
The Ghost of Doomsdorf Castle 
By Janet Rix 

England1646. 
 Mathew Hopkins the infamous, self styled Witchfinder General, was at the 
height of his campaign to hunt down all the witches and to rid the country of 
them. Superstition was rife and ordinary folk were fearful of putting a foot 
wrong least they should be accused of unholy practises. No one was safe. 
In the small East Anglian village of Minton Under the Hill, Sarah Watkins was 
busy in her kitchen making dyes from leaves and roots she had gathered in 
the woods. A large cauldron hanging over the fire was bubbling away, