease 
remains, leaving visitors hesitant to take another step. 
In the bar, where laughter and clinking glasses should 
chase away superstition, a chill persists. On even the 
stillest summer nights, a cold draught drifts through the 
room, raising gooseflesh and flickering the candle flames. 
Mirrors, placed innocently on the walls, often reflect what 
they should not: a stranger’s silhouette behind your 
shoulder, a face that does not belong to anyone in the 
room. Some patrons avoid them altogether, muttering that 
“the glass remembers more than it should.” 
Though the Templar serves ale generously and with good 
cheer, not all its customers seem intent on leaving. Bar staff 
often hear footsteps pacing long after closing, the heavy 



 

  

tread of boots that do not belong to the living. At times, 
chairs scrape against the floorboards in the empty bar, as 
though unseen drinkers have settled in for another round. 
The Templar Hotel is more than just a place to drink—it is a 
house of echoes, a crossroads of past and present. And 
some who cross its threshold may find that the knights of 
old, bound by duty or curse, have sworn never to leave its 
watch. 
  



 

 

The Red Lion — Avebury, Wiltshire 

 
Encircled by the mighty standing stones of Avebury, the Red 
Lion is more than just a country inn — it is the beating heart 
of one of the world’s oldest enigmas. To sit within its 
courtyard is to sit inside the bones of history, where ancient 
earthworks breathe with secrets and the air trembles with 
half-remembered chants of the past. 
At the centre lies the well, narrow and fathomless, its 
waters dark as forgotten prayers. It is here, so the stories 
go, that tragedy claimed a life long ago — a young woman 
betrayed and cast into the depths. Some say her spirit never 
found rest, her sorrow sinking into the stones and soaking 
the waters until they could never be free of her grief. 
The pale lady still drifts between bar and courtyard, clad in 
white, her face stricken with a mourning that does not fade. 
She is glimpsed in mirrors and windowpanes, watching, 
waiting. Guests speak of their glasses leaping from tables, 
shattering on the floor as though swatted aside by unseen 
hands. Others swear that icy fingers graze the back of their 
necks when they pass too near the well, or that heavy doors 
slam of their own accord, sealing rooms in sudden, 
breathless silence. 
The walls of the Red Lion seem to breathe with shadows 
that gather thick and low, pressing close around the stone, 
as though the inn itself were holding its secrets tight. Yet 
within, laughter rises, fires crackle, and the warmth of 
company glows — a fragile defiance against the ancient 
rhythm outside. For the Red Lion beats in time with the 
circle that cradles it, and as the stones rise and fall in light 
and shadow, so too do its ghosts — restless, watchful, and 
eternal.  



 

  

The Golden Lion — Rochester, Kent 

 
On the cobbled curve of Rochester’s High Street, the 
Golden Lion stands with a proud timbered façade, its 
windows gleaming with the warmth of an old inn that has 
seen centuries of custom. Yet beneath its oak beams and 
convivial chatter, shadows stir in silence, guarding secrets 
as old as the stones themselves. 
The cellars beneath the inn are said to be more than mere 
storage. Locals whisper they once served as holding cells, 
grim chambers where debtors, thieves, and the accused 
awaited their fate. Visitors claim that when they descend 
the narrow stairs, the air grows unnaturally heavy, as 
though every breath has to be borrowed from the past. Faint 
voices drift through the gloom—low, urgent murmurs that 
sound like men still shackled in iron, protesting a fate long 
sealed. 
It is here, among the dripping walls and hidden recesses, 
that patrons have felt the sudden clutch of icy air curling 
around their ankles, a frost so sharp it steals the breath. 
More than one guest has sworn they heard the scrape of a 
chair pulling back behind them, only to turn and find the 
room empty. 
The most unsettling tales speak of a man in a dark cloak, his 
face obscured, who paces the passageways as though 
keeping watch. Those who have glimpsed him describe a 
tall figure, silent and restless, who fades like smoke the 
moment one dares step closer. Some say he was once a 
gaoler, condemned to forever patrol the spirits he once kept 
caged. Others believe he is a prisoner still searching for 
release. 



 

 

Yet upstairs, the Golden Lion remains a place of laughter, 
clinking glasses, and firelight that dances across centuries-
old beams. Its hearth burns bright, offering warmth to all 
who gather—but even here, in the glow of welcome, there is 
the faintest sense that beneath the floorboards lies another 
world entirely. A world where the walls remember every cry, 
and where the cellars guard stories so chilling that even the 
boldest patrons lower their voices when speaking of them. 
The Golden Lion wears its history with pride, but Rochester 
knows: it is in the depths, not the tavern’s cheerful rooms, 
where its true legacy lingers. 
  



 

  

The Blue Boar — Leicester, Leicestershire 

 
There are inns with history, and then there are inns whose 
very walls breathe it. The Blue Boar of Leicester belongs 
firmly to the latter. Ancient beams lean with the weight of 
centuries, and its cellars hold whispers older than memory. 
Yet it is one story above all that fixes the inn in legend: the 
death of Richard III. 
It was here, so the tale goes, that the doomed king slept on 
the eve of Bosworth Field. His bed once stood in the 
chamber above, and it is said that the chamber still 
remembers him. Betrayal followed him like a shadow, and 
when he rode out, it was not only his crown but his very life 
that slipped away. The inn, forever linked to that fateful 
march, seems to carry the stain of treachery still. 
Guests who stay the night speak in hushed tones of the 
strange oppression that clings to their dreams. Some wake 
with a start, certain of unseen eyes fixed upon them in the 
dark. Others describe a crushing sensation on their chest, 
as though the ghost of the battlefield itself had pressed its 
weight upon them. The air in the upper rooms grows thick 
and cold, and footsteps sound on stair treads that should 
be empty. 
Most unnerving of all are the sightings: a figure in tarnished 
armour drifting near the stairwell, his outline blurred as 
though half-remembered. Some claim the face is regal, 
though indistinct, as if history itself will not allow it to be 
seen too clearly. The apparition lingers for a moment, then 
fades, leaving only the smell of iron and the hollow echo of 
footsteps retreating. 
Downstairs, the haunting takes on a different note. 
Tankards are said to clink together on their own, the ghostly 



 

 

toast of men long gone. Patrons glance about, certain 
someone has raised a glass beside them—only to find 
nothing but empty air. The alehouse seems caught in its 
own silent ritual, toasting the past over and over again. 
The Blue Boar is not merely haunted by one spirit, but by the 
essence of betrayal itself. Its timbers carry the weight of 
broken oaths, its floors echo with the march of a king 
betrayed. Some whisper that Richard III’s restless ghost still 
seeks justice, wandering the halls where trust was lost and 
his fate was sealed. 
Stay a night if you dare. But when you lay your head upon 
the pillow, be prepared for the inn to remember—for The 
Blue Boar does not let its guests forget. 
  



 

  

The Smugglers Inn — Osmington Mills, Dorset 

 
Perched precariously above the wild Dorset coast, the 
Smugglers Inn clings to the cliffs as though bracing itself 
against centuries of wind and wave. The sea crashes just 
beyond its walls, and when storms roll in from the Channel, 
the whole building seems to shudder, timbers groaning like 
the hull of a ship. The locals will tell you this is no ordinary 
inn—it is a place steeped in contraband, secrets, and a 
history too stubborn to stay buried. 
In the 18th and 19th centuries, barrels of brandy, bales of 
silk, and crates of tobacco were spirited through its doors, 
carried up from hidden coves below by lantern light. Today, 
visitors swear the past has not quite loosened its grip. 
Lanterns still swing in the dead of night, glowing faintly as 
though signalling boats to the shore, though no hands can 
be found to set them swaying. In the courtyard, the crunch 
of bootsteps on gravel echoes long after closing time, as 
though unseen men still march their precious cargo inland. 
Inside, the pub is warm and bustling, yet more than one 
guest has seen a figure slouched near the bar: a rough 
seafaring man, dripping saltwater onto the flagstones. His 
coat is torn, his face shadowed beneath a wide-brimmed 
hat. He does not speak. He does not drink. And when 
approached, he fades into the smoke of the fire, leaving 
only the sting of brine and a sharp tang of gunpowder in the 
air. 
Some claim to hear muffled voices rising from the old 
cellars—low, hurried whispers, bargaining over contraband 
long since spent. Others report the creak of ropes and the 
scrape of wooden casks being dragged across stone, 
though the cellars now stand empty. A sudden chill will 



 

 

sometimes sweep through the room, rattling glasses on the 
tables, as if a door has opened to the sea itself. 
The Smugglers remains lively, a favourite haunt of locals 
and travellers alike, yet its ghosts continue their trade 
undisturbed. To sit by the fire with a pint in hand is to share 
the room with Dorset’s darker past—where smugglers 
never quite left, and the echoes of their midnight work are 
carried endlessly on the salt winds of Osmington Mills. 
  



 

  

The Bull’s Head — Chislehurst, Kent 

 
A charming coaching inn by day, The Bull’s Head sits 
proudly on the edge of Chislehurst Common, its beams and 
brickwork polished with centuries of custom. Visitors come 
for hearty food, a warm fire, and a pint drawn from its snug 
bar. Yet beneath the surface lies something older, 
something tied to the very earth it rests upon. For just 
beyond the inn are the Chislehurst Caves—twisting, ancient 
tunnels carved deep into chalk and shadow, once used as 
mines, air-raid shelters, and rumoured sites of druidic rites. 
The inn’s cellars connect to these depths, and it is here that 
the cheer of daylight falters. Barrels rest uneasily against 
stone walls slick with damp, and those who linger too long 
whisper of unseen company. A hooded figure has been 
sighted moving silently through the passageways, its face 
forever hidden. Patrons describe sudden drops in 
temperature, as though an icy breath passes through them, 
their tankards frosting at the rim. At times, faint chanting 
rises from below—ritual words carried on stale air, echoing 
with a rhythm older than the inn itself. 
Staff have sworn to the sound of heavy doors grinding open 
in the dead of night, though the cellars contain none. 
Others report footsteps pacing just out of sight, stopping 
abruptly when confronted. Some claim that the caves 
themselves shift and sigh, as if alive, as if the earth beneath 
the Bull’s Head remembers every secret ever buried there. 
By daylight, the inn is bright and bustling, a place of laughter 
and comfort. But when night falls and the last drinkers drift 
homeward, the Bull’s Head changes. Its walls seem to 
press closer, its shadows stretch longer, and its cellars 
whisper stories best left untold. Those who descend into its 



 

 

depths return pale, hushed, and wary, as though they’ve 
glimpsed not just history—but the restless things that still 
walk within it. 
  



 

  

The Victoria Inn — Penzance, Cornwall 

 
The Victoria Inn has weathered Cornish tempests for over 
three hundred years, its slate roof and granite walls 
standing firm against gales that batter the coast. Yet within 
its time-darkened corridors, it is said the inn has endured 
storms of a different kind—those born not of nature, but of 
tragedy. 
Local legend whispers of a young woman who lingers in the 
upper rooms, her dress unmistakably Victorian, her 
presence as fragile as sea mist. Some say she was the 
daughter of a ship’s captain lost to the waters beyond 
Mount’s Bay; others claim she was abandoned on her 
wedding day, her broken heart tethering her to the inn 
forever. Whatever her tale, her sorrow has become part of 
the very fabric of the building. 
Guests have reported the soft pad of footsteps along 
creaking floors, though no one walks there. At times she 
appears at the foot of the bed, her pale face framed by 
curls, her eyes wide with grief that cannot be voiced. Some 
feel only a chill, while others wake to find her spectral figure 
watching, silent and still, as though pleading to be heard. 
The sea itself seems bound to her sorrow. More than one 
patron has sworn that, late at night, the crash of waves has 
thundered through the bar, rattling glasses and stirring the 
fire though outside the harbour lay calm and still. 
By day, the inn is warm and welcoming, its hearth a comfort 
against the salt-laden winds. But when the lamps are 
dimmed and the tide is high, shadows lengthen across the 
panelling, and the air grows restless. For while The Victoria 
offers refuge from the storms without, the storms that 



 

 

haunt its rooms are of another kind—tempests of memory, 
grief, and unquiet spirits that refuse to be stilled. 
  



 

  

The Royal Oak — Isle of Wight 

 
Perched on the windswept coastline of the Isle of Wight, the 
Royal Oak has stood as a haven for weary travellers, storm-
battered sailors, and smugglers seeking a discreet corner. 
Its beams are dark with age, its walls steeped in salt and 
song. Yet, not all who sought shelter within its rooms ever 
truly left. 
The most frequently reported apparition is that of a spectral 
seaman in a faded naval coat. He lingers near the great 
fireplace, his outline wavering in the flicker of the flames. 
Approach him, and he dissolves into the air as though 
carried off by an unseen tide. Some say his hollow eyes 
reflect lantern light from long-drowned ships; others 
whisper that he searches for comrades lost at sea. 
Inside locked chambers, the sharp tang of tar and hempen 
rope hangs heavy, though no cargo has been stored there 
for centuries. Tankards are knocked from tables by unseen 
hands, rolling across flagstone floors as if claimed by a 
wave. More than one visitor has sworn they felt their sleeve 
tugged by wet, calloused fingers — only to find the room 
empty when they turned. 
The most unsettling accounts are of the music. Guests 
speak of hearing sea-shanties sung in low, mournful tones, 
as though a crew were labouring far below deck. The verses 
drift through corridors, carrying the rhythm of the tide. But 
just as the listener strains to catch the words, the voices 
cease, cut short by a silence as sudden and heavy as water 
filling the lungs. 
Locals say the inn is a bridge between two worlds: rooted in 
the island’s soil, yet claimed by the restless sea. Sailors 
who found no grave but the deep still gather here, their 



 

 

loyalty binding them to the Royal Oak as tightly as rope to 
mast. For while the inn’s hearth burns warm and its ale 
flows freely, its heart belongs to the drowned — and to the 
sea that keeps them. 
  



 

  

The Crown — Poole, Dorset 

 
Perched upon the edge of Poole Harbour, The Crown has 
long been a gathering place for fishermen, sailors, and—if 
old tales are to be believed—more than a few smugglers 
who once slipped through the harbour’s fog with 
contraband tucked beneath their decks. Its timbered walls 
have soaked in centuries of salt air and laughter, yet 
whispers say they also hold onto shadows that never left. 
On quiet nights, when the tide drags across the shore and 
the gulls have fallen silent, strange things stir within its low-
beamed rooms. Patrons have spoken of dripping figures 
materialising by the bar—sailors soaked to the bone—who 
vanish the instant anyone dares approach. Yet no damp 
mark stains the floorboards where they stood. Tankards 
rattle as if disturbed by unseen hands, and the old lanterns 
that hang above sway gently, though the air outside may be 
perfectly still. Some swear it feels as though the pub itself 
rocks, as if borne upon a phantom tide. 
There are darker accounts too: the muffled thump of oars 
dipping into invisible waters, voices speaking in a tongue 
not quite of this world, and sudden gusts of sea-air curling 
through the rooms, sharp and salt-stung, that leave the hair 
on the neck prickling. More than one landlord has claimed 
to wake in the dead of night to the scent of wet rope and tar, 
only to find the bar room empty but for the creak of the old 
sign swinging restlessly outside. 
Though The Crown thrives in daylight—alive with chatter, 
clinking glasses, and the bustle of harbour trade—beneath 
its merriment beats a darker current. For every laugh that 
echoes across its rooms, there is a sigh that belongs not to 
the living, but to those forever claimed by the sea. The 



 

 

Crown is not merely a pub, but a threshold, where land 
meets water, and where the past refuses to wash away. 
  



 

  

The King’s Head — Salisbury, Wiltshire 

 
The King’s Head stands at the heart of Salisbury like a weary 
sentinel of history, its timbered façade and ancient stones 
darkened by centuries of judgement and grief. Once a 
resting place for judges who travelled on circuit, it also 
became the last lodging for prisoners, their final nights 
spent in uneasy silence before facing the gallows. Soldiers 
too, weary from campaigns or marching to uncertain fates, 
passed through its doors, leaving behind their footsteps, 
their laughter, and their lingering dread. 
Yet not all who entered ever truly departed. 
Guests speak of uneasy nights where unseen hands tug at 
the covers and shadows linger too long at the threshold. On 
the creaking staircases, ghostly figures are said to pace 
endlessly, whispering in tones of despair—snatches of lost 
testimony, half-pleas for mercy, and the faint echo of a 
judge’s final words. Doors open and slam with sudden fury, 
as though echoing the anger of a verdict no one wished to 
hear. 
The smell of candle smoke often thickens in the air without 
warning, drifting through corridors long since stripped of 
their tallow-light, as if unseen sentries still keep watch in 
the dark. One figure, however, is most often spoken of: a 
maid in 18th-century dress. She drifts soundlessly from 
room to room, her face pale, her eyes hollow with sorrow, 
carrying her invisible burden as though still in service to 
masters long departed. Some believe she mourns a lost 
love taken by war, others whisper that she died in silence 
after witnessing one too many grim fates within the inn’s 
walls. 



 

 

The King’s Head wears its history proudly, yet beneath the 
oak beams and worn floorboards lies a different 
inheritance—a place where justice, sorrow, and fear 
became entwined. The ale may still be poured, the fire may 
still burn, but the shadows are heavy with the weight of 
countless trials. For here, in this venerable inn, the past has 
not been laid to rest. 
  



 

  

The Feathers Hotel — Ludlow, Shropshire 

 
The Feathers Hotel is one of Ludlow’s proudest landmarks, 
a Jacobean masterpiece with its black-and-white timber 
façade and intricate carvings that gleam in the daylight. To 
tourists, it is a place of elegance, its grand frontage 
resembling something from a fairy-tale. Yet when dusk 
descends and the laughter of the market square fades, the 
building takes on a different air. Its beauty becomes 
uncanny, its shadows heavy with whispers from the past. 
For centuries, travellers, nobles, and townsfolk have 
passed through its doors, leaving behind fragments of 
memory. Some of those fragments, it seems, never 
departed. Guests speak of an unnatural chill that sweeps 
suddenly across the rooms, as though a window has been 
thrown wide in the dead of winter. The air grows heavy, 
pressing on the chest, and a sense of being watched 
tightens around the unwary. Many have woken in the still 
hours to find a figure at the foot of the bed—a man dressed 
in sombre clothing, silent and unblinking, fading into the 
dark as soon as words are spoken. 
The corridors, with their creaking timbers and centuries-old 
beams, often ring with brittle laughter. It is not the laughter 
of merriment, but sharp and mocking, echoing as if from 
unseen throats. Visitors have followed the sound, only to 
find the hallways utterly deserted, the silence that follows 
even more chilling than the noise itself. 
Perhaps the saddest of the hotel’s spectres is the maid, 
often glimpsed on the main staircase. She appears only 
briefly, clutching a bundle of linens, her head bowed in 
sorrow. Local lore tells of a young servant girl who met a 
tragic end within the hotel walls, though her story has 



 

 

become lost in time. Guests who encounter her describe an 
overwhelming sense of grief, as though she carries with her 
the burden of unfinished duties and an untimely fate. 
Even the ornate mirrors that line its rooms seem touched by 
the otherworldly. Visitors have spoken of seeing not only 
their own reflections, but fleeting shadows moving behind 
them—faces that vanish when the glass is looked upon 
directly. It is said the Feathers’ mirrors hold more than 
reflections; they preserve fragments of lives once lived, 
refusing to release their grip on memory. 
By day, The Feathers Hotel sparkles as one of Shropshire’s 
treasures. By night, it becomes a house of echoes, where 
beauty cannot quite mask the sorrow that lingers in its 
timbers. To stay here is to step into history, but also to 
brush against whatever refuses to let go of the past. 
  



 

  

The Coach & Horses — Soho, London 

 
Amid the neon glow and ceaseless chatter of Soho, the 
Coach & Horses stands as both a haven and a stage. By 
day, it hums with the familiar rhythm of laughter, clinking 
glasses, and hurried conversations spilling out into the 
night air. By closing time, however, when the last drinkers 
have staggered into the darkened streets and the staff are 
left to wipe down the bar, a different crowd begins to stir. 
The pub has long been a gathering place not only for the 
living, but also for those who never truly left. After hours, 
voices crackle through the silence like an old wireless 
turned too high. They rise in sudden bursts of argument—
heated, overlapping, urgent—before vanishing mid-
sentence as if someone had abruptly cut the line. The air 
thickens with the scent of stale smoke and sharp gin, 
though no ashtrays are filled and no bottles stand open. 
Glasses have been known to skitter across polished wood, 
as though nudged by unseen hands. A barstool creaks 
under invisible weight, rocking gently until it stands still 
again. Regulars tell of a man in a shabby suit slouched in 
the corner booth, head bowed as though asleep. When 
approached, he dissolves into shadow, leaving only the 
faint rustle of fabric and a sense of sorrow that clings like 
fog. 
Some say the restless spirits belong to former patrons, 
unable to abandon their favourite haunt. Others whisper of 
darker ties—old debts, broken promises, quarrels that 
outlived their makers. Whatever their origin, the spectral 
company at the Coach & Horses seems bound to the place, 
as much a fixture as the brass taps and worn wooden 
floorboards. 



 

 

The pub thrives on life, filled nightly with the city’s chatter 
and song, but once the doors are bolted and the lights dim, 
Soho’s laughter gives way to another kind of gathering—a 
timeless congregation of London’s restless dead, still 
drinking, still arguing, still unwilling to leave their seat at the 
bar. 
  



 

  

The Royal Hotel — Deal, Kent 

 
The Royal Hotel stands proudly on the seafront at Deal, its 
windows gazing endlessly across the Channel. Its walls are 
steeped in salt and story, for here naval captains once 
plotted courses and smugglers whispered plans in the 
flicker of candlelight. Every floorboard seems to carry the 
weight of centuries, every stone etched with secrets the sea 
would not keep. 
Guests tell of a spectral sailor who appears at dusk, always 
framed in the tall sash windows overlooking the waves. His 
figure is gaunt yet resolute, shoulders squared, hands 
clasped firmly behind his back. He never turns, never 
acknowledges those who watch him—only stares outward, 
as if awaiting a signal that never comes. Some say he was 
lost in a great storm, others that he perished in battle, his 
last sight the grey waters he could not cross again. 
Within the hotel, strange sounds ripple through the night. 
Heavy boots march along empty corridors, their tread 
deliberate and echoing, as though an invisible guard is 
forever on patrol. Doors rattle as though from sudden gusts, 
yet no wind stirs. At times, guests are jolted awake by 
thunderous bangs that reverberate like cannon fire—
distant, muffled, and mournful, as if from a battle still 
raging out at sea. 
Cold lingers in peculiar places. It seeps from the 
windowpanes, sharp and salty, cutting through warm fires 
and thick blankets. Visitors describe a sensation of 
standing on a windswept deck rather than a sheltered hotel 
room, the tang of brine in the air, the faint scent of tar and 
rope drifting as if carried by unseen tides. 



 

 

Locals whisper that the Royal does not merely overlook the 
Channel—it listens. And in return, the sea answers with 
echoes of its dead: the lost sailors, the drowned smugglers, 
the captains who never came home. 
At the Royal Hotel, the Channel is never still, and neither 
are its ghosts. 
  



 

  

The Royal Hotel — Deal, Kent 

 
The Royal Hotel stands proudly on the seafront at Deal, its 
windows gazing endlessly across the Channel. Its walls are 
steeped in salt and story, for here naval captains once 
plotted courses and smugglers whispered plans in the 
flicker of candlelight. Every floorboard seems to carry the 
weight of centuries, every stone etched with secrets the sea 
would not keep. 
Guests tell of a spectral sailor who appears at dusk, always 
framed in the tall sash windows overlooking the waves. His 
figure is gaunt yet resolute, shoulders squared, hands 
clasped firmly behind his back. He never turns, never 
acknowledges those who watch him—only stares outward, 
as if awaiting a signal that never comes. Some say he was 
lost in a great storm, others that he perished in battle, his 
last sight the grey waters he could not cross again. 
Within the hotel, strange sounds ripple through the night. 
Heavy boots march along empty corridors, their tread 
deliberate and echoing, as though an invisible guard is 
forever on patrol. Doors rattle as though from sudden gusts, 
yet no wind stirs. At times, guests are jolted awake by 
thunderous bangs that reverberate like cannon fire—
distant, muffled, and mournful, as if from a battle still 
raging out at sea. 
Cold lingers in peculiar places. It seeps from the 
windowpanes, sharp and salty, cutting through warm fires 
and thick blankets. Visitors describe a sensation of 
standing on a windswept deck rather than a sheltered hotel 
room, the tang of brine in the air, the faint scent of tar and 
rope drifting as if carried by unseen tides. 



 

 

Locals whisper that the Royal does not merely overlook the 
Channel—it listens. And in return, the sea answers with 
echoes of its dead: the lost sailors, the drowned smugglers, 
the captains who never came home. 
At the Royal Hotel, the Channel is never still, and neither 
are its ghosts. 
  



 

  

The Saracen’s Head — Southwell, 
Nottinghamshire 

 
The Saracen’s Head is not merely a coaching inn; it is a 
living chronicle of England’s restless history. Founded in the 
12th century, its stout timbers and uneven flagstones have 
borne the weight of kings in exile, highwaymen on the run, 
weary pilgrims, and travellers who never reached their final 
destination. Its name alone conjures the spirit of the 
Crusades, when tales of distant deserts and holy wars 
seeped back into England, heavy with both glory and dread. 
Today, the inn still welcomes visitors with its Tudor façade 
and hearth-warmed rooms, but those who linger past 
midnight often discover that the past has not settled quietly 
within its walls. 
Patrons speak of a cloaked figure drifting silently along the 
corridors, a tall shadow whose face is hidden beneath the 
deep fall of his hood. He glides rather than walks, never 
speaking, never pausing—only watching. Guests who catch 
a glimpse report a sudden tightening in the chest, as if 
centuries of unspoken secrets were pressing in upon them. 
Others have woken in the small hours to find the candlelight 
bending strangely, shadows stretching unnaturally across 
the floor, elongating until they seem to reach for the bed. 
The shadows move even when the flame is still. 
Doors open of their own accord, hinges creaking as though 
nudged by invisible hands. Sometimes a door slams shut 
with enough force to rattle the windowpanes, though no 
draught can be found. And then there is the sound that 
unsettles even the bravest: a low, rhythmic chanting that 
rises from nowhere and everywhere at once. The words 



 

 

cannot be made out, but the tone is unmistakably 
ritualistic—monkish, perhaps, or something older still. 
One story tells of a traveller who, upon hearing the 
chanting, descended the stairwell and found the great hall 
bathed in a dull, cold glow. In the centre, he swore he saw a 
hooded figure kneeling, head bowed as though in worship. 
When he reached out, the figure dissolved into nothing, 
leaving only the smell of damp stone and candle wax. 
Locals whisper that the Saracen’s Head carries with it the 
weight of oaths broken and debts unpaid, its walls reluctant 
to release the memories they guard. Whether the spectral 
cloaked man is a penitent monk, a forgotten knight, or one 
of the condemned highwaymen once chained in its cellars, 
no one can say. 
But the inn endures, as it always has—its beams groaning 
with age, its corridors echoing with footsteps that belong 
neither to the staff nor the guests. The Saracen’s Head is 
more than a place of rest: it is a vessel of centuries, where 
history breathes in the dark, and the lives it has witnessed 
refuse to slip quietly into the past. 
  



 

  

The Fountain Inn — Birmingham, West Midlands 

 
The Fountain Inn once stood as one of Birmingham’s most 
lively coaching stops, its yard echoing with the constant 
churn of wheels and the call of coachmen. Merchants, 
travellers, and weary souls passed through its doors, 
finding warmth by the fire and hearty ale before continuing 
their journeys across the Midlands. Though centuries have 
slipped by and the age of the stagecoach has long ended, 
the Fountain is said to remain as busy as ever—though now, 
it entertains guests who never quite left. 
On quiet nights, when the wind curls through the courtyard, 
the sound of wheels rattling on cobblestones can be heard. 
A phantom coach rumbles in, the sharp crack of a whip 
ringing out across the dark, though no vehicle can be seen. 
Horses snort and stamp, their hooves clattering against 
invisible harnesses, before fading back into silence. 
Patrons within the bar often report the same chilling 
sequence: the heavy tread of boots across the flagstones, 
the door swinging open as though welcoming a new arrival, 
and the scrape of chairs pulled roughly across the floor—as 
if unseen travellers are gathering for supper. 
The living who drink at the Fountain may laugh, sing, and 
toast to their health, yet some swear the atmosphere shifts 
in an instant. A draught chills the room, mugs tremble upon 
the tables, and voices carry just beyond hearing—snatches 
of conversations long since silenced by time. The inn 
remains a cheerful place, welcoming to all who pass 
through its doors, but there lingers an unspoken belief: its 
busiest hours may belong not to the present, but to the 
restless dead, forever arriving at a coaching stop that will 
never close. 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

The White Lion — Liverpool, Merseyside 

 
Liverpool’s docks once throbbed with the rhythm of the sea 
— the cries of stevedores, the clatter of crates, and the 
weary footsteps of sailors who had travelled from every 
corner of the world. The White Lion stood waiting for them, 
a beacon of warmth, ale, and brief respite. It is said that the 
pub soaked up their stories, their songs, and their sorrows, 
and in doing so, it became a place the dead find just as 
welcoming as the living. 
Many who drink there today speak of the figure in naval garb 
who leans casually at the bar. His cap is pulled low, his 
shoulders broad, but his features blur as if they are painted 
in water and about to run. When addressed, he vanishes 
into nothing but a faint smell of salt air and tar. Regulars 
joke that he is waiting for one last pint to steady him before 
his next voyage — a voyage he can never take. 
Others have felt a sudden clap on the shoulder, firm and 
friendly, as though from an old shipmate greeting them after 
months at sea. Turning around, they find only empty space, 
though more than one patron swears they have caught, in 
the corner of their eye, a hand withdrawing into the air. 
Perhaps most unsettling of all is the laughter. It rises 
without warning, sudden and coarse, rolling like a drunken 
chuckle from a darkened corner. It cuts off as abruptly as it 



 

  

begins, leaving the pub heavy with silence. Some claim it 
belongs to sailors celebrating long-forgotten victories. 
Others whisper that it is the sound of men laughing their 
way into madness, their lives cut short at sea, forever 
echoing within the walls that once embraced their revelry. 
The White Lion has poured ale for generations, and it still 
does. But its most loyal drinkers, it seems, are those who 
have not yet finished their stories. They linger in the glow of 
lantern light, in the rattle of tankards, and in the quiet 
between songs. For them, the night is never truly over, and 
the sea never truly lets go. 
  



 

 

Ye Olde Cheshire Cheese — Fleet Street, London 

 
Down a narrow alley that remembers ink, intrigue, and the 
shuffle of hurried printers’ boys, the Cheese squats behind 
its soot-black bricks like a cat that’s seen everything. Its 
windows glimmer faintly, as though the light within has 
been strained through centuries of smoke. The air is thick 
with whispers: some remembered, some still lingering. 
The cellars run deeper than gossip, carved into the bones of 
London itself. Their walls sweat with damp secrets; their 
ceilings stoop as if eavesdropping on confessions never 
meant for daylight. Ink-stained poets once drank here, 
raising tankards heavy with stout and rhetoric. The echoes 
of their laughter curl like pipe smoke around the low beams, 
never quite dispersing. 
After closing, when the last patron staggers away and the 
doors are bolted, the true clientele gathers. A quill 
scratches steadily across parchment with no visible hand. 
Tankards fog from the inside, leaving rings of damp on 
tables long polished by elbows now long gone. The smell of 
hot tallow and printer’s ink blooms in the silence, heavy as 
a deadline missed. 
In the far corner, beneath a portrait darkened by time, a 
gentleman in an old frock coat takes his accustomed seat. 
His eyes are shadowed, his lips unmoving. He lifts nothing 
to his mouth, nods to no one in particular, and yet the room 
seems to tilt respectfully towards him. The fire mutters like 
an old editor disputing a line. The stair complains with the 
weight of footsteps no longer there. 
Above, along the blackened beams, a raven-sized shadow 
hops once, twice, then vanishes as if swallowed by the 



 

  

smoke. Those who linger too long swear the bird leaves a 
single feather — black as newsprint, smudged with ink. 
The Cheese serves stout, pies, and the aftertaste of 
centuries. Each sip carries more than malt: the tang of old 
deadlines, the bitterness of unsent letters, the warmth of 
toasts to absent friends. And in the hush before dawn, the 
pub seems to breathe — not with the lungs of the living, but 
with the sighs of Fleet Street’s restless dead. 
  



 

 

The Crown Liquor Saloon — Belfast, County 
Antrim (Northern Ireland) 

 
A jewel box of glass and tile, the Crown is less a pub than a 
cathedral of drink and whispered histories. Its mosaics 
glow like stained glass, its polished brass fittings catching 
candlelight as though the building itself were alive with 
secret fires. Step inside and you step into a world preserved 
in amber, where every wall panel and etched mirror seems 
to guard its own memory. 
The famed snugs—little wooden chambers with etched 
glass doors—close like confessional boxes. In them, 
politicians bargained, lovers betrayed, rebels plotted, and 
priests prayed over tumblers of amber spirit. Their 
acoustics rejoice in secrecy: the softest whisper carries, yet 
outside no word escapes. 
But in the Crown, the past is never truly past. The mirrors, 
ornately framed, are said to ripple a fraction late, returning 
your reflection not as you are now but as someone who 
once stood in your place. Some swear their glass doubles 
grin when they do not, or lift a glass though no hand is 
raised. 
A woman in high Victorian dress is often glimpsed moving 
between the booths, her shadow long even when the lamps 
are steady. Her perfume, lilac and musk, arrives first, 
curling through the air before she drifts into sight. She nods 
politely to patrons and then vanishes at the door that will 
not open. 
The lamps flare as though a phantom breeze passes with 
opinion, though the air is still. From the tiled floor, as 
intricate as a chessboard of coloured stone, rises the faint 
hiss of gas that hasn’t flowed in decades. It is always 



 

  

followed by laughter—bright, lilting, and not belonging to 
the living. 
Order your whiskey, and mind where you sit. If the stool 
beside you creaks though no one settles there, raise your 
glass. Company has arrived. For the Crown Liquor Saloon 
shines in both worlds: a toast to the living, and a beacon to 
the dead. 
  



 

 

The Highwayman Inn — Shepton Mallet, 
Somerset 

 
Pressed against the ancient line of the Fosse Way, the 
Highwayman Inn keeps one hand on the road and the other 
on its purse. This was once a place where travellers rested 
their weary bones, but also where shadows bargained for 
more than ale. It is said the old beams have soaked up 
whispers of deals struck with pistols’ manners, the kind 
that ended in blood rather than handshakes. Some bargains 
were kept, others soured, leaving stains on the flagstones 
no scrubbing could lift. 
Step too close to the threshold and you may hear the tap of 
a boot heel — twice, sharp, insistent — before silence 
swallows it whole. The locals say it belongs to a rider who 
never reached his chamber, cut down on the road before he 
could count his takings. His ghost returns to the doorway 
each night, as if still weighing whether to cross into warmth 
or gallop back into the dark. 
Inside, the inn wears its centuries like a cloak: panelled 
walls that creak with secrets, low ceilings that seem to sag 
with the weight of unspent stories. Lean long enough in the 
bar and you might glimpse a masked figure in the corner of 
your eye — the slouch of a wide hat, the curl of a grin, the 
gleam of steel. Look again, and it has folded neatly into the 
panelling, dispersing like smoke in a draught. 
Upstairs, doors are known to slam without cause. Some 
claim it is the wind. Others say it is the impatience of 
creditors long dead, banging with fists that demand debts 
no coin can now repay. Guests have reported cold gusts 
brushing their necks, as though unseen riders hurry past in 
search of hidden passageways. 



 

  

And always, always, there is the horse. In the stillness of 
night, above the murmur of traffic on the modern road, 
comes the stamp of a hoof, the restless snort of an animal 
that should not be there. It echoes through the yard, iron 
against stone, as if the phantom mount is tethered just 
outside, waiting for its master to return. 
The Highwayman laughs easily in the daylight — a cheerful 
inn, full of chatter, clink of glasses, and Somerset 
hospitality. But in the small hours, its laughter hitches, like 
a voice catching on a memory. The walls tighten, the floors 
breathe, and somewhere unseen, the night counts coin into 
an invisible hand. 
  



 

 

The Devil’s Stone Inn — Shebbear, Devon 

 
In the heart of Shebbear, where fields roll into moorland 
and hedgerows knot themselves into ancient green walls, 
there stands a stone unlike any other. The Devil’s Stone, 
they call it—dark, unyielding, older than any church tower 
or farmhouse beam. Each year, on the fifth of November, 
the villagers gather to perform a ritual as old as memory 
itself: they turn the stone. Not for show, not for pageantry, 
but because they must. 
Across the narrow lane, facing the stone like a sentinel, 
rests the Devil’s Stone Inn. Its timbers are warped with age, 
its roof sagging slightly as if under some invisible burden. 
The locals say the inn listens when the stone stirs. They say 
its walls can feel. 
Inside, the fire never burns as brightly in the weeks before 
the turning. Shadows thicken in the corners, not just dark 
but dense, with a presence that makes drinkers huddle 
closer to the hearth. Glasses rattle in their racks with no 
hand upon them, as if some deep vibration hums beneath 
the oak floorboards. Every so often, a hollow thud echoes 
from the cellar. Too deliberate for pipes. Too heavy for rats. 
Those who linger late swear they’ve seen it: a figure slick 
with shadow, as though carved from tar and smoke. It drifts 
across the bar with uncanny poise, pauses with the 
stillness of a predator, then tilts its head in a gesture both 
courteous and cruel. The malice in that tilt is sharper than 
any blade, though no word passes its lips. And then—it is 
gone. Vanished, save for the taste of ash in the beer and the 
faint scrape of unseen claws beneath the boards. 
The inn itself seems to breathe when the great stone is 
turned. Some say it sighs in relief, as though freed from a 



 

  

pressure it dares not name. Others claim it sighs in 
disappointment, mourning the ritual that keeps its hidden 
lodger chained. Either way, the beer that night is always 
sharper, brighter, touched with something like laughter—
though whether it is the laughter of the living, or of 
something long banished, no one can say. 
So the ritual continues. Year after year, the villagers strain 
their backs and heave against the Devil’s Stone, lest it sink 
too deeply into the earth. And the inn, with its groaning 
timbers and restless cellar, keeps watch. It knows better 
than to doubt. 
  



 

 

Warren House Inn — Dartmoor, Devon 

 
Lonely as weather, the Warren House keeps its fire and its 
stories burning on a moor that eats roads. Built of granite 
and bound by wind, it squats against the tors as though 
braced for eternity. The chimney smokes even when no 
hand stirs the embers; some say the fire has never gone 
out, tended by the dead as much as the living. 
Candles gutter to the tune of the wind’s long vowels, each 
flame bowing low as if listening. Shadows knot in the 
corners, stretching and shrinking with every howl that 
squeezes through the shutters. 
Boots caked with peat stamp by the hearth when no 
traveller enters. The sound is wet, patient, and oddly polite, 
as if someone invisible is warming themselves before 
moving on again. Chairs creak, though no weight bends 
them. A tankard rings faintly on the table where no hand has 
set it down. 
In the window, a pale face mirrors the fog, watching the 
track across the moor. Night after night, it waits for a 
companion who never crests the tors. Some claim it is a 
miner lost in the earth, others a peddler swallowed by the 
bog, or a wife frozen on her way home with bread beneath 
her shawl. Whoever it is, the mist clings to the glass in the 
shape of their longing. 
Coins slide an inch along the bar, slow as drift, turning with 
a scrape that no living purse explains. Sometimes they 
vanish altogether, as though the dead still pay their way. 
Dartmoor takes and takes. The Warren House gives back 
what it can: a seat, a flame, and the close breath of those 
who didn’t make it home. To rest here is to share company 
with silence and smoke. And when the door swings open—



 

  

whether by storm or spirit—it is best to nod a greeting, for 
no one wishes to drink alone on the high moor. 
  



 

 

Olde King’s Head — Chester, Cheshire 

 
Tudor beams knit themselves across the ceilings like ribs of 
an ancient creature, their joints creaking with the weight of 
centuries. The passages narrow and bend as though 
reluctant to be left alone, curling around corners where 
shadows wait like old companions. The King’s Head minds 
its crooked angles the way an old soldier minds scars—
proud, weary, and unwilling to forget. 
The air is thick with oak smoke and ale, but it carries 
something colder too, something that has learned to sit 
quietly among the living. Patrons have sworn they feel a 
hand brush their sleeve when no one stands near, or hear 
the soft shuffle of feet descending stairs that hold no figure. 
A woman in russet glides along the upper landing, her skirts 
whispering like parchment turning in an unseen hand. She 
pauses, head bowed, as if listening for a voice that never 
answers. Some say she is the shade of a wife waiting for her 
husband to return from the wars; others whisper that she 
has waited so long she has forgotten who she was. 
Above, in the attic, a child’s tread patters across the 
boards—light, playful, then suddenly still—halting above a 
bed that no longer stands there. Visitors lying awake in the 
small hours have reported the soft weight of something 
sitting at their feet, as if eager for a story or comfort, but 
when the lamp is lit, the bed is empty. 
The mirrors cloud and clear on their own accord, fogging 
over as though trying to recall a face. Sometimes they 
return a reflection slightly out of step with the present, 
tilting a smile a moment too late or showing a figure who is 
not there when you turn around. 



 

  

The city walls of Chester hold in the past as if in a stone 
bowl, but the Olde King’s Head decants it measure by 
measure. Each drink, each laugh, each song layered atop 
centuries of voices still lingering in the rafters. To sit here is 
to share company with all who have come before, and not 
all of them have gone on. 
So raise your glass, but keep your manners close. In the 
King’s Head, it pays to be polite to whatever shares your 
table. 
  



 

 

The Golden Cross — Coventry, West Midlands 

 
Timbers blackened with age hold the weight of centuries, 
and carved angels cling to the beams, their wooden eyes 
still wide with laughter. They have seen merchants strike 
deals over ale, soldiers sing away their fears, lovers whisper 
promises, and poets scratch lines on the back of tavern 
bills. Through fire and famine, plague and celebration, the 
angels have remained, quiet witnesses to the endless 
theatre of human life. 
When the bombs came, shrieking and tearing the night 
apart, the Golden Cross did not yield. Walls shook, glass 
shattered, and the city’s heart broke, but the Cross 
endured. It learned resilience the hard way — in dust, in 
flame, in the silence of what was lost around it. Some swear 
the carved angels bowed their heads in sorrow during those 
nights, though by morning their smiles were set again. 
Today, a faint sound threads the narrow stairwell: not quite 
a hymn, not quite a hum, something in between. Regulars 
dismiss it as draught or imagination, but those who linger 
know better. It is not the building groaning, nor the engines 
of modern Coventry outside. It is persistence itself, woven 
into the air. 
Now and then, in the quiet between conversations, a figure 
appears at the corner of an eye. A man in a soot-dusted 
cap, sleeves rolled to the elbow, wipes down a table no 
longer there. His gestures are efficient, his nod to unseen 
patrons polite, as though orders still echo across centuries. 
The scent of beer and smoke clings to him, but when you 
look directly — he is gone. 



 

  

Downstairs, tankards sometimes strike together with a 
perfect, ringing chord. Not clumsy, not accidental, but 
tuned, as if an invisible hand insists that joy must continue. 
Coventry has rebuilt itself from ashes more than once. 
Streets reshaped, towers raised anew, scars carried in 
stone and spirit. But the Golden Cross never quite paused. 
Its laughter, its music, and its ghosts carried on, keeping a 
rhythm older than bombs, older than war, older than 
despair. 
And so, those who step inside find more than a pub. They 
find five hundred years of endurance and echo, a place 
where angels, men, and memories still drink together, 
unbroken. 
  



 

 

The Old Thatch Tavern — Stratford-upon-Avon, 
Warwickshire 

 
The Old Thatch squats at the corner like a memory too 
stubborn to leave, its straw roof bowed and frayed as 
though weighed down by centuries of rain. The beams 
inside are so low you half expect the ceiling itself to lean 
down and whisper lines of forgotten plays into your ear. The 
yard smells of hops, damp wood, and the sharp tang of 
summer storms—an aroma that clings like stage powder 
after the curtain falls. 
At first glance, the tavern seems built for laughter. Its 
crooked timbers and crooked mugs make the place feel like 
the backdrop for some rustic comedy—clinking glasses, 
slurred toasts, and the occasional tumble off a stool. But 
the Old Thatch does not deal only in merriment. It keeps 
tragedies in its rafters, pressed between the wattle and 
daub like pages of a script no one dares to perform. 
Visitors speak of a shadow dressed in Elizabethan finery 
that drifts across the window at twilight. He does not bow, 
nor speak, but lingers like an actor waiting for a cue already 
missed by centuries. In the snug, cards have been seen to 
turn themselves upon the table, as though unseen 
gamblers still wager for eternity, their debts unpayable. A 
woman appears in plain linen by the hearth, fingers working 
a knot with desperate urgency—a knot that will never hold. 
Before words can be spoken, she dissolves into the smoke 
of the fire, leaving behind nothing but the tightness in your 
throat, the ache of a line forgotten. 
The Avon flows nearby, whispering through reeds like a 
chorus murmuring stage directions. Patrons leaving after 
closing hear it carry voices they cannot name—fragments of 



 

  

verse, half-rhymes, broken soliloquies scattered on the 
water. And inside, amid the creak of boards and the settling 
sighs of timber, the stage directions seem to write 
themselves: Enter ghost, stage left. Exit laughter, pursued 
by silence. 
Here, in this ancient tavern, comedies are poured with the 
ale, but the tragedies linger long after the glass is drained. 
  



 

 

The Old Nags Head — Edale, Derbyshire 

 
At the very start of the Pennine Way, where boots crunch 
against stone and hope often outpaces strength, sits a low-
roofed inn with black beams and walls that have heard too 
much. The Old Nags Head has seen countless walkers 
come and go, some limping, some laughing, others simply 
too weary to continue. They say the place blesses blistered 
feet and receives stories traded in sweat and ale. Yet a few 
of those tales, it is whispered, were never finished—cut 
short not by weariness, but by something colder. 
Inside, the air smells of smoke and stone, though the fire 
never seems to burn quite bright enough. The stairs, steep 
and narrow, groan as though carrying more than the tread of 
the living. More than one guest has spoken of climbing 
toward their room, only to find the top step opens onto no 
landing at all—just a blank wall, damp with shadow. Turn 
away, blink, and the corridor is suddenly as it should be. 
The bar keeps its own watch. A damp-shouldered fellow in a 
sagging tweed coat is often seen leaning a sodden map 
across the polished wood, mumbling about routes, peaks, 
and paths. Before he can order, he collapses forward into 
the grain of the counter with a sound like rain. Locals don’t 
look up. They know no mark is left behind, only a puddle of 
unease that dries as quickly as spilled beer. 
Upstairs, the bedroom doors sometimes sigh open in the 
night, not with the draught but as though curious—checking 
who has returned, and who has not. Some walkers whisper 
of hearing boots trudge the hallway outside their rooms, 
heavy and purposeful, though the footsteps never pass by 
twice. 



 

  

And always, the hills press close at dusk. Clouds gather, 
folding the valley into an ink-dark hollow where wind carries 
voices that do not belong to shepherds or hikers. It is then 
the pub glows like a lantern against the encroaching wild, 
its windows hazed with yellow light. But when the latch lifts, 
the warmth within is not promised to be human. For the Old 
Nags Head opens at night, and not only to the living. 
  



 

 

The Clachan Inn — Drymen, Stirlingshire, 
Scotland 

 
Its licence is older than the United States, its peat fire older 
in spirit than any ledger or crown. The Clachan Inn has 
poured drams and welcomed strangers since the sixteenth 
century, and the walls have listened longer than most 
families have walked this earth. Stone by stone, timber by 
timber, the inn remembers. 
Step inside, and the air greets you with the sharp kiss of 
whisky, the earth-rich breath of heather, and the faint trace 
of woodsmoke that never quite leaves. Chairs and stools 
shift when no one passes. A kilt pleat stirs at the edge of 
your vision, the tartan always one glance away from clarity. 
More than one visitor has sworn they saw a Highlander 
standing proud in the corner, only to turn their head and 
find nothing but shadows and the crackle of the hearth. 
Locals whisper that the bar itself keeps tally of favours 
owed and grudges held. Order a drink and you may hear the 
low chuckle of someone approving—or perhaps 
disapproving—of your choice. It is hard to tell the 
difference. Some guests have sworn the chuckle followed 
them out into the night, echoing across the cobbled square 
of Drymen until it dissolved into silence. 
Bootsteps sound against the floorboards, heavy with mud 
and time, only for the doorway to remain empty. The stool 
by the fire scrapes back as if to make room for a latecomer, 
though no boots appear to rest beside it. Raise a glass, and 
you may find your gesture returned: the faint clink of 
invisible crystal, the toast of calloused hands long gone to 
the earth. 



 

  

Yet there is no malice here. The Clachan’s spirits are as 
much hosts as they are haunts. They guard the inn’s 
reputation for warmth, loyalty, and strong drink. They do not 
frighten so much as remind you that this house has stood 
for centuries, and that your presence is but one passing 
chapter in its long tale. 
So sit, and sip. Listen to the silence between the fiddle 
tunes, the stillness behind the laughter. The Clachan Inn 
has seen rebels and poets, clansmen and soldiers, farmers 
and travellers—and it remembers them all. One day it will 
remember you, too. 
Raise a glass. It will always be raised back. 
  



 

 

The White Hart Royal — Moreton-in-Marsh, 
Gloucestershire 

 
The coaching-yard quiets to a painted moon, cobbles 
softened in silver light. 
Inside, the Hart smooths its waistcoat and rehearses 
names it once spoke aloud — monarchs, messengers, 
travellers who carried secrets heavier than their trunks. 
Royalty stayed here. So did regret. 
A courier in spurs still strides through the hall, but the echo 
falls into silence, his horse long gone from the yard that 
remembers only hoofbeats. A letter folds and creases itself 
upon the mantel, as though restless with its burden, then 
lies still, condemned to remain unread for centuries more. 
In the hush of midnight, footsteps cross your room and 
pause by the window. They take nothing with them, save the 
warmth from your pillow. Curtains breathe without breeze, 
and the latch stirs without hand. 
The Hart has made a virtue of courtesy, keeping its polish 
bright, its silver gleaming. Its ghosts observe the same: no 
rudeness, no clamour — only an impeccable presence, 
faintly bowing, faintly watching. The kind of company that 
lingers politely until dawn, and never truly leaves. 
  



 

  

The White Hart Royal — Moreton-in-Marsh, 
Gloucestershire 

 
The coaching-yard is hushed beneath a painted moon, 
cobbles silvered with a light too soft to disturb the silence. 
The White Hart adjusts its waistcoat, smoothing invisible 
creases, and rehearses the names of those who passed 
beneath its lintel: kings, couriers, lovers, and the lost. 
Royalty stayed here once, but so did regret, and the inn 
remembers both with equal clarity. 
A courier in spurs strides through the entrance hall, his 
boots ringing smartly across oak boards polished by 
centuries of travellers. Yet no horse waits for him in the 
yard, and his dispatch will never reach its mark. Still he 
passes, again and again, a shadow outpacing time. 
On the mantelpiece of the old lounge, a letter folds itself, 
creases deepening as though under unseen fingers. It sighs 
into stillness once more, unread, unsent, unresolved. The 
fireplace stirs with a phantom draught, as if exhaling words 
that never found a voice. 
Upstairs, in the guest chambers, footsteps press across the 
floor. They pause at your bedside, soft as a bow drawn 
across strings. Nothing is taken, save for the warmth, lifted 
gently like breath from a candle flame. 
Yet there is no malice in the Hart’s long memory. Its 
courtesy gleams as brightly as brass polished each 
morning; its welcome endures, flawless, unfaltering. The 
inn’s ghosts observe the same, bowing with impeccable 
manners, fading only when the hour demands. 
For in this house, history lingers not as ruin, but as ritual. To 
stay the night is to share a chamber with all who came 



 

 

before — and to wake with the weight of their silence 
stitched into the sheets. 
  



 

  

The Old Inn — St Breward, Cornwall 
Granite walls, thick as memory, hold their ground against 
the moor’s endless winds. A roof of thatch leans low and 
stubborn, as though bracing itself for the next century of 
storms. Halfway up the moor, where paths vanish into mist, 
The Old Inn waits with a hearth that has outlasted 
smugglers, miners, and wanderers alike. 
Here, smugglers once warmed their bones by the fire, their 
laughter hidden behind tankards, their whispers salted with 
secrets of the sea. Miners stumbled in with blackened 
hands, leaving ghostly fingerprints on mugs and benches, 
the trace of a life worked deep underground. The stories of 
both linger, stubborn as soot in the chimney. 
Lantern-light swings across the ceiling with the roll of a 
ship, though outside the night is still. The shadows know 
how to sail, rocking back and forth on currents only they 
can feel. A dog’s nails tick across the flagstones, the sound 
sharp and sudden, until it stops at your chair. The dog looks 
up, eyes steady, waiting for a hand that has not touched its 
head in many winters. 
The air itself feels divided—salt from the far-off sea tangling 
with tin-dust from the mines. They argue in silence like 
quarrelling cousins, both insisting this inn is theirs to claim. 
You breathe them in and belong to both. 
Every corner of The Old Inn carries a route back into time: a 
knot in the wood, a name carved into a beam, a chair that 
tilts just so because someone leaned on it too often. These 
are maps not drawn on paper but in gestures, echoes, and 
remembered warmth. 
The Old Inn is more than stone and ale; it is a compass of 
belonging. Once you step inside, some part of you never 
leaves. Some routes on its map never end—only circle, like 
lantern-light, back to where the fire waits. 



 

 

  



 

  

The Royal Hop Pole — Tewkesbury, 
Gloucestershire 

 
The Royal Hop Pole wears its Tudor frontage like a proud old 
smile—timbered, crooked, and inked into history. Step 
through its door and you follow not only your own shadow, 
but those of centuries past. Dickens himself signed the 
guestbook here, his name looping among merchants, 
travellers, and soldiers who once paused for ale or rest 
before the Severn swelled its banks. 
For the river is always near, nosing into the town like a 
curious beast. It brings trade, gossip, and life—but also 
floods that seep beneath the Hop Pole’s foundations and, 
some say, into its very soul. The waters recede, but the 
echoes remain. 
On the stair, a woman in damp skirts lingers. She wrings her 
hands, though no water falls; she wrings her sorrow too, 
though no one asks why. In the gallery above, lace cuffs 
drift silently along the balustrade, a rustle with no body to 
wear them. At midnight, bells that have long since been 
taken down toll once—soft, deliberate, and heard only by 
those who remember what was lost. 
The living go about their business. They order pies, clatter 
cutlery, raise glasses to good company. Yet even as 
laughter bubbles, the walls breathe back whispers of other 
banquets, other guests, other endings. The Hop Pole is 
generous with its portions—of food, of warmth, and of 
memory. Here, a meal may fill your belly, but it is the 
echoes that linger longest. 
  



 

 

The Ship Inn — Porthleven, Cornwall 

 
The harbour at Porthleven is a fist of stone clenching the 
sea, knuckles white with centuries of storms. Boats huddle 
tight against the wall, their masts like matchsticks braced 
against the wind. At the centre of this restless cradle leans 
The Ship Inn, weathered and stout, as if it grew from the 
granite itself. Its beams smell of salt and smoke, its timbers 
groan when the tide presses too hard. 
Locals say the inn is never still. Even on calm days it tilts a 
shade seaward, as though the whole house is eager to tack 
out into the bay. Glasses slide, tables creak, and 
newcomers swear the floor shifts under their boots. But the 
regulars know better. The Ship is listening, leaning closer to 
catch whatever tales the ocean cares to tell. 
In the upstairs window, many have seen him: a captain 
outlined in lamplight, hands clasped neatly behind his 
back, gazing forever towards the waves. He does not move. 
He does not turn. Yet his presence is felt most sharply when 
the storm lanterns are lit and the spray lashes high over the 
quay. They say his back no longer aches, though once it 
did—under years of labour, ropes biting his palms, salt 
cutting his skin. He is bone of the harbour, and though the 
grave has claimed his name, the Ship still counts him 
among its patrons. 
Nights grow heavy here. The air tastes of brine, hops, and 
something older than thirst. A man may drink three pints 
and still feel hollow, as if what he truly longs for cannot be 
poured. And when the tide swells black, and the walls 
themselves thrum with the ocean’s growl, the Ship counts 
heads. Quietly, carefully, as though tallying a crew. The 
barkeep swears the number shifts: sometimes one face too 



 

  

many, sometimes one face too few. More than once a 
fisherman has gone home shaken, convinced he glimpsed 
his own likeness sitting silent at a corner table. 
The waves comb the shingle outside for names, and the 
names find their way back inside on the lips of strangers. 
Shipwrecks. Lost boys. A woman taken by the tide on a 
night without stars. Their stories gather like froth in the 
corners of the bar. 
And when the harbour bells toll in a storm, the Ship Inn tilts 
a little further towards the sea, as if answering a call. 
  



 

 

The Marlborough Head — Marble Arch, London 

 
A short walk from the site of Tyburn’s infamous gallows 
tree, where countless lives ended before a jeering crowd, 
the Marlborough Head has never quite shaken the noose 
from its rafters. Once a tavern that welcomed the curious, 
the ghoulish, and the condemned, it still carries the heavy 
breath of history in its walls. 
Inside, time folds oddly. Shadows stretch longer than they 
should, reaching across tables where no drinker sits. The 
corner by the staircase is worst of all: here, a hooded figure 
has been glimpsed countless times, lingering in silence, as 
though waiting for the signal of the hangman’s hand. 
Patrons swear the air itself tightens in his presence, a 
sudden constriction of breath, as if a rope has remembered 
the weight it once bore. 
Laughter often bursts from nowhere, loud and coarse, the 
kind of laughter that rises from a drunken crowd eager for a 
spectacle. Yet the sound never lasts. It stops as suddenly 
and sharply as a trapdoor falling open, leaving the listener 
with their heart thumping and the bitter taste of dread 
clinging to their throat. 
Even the candles seem unsettled. Flames bend and lean, 
stretching toward unseen movements, as though straining 
to watch what the living cannot. Shadows play across the 
ceiling in shapes that resemble dangling feet. Glasses have 
been known to crack in hands without warning. The 
floorboards creak to steps that never arrive. 
This house knows last rites as well as first rounds. Ale and 
whisky have been raised to courage, to despair, to release, 
and to survival. The Marlborough Head has poured all of 
them into the same glass, never caring which was which. 



 

  

Those who drink here tonight are never alone; history insists 
on keeping company. 
So if you stop by, order something strong. Sit where the 
shadow falls longest. And if you hear the echo of laughter or 
the scrape of a rope over a beam, do not turn too quickly. 
Some corners are best left to the past—yet here, the past is 
always thirsty. 
  



 

 

The Jamaica Inn — Launceston, Cornwall 

 
High upon Bodmin Moor, where the winds shriek like 
restless souls and the heather lies flattened beneath 
invisible tides, stands the Jamaica Inn. Built of granite as 
dark as stormwater, it hunches against the weather, its 
chimneys leaning like watchmen on guard. Travellers who 
glimpse it from the road say it seems less built than grown 
from the moor itself — a fortress of shadow, brooding over 
centuries of whispered sins. 
In the eighteenth century, smugglers guided their 
packhorses here under moonless skies, the beasts laden 
with brandy, tea, and silk. The inn became their sanctuary, 
a place where contraband vanished into cellars and silence 
was kept by men who feared the noose. But stone never 
forgets. The walls drank in their muttered bargains and their 
violent quarrels, and the inn has never stopped listening. 
Visitors still speak of strange happenings. A man in a 
tricorne hat is seen striding across the cobbled courtyard, 
his boots striking puddles though no rain falls from the sky. 
Some swear he is the ghost of a smuggler betrayed and left 
to wander eternally between the moor and his secret cargo. 
In the bar, tankards rattle and glasses slide across the 
counter, nudged by unseen hands impatient for drink. More 
than one weary guest has fled upstairs only to be kept 
awake by the sound of horses stamping in the yard — 
though when they rise to look, the stones lie undisturbed 
beneath the cold moonlight. 
The inn groans at night, as though shifting under the weight 
of its memories. A chill clings to the stairwell where a 
coachman was once dragged to his death, and the air in the 
stables smells faintly of saltwater, though the sea lies miles 



 

  

away. Staff who close the shutters late claim they hear low 
voices carried on the wind — not quite words, more like 
warnings. 
The Jamaica Inn endures the moor’s wildness, its timbers 
battered but unbroken. Yet step inside, and the wildness 
does not belong to the storm. It belongs to the ghosts, 
forever waiting, forever restless, bound to the stone by the 
smuggler’s code of silence. 
  



 

 

The Mermaid Inn — Rye, East Sussex 

 
Its crooked timber frame sags beneath the weight of 
centuries, each oak beam blackened with age and steeped 
in the whispers of smugglers, seafarers, and secretive 
travellers. Rye’s narrow, cobbled lanes wind down the hill 
as though guiding visitors directly to this storied inn, where 
the present blends uneasily with a past that has never truly 
checked out. 
Once a haven for the notorious Hawkhurst Gang in the 18th 
century, the Mermaid’s hidden passageways and priest 
holes still breathe with their mischief. In the cellars, hollow 
echoes suggest the muffled drag of contraband casks and 
hurried footsteps. Some guests swear they hear the scrape 
of barrels being rolled across flagstones long after 
midnight, though the cellars stand empty. 
Upstairs, a duel replays itself in silence. In a particular 
bedchamber, shadows cross swords in a deadly dance 
upon the walls — their blades clashing without sound, their 
figures vanishing into plaster as though claimed by the 
house itself. A maid drifts restlessly through the linen room, 
her unseen hands tugging at sheets that no mortal has 
touched, her skirts brushing faintly across the floor. 
By the hearth, two gentlemen stage an eternal argument. 
Their voices are no louder than a sigh, but they rise and fall 
with the rhythm of an old dispute that time has not 
resolved. Guests seated nearby often glance about, 
convinced they are intruding upon some unseen quarrel. 
And yet, the Mermaid greets the living with warmth — 
tankards of ale foaming over, roaring fires, and the hearty 
fare of a centuries-old inn. Patrons laugh and chatter, 
scarcely aware that in the shadowed corners, the sea itself 



 

  

seems to linger, its briny breath slipping through cracked 
beams. For this is a place where the ocean keeps its 
secrets, offering them only in fragments: the roll of 
phantom barrels, the rustle of a vanished maid, the clash of 
swords that never cease. 
The Mermaid Inn smiles at you with welcome, but it is a 
smile that conceals mysteries, as though the very tide of 
history has left ghosts behind, forever entwined with the 
inn’s timbered bones. 
  



 

 

The Angel Inn — Grantham, Lincolnshire 

 
The Angel Inn has stood in the heart of Grantham for 
centuries, its weathered stones steeped in history and 
legend. Once a prestigious coaching inn, its doors 
welcomed monarchs and nobles—Henry VIII and Richard III 
among them are said to have lodged within its walls. 
Though the days of royal guests are long gone, the inn 
remains occupied… though not always by the living. 
Guests often report the unnerving sound of footsteps 
pacing the corridors late at night—measured, deliberate, 
and impossibly heavy, as if someone in boots of iron patrols 
the hall. When investigated, the passageways lie empty, 
though the echoes persist as if determined to remind 
visitors they are never alone. 
In the grand ballroom, echoes of a more elegant haunting 
endure. Patrons and staff alike have spoken of a lady in pale 
silks drifting gracefully across the polished floor. Her 
presence is fleeting—she appears only when phantom 
strains of music rise in the air. The instant the invisible 
orchestra falls silent, she vanishes, leaving only the cold 
ripple of air where her skirts brushed past. 
The staircase, with its carved balustrades, provokes its own 
share of unease. Visitors have confessed to feeling eyes 
upon them as they climb, a prickling awareness that every 
step is observed. The sensation is so strong that some 
swear the portraits once lining the walls have not truly lost 
their gaze—that the painted figures still follow those who 
pass, their stares stitched into the fabric of the inn. 
Locals whisper that the Angel straddles two realms. Its 
wings, carved in stone and memory, reach proudly into the 
daylight world, while its feathers graze against the shadows 



 

  

of another. Those who stay here step not only into a historic 
inn, but also into the company of echoes—royal, restless, 
and spectral—that refuse to leave. 
The Angel wears its wings with pride, but it is in the hush of 
midnight when its truest nature is revealed: a place where 
past and present, life and afterlife, continue their dance 
together. 
  



 

 

The Bush Hotel — Farnham, Surrey 
The Bush Hotel has stood for centuries, leaning into 
Farnham’s high street with quiet dignity, its timber beams 
and ivy-clad walls whispering of history. By day, it 
welcomes travellers with warmth, laughter, and the clink of 
glasses in its bustling bar. But when the sun sinks beyond 
the rooftops and the high street falls silent, the Bush takes 
on another life—one less eager to be seen. 
Guests who have spent the night within its ancient rooms 
tell of waking suddenly, hearts pounding, to find a cloaked 
figure standing at the foot of their bed. It does not move, nor 
speak, but waits in unnerving silence, as though it has been 
there long before the sleeper stirred. Its hollow gaze lingers 
with such patience that some guests swear they felt time 
itself stretch unnaturally long in those shadowed moments. 
Elsewhere in the building, doors creak open and slam shut 
without a hand to guide them. Footsteps echo down 
deserted corridors, the shuffle and drag of something 
unseen just out of sight. Most unsettling of all is the faint, 
lingering scent of roses that drifts through certain rooms in 
the still hours of the night. Sweet and delicate at first, it 
soon curdles into something chilling—a floral perfume that 
feels less like a gift than a memorial, as though laid 
carefully at a grave. 
No one knows for certain who haunts the Bush Hotel. Some 
whisper it is the shade of a long-departed guest who never 
checked out, still keeping their silent vigil. Others believe it 
may be tied to an unmarked burial nearby, the spirit of 
someone forgotten but not at rest. 
By daylight, the Bush Hotel regains its charm—fireplaces 
crackle, tea is poured, and laughter masks the silence. Yet 
those who have felt the chill of its midnight visitors know 
the truth: the Bush wears two faces. One for the living, and 



 

  

one for the lonelier companions who claim it when 
darkness falls. 
  



 

 

The White Hart — Bath, Somerset 
Tucked away in Bath’s winding historic lanes, the White 
Hart presents itself with grace and quiet dignity. Its polished 
windows gleam, the brass fittings catch the light, and the 
low hum of conversation drifts into the street. To the casual 
passer-by, it seems an inn of simple warmth and charm. Yet 
within, the air often carries a weight that no hearth fire can 
quite dispel. 
Patrons speak of a shadow that does not belong — a 
shifting silhouette that slinks along the walls, impossibly 
tall, stretching into corners where no man could stand. It 
moves when the room is still, a restless smudge of 
darkness that chills the blood of those who glance too 
quickly at it. Some swear they have felt the touch of icy 
fingers tracing their shoulders, only to turn and find no one 
there. 
The mirrors of the inn hold their own secrets. Guests have 
reported the sudden appearance of a gentleman in 
Georgian dress: powdered wig, silk waistcoat, and a 
melancholy expression in his pale eyes. He is often seen 
bowing politely to his own reflection, or to those watching 
him in terror, before dissolving into a fine, silver haze. His 
presence lingers faintly in the glass, as though the mirror 
remembers what the living would rather forget. 
There are whispers that the White Hart sits upon old 
foundations, its cellars carved from stone that has known 
centuries of revelry and ruin alike. Some say the walls 
absorbed the laughter and sorrows of long-dead patrons; 
others claim darker rituals once took place in its depths. 
Whatever the truth, the White Hart’s elegance hides more 
than hospitality. Beneath the candlelight and polished 
wood, unseen company lingers still — spirits that never 
checked out, and perhaps never will. 



 

  

  



 

 

The Royal George — Appledore, Devon 

 
The tide whispers against Appledore’s cobbled quay, 
carrying with it more than the scent of salt and weed. Locals 
say the sea does not simply retreat from the harbour each 
night—it lingers in the bones of the Royal George, a 
centuries-old inn whose walls have heard the laughter of 
sailors, the weeping of widows, and the silence of those 
who never came home. 
The inn was once the chosen haunt of fishermen, 
shipwrights, and privateers, its hearth warm with firelight 
and ale. Yet not all who drank within its walls returned from 
their voyages. Some say those men never truly left. 
Regulars speak of dripping figures appearing at the bar, 
seaweed tangled in their hair, water pooling at their boots 
before their forms dissolve into mist. Others have heard the 
mournful groan of chairs shifting as if touched by unseen 
hands, or the sharp clink of a tankard being raised by lips 
that no longer draw breath. 
Most unsettling of all is the bell. A ship’s bell, though no 
such thing hangs in the inn, tolls once in the dead of night. 
Just once, never twice. The sound is said to mark the 
moment a soul is lost at sea. There are those who claim to 
have heard it and awoken the next morning to news of a 
storm and a fisherman drowned. 
The Royal George belongs to the living—its bar still spills 
with conversation, its rooms with weary travellers. Yet the 
sea keeps its share. Every storm that lashes Appledore 
seems to drive the lost ones closer to the hearth. And so, in 
the flicker of candlelight, amid the roll of tide beyond the 
windowpanes, the ghosts keep pace with those still 



 

  

walking, bound to the inn as surely as they were once 
bound to the sea. 
  



 

 

The Ship Inn — Dunwich, Suffolk 

 
Dunwich, once a thriving medieval port, is now a ghost of 
itself — a town eaten by the sea. Storm after storm has 
dragged churches, streets, and lives beneath the waves, 
leaving only fragments of what once stood proud upon the 
Suffolk coast. What remains above water clings to memory, 
and nowhere does that memory breathe more strongly than 
in the Ship Inn. 
By day, the inn is a haven for ramblers and weary travellers, 
its low ceilings and timbered beams steeped in centuries of 
smoke and salt. But when the sun slips beneath the horizon 
and the North Sea turns black, something older than 
comfort stirs within its walls. 
Patrons have long spoken of nights when the sound of the 
surf rises unnaturally, pounding at the windows as if the 
tide itself were climbing the cliff. Yet the sea lies far below, 
and the harbour that once bustled with trade has been gone 
for centuries. Glasses rattle, the air thickens with brine, and 
the laughter of the living gives way to the murmurs of the 
lost. 
In the flicker of candlelight, a solitary figure is often seen at 
the window: a man in a fisherman’s coat, salt-stiff and 
dripping though no rain falls. His gaze never leaves the 
horizon. Some say he is waiting for a ship that never 
returned, others that he is cursed to watch the slow 
drowning of his home forever. His form wavers like sea 
foam, dissolving whenever a witness dares to draw near. 
More unsettling still are the voices in the bar — not the 
cheerful chatter of customers, but guttural, half-drowned 
words that rise in bursts and fade before they can be 
understood. Locals whisper that these are the last cries of 



 

  

sailors claimed by the sea, or perhaps the prayers of monks 
from the abbey that now lies beneath the waves. 
The Ship Inn is more than a place to drink; it is a reliquary of 
echoes, where the drowned town still breathes through its 
timbers. To sit in its shadowed corners is to feel Dunwich’s 
past pressing close, reminding every visitor that the sea 
takes, but never forgets. 
  



 

 

The Sun Inn — Beverley, East Yorkshire 

 
The Sun Inn, crouched along the cobbled veins of 
Beverley’s old market town, has seen centuries pass 
beneath its sagging roof. Its blackened timbers lean and 
sigh as though tired from holding the weight of too many 
stories, while its hearth offers warmth that never quite 
chases away the shadows. 
Patrons speak in hushed tones of curious happenings. 
Footsteps echo around the bar late at night, circling like a 
predator, though the floorboards lie untouched and still. 
Glasses tremble on their shelves as if disturbed by an 
unseen hand. Some swear they’ve seen a man in a tricorn 
hat, his eyes glinting with mischief, tipping his tankard in a 
mocking toast. His grin lingers long after he fades into 
nothing but smoke and dust. 
More unsettling still is the laughter of a child, bright as bells, 
which skips across the stairwell. It rises suddenly, dances 
in the rafters, then is cut short, the silence sharp and 
suffocating—like a rope pulled taut. No child is ever found. 
Though daylight bathes the Sun Inn in cheer, its corners 
cling stubbornly to twilight. Here, the past presses close, 
and every shadow whispers of those who drank, lived, and 
died within its walls. To sit with a pint is to sit with company 
unseen—whether you welcome it or not. 
  



 

  

The Dolphin — Littlehampton, West Sussex 

 
Cheerful by the quay, The Dolphin welcomes fishermen, 
sailors, and families alike with its golden glow spilling onto 
the cobbles of Littlehampton’s riverside. Laughter and 
clinking glasses rise above the harbour breeze, the inn’s 
timbered walls holding centuries of salt-soaked stories. Yet 
behind the warmth and merriment, the Dolphin masks an 
older sadness. 
Patrons whisper of a young woman in white who drifts 
silently through the upstairs passageways, her face 
obscured by a tumble of dark hair. She never speaks, never 
turns her head, yet those who glimpse her swear they feel 
the air heavy with unwept tears. Some believe she waits 
eternally for a sailor who never returned, lost to the sea just 
beyond the quay she still wanders. 
Stranger still is the sound of waves crashing through the 
bar at night. Long after closing, when the Arun runs quiet 
and the tide lies flat, the rhythmic surge of water echoes 
through the beams, as though the ocean itself seeps into 
the very bones of the inn. Locals say it is the sea claiming 
back what it took — or reminding all who drink there of the 
lives it has claimed. 
Guests staying overnight often wake unsettled, their 
belongings neatly moved or folded. Chairs shifted, boots 
aligned, coats hung carefully by doors — as if tidied by 
unseen, considerate hands. Some find it comforting, a 
motherly presence keeping order. Others feel the chill of 
intrusion, wondering whose touch lingers on their 
possessions. 
By day, the Dolphin is lively with sailors’ yarns and 
travellers’ cheer. By night, when the laughter fades and the 



 

 

last lantern dims, quieter tales swim beneath the surface 
— tales of grief, longing, and restless souls who never truly 
left the quay. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



 

  

The Talbot Inn — Ripley, Surrey 
 
The Talbot Inn has stood for centuries, its timbered beams 
darkened with age and polished smooth by the passage of 
countless footsteps. Beneath its roof, kings, travellers, and 
weary soldiers once sought food and fire, and their echoes 
remain. Even when the house seems empty, a whisper of 
tread can be heard crossing the floorboards, as though the 
past refuses to release its grip. 
Guests often remark on the doors. They creak open slowly, 
with an insistence that feels almost purposeful, and are 
sometimes followed by the faint sound of deliberate steps 
pacing the corridors. More than one visitor has seen a figure 
clothed in Tudor garb descend the staircase. His head is 
bowed, his eyes fixed on the floor, as if searching for 
something long lost. He never speaks, and he never lifts his 
gaze. 
There is an air to The Talbot that lingers after nightfall — a 
sharp, metallic tang on the breath, like old blood or rusted 
iron. The unease it stirs is quiet but persistent, and some 
guests claim that the scent arrives only when the phantom 
figure passes by. 
The inn has a reputation for hospitality, its fires warm and 
its tables well-laden. Yet not every smile returned to a guest 
belongs to the living. In the shadowed corners, faces are 
glimpsed that vanish on second glance — watchers from 
another age who seem reluctant to leave. 
The Talbot smiles, it is true, but not all of its smiles are 
human. 
  



 

 

The Black Lion — London, Plaistow 

 
For more than four hundred years, the Black Lion has stood 
watch over the streets of Plaistow, East London. By 
daylight, it is the sort of public house where laughter 
bubbles freely, tankards clink, and the smell of roasted 
meat drifts warmly from the kitchen. Its dark oak beams 
and crooked walls have seen the lives of generations pass 
through — dockworkers, soldiers, writers, and wanderers, 
all finding a pint and a story within its rooms. 
But when the last of the regulars has stumbled home and 
the landlord locks the door, the atmosphere shifts. The air 
grows heavier, the silence charged with a strange 
expectancy. Shadows pool in the corners more deeply than 
they should. 
It is then that the hauntings begin. 
Staff whisper of a hooded figure who lingers at the far end 
of the saloon bar. He does not drink, nor move, nor speak. 
His face is hidden, his form faint, but every so often his 
head tilts as if studying those nearby. He is always gone in 
the blink of an eye, leaving only a weight in the stomach and 
the prickling of skin. 
Patrons speak of sudden whispers against their ears — 
words impossible to understand, though chilling in tone. 
Some describe the sound as an urgent warning, others as a 
mocking laugh, and still others swear the whisper used their 
name. More than one drinker has dropped a glass in fright, 
only for other glasses behind the bar to rattle violently, as 
though unseen hands had joined in the disturbance. 
The upstairs rooms, once used for lodgings, are said to be 
particularly active. Doors open and close without touch. 
Footsteps march across the floorboards in the dead of 



 

  

night. One cleaner refuses to enter the topmost chamber at 
all, claiming she saw a figure lying in the bed — eyes wide 
open, staring — before vanishing into the sheets 
themselves. 
Some blame the activity on the inn’s long history. Plaistow 
was once a rough district, and stories of highwaymen, 
brawls gone wrong, and plague burials nearby feed 
speculation that the Black Lion’s walls have absorbed 
centuries of grief and violence. Others suggest a single 
restless spirit — perhaps a former patron who never found 
their way home. 
Whatever the truth, the pub holds two faces. By day it is 
alive with chatter, the old timbers humming with warmth 
and community. But by night the Black Lion lives up to its 
name. Its growl belongs not to the living — but to the dead 
who never quite left their seat at the bar. 
  



 

 

The Crown Hotel — Harrogate, North Yorkshire 

 
Standing proudly at the heart of Harrogate, the Crown Hotel 
bears the weight of centuries with the elegance of a 
Victorian dowager. Its sweeping staircases, high ceilings, 
and polished woodwork speak of a time when spa towns 
were the playground of the wealthy and titled. Yet beneath 
the grandeur lies an atmosphere that has unsettled 
generations of visitors. 
Guests often remark upon the hotel’s curious stillness, a 
hush that seems to deepen after the last fire has burned 
low in the grate. In those hours, when the corridors stretch 
like endless tunnels of shadow, the Crown begins to stir 
with life of another kind. 
A lady in silk is the most frequently sighted apparition — 
described as tall, dignified, and pale, her gown whispering 
as she glides across the carpeted halls. Many insist her face 
is hidden by a delicate veil, though others swear they 
glimpse a sorrowful expression before she fades into the air 
itself, dissolving at the threshold of the doors as though 
barred from ever leaving. 
But she is not alone. The echo of heavy footsteps resounds 
through the upper corridors, often pacing back and forth for 
hours. Guests rise to investigate, only to find the hall empty 
and the silence absolute. Chambermaids of decades past 
spoke in hushed voices of unseen watchers on the stairs, of 
doors opening without hands, and of mirrors clouding 
mysteriously as though with a breath that came from 
nowhere. 
Even the scent of lavender has become part of the legend. It 
appears suddenly, clinging to closed rooms, drifting 
through stairwells, or wrapping itself about unsuspecting 



 

  

guests. The perfume is said to be the lady’s own, trapped in 
time along with her restless spirit. 
The Crown Hotel does not shy from its reputation. Its 
history, after all, is woven with triumph and tragedy alike. 
Soldiers have lodged here on the eve of departure, never to 
return; society ladies have kept their secrets behind its 
curtained windows; and in its long life, the hotel has 
witnessed both the laughter of revelry and the grief of 
partings. 
It remains a proud and stately place, but its beauty is 
accompanied by an undeniable weight. Like jewels set in a 
crown, its shadows glitter darkly, ensuring that those who 
stay a night may leave with more than memories — they 
may carry with them whispers of the unseen. 
  



 

 

The Swan Inn — Haslemere, Surrey 

 
The Swan Inn greets its visitors with warmth: a roaring fire in 
winter, polished oak beams, and the hum of cheerful 
conversation. Yet beneath this welcome lies a weight of 
history that the walls cannot shake. 
Regulars whisper of the man in rough labourer’s clothes 
who sometimes appears at the bar. He does not order a 
drink, nor does he speak. He simply sits, hands roughened 
by toil, eyes fixed on nothing anyone else can see. If 
approached, he fades like smoke caught in a draught, 
leaving only the impression of worn boots and the faint 
smell of damp earth. 
The inn itself is restless after dark. Doors creak open as 
though invited by unseen hands, followed by low murmurs 
that twist through the rafters and vanish before words can 
be made out. Some swear the whispers are fragments of 
prayers, others insist they are curses left behind by those 
wronged long ago. 
Guests have reported sudden cold spots that defy the 
comfort of the fire. They linger stubbornly in corners, on 
stairwells, and sometimes by the very beds where travellers 
try to sleep. Blankets are pulled tighter, but the chill never 
seems to lift until morning breaks. 
The Swan is no stranger to laughter, clinking glasses, and 
the bustle of the living. But those who know it best will tell 
you quietly: the inn keeps a corner reserved for the dead—
guests who never checked out, shadows that have long 
claimed a seat by the fire, and a silence that sometimes 
speaks louder than song. 
  



 

  

The Old Rectory Inn — Callander, Scotland 

 
Nestled in the shadow of the Trossachs, where the 
mountains rise in dark-green folds and the loch winds its 
way like a silver thread, stands the Old Rectory Inn. At first 
glance it is welcoming—whitewashed walls, a neat garden, 
and windows glowing with the amber promise of firelight. 
Yet those who pass through its doors soon learn that 
beneath its charm lies a far older presence, one not easily 
soothed by warmth or whisky. 
The inn once served as the home of a stern 18th-century 
minister, a man said to have been obsessed with the fire of 
the pulpit. Though centuries have passed, his restless spirit 
lingers still. Guests speak of hearing his voice echoing 
through the corridors, rising in a sermon that no living soul 
can quite decipher. Words roll like thunder, half prayer and 
half condemnation, filling the night with uneasy fervour. 
Books refuse to stay where they are left, sliding from 
shelves or opening of their own accord as though some 
unseen hand seeks forgotten scripture. Candles flare and 
sputter in draughtless rooms, their flames bowing low as if 
at the close of some silent benediction. More unsettling still 
are the footsteps: steady, measured pacing that begins in 
the dead of night. Many a guest has lain awake listening as 
the phantom minister seems to walk back and forth beside 
their bed, never entering yet never leaving, as though caught 
in eternal vigil. 
Locals say the Rectory itself breathes—its walls sigh in the 
storm, its staircases groan like tired bones, and its windows 
weep in the rain. It is a house that prays with warmth, 
welcoming travellers with hearty meals and Highland cheer. 
Yet no laughter can quite banish its ghosts, and no fire 



 

 

burns brightly enough to drive away the minister who 
refuses to rest. 
For those who stay at the Old Rectory Inn, comfort and 
unease arrive hand in hand—hospitality by the hearth, and 
the faint echo of a sermon whispered in the dark. 
  



 

  

The Falcon Hotel — Stratford-upon-Avon, 
Warwickshire 

 
Timbered and stately, the Falcon Hotel has stood in 
Stratford-upon-Avon for centuries, its crooked beams and 
gabled roof watching over the streets where Shakespeare 
himself once walked. To many, it is a place of Tudor charm 
and warm firesides, but to others it carries an undercurrent 
of unease, as though the echoes of its long history refuse to 
rest. 
Guests and staff alike whisper of a spectral lady in white, 
her presence gliding silently across the lobby in the hushed 
hours of night. Her figure seems to glow faintly, shimmering 
for a moment before dissolving into thin air. Some say she 
was once a bride-to-be, her wedding never to come; others 
claim she is the lingering shade of a serving woman 
wronged within these walls. 
The uneasy atmosphere does not end there. Heavy 
bootsteps tramp relentlessly along the upstairs corridor, 
measured and purposeful, though no living soul is ever 
seen. In the guest rooms, sheets are tugged by unseen 
hands, pillows depressed as though someone has just lain 
beside the startled sleeper. Mirrors sometimes ripple, their 
surfaces quivering to reveal fleeting figures that do not 
belong to the living—faces peering, vanishing before the 
observer can blink. 
It is as if the Falcon itself exists between two worlds: part 
stately inn, part stage set where the curtain never quite 
comes down. Shadows move like actors long after the play 
has ended, and the air hangs thick with whispers of 
forgotten dramas. To stay here is to step not just into a 
Tudor inn, but into a living memory—half grandeur, half 



 

 

ghost story, a place where history itself still lingers in the 
wings. 
  



 

  

The Rising Sun — Lincoln, Lincolnshire 

 
Bright in name, the Rising Sun casts long shadows. Built 
upon ancient ground, its foundations are said to rest where 
older dwellings once stood, places where hearth fires went 
cold centuries ago. The inn has always had company, 
though not all of it is seen. 
A man in a broad-brimmed hat is the most frequent visitor. 
He lingers at the bar, silent and unmoving, his gaze fixed on 
some sorrow or secret known only to him. Some say he was 
a farmer who drank away his land, others whisper he was a 
Roundhead soldier who never left the battlefield behind. 
Whatever the truth, his presence carries the weight of 
unfinished business. 
Guests often speak of heavy footsteps on the stairs when 
no one is climbing them. The sound halts outside the upper 
rooms, followed by the slow groan of a door opening—
always into emptiness. More unsettling still is the chill that 
grips the parlour. It comes suddenly, even when the fire 
roars, settling into the bones of anyone sitting there, as 
though unseen hands have wrapped around their shoulders 
and refuse to let go. 
The Rising Sun has long been a meeting place, where 
laughter and ale flow freely. Yet beneath the merriment, 
there is a quiet awareness that something else shares the 
space—watching, listening, remembering. The Sun may rise 
each day, but within these walls, the night never quite 
leaves. 
  



 

 

The Pack Horse — Affetside, Lancashire 

 
Perched high on the windswept moors, where the old 
Roman road cuts a straight scar across the landscape, 
stands the Pack Horse Inn. For centuries it has been a place 
of rest and refuge, its walls absorbing the laughter of 
travellers, the quarrels of drovers, and the weary sighs of 
pilgrims making their way north. Yet not all who passed 
along that ancient highway completed their journey. Some, 
it is said, remain. 
On still nights, when the village sleeps, the clatter of hooves 
can be heard in the courtyard — sharp, echoing strikes as 
though a team of pack animals has arrived after a long, 
punishing trek. Step outside and there is nothing to be seen, 
save the empty cobbles gleaming under the moon. But 
more than one visitor has sworn that they felt the warm 
breath of a horse on their cheek, and heard the impatient 
snort of a beast waiting to be stabled. 
The inn itself holds its own secrets. Patrons have spoken of 
a cloaked figure seen at the hearth, rain streaming from its 
garments, even on the driest of summer nights. Others tell 
of the heavy oak doors swinging open to admit no one at all 
— before the air shifts, chairs scrape across the 
floorboards, and the low murmur of unseen voices begins, 
as if a company of guests is settling in for ale and stories. 
Locals say the Pack Horse is a threshold, a place where the 
living and the dead may meet in passing. A weary traveller 
may find shelter there, but so too may those whose 
journeys ended long ago, still trudging the road to nowhere. 
Perhaps it is the inn’s duty — or its curse — to offer eternal 
refuge to both. 



 

  

So if you should stop for a pint on a quiet evening, keep 
watch in the corner of your eye. A shadow might take the 
stool beside you, the smell of wet earth and horse sweat 
drifting close. Raise your glass, and you may feel a chill as 
though your silent companion has raised one too. For at the 
Pack Horse, the welcome extends beyond this world. 
  



 

 

The Bell — Whittington, Staffordshire 

 
The Bell is more than a country inn; it is a vessel of memory, 
soaked in centuries of smoke, ale, and whispers. The timber 
beams lean with age, the flagstone floor uneven from 
countless feet, and the air itself feels thick with the weight 
of stories long since slipped from living tongues. 
Yet its ghosts seem unwilling to be forgotten. Patrons tell of 
a sudden icy brush along their arms, as though cold fingers 
linger only to vanish when noticed. Glasses are tipped from 
tables by invisible hands, shattering against the stone in 
moments of inexplicable violence. The upstairs rooms hold 
their own mysteries—where the distant sound of a child’s 
laughter echoes down the corridors, playful yet eerily out of 
place. Moments later, the slow creak of footsteps follows 
on the landing, though no figure can be found. 
Near the hearth, where the fire struggles against its own 
shadows, a woman has been seen wrapped in a simple 
shawl. Her presence is quiet, mournful, her gaze fixed upon 
the flames as though searching for something—or 
someone—long lost. She never speaks, never stirs, only 
watches, her sadness pressing into the hearts of those who 
witness her. 
Locals claim The Bell tolls not just for the living who gather 
within its walls, but for the dead who cannot leave them. 
Every clink of glass, every flicker of the firelight, every 
whisper of laughter in the rafters reminds all who enter that 
this is a house where time stands still, binding the present 
to its restless past. 
  



 

  

The Old Inn — Crawfordsburn, County Down, 
Northern Ireland 

 
Charming and ivy-draped, the Old Inn wears its history 
proudly, every crooked beam and low-lit corridor steeped in 
centuries of whispers. Once a refuge for weary travellers 
and merchants on the Belfast road, the inn has known not 
only laughter and clinking glasses, but sorrow, secrets, and 
partings that left their mark upon its walls. 
Guests tell of a grey figure that drifts silently along the 
passageways, never hurrying, never faltering. Some say it is 
the shade of a landlady who died keeping vigil for her 
husband lost at sea, her restless spirit still pausing to listen 
at doors as though waiting for news that never came. 
Others whisper it is a traveller who never reached his 
destination, pacing the inn eternally in search of the road he 
left unfinished. 
The air often grows heavy with the scent of woodsmoke and 
candle wax, as though invisible hands are preparing the inn 
for company long since departed. Shadows curl at the 
edges of lamplight, and in the bar, chairs scrape backwards 
without cause, their legs grating across old wooden floors 
as if to welcome unseen patrons. More than one barman 
has sworn he’s poured a drink, only to find the glass empty 
the moment his back was turned. 
Though the inn smiles warmly by day—its fires crackling, ivy 
clinging prettily to stone—the night tells a different story. 
After midnight, the air thickens, and the Old Inn feels 
crowded, though no names appear in the guest book. In the 
hush of small hours, visitors often sense a brush at their 
shoulder, or glimpse a pale figure in the corner of their eye. 



 

 

The Old Inn remains a place where the living and the long-
departed meet quietly, sharing space in the flicker of the 
hearth. To step inside is to walk not only into comfort, but 
into a house of memories, where every shadow has a story 
to tell. 
  



 

  

The Black Swan — Devizes, Wiltshire 

 
Timbered and crooked, the Black Swan leans towards the 
cobbled street as though eavesdropping on the lives of 
passers-by. Its slanted beams and warped windows give it 
the look of a grinning trickster, a building with secrets 
tucked deep within its oak bones. By day, the inn bustles 
with chatter, tankards clinking and laughter spilling into the 
high street. But when night descends, the grin fades—and 
the house begins to show its true face. 
For centuries, guests have spoken of the woman in the 
gown. Some say she is a bride who never reached the altar, 
others whisper she was a chambermaid who met a cruel 
end in the cellars. Whatever her story, she glides silently 
through the rooms, her pale face hollow, her eyes dark 
pools of longing. She is most often seen on the staircase, 
where her trailing skirts seem to whisper across the wood 
long before her form is visible. Those who encounter her 
describe an ache in the air, a sadness that presses upon the 
chest. 
The inn itself joins in her mourning. Doors bang without 
warning, as if unseen hands seek to startle or silence. 
Shadows bend and shift across walls even when the hearth 
burns brightly. Patrons have spoken of sitting in solitude, 
only to feel the distinct weight of a gaze fixed upon them, 
cold and piercing, though no one can be found nearby. 
And then, there is the scent. Roses. It drifts suddenly 
through the corridors—heady and sweet, yet cloying in its 
unnatural persistence. The fragrance does not speak of 
gardens in bloom, but of funeral wreaths and graveside 
offerings. For many, the perfume comes as a warning, 



 

 

heralding the woman’s appearance. For others, it lingers 
after she has gone, as if she wishes to be remembered. 
The Black Swan, despite its name, does not soar in joy. It 
soars in spirit, caught between earth and sky, but its wings 
are burdened by sorrow. Within its crooked timbers lies a 
story half-told—a love lost, a life stolen, a grief that has 
never been laid to rest. And until it is, the Black Swan will 
forever watch, whisper, and weep. 

  



 

  

The Boar’s Head — Bishop Auckland, County 
Durham 

 
Once a coaching stop on the road to the north, the Boar’s 
Head has long been a place of bustle, rest, and revelry. 
Travellers found warmth by its hearths, while weary horses 
were watered and stabled. Yet the inn’s history has carried 
not just laughter but loss, and its stout walls seem to hold 
both equally, echoing with more than the voices of the 
living. 
Regulars tell of a man in dark clothes who sits quietly by the 
bar, head bowed as if in thought. He never speaks, never 
drinks, and when approached, he simply vanishes as 
though he were never there. Some believe he was a traveller 
who never reached his journey’s end; others whisper he 
was a coachman crushed in a long-forgotten accident. 
Stranger still, glasses will sometimes tip and spill without a 
hand near them, sliding across the polished bar as if 
nudged by an invisible prankster. Upstairs, guests have 
reported their bedsheets being tugged sharply in the night, 
pulled by unseen fingers — whether playful or impatient, no 
one can quite say. 
Staff say the building itself seems alive: doors swing open 
as if welcoming someone inside, only to slam shut a 
moment later; footsteps echo in empty corridors; a faint 
voice murmurs just beyond hearing. 
The Boar’s Head roars loud with life on busy nights, filled 
with clinking glasses and friendly chatter. Yet behind the 
laughter runs a quieter current — echoes that belong not to 
today, but to centuries past. It remains an inn where history 
lingers, and where every shadow seems to watch, waiting 
for its turn to step forward into the light. 



 

 

  



 

  

The Queen’s Head — Monmouth, Wales 

 
From the outside, The Queen’s Head appears every bit the 
welcoming village inn—its cheerful painted sign swaying 
above the cobbled street, its doorway glowing with firelight 
and chatter. But step inside, and beneath the laughter and 
clinking of glasses lies a hush that belongs to older times. 
The timbered walls have absorbed centuries of voices—joy, 
grief, secrets—and now they whisper them back in ways 
both subtle and unsettling. 
The most often-spotted spirit is that of a boy no older than 
ten. Quick-footed and mischievous, he has been glimpsed 
darting from one side of the bar to the other, his shadow 
flashing in mirrors or the corner of an eye. The echo of his 
running feet is faint yet precise, pattering across the 
wooden floor long after closing time. Regulars speak of the 
peculiar tug at their sleeves or the gentle brushing of a coat 
hem, as though a small hand were reaching out to catch 
their attention, then retreating just as quickly. 
Up the narrow stairwell, a woman’s voice drifts in lilting 
hums. The tune is soft, almost soothing, as if she is singing 
a child to sleep. Yet, as soon as anyone pauses to listen, 
the melody cuts off with uncanny abruptness, leaving only 
silence and the sense of being watched. Some guests claim 
to have felt her presence beside them—an unseen figure 
keeping pace on the creaking steps, her song poised to 
begin again the moment they turn away. 
Though filled with warmth and merriment, The Queen’s 
Head carries an undeniable weight. It reigns not only over 
the company gathered within its walls, but also over the 
unseen audience of its own past—shadows that linger, 
hum, and hurry through the corridors of memory. 



 

 

  



 

  

The Old House at Home — Shepperton, Surrey 

 
Step through the low doorway of The Old House at Home, 
and you are stepping into centuries of whispers. The 
ceilings sag with the weight of history, their heavy beams 
darkened by smoke and age. Crooked fireplaces sit like 
open mouths, once filled with the laughter of travellers and 
the murmured prayers of locals, but now said to carry the 
sighs of those who never left. 
It is a place where time has softened the walls, yet 
sharpened the senses of its visitors. Guests tell of sudden 
chills that creep along the spine as though unseen fingers 
trail the air behind them. Doors ease open without a hand to 
push them, hinges groaning as though echoing secrets too 
long kept. Most unnerving of all is the faint, unmistakable 
scent of candle wax, drifting through the rooms even when 
no flame is lit. 
The bar holds its own legend. Many have reported the figure 
of a woman dressed in 18th-century finery, her gown 
shadowed in candlelight, her expression forever mournful. 
She lingers by the counter as if waiting to be served, or 
perhaps waiting for someone who never returned. Her 
presence is fleeting — a glance caught in a mirror, a shift in 
the corner of an eye — yet those who see her describe the 
same heaviness of sorrow, as if grief itself had taken human 
shape. 
Step outside into the garden at dusk and the hauntings 
continue. Figures drift briefly among the hedges, silent 
silhouettes against the twilight, dissolving into the greenery 
when approached. Some believe they are echoes of past 
patrons, caught forever in the ritual of evening gatherings. 



 

 

Others whisper they are older spirits still, guardians of the 
land long before the inn rose from its soil. 
For all its warmth, the Old House at Home bears its name 
with eerie precision. For those who once called it home, it 
seems the doors never fully close. Some return again and 
again, not for ale or company, but because home, it seems, 
can be eternal. 
  



 

  

The Golden Fleece — Stamford, Lincolnshire 

 
Not to be confused with the more widely known inn in York, 
Stamford’s Golden Fleece holds its own dark reputation, 
whispered through the narrow medieval streets that 
surround it. 
The inn is centuries old, its timbers sagging under the 
weight of stories too heavy to forget. Locals say that a man 
in a broad cloak can often be found sitting alone at the 
corner table nearest the fire. He never speaks, never lifts 
the tankard before him. Sometimes, on a winter’s night, his 
outline seems too sharp, too dark, as though the flames 
cannot quite touch him. And if you look away and glance 
back again—you may find the table empty, the chair rocking 
faintly as though someone has just stood up. 
From the cellars below come murmurs. Patrons have 
described them as conspiratorial, voices low and urgent, as 
though plotting deeds long past. Yet when the trapdoor is 
thrown open, no one is found among the barrels, only the 
faint scent of damp stone and earth. Some claim the 
whispers belong to a group of highwaymen who once 
divided their spoils in the cellars of the inn, silenced long 
ago by betrayal and the noose. 
The inn does not content itself with quiet hauntings. More 
than once, a sudden crash of glass has rung out across the 
bar, so loud and sharp that everyone startles, half-
expecting to see shards scattered across the floor. Yet not a 
bottle lies broken, not a glass disturbed. Some say it is an 
echo of a violent quarrel, when a drinking glass was 
smashed in anger before blood was spilt on the flagstones. 
And yet, for all this, The Golden Fleece remains inviting. Its 
hearth glows warmly, its ale flows freely, and travellers 



 

 

often describe a peculiar comfort in its embrace. But 
beneath that warmth lies something else—a shadow that 
presses close, wrapping itself around the shoulders of 
every guest who lingers too long. 
Some leave with nothing more than a good story and a 
restless night. Others speak of dreams filled with hurried 
whispers, of cloaked figures standing at the foot of their 
beds, of the heavy scent of spilt ale and smoke. A few never 
return at all, their reasons unspoken. 
The Golden Fleece does not bare its teeth. It only waits. 
Watching. Whispering. 
  



 

  

The Lamb & Flag — Oxford, Oxfordshire 

 
Tucked along St Giles in the heart of Oxford, the Lamb & 
Flag has stood for centuries as a gathering place for 
students, scholars, and writers seeking both refreshment 
and inspiration. Its oak-beamed rooms have echoed with 
debates on philosophy, poetry, and science, yet whispers 
claim that not every patron leaves when the night is done. 
The most oft-reported apparition is that of a man in flowing 
academic gown, drifting through the bar as though still in 
the midst of a lecture. His lips move in silence, reciting lines 
of lost wisdom to an audience long gone. Some say he is a 
forgotten don, cut short before completing his work, 
doomed to pace between tankards and textbooks in eternal 
rehearsal. 
Books tumble from shelves without warning, their spines 
cracking as though struck by an invisible hand. The smell of 
fresh ink hangs unexpectedly in the air, as if essays are still 
being marked by unseen examiners. Patrons have felt a 
sudden brush against their shoulder, not unlike the guiding 
hand of a tutor leaning close to correct a phrase or point 
them toward the right answer. 
Stories tell of students who have nodded off in the snug 
corners of the pub only to wake to scribbled notes on their 
open books—phrases they swear they never wrote, in 
handwriting they do not recognise. Whether these ghostly 
annotations are warnings or encouragements remains a 
mystery. 
The Lamb & Flag reminds its visitors that learning never truly 
fades, and that Oxford’s thirst for knowledge lingers on, 
even in death. Here, history speaks not only from the pages 



 

 

of books, but from the shadows between the shelves—
where ghosts of scholars past still strive to leave their mark. 
  



 

  

The Red Lion — Avebury Trusloe, Wiltshire 

 
Though overshadowed by its famous stone-circle 
neighbour, the Red Lion at Avebury Trusloe carries spectral 
whispers that need no ancient standing stones to stir them. 
Its hauntings are uniquely its own. 
On quiet nights, locals and visitors alike have reported the 
sudden rattle of invisible wheels echoing through the 
courtyard. The clatter grows louder, joined by the sharp 
crack of a whip and the urgent shouts of unseen men. 
Those who step outside to investigate find only empty 
gravel and still air, as though the past had briefly galloped 
back to life and then dissolved into silence. 
Inside the pub, the atmosphere is no less unsettling. In the 
dim light of the bar, patrons have glimpsed the fleeting form 
of a woman in a bonnet, her outline blurred, her eyes heavy 
with sorrow. She appears for only a breath before her shape 
softens into drifting mist, dispersing into the rafters like 
smoke carried on a draught. 
The building itself seems unwilling to let a pint be drunk in 
peace. Glasses, untouched by human hand, have been 
known to slide slowly across wooden tables before 
toppling—yet landing neatly upright on the floor, as though 
guided by unseen fingers determined to impress rather than 
destroy. 
The locals say the Lion does not roar loudly, but quietly, 
persistently, with the low growl of memory that refuses to 
fade. Here, within its walls, the echoes of Avebury’s hidden 
stories remain insistent—demanding to be heard, again and 
again. 
  



 

 

The Bull — Birmingham, West Midlands 

 
In the bustling heart of Birmingham, where laughter and 
chatter spill into the streets, stands The Bull, a public 
house that wears its cheer like a mask. To the casual eye, it 
is all warmth—clinking glasses, hearty conversation, and 
the hum of a city alive. But beneath that lively exterior 
lingers an unease, a shadow that settles in the corners and 
creeps along the stairwells. 
Patrons speak of strange disturbances that rise once the 
night deepens. Heavy footsteps tramp across the upper 
floors, though no guest is ever found lodging there. Doors 
slam shut with a sudden violence, as though gripped by 
unseen hands. Those who dare to linger by the old fireplace 
tell of a figure in a dark suit who sometimes appears in the 
glow of the flames. His face is pale and utterly 
expressionless, a man caught in time, locked in silence. 
And then—he is gone, vanishing as swiftly as he came. 
On certain nights, a bitter scent hangs in the air, sharp and 
acrid. Regulars recognise it as tobacco smoke, though no 
match has been struck, and no pipe rests in sight. It clings 
to the rafters and drifts through the bar until, as suddenly as 
it arrived, it fades into nothing. 
Some whisper that the suited man was once a 
businessman undone by debts, who took solace in his drink 
until despair claimed him within these very walls. Others 
say he is older still—a remnant of the city’s industrial past, 
when fortunes were won and lost in the smoke of factories 
and taverns alike. 
Whatever his story, The Bull continues to thrive, bustling 
with the noise of the living. Yet, as every landlord has 
learned, the pub’s cheer does not banish its ghosts. The 



 

  

laughter, the music, the clatter of tankards—these charge 
forward like the bull itself. But always, just behind, trail the 
restless spirits who refuse to leave. 
  



 

 

The Castle Inn — Cambridge, Cambridgeshire 

 
Standing in the shadow of the ancient mound where 
fortresses once rose and fell, the Castle Inn is steeped in 
centuries of conquest and conflict. Though the stones have 
been rebuilt, the ground remembers. Locals say the air here 
carries a weight, as if history itself presses upon the walls. 
The most frequent apparition is that of a knightly figure, clad 
in battered armour, ascending the inn’s staircase with a 
weary clank. He never reaches the landing. Instead, his 
form fades into the gloom, leaving behind only the faint 
echo of metal on stone. Patrons who linger too long at their 
tables often glance over their shoulders, unsettled by the 
prickling certainty that unseen eyes are watching them 
drink. 
Many have spoken of a sudden icy breath against their 
necks, cold as a crypt and sharp enough to raise every hair 
on their skin. At times, when the inn is quiet and 
conversation falls away, the low murmur of distant battle 
can be heard—hooves pounding, steel ringing, voices crying 
out in desperate command. Yet when the doors are 
opened, no sound carries in from the street. 
The Castle Inn keeps its ground as stubbornly as the 
fortress that once towered above it. But its sentries are not 
all of flesh and blood. Some remain at their posts long after 
their bodies turned to dust, guardians bound by duty, or 
perhaps by unrest, never permitted to stand down. 
  



 

  

The Angel — Islington, London 

 
For centuries, weary travellers entering London from the 
north have been greeted by The Angel. Once a coaching inn, 
its white façade and welcoming glow promised food, rest, 
and safe passage into the bustling city. Generations have 
raised a glass within its walls, and the name “Angel” 
became so synonymous with the place that it gave its title 
to the whole district of Islington. 
Yet, despite its reputation for warmth and cheer, the light of 
the Angel is not without shadows. Beneath the hum of 
laughter and clinking glasses, another presence lingers. 
Patrons speak of a woman in grey, drifting silently through 
the bar. Her head is bowed, her face hidden by a veil, her 
footsteps soundless upon the floor. She never speaks, 
never looks up, yet her presence chills the room, as though 
sorrow itself has taken form. 
Doors open without cause, swinging wide as if to admit an 
unseen guest. A sudden icy draught will cut through the 
warmth of the pub, setting candles guttering and shoulders 
shivering. Some say it is simply the old building settling. 
Others insist it is her—seeking something lost, or someone 
who will never return. 
In the vaulted cellars below, staff have heard soft, 
mournful weeping echoing from the darkened corners. 
Lanterns sway though no one walks there. Many refuse to 
descend alone, for more than one worker has returned pale 
and trembling, swearing they felt a hand brush against 
theirs in the dark. 
No record remains of the Grey Lady’s name, though stories 
abound. Some whisper she was an abandoned lover, 
waiting for a coach that never arrived. Others claim she was 



 

 

a servant, dismissed in disgrace, who met her end in the 
cold cellars. Whatever her tale, the Angel spreads its wings 
over her still—sheltering not only the joyous and lively, but 
also the mournful souls who cannot let go. 
To this day, travellers still pause at the Angel, where light 
and laughter spill onto the Islington streets. But those who 
linger long enough may notice the flicker in the corner of 
their eye, the chill that runs down the spine, and the faint, 
sorrowful sobbing that reminds all who listen: not every 
spirit who enters the Angel ever leaves. 
  



 

  

The Crown Inn — Egham, Surrey 

 
Close to the meadows of Runnymede, where Magna Carta 
was sealed in 1215, stands the Crown Inn—an old coaching 
house with beams darkened by centuries of smoke and 
stories. But history does not leave quietly, and here it 
seems to whisper through every wall. 
Guests speak of a cloaked figure in the courtyard, bowing 
his head as though awaiting judgment before an unseen 
tribunal. His presence is always silent, save for the faint 
rustle of fabric against the cobblestones. Some say he is a 
weary baron who once stood defiant before the king; others 
insist he is a betrayed messenger, forever waiting for a 
verdict that never came. 
Inside the tavern, the atmosphere is no less unsettling. 
Tankards rattle suddenly upon wooden tables, clinking 
together in a solemn toast to times long past. A shiver 
passes through the air, as though unseen hands are raising 
a glass to the memory of lost oaths and broken promises. 
Upstairs, footsteps echo steadily across deserted rooms. 
They pace back and forth with the weight of decision, 
pausing as though someone is caught mid-thought—or 
mid-plot. Doors creak open of their own accord, then slam 
shut with a finality that unsettles even the most seasoned 
innkeepers. 
By day, the Crown’s sign gleams proudly, a reminder of its 
long history and central place in the town. By night, it 
presides over something else entirely: a shadow-kingdom 
where past and present blur, and the air itself carries the 
weight of judgment, rebellion, and unquiet souls. 
  



 

 

The Old Ale House — Truro, Cornwall 

 
The Old Ale House has stood on Truro’s cobbled streets for 
centuries, its low ceilings heavy with smoke-stained beams 
and its uneven flagstones polished smooth by countless 
boots. The bar itself gleams with the sheen of history, dark 
oak worn down by the press of elbows and the spill of pints 
across generations. By day, it is a place of laughter and 
music, filled with the warmth of Cornish hospitality. But 
when the hearth burns low and the taps run dry, another 
presence seeps into the room — shadows pouring in where 
ale once flowed. 
In the hush of midnight, strange sounds stir the stillness. 
From deep within the cellars comes the heavy rumble of 
barrels rolling, though not one has shifted in years. Patrons 
have sworn they heard them knock against stone walls, only 
to find them stacked and undisturbed. 
More unsettling still is the figure of a man in a broad-
brimmed hat, his shoulders cloaked in the gloom of another 
century. He leans heavily on the counter, muttering in a 
dialect so old and twisted that no one living can place its 
origin. Those who try to answer him watch in dread as he 
fades, melting into the oak panelling as though he had never 
been. 
There are footsteps too — measured, deliberate, marching 
up the narrow stairwell to the upper rooms. They rise 
steadily, then stop all at once, cut short by something 
unseen. It is said that should you stand at the top of the 
stair, you may feel it yourself: the sudden press of a hand 
upon your chest, cold and firm, forbidding you to pass. 
Locals whisper that The Old Ale House is more than just a 
tavern. It is a threshold, a place where the living gather and 



 

  

the dead linger, unwilling to release the company of the 
living. By day, it keeps Cornwall’s conviviality alive. By night, 
it keeps Cornwall’s dead close beside it. 
  



 

 

The Red Lion — Kenilworth, Warwickshire 

 
The Red Lion sits in quiet defiance beneath the looming 
shadow of Kenilworth Castle. Its oak beams are blackened 
with age, its walls thick with stories whispered through 
generations. Yet for all its warmth, laughter, and clinking 
glasses, there lingers an unease, a chill that seems to rise 
from the very stones of the place. 
On certain nights, when the wind carries the echo of the 
ruined battlements, a cloaked figure is seen in the garden. 
Tall and still, it gazes toward the shattered towers of the 
castle, as if watching for an army that will never return. 
Approach too closely, and the figure melts into the air, 
leaving behind only the faint scent of damp earth and 
gunpowder. 
Inside, the past presses itself into the present. The sudden 
tang of smoke drifts across the bar though no fire burns. 
Patrons, mid-conversation, fall silent as the unmistakable 
beat of drums reverberates through the floorboards — the 
roll of mustering soldiers. Some claim to hear the clash of 
steel, the thunder of hooves, the shouts of men preparing 
for a siege long since ended. 
The doors, too, have their secrets. They creak open on their 
hinges when no one stands behind them, as though 
admitting guests invisible to the living. Tankards rattle on 
their shelves, a low growl rises from the chimney, and in the 
quiet that follows, one can almost believe it is the Lion itself 
— roaring in memory, its mane tangled with centuries of 
ghosts. 
To drink here is to share company not only with neighbours 
and travellers, but with the restless shades of history, 
forever mustered in the Red Lion’s watch. 



 

  

  



 

 

The Golden Ball — York, North Yorkshire 

 
Tucked away on the narrow streets of York, the Golden Ball 
looks every bit the friendly local—a modest pub with a 
neighbourly warmth, where regulars gather for quiet pints 
and murmured conversations. But beneath the clink of 
glasses and the low glow of its lamps, the pub harbours a 
sparkle of a far stranger kind. 
For years, patrons have sworn to see coins move of their 
own accord along the polished bar top. Not nudged, not slid 
by accident, but gliding smoothly as though guided by 
invisible fingers. On more than one occasion, customers 
have watched in awe as the coins stack themselves neatly 
into little towers—gleaming offerings to some unseen 
landlord who still keeps his tally. 
And then there is the woman. She lingers in the snug, her 
form half-faded, her attire frozen in Edwardian fashion. She 
is seen standing silently, a pale-faced figure who never 
speaks but seems to watch. Some say her sorrow is 
tethered to the pub, a remnant of a lost love or a life cut 
short. Others whisper she is simply waiting—for whom, or 
for what, no one dares guess. 
The Golden Ball has other tricks, too. Footsteps are often 
heard crossing the rooms above, heavy and deliberate, 
when the upstairs lies empty and locked. The creak of 
boards, the faint rhythm of pacing—like a restless spirit still 
walking out its days. 
By daylight, the pub glitters kindly, full of warmth, chatter, 
and neighbourly cheer. But as the hours grow late and the 
lamps burn low, the Golden Ball reveals another truth: 
every shine casts a shadow, and some shadows here never 
leave. 



 

  

  



 

 

The Ship Inn — Mousehole, Cornwall 

 
Perched on the harbour’s edge, the Ship Inn wears the sea 
upon its skin. Salt crusts its windows, damp creeps into the 
old beams, and the air tastes faintly of brine and sorrow. 
Generations of fishermen and sailors have raised their 
tankards here, their laughter once as loud as gulls on the 
wind. But the tide has carried away many of those voices, 
leaving echoes that cling stubbornly to the inn’s low ceilings 
and shadowed corners. 
Locals speak of the dripping sailor, the most oft-seen of the 
inn’s ghosts. He appears suddenly by the fireplace, clothes 
sodden as though pulled from the deep, hair plastered to 
his face. His boots leave no prints, only small puddles that 
vanish as quickly as he does—gone before the hearth’s 
warmth can ever dry him. Some say he was a Mousehole 
fisherman lost to a winter storm, forever trying to return 
home. Others whisper he was a smuggler caught by the 
tide, punished for his secrets. 
The inn’s doors, heavy and warped, sometimes slam 
without a hand upon them. Each crash rattles the glasses 
and startles patrons, as though the building itself 
remembers gales that once battered ships against the 
harbour wall. No storm shows itself outside when this 
happens—the sea lies calm, the night still—but the force 
inside is fierce enough to chill even seasoned sailors. 
Down in the cellar, where the stone walls are slick with sea-
mist, strange songs are heard. Men’s voices, rough and low, 
roll like the swell of waves. The words are lost to time, but 
the rhythm is unmistakable: shanties, once sung to keep 
the oars in time or to haul nets heavy with fish. Patrons who 
venture down in search of the singers find nothing but 



 

  

empty casks and dripping walls. Yet the chant goes on, 
echoing faintly in the bones of the place. 
Some believe these voices belong to drowned men of the 
Spanish Armada, wrecked on Cornwall’s unforgiving rocks. 
Others insist they are the spirits of Mousehole’s own 
fishermen, taken by the sea but unwilling to leave the village 
they loved. A few even claim that the chanting is a warning, 
a spectral chorus urging the living to respect the waters that 
have claimed so many. 
The Ship Inn endures, as it always has—timbers weathered, 
floors uneven, the smell of smoke and seaweed lingering in 
the air. It stands as both refuge and reminder: a safe haven 
for the living, and an anchor for the restless dead who never 
reached safe harbour. 
On wild nights, when the wind howls down the chimney and 
the spray lashes the windows, one might hear the old 
shanties rising once more, blending with the storm until sea 
and song, life and afterlife, are indistinguishable. And so the 
Ship sails on, forever moored in Mousehole, its crew long 
dead but never truly gone. 
  



 

 

The White Horse — Romsey, Hampshire 

 
By day, The White Horse is a coaching inn of timber and 
tradition, its beams dark with age and its hearths 
welcoming with warmth. The bustle of guests and the 
chatter of locals give it a charm that has endured centuries. 
But when dusk settles over Romsey and the cobbled streets 
grow quiet, the inn’s mood shifts. Its charm turns brittle, 
and a heaviness seems to seep into the air, as if the past 
has not quite let go. 
Guests whisper of a grey lady who drifts along the hallways, 
her figure pale and translucent, her sorrow clinging to her 
like a shroud. Some say she lingers by the old stairwell, 
staring down as though waiting for someone who never 
arrived. Others have seen her in the upper rooms, her silent 
form gliding just beyond reach, leaving a chill that seeps 
into the bones. Her story is unknown, though locals murmur 
of lost love and broken promises, tragedies hidden behind 
the inn’s weathered walls. 
In the bar, strange disturbances add to the unease. 
Tankards have been known to tip suddenly, spilling ale 
across the tables without a hand near them. Candles gutter 
for no reason, their flames shrinking as if gasping for breath. 
On still nights, a sharp, sweaty smell of horses permeates 
the air, pungent and unmistakable—though the inn’s 
stables vanished long ago. Some visitors claim to hear 
hooves stamping restlessly in the courtyard, or the faint 
jingle of bridles in the dark. 
The White Horse gallops still, it seems, but its riders are 
unseen. Perhaps they are travellers from another age, 
spectral coachmen and passengers who never left their 
journey behind. Or perhaps they are the echoes of 



 

  

Romsey’s bustling past, forever tethered to the inn that 
once gave them shelter. 
To stay the night at The White Horse is to share it not only 
with its living guests but also with shadows of centuries 
long gone—where sorrow, restlessness, and the memory of 
hooves haunt the silence long after midnight. 

  



 

 

The Bell Inn — Ticehurst, East Sussex 

 
The Bell Inn has stood for centuries at the heart of 
Ticehurst, its timbered walls bowing slightly as though the 
building itself has grown weary of holding so many secrets. 
Every corridor bends just enough to feel like it is watching, 
every door creaks as if in conversation, and the old 
floorboards echo with more than just the footsteps of 
present-day travellers. It is a place where the past does not 
rest easily, but instead lingers—waiting, whispering, and 
sometimes weeping. 
Guests who stay here often speak of a presence that seems 
to follow them just out of sight. In the hush of midnight, a 
figure is said to drift through the upper passages: a monk, 
draped in a dark habit, his head bowed as though in endless 
devotion. His lips move silently, but some have claimed to 
hear the murmur of Latin prayers brushing the air like a chill 
breeze. The chanting has been known to rise and fall in 
waves, leaving listeners unsure whether it was carried by 
human voice—or the restless echoes of stone and timber. 
The air inside the inn is rarely still. Visitors recount waking 
to sudden icy draughts sweeping across their beds, as if 
unseen hands were parting invisible curtains or walking 
with deliberate pace around the chamber. In these 
moments, a faint vibration hums through the woodwork, 
like the toll of a distant bell. Then comes the sound that 
unsettles even the most steadfast of guests: the soft, 
heartbroken sobbing of a woman, her sorrow drifting down 
the narrow stairwell. The cries vanish as quickly as they 
come, leaving only silence and the sense that someone, 
somewhere within the inn, is mourning still. 



 

  

Locals say the inn has always been a place where 
thresholds blur. It once sheltered monks on pilgrimage, 
weary travellers seeking refuge, and perhaps souls 
burdened with sins too heavy to confess. Some whisper 
that the monk wanders because his prayers were 
interrupted—unfinished petitions suspended forever in 
time. Others insist the sobbing woman was left behind by a 
departing lover, her grief staining the timbers with a sorrow 
that never lifted. 
Whatever the truth, one thing is certain: The Bell Inn tolls for 
prayers unended. Its walls may grow quiet, but they never 
truly fall silent. The next time the wind stirs the hallways or a 
shadow lengthens where no person stands, you may find 
yourself wondering—was it merely the old inn settling into 
the night, or was it one of its many voices reminding you 
that history, here, is still awake? 
  



 

 

The George & Dragon — Speldhurst, Kent 

 
Its name boasts fire and battle, and the George & Dragon 
delivers both in spirit. 
This timber-framed inn, standing at the heart of Speldhurst 
for centuries, holds the weight of legend within its oak 
beams. Locals whisper that the inn sits upon older ground, 
once the site of a skirmish where steel clashed and blood 
stained the soil. Some say the inn was christened in honour 
of St George himself, though the stories speak less of saints 
and more of restless shadows. 
On quiet evenings, when the fire in the hearth burns low, the 
atmosphere sharpens. Patrons have watched in 
astonishment as a spectral knight emerges from the gloom 
— armour dented, breastplate scarred, visor lifted to reveal 
nothing but darkness. He strides solemnly through the bar, 
helmet tucked beneath his arm, boots ringing against the 
wooden floorboards though no mark remains. At the far 
wall, he fades into nothing, leaving only the smell of cold 
iron in his wake. 
More unsettling still is the sound that follows. A growl, low 
and resonant, like the throat of some beast too vast to be 
contained within the room. At times, glasses rattle and 
tankards quiver as though brushed by an invisible tail 
sweeping across the bar. A sudden draught, heavy with the 
heat of a forge, surges through the taproom before 
vanishing into stillness. 
The villagers are divided. Some believe the knight searches 
eternally for the dragon he once fought and slew, the battle 
replaying in echoes that cling to these walls. Others 
whisper that the dragon itself was never slain, but buried 
beneath the inn, its breath seeping upward in rumbling 



 

  

growls, its presence rattling the glassware and stirring the 
timbers. 
Whether ghost, beast, or battle-memory trapped in time, 
one thing is certain: The George & Dragon hosts no true 
dragon — only the shadow of one, coiled within its ancient 
bones. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Old Crown — Birmingham, West Midlands 

 
The oldest pub in the city, and one that holds its ghosts with 
civic pride. 
A figure in Tudor dress has been spotted near the stairwell, 
his presence grave. Patrons feel sudden icy fingers tugging 
at their sleeves. In the yard, the sound of marching boots 
often disturbs the night, though the gates are locked. 
The Old Crown rules both centuries and spirits. 
  



 

 

The Angel — Bicester, Oxfordshire 

 
The Angel is a building of quiet grace, its mellow stone walls 
and warm hearth offering weary travellers a promise of 
comfort. Yet, for all its gentle face, not every soul that 
lingers within its walls is touched by light. 
Locals whisper of a man in a long black cloak who drifts 
silently through the bar. His face is never seen, for it 
remains shrouded in darkness, though no shadow should 
fall so deep in a room of flickering firelight. Those who 
encounter him describe an air that presses heavy upon the 
chest, as if the very act of breathing becomes difficult in his 
presence. 
Stranger still are the mirrors that hang in its chambers. 
Guests have reported waking in the night to see the glass 
shimmering with frost, curling patterns of ice across its 
surface, though the room itself remains warm with the glow 
of the fire. Some say if you look too long, the frost spreads 
further—until your reflection fades entirely, leaving only the 
shape of someone else staring back. 
In the courtyard, a different unease awaits. The sound of 
footsteps can be heard pacing endlessly in the gravel, 
circling and circling as though bound to a path without 
release. When the inn is hushed and the lanterns dim, the 
restless march continues, echoing through the walls and 
keeping sleepless visitors company until dawn. 
The Angel may spread its wings of welcome to all who arrive 
at its door, but its shadow falls long and deep, reminding 
guests that not every traveller who passes through has 
found their rest. 
  



 

  

The Star & Garter — Kew, London 

 
Perched above the Thames at Richmond Hill, the Star & 
Garter has long been a symbol of elegance and dignity. Its 
stately architecture, sweeping river views, and genteel 
reputation conceal a far deeper story — one marked by 
sacrifice, silence, and sorrow. Once, it was more than a 
hotel or a grand house; it was a place of healing and refuge 
for wounded soldiers returning from the Great War and the 
Second World War. But for many who crossed its threshold, 
not every wound could be mended, and not every spirit 
found peace. 
Guests today speak of a restlessness that lingers within its 
walls. Uniformed figures have been glimpsed gliding along 
the corridors, their boots making no sound upon the 
polished floors. Some passers-by on the hill claim to see 
spectral men in khaki or blue, standing at the windows and 
staring out towards the river — as if waiting for comrades 
who will never return. 
In the stairwells, faint whispers echo — fragments of 
commands and the clipped tones of parade-ground orders. 
More unsettling still, doors sometimes open and close of 
their own accord, as if some unseen regiment were moving 
with military precision from room to room. Staff and visitors 
alike have spoken of waking in the night to the unmistakable 
sensation of being watched, or the sudden chill of air as 
though a column of soldiers had just marched past. 



 

 

Yet the house does not feel malicious. Instead, there is a 
dignity in its hauntings, a reflection of the discipline and 
quiet endurance that once filled its wards. The Star & Garter 
glows outwardly with grace, but its splendour is forever 
shadowed by the sorrows of the men who lived — and died 
— within its care. Some say the building itself is unwilling to 
forget them. Perhaps it is not haunted in the ordinary sense, 
but rather still alive with memory, its walls echoing with 
loyalty, courage, and loss. 
The stars in its name still shine — but they shine through a 
veil of sorrow, a reminder that some battles end only in 
silence. 
  



 

  

The Bear — Oxford, Oxfordshire 

 
Tucked down a narrow lane near the heart of Oxford, The 
Bear is one of the city’s oldest inns, its timbers leaning with 
centuries of laughter, secrets, and scholarly debates. Its 
reputation rests not only on fine ale and its curious display 
of tie snippets, but also on the shadows that linger in its 
low-beamed rooms. 
Regulars whisper of the scholar who never left. He 
appears in the hush of closing time—robes trailing, head 
bowed, lips moving in agitated fragments of Latin. His steps 
carry him to and fro before the fireplace, as if he is still 
wrestling with a thesis or an argument that was never 
resolved. More than one landlord has watched in alarm as 
his figure passes straight through the walls, vanishing 
where books once lined the shelves of a long-lost study. 
The Bear’s spirits are not confined to him alone. Glasses 
sometimes shuffle across the polished oak bar when no 
hands are near, as though eager to be filled. Guests have 
reported the faint scrape of a chair pulling back, only to find 
no one there. Others swear the air grows thick with the 
scent of ink-stained parchment and pipe smoke, lingering 
long after the last pipe has been extinguished. 
Some believe the muttering scholar is the ghost of a 17th-
century academic who lost his position—and perhaps his 
mind—after an intellectual scandal. Others claim he is tied 
to the very fabric of Oxford itself, doomed to wander 
wherever arguments remain unfinished. 



 

 

The Bear wears its hauntings lightly. Visitors may laugh, 
may raise a glass to the ties on the walls, but those who 
pause too long in its dim corners feel a different presence. 
For The Bear does not just chuckle with charm—it growls 
with memory, reminding all who enter that Oxford’s past 
walks beside its present, never quite letting go. 
  



 

  

The Golden Lion — Todmorden, West Yorkshire 

 
Perched amid the brooding Pennine hills, the Golden Lion 
has long stood as a beacon for weary travellers. Its golden 
sign swings above the cobbled street, promising warmth, 
music, and laughter. And indeed, from the outside, the pub 
glows like a hearth against the moors’ relentless winds. Yet 
step across the threshold and a different tale begins to stir. 
For not all who gather here come seeking ale. Patrons 
whisper of a figure seated quietly in the corner, clad in 
rough miner’s clothes thick with the dust of another age. 
His head is bowed, his eyes hidden, his pint untouched. 
Those who glance back a second time often find the chair 
empty—but the smell of coal dust lingers in the air, sharp 
and metallic. 
On certain nights, the faint ring of picks striking stone 
carries through the low-beamed rooms, though no tool is 
raised, no mine lies near. The rhythmic blows echo as if 
from beneath the very floorboards, a ghostly reminder of 
the lives carved and lost in the black veins of the earth. 
Others tell of a woman’s laughter drifting down the 
stairwell, brittle and strange, cutting through the chatter of 
the bar. It comes without warning, a sudden tinkle like glass 
shattering. Regulars say it belongs to a long-gone landlady, 
known for her sharp tongue and sharper temper, who 
perished in mysterious circumstances above the pub. 
Some insist the laughter is not mirth at all, but mockery—
directed at anyone who dares linger too late after last 
orders. 



 

 

The Golden Lion still beams with music and merriment, but 
beneath its glow lies a flicker, as though the light itself 
struggles against encroaching shadow. Its gold, burnished 
bright by day, grows tarnished by nightfall, when unseen 
hands stir, and the living drink alongside the dead. 
  



 

  

The King’s Head — Rochester, Kent 

 
Once a proud coaching inn on the old London Road, the 
King’s Head has played host to travellers, soldiers, and 
merchants for centuries. Its beams are darkened with age, 
its staircases worn smooth by countless boots, and its 
courtyard still whispers with the bustle of horses and 
carriages long gone. Yet not all who entered ever truly left. 
Visitors speak of a cavalier in a plumed hat who descends 
the staircase with a swagger, his spurred boots striking the 
wood in sharp echoes that suddenly die into silence. He 
appears as though to meet a companion for a drink, though 
no one ever sees who he waits for. In the taproom, glasses 
sometimes rise and clink of their own accord, a spectral 
toast offered by unseen hands—perhaps soldiers toasting 
victories that have faded into dust. 
The courtyard, too, holds its shadows. More than one guest 
has paused by the old well, only to glimpse a woman in 
white standing still beneath the moonlight. Her face is pale, 
sorrow etched in her eyes, as though she longs for someone 
who never returned. Before a word can be spoken, she 
dissolves into the night air. 
Locals say the King’s Head nods still, but not only to its 
living patrons. It is a meeting place for companions unseen, 
for echoes of lives once vibrant, still raising their glasses in 
Rochester’s oldest haunt. 
  



 

 

The Lamb Inn — Great Rissington, 
Gloucestershire 

 
Nestled in the heart of the Cotswolds, The Lamb Inn is a 
picture of rustic charm. Honey-coloured stone walls glow 
golden in the afternoon sun, and low beams and roaring 
hearths welcome weary travellers with promises of warmth 
and ale. Yet beneath its quaint façade lingers an air of quiet 
sorrow, as though the inn itself remembers stories best left 
untold. 
The most enduring legend is that of the maid. Dressed in 
plain, time-worn garments, she drifts along the corridors in 
silence, head bowed, never meeting the gaze of the living. 
Guests have spoken of waking suddenly in the night to the 
unsettling tug of their sheets, as though unseen hands were 
attempting to smooth them flat—or perhaps pull them away 
altogether. 
At times, a curious fragrance fills the air: the unmistakable 
scent of bread baking in the oven, warm and yeasty. It wafts 
gently through the inn long after the kitchen has grown cold, 
evoking both comfort and unease. Some say the maid once 
worked in the bakehouse, and that her spirit remains bound 
to the task she performed in life. 
While no malice is attributed to her presence, the sorrow in 
her bearing unsettles even the stout-hearted. Locals 
whisper that she suffered a broken heart, or perhaps met a 
lonely end within the inn’s walls. Whatever the truth, she 
lingers still, tending to her eternal duties in silence. 



 

  

So The Lamb Inn, with its golden stone and flickering fires, 
shelters warmly those who pass through its doors. Yet 
among its flock are souls not entirely living—reminders that 
even the cosiest refuge can keep a ghost or two beneath its 
roof. 
  



 

 

The Wheatsheaf — Shrewsbury, Shropshire 

 
Bustling and timbered, The Wheatsheaf wears its centuries 
of history with pride. Set along the winding streets of 
Shrewsbury, the inn’s crooked beams and dark oak panels 
seem to lean inwards, as though eavesdropping on every 
whispered tale. By day, it hums with chatter, clinking 
glasses, and the warm glow of camaraderie. By night, when 
the hearth burns low, the shadows stretch long, and the air 
grows heavy with echoes of the past. 
Patrons often speak of sudden icy draughts sweeping 
through the snug, though no door has opened, and no 
window has been left ajar. The sensation comes not as a 
gentle breeze, but as a sharp, penetrating chill that raises 
gooseflesh and steals the breath from one’s chest. Many a 
regular swears it is the brush of something unseen making 
its presence known. 
From the stairwell comes another kind of disturbance. Late 
in the evening, when the inn is quiet, guests and staff alike 
have reported hearing the rapid thud of footsteps racing 
upwards. Yet when investigated, the stairwell stands 
empty, the silence all the more oppressive for what came 
before. Some whisper it is the spirit of a messenger who 
once carried dire news through the inn, never able to deliver 
his words. Others think it is the phantom of a man fleeing 
something—or someone—forever trapped in the act of 
escape. 



 

  

More unnerving still is the figure said to appear by the bar: a 
tall man in a long coat, leaning casually as though awaiting 
his drink. His face is indistinct, his presence heavy. 
Onlookers describe the uncanny moment he simply fades 
from view, dissolving like mist, leaving behind the unsettled 
hush of those who witnessed him. 
Poltergeist mischief is also common within the 
Wheatsheaf. Glasses leap suddenly from shelves, crashing 
to the floor in showers of sharp fragments. Sometimes the 
sound is heard from empty rooms, as though an unseen 
patron has grown impatient with the service. One barman, 
years ago, swore that as he reached for a tankard, it slid 
away from his grasp, skittering across the counter before 
tumbling to the ground. 
Locals say The Wheatsheaf harvests both laughter and 
ghosts, serving them together in equal measure. To sit 
within its ancient walls is to share in centuries of mirth, but 
also to risk brushing shoulders with those who have never 
left. It remains a place where history lingers not only in the 
timbered beams but in the very air, where every draught and 
shattered glass reminds visitors that some spirits are far 
stronger than the ale. 
  



 

 

The Bell Inn — Gloucester, Gloucestershire 

 
Tucked away in Gloucester’s labyrinth of narrow medieval 
streets, The Bell Inn has welcomed weary travellers for 
centuries. Its timber beams lean with age, its floors creak 
with the tread of countless feet, and its cellar stones 
remember the monks who once passed daily through the 
cloisters of nearby St. Peter’s Abbey. Though the monks are 
long gone, their presence is said to linger. 
Patrons whisper of a solitary figure in a rough brown habit, 
his hood drawn low to conceal a face that never shows. He 
drifts soundlessly through the bar, ignoring the chatter of 
drinkers as though walking some ancient path only he can 
see. Doors that were firmly closed will swing wide, as if 
unseen hands insist upon a passage. The air will grow heavy 
with the sweet, choking scent of candle wax, as if dozens of 
devotional tapers had just been extinguished. 
On certain nights, regulars claim to hear a soft chiming from 
the old bell, though no one has touched it. It rings not with 
the cheer of welcome, but with a muted, mournful note — a 
warning that the past is never fully silent, and that prayer is 
not the only thing that lingers in the shadows of The Bell Inn. 
  



 

  

The Ship Inn — Redcar, North Yorkshire 

 
The Ship Inn stands steadfast against the biting winds of the 
North Sea, its weathered timbers etched with the memory 
of storms. For centuries it has been a refuge for fishermen, 
sailors, and wanderers alike—yet beneath the warmth of its 
hearth lingers a chill that salt and spirits cannot drive away. 
Locals say the pub has always been tied to the sea, as 
though its very beams were cut from shipwrecked wood 
and its windows forever fogged with brine. 
It is here that many patrons whisper of the dripping man. 
He appears suddenly, always near the bar, as if he has just 
stepped in from a violent storm. His coat hangs heavy and 
sodden, his boots leave no trace yet sound as though 
waterlogged, and his hollow eyes fix on some horizon 
beyond the room. Some swear he raises a glass, though no 
ale ever touches his lips. When asked who he is, the 
landlord simply shakes his head—too many fishermen have 
been lost to name just one. 
Others speak of phantom footsteps, echoing through the 
low-beamed inn. They come late, when the lamps burn low: 
the slow, dragging tread of men carrying unseen burdens 
across the floor. Their steps are soaked in seawater, yet by 
morning, the floorboards are dry as bone. 
The strangest of all is the sea’s presence itself. On calm 
nights, when the tide lies far from Redcar’s sands, the inn 
still thrums with the roar of waves. The walls shiver as 
though battered by a storm surge, tankards rattle on 
shelves, and the air smells sharply of salt. To those inside, it 
feels as if the inn is sailing still, caught forever between 
shore and sea. 



 

 

Fishermen claim the Ship Inn is crewed by more than the 
living. They say the dead gather there: sailors lost to storms, 
smugglers swallowed by waves, and men who never came 
home. It is not a place of terror but of sorrow, a liminal 
harbour where stories end yet linger. 
Locals raise a glass in respect when the dripping figure 
appears. They say he and the others do not haunt the inn 
out of malice, but because the Ship sails on, and they are 
bound to its voyage. 
And when the wind howls in off the sea, rattling the old 
windows, it is easy to believe the inn is not rooted to 
Redcar’s shore at all—but adrift on a spectral tide, carrying 
both the living and the dead toward an unseen horizon. 
  



 

  

The Crown & Thistle — Abingdon, Oxfordshire 

 
Timbered and proud, the Crown & Thistle has stood for 
centuries, its oak beams blackened with age, its walls 
steeped in the whispers of time. Traders, travellers, and 
townsfolk once crossed its threshold seeking warmth, ale, 
and company. Yet not all of them left. 
On quiet evenings, when the hearth glows and conversation 
dips, the first signs stir. Glasses shift across polished wood 
without a hand to guide them, rising in a hollow clink as 
though an invisible toast is being offered to a memory only 
the dead recall. Patrons glance about nervously, but the 
sound fades into the stillness of the bar. 
Then comes the figure: a woman in a flowing green gown, 
her presence as fleeting as breath upon glass. She 
descends the stair with grace, yet vanishes midway, melting 
into the shadows as though she has stepped into another 
realm. Her face is never seen, but the trailing whisper of her 
skirts brushes past like silk caught on a draught. 
Those who linger long enough hear the next unsettling echo. 
A murmur, low and insistent, like men locked in quiet 
debate. Words half-formed, sentences cut short—
discussions that never end, perhaps of debts unpaid or 
secrets never spoken aloud. Guests strain to see which lips 
move, but every face remains still. 
The Crown bears its history proudly, a jewel of Abingdon’s 
high street, but its thistle pricks sharp from the past. For in 
every toast that rings too hollow, every footstep that fades 
before the last stair, the inn reminds its visitors: here, time 
may pass, but the past never leaves. 
  



 

 

The Old House — Ightham, Kent 

 
Standing at the heart of the village, The Old House is 
believed to be one of the oldest inns in England. Its 
weathered timbers lean with age, each beam heavy with the 
weight of centuries. The walls have soaked in laughter from 
long-forgotten feasts, whispers of clandestine meetings, 
and the muffled sobs of travellers who never found their 
way home. 
Visitors often remark that time seems slower inside its 
rooms. Shadows cling to the corners even in the warmth of 
candlelight, and silence settles like a heavy cloth when 
footsteps cease. Yet there is movement, always movement. 
A grey figure is said to wander the upper corridors, pausing 
at doorways as if waiting for tidings that never arrive. Some 
swear it is the spirit of a messenger, forever caught between 
arrival and departure, carrying news that the living were 
never meant to hear. 
In the cellar, where ale once flowed freely, voices rise and 
fall like a half-forgotten hymn. Many who venture down 
describe the sensation of standing amid a company unseen 
— a chorus of drinkers locked in an endless toast, their 
song broken and unfinished. The air is chill, damp with 
memory, and sometimes a hand — cold as stone — 
brushes past an arm or shoulder, as though reminding 
intruders that they are not alone. 



 

  

Doors creak open on their own, their hinges groaning under 
the weight of unseen patrons. A chair might scrape 
backwards as if someone has just risen, or a glass may 
tremble faintly on the bar, though no hand has touched it. 
For some, The Old House offers warmth, the glow of 
firelight, and the familiar hum of companionship. For 
others, it welcomes with whispers, with lingering stares, 
and with company that belongs to another century. 
The Old House is welcoming — but not always to the living. 
  



 

 

The George Inn — Borough, London 

 
Tucked away on Borough High Street, just a stone’s throw 
from London Bridge, stands The George Inn, London’s last 
surviving galleried coaching inn. Its timbered galleries and 
crooked beams have welcomed travellers, merchants, and 
merrymakers since the 17th century, and its long history 
clings to every corner like the smell of old oak and ale. 
But not all its guests ever left. 
Regulars whisper of a woman in white who drifts silently 
along the upper gallery, her pale figure framed in the 
flickering glow of lantern light. She leans over the railing, 
gazing down into the courtyard with eyes so heavy with 
sorrow that even the most hardened drinker feels a shiver. 
Some say she waits eternally for a coach that never came — 
a lover lost to time, or perhaps betrayed by fate at the very 
doorway where she lingers still. 
Late at night, when the inn grows hushed and only the creak 
of the wood remains, the sound of phantom hooves and 
rattling wheels is said to thunder into the cobbled yard. 
The echo of unseen horses stamping impatiently, the 
shouted greetings of long-dead travellers, and the sudden 
burst of laughter can be heard rising through the air — 
before vanishing into silence as quickly as it came. 
Inside, the hauntings grow stranger still. Tankards have 
been known to lift from the tables, raised in ghostly toasts 
by invisible hands. Patrons have felt unseen fingers brush 
their sleeves, and some have even sworn to hear the scrape 
of chairs pulling out beside them, as if long-lost 
companions were joining the company once more. 



 

  

The George is more than just a pub. It is a meeting place of 
centuries, where the living raise their glasses in fellowship 
— and where the dead are never far behind. 
Here, history refuses to fade, and the old coaching inn 
remains what it has always been: a house of welcome, of 
laughter, of stories — for both the quick and the quiet 
shades who share the night. 
  



 

 

The Plough — Prestbury, Gloucestershire 

 
Prestbury has long been whispered about as one of the 
most haunted villages in England, its streets and cottages 
steeped in centuries of spectral lore. In the very heart of this 
Cotswold settlement stands The Plough, a timbered inn 
with a low-beamed ceiling and a fire that crackles against 
ancient stone. By day, it feels warm and inviting, but as 
night draws in, shadows lengthen across the flagstone 
floor, and the inn’s darker history begins to stir. 
Regulars speak of a hooded figure that drifts silently by the 
bar, a tall, shrouded presence that never speaks, never 
shifts its gaze, and never acknowledges the living. To see 
him is to feel the weight of stillness—an oppressive hush, 
as though time itself pauses in his company. He appears 
most often on winter evenings, when frost clings to the 
windows and the smell of woodsmoke lingers in the rafters. 
From upstairs, visitors often hear the measured tread of 
heavy boots climbing the staircase, followed by the steady 
pacing of someone moving to and fro, as if locked in 
restless thought. Yet when the rooms are checked, they are 
empty, save for the faint creak of floorboards settling as if 
beneath unseen weight. Some swear they’ve heard the faint 
jangle of a horse’s bridle outside in the courtyard, long 
after the last rider has gone. Locals connect these sounds 
to Prestbury’s phantom horsemen, spirits said to still patrol 
the lanes of the village, caught in some endless return. 



 

  

Even the most sceptical guests have been startled when a 
glass topples suddenly from the bar, shattering against 
the stone floor without warning, as though swatted by 
invisible hands. More unsettling are the accounts of a 
sudden cold breath against the back of the neck, or the 
sensation of being deliberately jostled in an otherwise 
empty passage. 
The Plough, true to its name, seems to cut deep furrows 
into the past, unearthing more than just ale and laughter. It 
reaps echoes of old lives, harvesting the shadows of those 
who cannot rest. To sit here after midnight is to drink in the 
company not just of friends, but of ghosts—silent, watchful, 
and waiting for the living to notice. 
  



 

 

The Old Inn — Carbost, Isle of Skye, Scotland 

 
By the edge of Loch Harport, where the restless waters 
meet the brooding Cuillin Hills, stands the Old Inn. Its stone 
walls have weathered centuries of gales, whispers, and the 
slow march of tide and time. Fishermen, travellers, and 
locals alike have sought its warmth, but warmth is not 
always what greets them. 
A Highland figure — tall, broad-shouldered, and silent — 
has often been seen drifting near the bar, his presence 
heavy yet wordless. Some say his eyes are hollow, 
reflecting the loch on a stormy night, while others insist he 
wears no face at all, just the shadow of a man long gone. 
The air within the inn shifts strangely. The smell of peat 
smoke sometimes curls thick and sudden, though the 
hearth lies dark and cold. At other times, glasses tremble 
faintly on wooden tables as if to a rhythm only the walls can 
hear. And then comes the sound that unsettles even the 
oldest of drinkers: the low, sorrowful strains of bagpipes, 
carried in from nowhere. The music is said to drift through 
the rafters, threading between laughter and conversation, 
pulling hearts into silence. Step outside to seek its source, 
and the night reveals only the sighing wind across the loch. 
No one knows whose spirit calls the tune — a piper lost in 
war, a drowned sailor, or a clansman who never returned 
from the moors. But the Old Inn remembers them all. It 
drinks deeply from Skye’s past, and pours it still, each pint 
carrying a measure of memory, each shadow a story waiting 
to be told. 
 
 
 



 

  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

The King’s Arms — Dorchester, Dorset 

 
This coaching inn has long sheltered judges, prisoners, and 
travellers alike. Not all departed willingly. 
Guests wake to the sound of pacing footsteps in the hall, 
followed by sudden silence. A gaunt figure is glimpsed in 
the windows, staring blankly into the night. Doors slam 
violently in empty rooms. 
The King’s Arms embraces its guests, but some embrace 
too tightly. 
  



 

 

The Greyhound Inn — Lutterworth, Leicestershire 

 
Nestled in the market town of Lutterworth, the Greyhound 
Inn has stood for centuries as a place of warmth and 
hospitality. Its timbered beams and crackling hearth 
welcome weary travellers, and its loyal patrons speak 
fondly of the ale and the laughter that echo through its 
rooms. Yet beneath the charm of this modest inn lingers 
something more elusive—presences that no fire can 
banish. 
One such spirit is said to be a woman wrapped in a faded 
shawl. She appears most often by the hearth, gazing into 
the flames with an expression of quiet sorrow. Many have 
tried to approach her, believing her at first to be a fellow 
guest or a solitary drinker, only to watch in disbelief as she 
melts into the air like smoke rising from the fire. 
Stranger still are the sudden draughts that sweep through 
the bar, chilling even the most seasoned regulars. These icy 
currents seem to pass with intention, curling around the 
ankles or brushing against the shoulders of the 
unsuspecting, as though some unseen presence is slipping 
silently by. 
On certain nights, when the laughter dies down and the 
glasses stand empty, another sound unsettles the quiet. A 
low, mournful weeping drifts through the inn—soft enough 
to seem distant, yet close enough to raise the hairs on the 
back of the neck. No patron or member of staff has ever 
admitted to being the source of the sobs. They fade as 
mysteriously as they come, leaving only unease in their 
wake. 



 

  

The Greyhound continues to thrive, its doors open to the 
living and its rooms alive with chatter. But those who linger 
too long, especially near the fire on a quiet evening, cannot 
help but wonder: who weeps in the shadows, and why has 
their sorrow kept them tethered to the inn? For all its charm 
and cheer, some company at the Greyhound has never 
strayed. 
  



 

 

The Cross Keys — Leeds, West Yorkshire 

 
Standing on the cobbled streets of Leeds, The Cross Keys 
began life as a bustling coaching inn, its doors opening to 
weary travellers and merchants on the road between 
Yorkshire’s towns. The scent of hay once drifted from its 
stables, and the sound of iron-shod hooves echoed through 
the yard. Though the carriages have long gone, it seems the 
horses never truly left. 
Phantom steeds are said to stamp restlessly in the 
courtyard at night, their invisible bridles clattering and 
harnesses jangling. More than one visitor has frozen in 
place, hearing the sudden snort of a horse close at hand, 
though the yard lies empty under the moonlight. 
Inside, the pub thrives with laughter and clinking glasses, 
yet there is always the sense of being brushed aside by 
unseen company. Patrons often report the lightest touch at 
their elbows, as though hurried travellers still push their 
way to the bar, desperate for a drink before setting out 
again. Upstairs, the atmosphere grows heavier. Shadows 
stretch far too long across the wooden floors, bending and 
shifting without the faintest source of light to move them. 
Landlords over the years have spoken of doors slamming in 
empty rooms, the creak of boots pacing a deserted 
corridor, and the fleeting shape of a man in a long travelling 
coat, vanishing as suddenly as he appeared. Some whisper 
of a coachman who met a violent end in the yard, trampled 
beneath the very horses he tended. Others speak of lost 
souls, travellers who never completed their journeys, 
condemned to linger in the inn that marked their last stop. 



 

  

By day, The Cross Keys is warm and lively, its tables filled 
with conversation and cheer. By night, however, it seems to 
unlock more than just its doors—it opens a passage 
between present merriment and the lingering sorrows of the 
past, where every shadow carries a memory and every echo 
tells a story unfinished. 
  



 

 

The White Horse — Hertford, Hertfordshire 

 
The White Horse stands proud on Fore Street, its timbered 
frame and crooked charm offering warmth to weary 
travellers. Yet beneath its low beams and the glow of its 
hearths lingers an unease that no fire can truly chase away. 
Locals whisper that ale isn’t the only spirit served here. 
For centuries, guests have spoken of a woman clad in 
flowing white. She is most often seen descending the main 
staircase, her movements slow, deliberate—yet her face is 
always obscured, hidden behind shadows or a veil no light 
can penetrate. Some say she was a heartbroken bride, 
others a scorned mistress who met her end within the inn’s 
walls. Whatever her story, her presence is unmistakable. 
Tankards tip and spill of their own accord, leaving startled 
drinkers staring at the puddles spreading across tables. 
Doors fly open with violent force before slamming shut 
again, as if struck by a storm contained within the building’s 
bones. At night, guests report being roused from their beds 
by the sound of hooves pounding across wooden floors, 
echoing as though a phantom horse were charging unseen 
through the corridors. 
The White Horse does not simply stand in Hertford—it 
gallops through the centuries, dragging its ghosts along. Its 
walls are steeped in stories, its shadows thick with 
memory. To enter is to drink in history—but one never quite 
knows what may be drinking in you. 
  



 

  

The Crown Inn — Chagford, Devon 

 
Perched at the very edge of Dartmoor, where the winds 
sweep down from the moors with a mournful howl, The 
Crown Inn has stood for centuries as both refuge and 
reminder. Its walls are thick, its hearths warm, and yet no 
amount of blazing fire seems to drive away the chill that 
lingers in its corridors. 
Travellers arriving at dusk often speak first of the sound: the 
clatter of iron-shod hooves upon the cobbled yard. They 
rush to the window, expecting a rider to rein in his horse, 
but the yard lies empty. Only the echo remains, fading into 
the night air as if the moors themselves had swallowed the 
rider whole. Some say he was once a messenger, cut down 
before he could deliver his tidings. Others whisper that he 
was no man at all, but something darker — a spirit bound to 
wander the boundary between road and inn forevermore. 
Inside, the inn is never short of stories. Laughter trickles 
down the stairwell, brittle and thin, never quite belonging to 
the living. It drifts through conversations, making tankards 
pause mid-air, until silence falls heavy upon the room. 
Locals insist it is the echo of a prankster long gone, a former 
patron who drank deep but paid little, his jokes as sour as 
the cider he stole. Now, it seems, he lingers only to remind 
the living of debts unpaid. 



 

 

And then there is the woman in grey. She moves without 
sound, gliding across the worn floorboards, her veil trailing 
like mist after rain. Those who see her swear they feel her 
grief before they ever notice her presence — a heavy weight 
in the chest, a sadness that clings long after she fades. 
Some claim she lost her love to the treacherous moorland 
bogs, waiting at the inn each evening for his return. Others 
say she was the lady of the inn itself, abandoned to despair 
when her betrothed never came back from war. 
The Crown Inn endures as it always has — a place where 
weary travellers take shelter, where locals gather, where ale 
flows and fires glow. Yet beneath the laughter and warmth, 
the old stones remember. They reign not only over the living 
patrons who come and go but also over the ghosts who will 
not leave. 
Here, on the edge of Dartmoor, the inn is a crown indeed — 
not of gold, but of shadow, memory, and the restless dead 
who refuse to bow to time. 
  



 

  

The Black Bull — Haworth, West Yorkshire 

 
Perched on the cobbled high street of Haworth, the Black 
Bull is more than a village inn. It is a sentinel of stories, a 
place where history lingers as tangibly as the scent of old 
ale and smoke-stained wood. Within its walls, shadows 
stretch across centuries, mingling the ordinary clatter of 
tankards with whispers from the unseen. 
The pub is forever tied to the Brontë family. It was here that 
Branwell Brontë, brother to the famous sisters, often sought 
solace and escape, pouring his restless spirit into verses 
and the bottom of a glass. His presence, they say, has never 
fully departed. Some claim to have seen a figure slumped in 
the corner by the fire, the ghost of a man with hollow eyes 
and ink-stained fingers, who vanishes when approached. 
Others tell of books tumbling suddenly from shelves, 
opening at passages of melancholy poetry or solemn 
scripture, as though unseen hands are guiding readers to 
fragments of truth. 
Yet Branwell is not the only phantom said to roam the Black 
Bull. Patrons and staff alike speak of a clerical figure — a 
man clad in old ecclesiastical garb, his face pallid, his eyes 
fixed on some far-off sorrow. He appears without sound, 
often near the stairwell or drifting past the bar, leaving 
behind an unnatural chill. Even when the fires blaze and the 
doors are bolted tight, sudden cold draughts sweep through 
the rooms, as though the building itself breathes with 
secrets. 



 

 

For those who linger in the quiet hours, the inn feels alive. 
The creak of the floorboards echoes like footsteps. Muffled 
prayers seem to hum beneath the rafters. Stories of the 
past cling here — tales of Branwell’s decline, of sermons 
spoken and sins confessed, of literature birthed in the 
stormy imagination of the Brontës. The Black Bull does not 
simply stand as a public house; it is a living book, its pages 
turned by invisible hands, its margins scribbled with 
memory and myth. 
In Haworth, the moors outside whisper of wildness and 
longing. Within the Black Bull, the whispers come closer — 
a reminder that where words once took root, spirits may 
still linger, restless, inked into the very grain of the wood. 
  



 

  

The Angel Inn — Lavenham, Suffolk 

 
Lavenham, with its crooked timber-framed houses and 
cobbled market square, is a place where the past still 
lingers in every beam and brick. At the heart of it stands The 
Angel Inn, a 15th-century coaching inn whose history 
stretches back over five centuries. Beneath its steep gables 
and time-darkened timbers lies a house of welcome, 
warmth, and ale—but also whispers of those who never 
checked out. 
Guests speak often of a figure in white, drifting soundlessly 
through the upper corridors. She appears only in silence, 
gliding past each door as though searching for someone 
long lost. No words pass her lips, only the heavy hush of 
expectation. She vanishes at the far end of the hallway, but 
the echo of her presence lingers like a shadow that refuses 
to be dismissed. 
Many visitors recall waking to footsteps pacing steadily 
above their heads, only to discover that their rooms lie 
directly beneath the roof—where no one could possibly 
walk. Others describe the sudden bite of icy air settling on 
their skin, the bedclothes tugged as though by unseen 
hands, and the faint sound of weeping carried on the night. 
Most unsettling of all is the scent of roses, cloying and 
sweet, which haunts the stairwell. The perfume arrives in 
sudden gusts, unbidden and out of place, turning the 
welcoming climb to the rooms into something strangely 
oppressive. For some, the roses are a comfort; for others, 
they bring an inexplicable dread, as though tied to a 
memory not their own. 



 

 

No records tell us who the woman in white may be. Some 
claim she was a jilted bride who took her life within those 
walls. Others whisper of a serving girl, struck down by 
tragedy and buried without ceremony. Whatever her story, 
she remains—an eternal guest of the Angel. 
The inn continues to thrive, drawing travellers with its 
charm, fine food, and history. But when the lights dim and 
the fire settles to embers, not all its guests are of the living. 
For in Lavenham’s Angel Inn, it seems the veil between past 
and present is thin, and not every guest ever leaves. 
  



 

  

The Anchor Hotel — Whitby, North Yorkshire 

 
Whitby, with its looming cliffs, storm-lashed harbour, and 
the skeletal silhouette of the ruined abbey, has always been 
a place where the sea and the supernatural walk hand in 
hand. The Anchor Hotel, tucked close to the quayside, 
drinks deeply of that atmosphere—its beams warped with 
salt air, its walls whispering with the weight of centuries. 
Locals speak of the figure most often glimpsed in the snug: 
a sailor in tar-stained clothes, his cap pulled low, his boots 
trailing seaweed. He slumps at the bar, dripping as though 
fresh from a wreck, his eyes hollow pools of grey. He lingers 
just long enough for a startled patron to blink—then 
dissolves into mist that smells faintly of brine and smoke. 
But it is not only the sailor that stirs unease. Doors creak 
and slam as though battered by invisible waves, sending 
tankards toppling and candles guttering in their holders. At 
night, when the town has fallen quiet and the gulls roost on 
the black rooftops, the faint toll of a ship’s bell can 
sometimes be heard through the corridors. Slow, mournful, 
insistent—the sound drifts in with the tide and rattles the 
windows though no bell is near. 
Fishermen once claimed the Anchor was a place where the 
drowned came to finish their final drink, a last comfort 
before sinking back into the deep. Guests who stay in the 
upper rooms often wake to the sensation of cold water 
lapping at their feet, or the impression of heavy, sodden 
footsteps pacing the floorboards beside their bed. 
The Anchor holds Whitby fast in its embrace. And the sea, 
jealous and unyielding, keeps its dead close—sometimes 
too close for comfort. 
  



 

 

The Crown & Cushion — Chipping Norton, 
Oxfordshire 

 
Once a bustling coaching inn where weary travellers sought 
warmth by the fire, The Crown & Cushion has stood for 
centuries in the heart of Chipping Norton. Merchants, 
nobles, and soldiers alike have crossed its threshold, yet 
not all of them ever left. 
Guests often whisper of the cavalier who wanders the 
upper floors. Dressed in a plumed hat and sweeping cloak, 
his polished boots strike sharply against the wooden 
floorboards. He strides purposefully down the corridors—
only to vanish before reaching the stairwell. Some swear 
they’ve felt the brush of his cloak against their shoulder as 
he passes, leaving behind a breath of icy air. 
The bar, too, has its share of restless patrons. Tankards are 
said to lift or slide across polished wood without a living 
hand in sight, as though unseen drinkers still linger, eager 
for one last round. Landlords past and present tell of taps 
turning themselves on, of chairs shifting slightly when no 
one is near, as though ghostly revellers are rearranging 
themselves for comfort. 
Perhaps the most unsettling presence is heard rather than 
seen: a woman’s brittle laughter, echoing faintly through 
the stairwell in the dead of night. Quick and sharp, it rises 
like the sound of a jest gone sour, only to vanish into silence 
before it can be traced. Those who have heard it describe 
the sound as hollow, as though the walls themselves were 
remembering some long-forgotten mirth. 



 

  

Despite its age—and its lingering company—the Crown & 
Cushion remains a place of welcome for travellers. Today, 
guests still rest in its timbered rooms, dine by candlelight, 
and share stories beside the fire. Yet many leave with more 
than memories of a pleasant stay. For in Chipping Norton, 
the weary may find a bed for the night… but at the Crown, 
not all the guests are alive. 
  



 

 

The George Hotel — Penrith, Cumbria 

 
The George Hotel stands at the heart of Penrith, proud of its 
long heritage as a coaching inn, where weary travellers 
once found food, fire, and rest before venturing north 
across the fells. By day it is welcoming and bustling, a place 
of warmth and laughter. Yet when darkness gathers and the 
hearthlight flickers, a subtle unease drifts through the 
corridors and settles in the rafters. 
Guests speak of a solitary figure who takes his place by the 
fire: a man in a dark military uniform, his cap set firmly upon 
his head, his eyes fixed on something unseen. He never 
speaks, nor lifts a glass. If approached, he vanishes as 
though swallowed by the smoke. Some say he is a soldier 
returning from the Napoleonic wars, who found comfort 
here on his final journey and lingers still, unwilling to leave 
the seat that once brought him peace. 
Others tell of heavy bootsteps sounding above the bar, 
echoing through the guest rooms long after the halls fall 
silent. The tread is measured, deliberate, as if someone 
paces endlessly — a man awaiting orders that will never 
come. Staff swear no one is there, yet the ceiling shakes 
with each step. 
And then there is the pipe smoke. Thick, sweet, and 
unmistakable, it curls suddenly through the air, settling into 
the corners of the lounge and stairwell, clinging to the 
curtains long after closing. It appears without warning, 
sometimes in the dead of night, sometimes just as the first 
drink is poured at dusk. Locals insist it belongs to an old 
landlord of the inn, a man fond of his tobacco, who 
continues to watch over his bar from beyond the veil. 



 

  

The George is proud of its history — centuries of travellers, 
soldiers, merchants, and storytellers passing through its 
doors. Yet in quiet moments, when the fire burns low and 
the wind rattles the windows, it feels as though the past is 
not entirely gone. The George salutes its history… and, in its 
own mysterious way, the history salutes back. 
  



 

 

The King’s Arms — Kirkby Lonsdale, Cumbria 

 
Kirkby Lonsdale is a town of cobbled streets and ancient 
stone, perched on the edge of the Lune Valley. At its heart 
stands The King’s Arms, a coaching inn whose history 
stretches back centuries. The building, with its low-beamed 
ceilings, worn flagstone floors, and fireplaces that once 
welcomed weary travellers, carries with it a weight of time 
— and of something more unsettling. 
Guests who stay overnight often speak of a strange 
stillness that descends after midnight. The laughter and 
chatter from the market square fades, leaving only the 
groan of old timber and the restless whisper of the wind. Yet 
within the inn, there are sounds that cannot be so easily 
explained. Doors creak slowly open, even when bolted. A 
draught passes through rooms, icy enough to chill the bone, 
settling at the foot of the bed as though an unseen 
presence has taken its place beside the living. 
One tale repeats itself with uncanny consistency: the sight 
of a man in a dark cloak, standing near the main staircase. 
His hat is pulled low, his face hidden in shadow, and yet his 
form is unmistakable — tall, solid, real enough to make 
some believe a late guest has strayed into their path. But 
when approached, the figure dissolves into the air, leaving 
nothing but the fading echo of bootsteps on the wooden 
floorboards. 
Some believe this cloaked stranger was once an innkeeper 
who met a violent end, robbed on the staircase he once 
guarded. Others whisper he may have been a traveller who 
never reached his destination — a man who checked in 
centuries ago, but never checked out. 



 

  

The King’s Arms has also been known to host the 
murmuring of disembodied voices. Guests sitting in the 
snug have reported hearing faint conversations rise and fall, 
as though a crowd had gathered just beyond the wall. The 
words are too quiet to decipher, and when the room is 
entered, the voices vanish instantly, leaving only silence 
and the steady tick of the clock above the bar. 
Locals accept these hauntings with a kind of pride. To them, 
the inn is not merely a place of food and drink, but a living 
record of Kirkby Lonsdale’s history — a meeting place of 
both the loyal living and the unyielding dead. 
Those who stay at The King’s Arms today are assured of 
warmth, hospitality, and a good meal. But when the night 
deepens and the inn falls quiet, many admit to glancing 
towards the staircase, half-expecting to see the cloaked 
figure watching, waiting, lingering in the shadows. 
  



 

 

The Bell Hotel — Thetford, Norfolk 

 
The Bell Hotel is a grand old coaching inn, its timber beams 
and crooked walls bearing the weight of centuries. Once a 
bustling stop for weary travellers and mail coaches 
clattering through Norfolk, it remains a place where history 
clings tightly to the air—and where whispers of the past 
refuse to fade. 
Guests often speak of a spectral maid, clad in a servant’s 
uniform from another age, her apron faintly glowing in the 
dim light. She glides silently through the corridors, 
vanishing the moment her pale face is glimpsed too closely. 
Some say she is a young chambermaid who met with 
tragedy in the service of the inn, her spirit still bound to her 
duties, forever tending to rooms that no longer need her 
care. 
Stranger still are the phantom footsteps—measured, 
deliberate—echoing on the stairway when no living soul 
ascends. At times, the faint creak of leather boots 
accompanies the sound, as though a coachman long dead 
still makes his rounds. Patrons have stopped mid-
conversation, hearts racing, only to find the staircase 
entirely empty. 
And then there is the smell—thick, heavy candle grease 
wafting suddenly through the air, clinging to clothes and 
hair, though no flame burns nearby. Those who encounter it 
describe the sensation of a silent procession passing 
unseen, as if a forgotten ritual is being replayed in the 
shadows. 



 

  

The Bell has long been a place of welcome, a hearth for 
travellers and locals alike. But its name rings true in more 
ways than one: the tolling of unseen bells calls not just the 
living, but also the dead, who continue their ghostly 
passage through the old inn’s corridors. 
  



 

 

The Ship Inn — Elie, Fife, Scotland 

 
By the sands of Fife, where gulls wheel against the grey 
North Sea sky, the Ship Inn sits like a weathered sentinel, its 
windows staring out across the restless water. The inn has 
been a gathering place for centuries, its heart forever bound 
to the tide. Fishermen, sailors, and travellers alike have 
crossed its worn threshold, but not all of them ever truly 
left. 
Locals speak of a dripping sailor, his coat heavy with 
seawater, who leans casually against the bar as though 
awaiting a tankard of ale. He never speaks. He never lingers 
long enough for a greeting. One blink, and he is gone—
leaving only a puddle that fades into the wood before a 
cloth can reach it. 
At night, guests lying sleepless in their rooms hear boots 
stomping heavily across the creaking floorboards, as if a 
crew is mustering for duty. Sometimes the sounds are 
followed by the unmistakable groan of rigging straining 
against the wind, and the taut snap of ropes pulled tight by 
unseen hands. No ship stands moored outside, yet the 
echoes of one drift through the inn like a tide that never 
recedes. 
The sea itself seems determined to claim the Ship Inn as 
one of its own. Visitors describe waking to the briny tang of 
salt air flooding their rooms, the scent so sharp it stings 
their eyes. Some even swear they have heard waves 
breaking against the walls, though the tide lies far from the 
door. 



 

  

To the villagers, it is no mystery. They say the Ship Inn sails 
still, though anchored to the sands of Elie—its timbers 
creaking with both the living and the dead. Every toast, 
every story told by firelight is shared with a ghostly crew 
who once braved the sea’s merciless embrace, and who 
now, in death, remain forever aboard their last harbour. 
The Ship sails endlessly, its course charted not on water, 
but through the haunted hours of the night. 
  



 

 

The Royal Hotel — Stromness, Orkney 

 
Perched on the edge of the windswept harbour, the Royal 
Hotel has watched centuries of ships come and go, from 
herring boats to Arctic whalers and wartime convoys. Its 
lamps burn stubbornly against the long northern dark, as if 
holding the sea at bay. Yet those who step inside soon find 
the sea follows them. 
Locals whisper of the figure in a fisherman’s coat who 
lingers by the upstairs window. He gazes out across Hoy 
Sound as though waiting for a vessel that will never return. 
Guests who approach say his outline fades into the glass, 
dissolving like salt water. When the wind howls, some 
swear they hear his boots dragging the length of the 
corridor, leaving behind the faint scent of brine. 
The hotel’s halls are not silent either. On winter nights, 
when storms batter the shore, faint hymns rise and fall 
through the stairwell, the voices eerily melodic but 
belonging to no living choir. Staff have checked every room 
and found them empty, save for the cold hush that follows. 
Doors at the Royal often swing open on their own, ushering 
in sudden blasts of icy harbour air. Patrons feel a hand 
brush past, unseen, as though someone else is hurrying for 
shelter. More than one traveller has looked up from their 
supper to see unfamiliar faces at the bar—pale men in 
weatherworn oilskins, dripping seawater onto the 
floorboards—only for the vision to vanish when the firelight 
flickers. 



 

  

Despite these hauntings, the Royal remains a place of 
welcome. Its hearth is warm, its ale hearty, and its company 
lively. But the regulars will tell you in hushed tones that not 
all the guests have checked in by earthly means. Here, 
among the laughter and the clink of glasses, sit the 
drowned—still seeking harbour, still answering the call of 
the sea. 
  



 

 

The Castle Hotel — Ruthin, Denbighshire, Wales 

 
Tucked away in the heart of Ruthin, where cobbled lanes 
still whisper of centuries gone by, the Castle Hotel stands 
proud against the stone of the medieval town. Its 
battlements and carved windows may seem inviting to 
passing travellers, but within its walls linger shadows that 
refuse to fade. 
The most often spoken of is the Grey Lady, a spectral figure 
said to glide across the bar and into the dim hallways. Her 
eyes, downcast and full of sorrow, seem forever searching 
for something — or someone — she has lost. Guests 
describe a sudden chill when she passes, as though the 
very air is stolen from the room. Some say she was a 
noblewoman betrayed in love, others that she was unjustly 
imprisoned within the castle dungeons centuries ago. 
Whatever her tale, her steps are heavy with grief, echoing 
long after she fades into the gloom. 
More unsettling still are the sounds that follow the silence: 
the clank of iron chains dragging across flagstones, and the 
low, tormented groans of those who once knew the castle 
not as a hotel, but as a place of judgement and punishment. 
Ruthin Castle’s history is steeped in conflict and cruelty, 
and the cries of the condemned seem unwilling to rest. 
On moonlit nights, some visitors claim to glimpse figures in 
armour pacing the courtyard — ghostly knights keeping a 
watch that ended centuries ago. Their outlines are sharp 
against the shadows, but before one can speak or call to 
them, they dissolve into the darkness, leaving only the faint 
smell of damp stone and the feeling of being watched. 



 

  

Though its walls are thick, built to withstand war and 
rebellion, the Castle Hotel cannot keep its ghosts out. 
Instead, they roam freely, reminding every guest that history 
does not always stay in the past. In Ruthin, the medieval 
and the spectral walk side by side, and a stay at the Castle 
Hotel is never entirely one’s own. 
  



 

 

The Drovers Inn — Inverarnan, Loch Lomond, 
Scotland 

 
Standing stoic on the edge of Loch Lomond, the Drovers Inn 
has weathered over three centuries of Highland winters, its 
blackened stone walls steeped in smoke, whisky, and 
whispered legends. Built in 1705, it was once a vital stop for 
weary cattle drovers guiding their herds through the rugged 
passes. Today, it welcomes travellers with roaring fires and 
hearty ale—yet its shadows hold far older company. 
Guests speak of a young girl, pale and silent, lingering on 
the staircase. She drifts between the floors in a white dress, 
her presence faint as candle smoke, her eyes heavy with 
unspoken sorrow. No one knows her story—some say she 
drowned in the nearby loch, others that she perished 
upstairs long ago from fever. Whatever her fate, she never 
left, forever bound to the inn’s cold stone. 
After midnight, when the fire has burned low and laughter 
has quieted, heavy bootsteps echo across the floorboards. 
The thud of unseen feet moves from the bar to the hall, as if 
an old drover, still tending to ghostly cattle, is pacing out his 
endless watch. Staff who dared to follow the sound found 
nothing—only silence, and the scent of damp earth and 
leather lingering in the air. 
Above the great hearth hangs the mounted head of a stag, 
its glass eyes glinting in the flicker of firelight. More than one 
guest has sworn those eyes move, tracking them across the 
room. Some insist the beast once belonged to a poacher 
who was caught and killed outside the inn, his spirit said to 
haunt the mount itself, peering at all who dare sit beneath 
it. 



 

  

The Drovers is warm with song and whisky, but beneath the 
laughter runs an older chill, the weight of centuries pressing 
close. It welcomes travellers in from the cold Highland 
night—yet many leave believing they were not alone by the 
fire, nor in their beds, nor on the stair where the girl in white 
still drifts, night after night. 
  



 

 

The Crown Inn — Shipston-on-Stour, 
Warwickshire 

 
At the heart of Shipston-on-Stour stands the Crown Inn, its 
mellow Cotswold stone glowing honey-gold in the evening 
light. Once a bustling coaching inn, it welcomed weary 
travellers with roaring fires and the promise of rest. The 
scent of oak beams and centuries of ale still lingers, 
carrying the weight of countless stories whispered within its 
walls. 
But warmth is not its only legacy. 
For those who linger too long in the barroom, there comes a 
change in the air — a sudden chill that creeps up the spine. 
Regulars speak of a woman in a faded bonnet, her figure 
pale and translucent, gliding silently across the flagstones. 
She drifts towards a door at the far end of the bar — a door 
that has long been sealed, its key lost to memory. Yet 
before startled eyes, she slips through it without pause, 
vanishing into shadows. 
Upstairs, hurried footsteps clatter along the landing, urgent 
and desperate, as though a traveller is late for his coach. 
But when staff investigate, the rooms lie still and empty, the 
beds untouched, the corridors bare. At times, glasses rattle 
on their shelves without cause, as if unseen hands demand 
another round. 
The locals say the Crown has always been a refuge, offering 
shelter to strangers and solace to the weary. Perhaps it still 
does — even for those whose journeys have long since 
ended. In its hearth-lit glow, the living and the departed 
share a common rest, and the inn keeps watch over them 
all. 
  



 

  

The Wheatsheaf Inn — Northleach, 
Gloucestershire 

 
By day, the Wheatsheaf sits comfortably in the centre of 
Northleach, its honey-coloured stone glowing warmly in the 
Cotswold sun. Market-town chatter drifts in from the 
square, and the inn seems like a safe haven for weary 
travellers and cheerful locals alike. But as the market stalls 
are folded away and dusk settles over the narrow lanes, 
another character emerges—a darker side of the inn that is 
whispered about in low tones. 
Those who linger into the small hours speak of a cloaked 
figure that drifts across the yard, stopping often as if 
awaiting some final judgement. His presence is fleeting yet 
charged, the kind of glimpse that leaves even the most 
sceptical shaken. Some say he is a traveller wronged, 
others a highwayman caught and condemned, still 
searching for the verdict he never received in life. 
Inside, guests often stir from uneasy dreams to a pungent 
scent: the sharp musk of hay, the damp heat of horse 
sweat, the iron tang of tack and leather. Yet the inn’s 
stables were torn down long ago, replaced by stone 
courtyards and flowerbeds. Doors that should be firmly 
bolted creak open in the still of night, followed by an 
uncanny hush so profound it seems the inn itself holds its 
breath. 



 

 

Locals will tell you that The Wheatsheaf reaps both laughter 
and sorrow. Its hearth has warmed countless gatherings—
weddings toasted, deals struck, friendships forged—but 
woven into its history are threads of grief and unfinished 
tales. Each glass raised in cheer seems shadowed by the 
unspoken knowledge that someone, somewhere in its 
history, never left. 
Visitors often leave charmed by its beauty but unsettled by 
its silences, as if the inn smiles by day and broods by night. 
The Wheatsheaf endures, as much a place of ghostly 
memory as of living welcome. 
  



 

  

The Lamb & Lion — York, North Yorkshire 

 
Tucked beneath the looming shadow of York Minster, the 
Lamb & Lion Inn stands as a gateway between centuries. Its 
timbered walls and narrow passages carry the weight of two 
thousand years of history — from Rome’s iron grip to the 
bustle of Victorian England. But within its cellars and 
courtyards, the past does not rest quietly. 
Down below, where old Roman stonework forms part of the 
inn’s foundations, guests have reported the most chilling 
sight: a legionary soldier, armour glinting faintly, striding 
straight through the cellar wall. His outline glows as though 
lit by torchlight from another age, his gaze fixed on some 
long-forgotten duty. He does not falter, does not pause — 
merely marches on into eternity. 
Up above, in the courtyard where ivy creeps and lanterns 
sway in the wind, a woman in Victorian dress is said to 
appear. She drifts with purpose yet no sound, only to vanish 
into shadow at the very threshold of the inn. Some say she 
is a former landlady, keeping watch over the place she once 
called home. Others whisper she waits for someone — a 
guest who never arrived. 
Patrons, even when the bar is empty, speak of strange 
sounds rising from nowhere: chanting, deep and sonorous, 
echoing like voices carried through stone. Some have 
described it as Latin prayers; others insist it is darker, more 
ritualistic. 



 

 

By day, the Lamb & Lion bleats warmly, a haven of hearty 
meals, clinking glasses, and laughter. By night, however, it 
roars with its memories, a place where history seeps 
through the floorboards, where time folds in on itself, and 
where shadows march to a rhythm only the dead 
remember. 
  



 

  

The Old Neptune — Whitstable, Kent 

 
The Old Neptune sits precariously on the very edge of the 
shingle, a white-washed sentinel facing the sea’s endless 
moods. With each storm, it seems the waves try to claim it, 
yet the pub endures—battered, salt-stained, and stubborn 
as the fishermen who once made it their refuge. Step inside, 
and you may feel the floor tilt ever so slightly, as though the 
building itself still rocks with the tide. 
Locals call it “The Neppy,” but they speak of it with the kind 
of reverence reserved for a churchyard. For here, some 
believe, the drowned still gather with the living. A dripping 
fisherman is often glimpsed by the bar, his oilskins sodden, 
his boots leaving no mark upon the wooden boards. Some 
patrons swear they have shared a table with him, only to 
find the chair empty when they next turn their head. 
On stormy nights, the sound of the sea carries strangely 
within. Waves crash louder inside the pub than out, echoing 
against the walls as if the very building were filling with 
water. Doors fly open without warning, ushering in briny 
gusts though the sea lies still beyond. More than one 
regular has muttered that the drowned come to drink 
alongside the living, raising invisible glasses to the memory 
of ships lost offshore. 
Through tide and tempest, the Neptune remains. Its walls 
bear the scars of storms survived, but its true endurance is 
in its companionship with the unseen. For as long as waves 
break on Whitstable’s shore, the Old Neptune will play host 
to both the quick and the drowned. 
  



 

 

The Olde Tripple — Nottinghamshire 

 
Tucked away in the winding backstreets of 
Nottinghamshire, overshadowed by the fame of its sibling 
tavern, the Olde Trip to Jerusalem, stands the Olde Tripple 
— a place that wears its history like a shroud. Its crooked 
beams and low stone walls seem to sag under the weight of 
centuries of secrets. Few know its full story, but those who 
linger long enough inside its dim chambers speak of a 
presence that refuses to leave. 
Patrons describe the same chilling sight: a solitary figure, 
clad in pilgrim’s garb, drifting soundlessly past the great 
hearth. He never looks up, never speaks — only passes 
through the flickering firelight as though retracing a path he 
has walked for hundreds of years. Some say he is searching 
for absolution; others believe he is bound to the tavern by 
promises made and broken during the days of long-
forgotten crusades. 
When the pilgrim appears, the atmosphere changes. The 
warmth of the fire vanishes, replaced by an unnatural cold 
that seeps into the bones. Soon after, a darker chorus 
begins: the clinking of unseen chains echoing from the 
cellar. Many a landlord has gone below to investigate, only 
to find the space empty — yet the chains continue their 
restless song. 
The disturbances do not end there. Tankards have been 
known to topple from shelves without a hand touching 
them, their contents spilling across the floor as though 
hurled by invisible revellers. More than one visitor has 
sworn they felt a tug at their coat sleeve, or the brush of icy 
fingers against the back of their neck. 



 

  

Locals whisper that the Olde Tripple has always been a 
place of unfinished business. Deals struck in the shadows, 
confessions never heard, debts unpaid. The building itself 
seems to brood on these unsettled truths, and the spirits 
within are unwilling to let them rest. 
The Olde Tripple keeps its secrets close — and its ghosts 
closer. 
  



 

 

The Bell & Crown — Canterbury, Kent 

 
Long before coaches rattled through the city gates and 
tourists jostled for postcards, the Bell & Crown was a 
humble haven for pilgrims on their way to the shrine of Saint 
Thomas Becket. It stood as the last warm fire, the last 
tankard of ale, the last chance for prayer before the road 
turned uncertain. Many set out from its timbered doorway, 
their feet blistered and their hearts full of hope. Not all of 
them ever returned. 
Locals whisper of a man still waiting there, centuries on. He 
appears in rough traveller’s clothes, shoulders stooped 
beneath the burden of miles already walked. His lips move 
constantly, shaping half-remembered prayers, but his 
words dissolve into silence. Those who see him say he 
lingers in the darkest corner of the taproom, where the light 
of the fire never quite reaches. Then, as suddenly as he 
appears, he fades—sinking back into the very wall as 
though swallowed by stone. 
The building itself carries the memory of his devotion. On 
quiet nights, when the city settles to sleep, the stairwell fills 
with the heavy scent of frankincense, sharp and cloying, as 
though an unseen procession were passing through. 
Guests have reported the oddest sensation of being 
watched, a presence close at hand, though the hallway lies 
empty. Some feel a brush of cold air against the cheek, like 
a pilgrim’s whispered farewell. 



 

  

And always, there is the sound. A faint, metallic ringing, as 
though the inn itself still holds its own bell, calling to the 
weary and the lost. The chime never comes from the clock, 
nor from the bar, nor even from the street outside. It echoes 
from the walls, from the floorboards, from the very bones of 
the house. The Bell & Crown chimes with history—an inn 
that still rings for those who began their journey but never 
found their way home. 
  



 

 

The Fox & Hounds — Barley, Hertfordshire 

 
Down narrow country lanes and hedgerow-shadowed 
bends, the Fox & Hounds sits in quiet defiance of time, its 
timbered beams and weathered brickwork older than many 
remember. Yet it is not merely age that lingers in its corners, 
but something more spectral. 
At dusk, locals whisper, a figure emerges from the fields 
beyond: a tall man clad in a green hunting coat and boots, a 
lantern swinging faintly in his hand. His face is never seen, 
for he fades with each step nearer, dissolving into the 
twilight as if made of mist. The glow of his lamp wavers in 
the windows of the pub long after he has gone. 
Stranger still are the sounds that follow. Though no hounds 
are kept within the inn, patrons have sworn to hear the low 
baying of dogs carried across the night air, close as though 
circling the yard. Their growls mingle with the sudden, sharp 
blast of a hunting horn — a cry that chills the bones of 
anyone who hears it, for it seems to come from nowhere, 
echoing through walls that should not hold such noise. 
Some claim the huntsman is forever chasing a fox that 
outwitted him in life, doomed to ride the hedgerows until 
eternity swallows him whole. Others whisper that it is not 
the man who hunts, but the fox itself, spirit-quick and 
cunning, still darting through fields and phantoms alike. 
In the still hours of the night, glasses rattle on their shelves 
and shadows stretch longer than they should. The Fox still 
runs, but not only in flesh. Here, the chase never ends. 
  



 

  

The Golden Lion — St Ives, Cornwall 

 
On the cobbled edge of St Ives, where fishermen once 
dragged their boats onto the sand and the sea mist curls 
like a ghost across the harbour, stands The Golden Lion. Its 
whitewashed walls gleam in the sunlight, warm and inviting, 
promising cheer to weary travellers. But step inside, and the 
brightness fades. Shadows gather in the rafters, the 
laughter of the bar muffled by something heavier — 
something watching. 
Guests who stay in the upper rooms whisper of the Grey 
Woman. She is seen drifting silently along the creaking 
corridor, her faded gown trailing as though soaked by 
invisible waves. She pauses at every door, as if listening for 
a voice she has long since lost. Sometimes she bends 
close, her face as colourless as old sea-fog, before 
vanishing in a ripple of cold air. Those unlucky enough to 
catch her eye speak of a sudden tightening in the chest, as 
though seawater itself had filled their lungs. 
Downstairs, the hauntings are less subtle. The smell of 
brine often sweeps through the bar, sharp and 
unmistakable, even on nights when the tide lies far out. 
With it comes the cry of gulls — not the hungry clamour of 
the harbour, but shrill, hollow calls that echo unnaturally 
through the rafters at midnight, when no bird should be 
awake. At those moments, the glasses tremble. Some 
topple from shelves or slip from the hands of startled 
drinkers, shattering across the flagstones with a sound far 
louder than glass should make, as though amplified by 
some unseen rage. 



 

 

Locals say the Golden Lion is glittered with salt and 
sorrow. Its name is a cruel irony: there is little gold here, 
only the tarnished memory of a shipwreck said to have 
claimed both treasure and lives. The Grey Woman is 
thought to be the widow of a captain who never returned, 
doomed to search the rooms for him forever, her grief as 
briny and endless as the sea itself. 
Even today, those who spend the night swear they wake 
with a film of salt upon their lips — and the taste of 
another’s tears. 
  



 

  

The Old House — Dorking, Surrey 
 
Its timber-framed front leans like a weary sentinel, beams 
blackened with age, rooflines bowed as though carrying 
centuries of secrets upon their shoulders. Within, the air 
seems to sigh, heavy with the weight of countless stories — 
laughter and quarrels, whispers and wails — all pressed 
into the fabric of its walls. 
Patrons speak of the maid most often: a pale figure in cap 
and apron, drifting through the rooms with the steady 
rhythm of duty. She is seen sweeping, though no broom 
rests in her hands. Her gaze never lifts, her feet never falter, 
as if bound to a task she cannot finish. When challenged, 
she fades into the stone and silence as if she were never 
there. 
The doors here do not behave as they should. They slam 
open with sudden violence, as though struck by invisible 
hands, rattling on their hinges like a scolded servant. More 
than one visitor has felt the sting of disapproval in the air — 
a presence that makes the hairs rise on the neck, stern and 
watchful. 
Most unnerving of all are the cold spots. They come without 
warning: one step warm, the next like plunging into a crypt. 
Patrons describe their skin prickling, their breath turning to 
mist, the marrow in their bones stiffening as though they 
had become statues carved of ice. 
The Old House is not merely a place of ale and talk. It is 
inhabited still — by those who never left, who sweep 
unseen, who scold the careless, who wait in the chill. 
The living may drink at its tables, but the dead remain its 
truest patrons. 

  



 

 

The Swan Hotel — Alton, Hampshire 

 
In the heart of the market town of Alton stands The Swan, 
once a bustling coaching inn where weary travellers paused 
on their journey between London and the coast. Its 
timbered walls and graceful frontage still hold a sense of 
grandeur, as though the building itself remembers the 
elegance of its past. Yet beneath its polished veneer, the 
Swan bears a quieter legacy — one whispered of in hushed 
tones by staff and guests alike. 
They say a woman in white drifts along the upper corridors, 
her skirts brushing the floorboards without a sound. She 
paces endlessly, her soft sobbing echoing faintly, as though 
muffled by centuries. Some believe she waits for a lover 
who never returned, perhaps a soldier or a coachman lost 
on the road. Others claim she was a bride abandoned at the 
altar, her broken heart binding her to the inn. 
Guests who stay overnight often report strange 
disturbances. Icy draughts sweep across their beds, tugging 
at sheets and blankets as if unseen hands are trying to wake 
them. Doors creak open by themselves, and shadows flit 
across the candlelit walls. The scent of roses lingers in the 
hallways long after the vases have been emptied, mingling 
with the unmistakable tang of candle wax — as though the 
ghost herself carries her own funereal vigil. 
Even in the bustling warmth of its bar, where laughter and 
glasses clinking mask the silence beyond, there is an 
awareness that something unseen watches. Visitors find 
themselves glancing over their shoulders, certain they are 
not alone. 



 

  

The Swan may still soar as a proud hotel, welcoming guests 
with charm and comfort, but it does so with sorrow on its 
wings. For within its walls walks a restless spirit, forever 
caught between love and loss, her presence woven into the 
fabric of the inn like an unbroken thread. 
  



 

 

The Dolphin — Plymouth, Devon 

 
Perched on Plymouth’s historic Barbican, The Dolphin has 
long been a refuge for sailors, smugglers, and storytellers. 
Its whitewashed walls have watched centuries of sea 
voyages begin and end, and its low, beamed ceilings seem 
to press down the weight of salt and memory. 
Inside, time holds steady. The wooden floors creak like the 
deck of an old ship, and the air carries the faint tang of brine 
as though the sea has followed its patrons ashore. Many 
who step through the door say they feel as if they’ve entered 
a harbour of the past — one where laughter, fear, and 
farewells still echo. 
But The Dolphin is more than a tavern; it is a listening post 
for the whispers of the drowned and departed. Regulars tell 
of a man in a faded naval uniform who appears at the bar. 
He raises his head in a solemn nod to the living, a silent 
toast of respect, before vanishing into nothingness. At odd 
hours, tankards ring together without a hand in sight, as if 
invisible sailors still celebrate victories or mourn comrades 
lost to the waves. 
Upstairs, guests sometimes wake to the muffled sound of 
ropes tightening and creaking, as though a ship is moored 
just beyond the walls. Others have reported the heavy tread 
of boots on the stairs, pausing outside their door before 
moving away into silence. 
Locals say The Dolphin “swims in salt and spirit — both 
kinds.” Its spirits are poured into glasses, yes, but they also 
drift unseen through the corridors, bound forever to the 
tavern that was once their last port of call. To drink here is 
to raise a glass not just with friends, but with centuries of 
Plymouth’s seafaring dead. 



 

  

  



 

 

The Crown Inn — Shrewsbury, Shropshire 

 
Timbered and bustling by day, The Crown Inn stands 
proudly in the heart of Shrewsbury, its black-and-white 
façade a reminder of centuries gone by. Within its low-
beamed rooms, laughter, clinking glasses, and the warmth 
of the hearth seem to guard against the darker tales that 
cling to the inn’s history. Yet when night falls, the 
atmosphere changes. The old timber creaks as though 
bearing the weight of long-forgotten memories, and 
shadows stretch unnaturally across the uneven floors. 
Guests have often spoken of boots pacing the corridors, a 
heavy tread that echoes just beyond their doors. The steps 
pause, resume, and retreat, as if a restless guard is forever 
patrolling a boundary no one else can see. Alongside the 
tread comes a murmur—words half-formed, urgent yet 
indistinct, as though whispered from one world into 
another. Those who have dared to open their doors to 
investigate find only emptiness, and a silence so complete 
it presses against the ears. 
The courtyard tells its own story. More than one late-night 
wanderer has seen a figure standing there, cloaked and 
still, head bowed as though in grief or contemplation. 
Lantern light and moonlight alike fail to reveal a face. 
Approach too closely, and the figure vanishes into the night 
air, leaving behind only the soft rustle of cloth, as though a 
cloak has brushed past. 
Even the doors of the inn seem touched by unseen hands. 
They open slowly of their own accord, creaking wide 
without a soul to move them. No footsteps follow, no voice 
calls out. Only silence remains, deeper and heavier than 
before. 



 

  

To those who stay, The Crown feels both welcoming and 
watchful. It reigns over its corner of Shrewsbury with all the 
dignity of its age—but it rules in shadow, its crown of timber 
and slate bound as much to secrets and spectres as to ale 
and cheer. The living may drink and sleep beneath its roof, 
but the past still walks its corridors, and its unseen 
sovereign ensures that The Crown’s legacy is never entirely 
at rest. 
  



 

 

The Black Horse — London, Soho 

 
Once a haunt of drinkers and dreamers, the Black Horse 
remains a place where words linger long after voices have 
gone silent. Its walls remember smoke-choked evenings 
when writers scratched their poems onto napkins, and 
journalists traded secrets over tumblers of gin. Soho’s 
pulse once beat strongest here, where laughter, arguments, 
and confessions spilled like wine. 
Now it is haunted still—though the patrons are fewer, and 
some no longer of flesh. 
A man in shabby Victorian dress sits silently at the bar, 
collar frayed, bowler hat tipped low. He never orders a 
drink, yet the stool beneath him is warm, the air faintly 
smelling of coal dust and ink. Approach him, and he 
vanishes into the walls, leaving only the scrape of a chair 
and a sigh too heavy for one throat to carry. 
In the quiet moments, the sound of typewriter keys echoes 
faintly from the upstairs rooms, each strike sharp as a 
heartbeat. No machine has stood there for decades. 
Patrons complain of cigarette smoke curling in airless 
corners, though the pub was scrubbed clean long after the 
smoking ban. Some even claim to have felt the gentle brush 
of fingers on their shoulders, as if an impatient editor leans 
too close. 
The Black Horse endures, its shadow stretching from 
gaslight Soho into the neon present. The Horse gallops on, 
carrying its spectral riders—writers who cannot put down 
their pens, drinkers who cannot lay down their glasses, and 
dreamers who cannot leave their haunt behind. 
  



 

  

The Red Cow — Cambridge, Cambridgeshire 

 
Cheerful in name, but not always in presence. 
The Red Cow sits on a quiet corner of Cambridge, its 
timbered walls and low beams carrying centuries of stories, 
whispered and otherwise. To passers-by it appears a 
friendly, bustling inn, but to those who linger, another guest 
seems always present — a guest who never pays for his 
board. 
A young boy is said to haunt the Red Cow, his laughter 
ringing through the stairwell like the echo of a long-
forgotten game. No one knows his name, nor how he came 
to be tied to the inn, though rumours swirl: the child of a 
servant who fell on the stairs, or a messenger boy who 
never completed his errand. Whatever the truth, his spirit is 
mischievous but strangely light-hearted. 
Guests often report waking to find their possessions shifted 
in curious ways — shoes swapped from left to right, 
handbags tucked beneath pillows, and hats balanced 
jauntily on chairs. Patrons in the bar feel the unexpected tug 
of their coats, as if an invisible child were pulling them into 
a game of chase. Sometimes a marble rolls across the floor 
with no hand to send it spinning. 



 

 

The most unnerving of all is the sound. His giggle — high, 
delighted, and sudden — has startled many into spilling 
their drinks. Staff swear they’ve heard it even when the pub 
is empty, the laughter weaving between the creak of the 
beams and the hiss of the old fireplaces. Some claim that 
on certain evenings, when the Red Cow is hushed and the 
moon leans over its roof, a loud, guttural moo echoes 
through the inn — not from any cow, but from the spirit 
itself, a playful mimicry that rattles glasses and sends 
shivers down the spine. 
The Red Cow, it seems, moos loudly in spirit — with 
mischief, not malice. Those who encounter the boy’s tricks 
leave more amused than afraid, as though they’ve brushed 
against the afterimage of childhood itself. 
  



 

  

The Griffin — Bath, Somerset 
The Griffin stands proudly among the Georgian terraces of 
Bath, its honey-coloured stone and tall sash windows 
blending seamlessly with the city’s elegant architecture. 
Yet behind its welcoming façade, there lingers an air of 
restlessness, as if the building itself strains against unseen 
wings. 
Locals speak of a ghostly figure who appears by the bar — a 
gentleman in a powdered wig and long coat, reminiscent of 
Bath’s fashionable heyday in the eighteenth century. He 
never speaks. He never lingers. One moment he is there, a 
fleeting shape at the edge of sight, and the next he vanishes 
with the swiftness of a shadow in candlelight. Guests often 
describe the sudden waft of tobacco smoke curling through 
the air, mingled with the sharp sweetness of perfume, 
though no pipe has been lit and no bottle uncorked. 
More unsettling still are the phantom footsteps. Many have 
heard them behind them, soft leather shoes pacing in 
careful rhythm, but when they turn, the room stands empty. 
Some report the sensation of being observed, as though the 
gaze of powdered eyes watches from just beyond the glow 
of the lamps. 
Old tales whisper that The Griffin is perched between 
worlds — not malevolent, but uneasy. Its spectral guest 
seems caught in some endless promenade, a wanderer of 
Bath’s social past who cannot leave the company of 
clinking glasses and muted conversation. Whether he is a 
former patron, a player in the city’s once-glittering 
assemblies, or something far older, no one knows. 



 

 

And so The Griffin endures, graceful but restless, its 
hauntings woven into the city’s nightly hush. Visitors come 
for ale and laughter, yet leave with a shiver — unsure if they 
have brushed against the elegance of history, or the uneasy 
flutter of a presence still yearning to be seen. 
  



 

  

The Old George Inn — Huntingdon, 
Cambridgeshire 

 
The Old George is a timbered survivor, its beams blackened 
with age and its foundations steeped in centuries of 
whispers. Once a gathering place for Cromwell’s soldiers, 
its walls still echo with the weight of war and judgement. 
Tankards were raised here in victory, and sentences were 
spoken in hushed, stern tones that carried consequences 
beyond the grave. 
Those who stay speak of an unseen guard making his 
rounds: a figure in armour whose clanking steps echo 
faintly across the bar before dissolving into silence. 
Outside, the steady rhythm of drums is said to roll across 
the cobbled streets, as though an army mustering for battle 
still lingers in Huntingdon’s heart. Doors slam without 
warning, rattling the age-old beams as though unseen 
hands are determined to remind visitors of the Inn’s martial 
past. 
Though it continues to serve its patrons with warmth and 
cheer, the Old George never quite leaves the company of its 
ghosts. Each pint poured seems to come with a silent 
salute to the restless spirits who keep their eternal watch 
within. 
  



 

 

The Swan — Bradford-on-Avon, Wiltshire 

 
By the slow curve of the River Avon, where willows trail their 
fingers in the current, stands an inn with centuries of stories 
clinging to its beams. The Swan has sung for travellers, 
soldiers, and bargemen alike, its walls steeped in laughter 
and lament. 
Yet it is not only the living who have left their mark. 
A woman in white drifts through its shadowed corridors, her 
presence as pale and delicate as moonlight on water. She 
does not speak, but her eyes—dark pools of sorrow—fix 
upon those who meet her gaze. Guests whisper of her 
gliding noiselessly past their doors at midnight, the soft 
rustle of her gown trailing behind like the sigh of a forgotten 
song. 
From the riverbank, some swear they have heard a splash—
urgent, desperate—only to find the waters lying calm and 
undisturbed, save for the circling ripples of unseen hands. 
Within the stairwell, a faint perfume lingers, unmistakable: 
lilies, cut fresh and grieving, clinging to the air like a funeral 
wreath. 
No one is certain whose spirit haunts The Swan. Some say 
she was a bride abandoned on her wedding night, who cast 
herself into the Avon’s cold embrace. Others tell of a 
serving girl wronged by a traveller who never returned, her 
heartache binding her to the place where she once waited 
in vain. 
Whatever her tale, she remains—a spectral song woven 
into the inn itself. And though The Swan has sung for 
centuries, its melody is not always sweet. Sometimes, it 
carries the low, mournful note of a sorrow that will not rest. 
  



 

  

The Horse & Groom — Tunbridge Wells, Kent 

 
The Horse & Groom stands proudly at the edge of Tunbridge 
Wells, a handsome old house with beams darkened by age 
and a genial painted signboard that promises warmth, ale, 
and company. Yet beneath the laughter and chatter of its 
patrons lies an undercurrent of unease. For the stables that 
once bustled with life seem far from silent. 
It is said that a man in riding boots has often been glimpsed 
by the bar, whip in hand, his expression stern as though still 
waiting for a horse boy to appear. He lingers only a moment 
before dissolving into a haze of smoke. Those who catch 
sight of him claim to feel a sudden chill, like a draught 
through an open stable door. 
At quiet hours, when the fire burns low and the inn settles 
into stillness, the stamping of unseen hooves echoes 
across the floorboards. Some say the sound rises from 
beneath the bar itself, as though the horses never left their 
stalls. Doors slam with sudden violence, as if kicked by an 
impatient mount, startling even the most seasoned 
drinkers. 
The stories run deep among locals: of riders who galloped 
into the night and never returned, of wagers lost and won in 
the inn’s smoke-filled rooms, and of tempers that flared too 
hot to be soothed by drink. The Horse & Groom may 
welcome the living, but it seems to keep company with its 
own restless guests. For here, the riders belong not to flesh 
and bone—but to shadows. 
  



 

 

The Bell Inn — St Albans, Hertfordshire 

 
Close to the ancient Roman ruins, The Bell Inn has stood 
watch for centuries, its name echoing the toll of long-
forgotten prayers. Within its timbered walls, time seems 
thinner, as though the past and present overlap in hushed 
whispers. 
Patrons often speak of the soldier who lingers near the 
bar—a spectral figure clad in armour, his outline faint but 
unmistakable. He moves with a weary grace, pausing as if 
on sentry duty before fading slowly into the cold stone wall, 
leaving behind only the faint clink of chainmail. Some say 
he is a remnant of Verulamium, the Roman city that once 
thrived here, bound forever to his post. 
Stranger still are the voices that drift through the low 
ceilings: a chorus of Latin chants, solemn and echoing, as 
though carried from a cloistered chapel lost to time. The 
words are indecipherable to most, but their rhythm chills 
the blood, each phrase carrying an air of devotion tinged 
with sorrow. Many claim the chants are accompanied by 
the sudden, pungent scent of incense—thick, holy smoke 
that rolls invisibly through the room before vanishing just as 
quickly. 
Though the inn has been refurbished over the years, its 
heartbeat is unchanged. The old bell still rings, sometimes 
of its own accord, its mournful tone reverberating in the 
silence of empty corridors. Locals whisper that these are 
prayers for souls left restless, their petitions unanswered 
for centuries. 
The Bell Inn remains a place where history refuses to sleep, 
where the living share their ale with shadows, and the past 
tolls eternally in stone and smoke.  



 

  

Epilogue: 

The last candle gutters low, shadows lengthening against 
the timbered walls. Outside, the night hushes the streets, 
but within these pubs, silence is never truly silent. A glass 
shifts on its own. A breath, cool and unseen, brushes the 
back of your neck. Somewhere, laughter fades — not 
entirely gone, just waiting for another listener. 
These tales remind us that pubs are more than alehouses. 
They are waystations between past and present, 
crossroads where history sits down beside you uninvited. In 
every creak of the floorboards and every sigh of the wind 
against the door, there is memory. And in some memories, 
the dead are reluctant to part. 
Perhaps you will visit one of these places. You might find 
nothing more unusual than a friendly landlord and a roaring 
fire. But should the room grow suddenly cold, or your pint 
ripple as if nudged by invisible fingers, take it not as a threat 
but as a toast. For the ghosts of Britain’s inns do not haunt 
to harm — they haunt because the stories are not yet 
finished. 
So raise your glass one last time. Drink deep, and listen 
well. The dead have not left, and in the pubs of Britain, they 
never will. 
 


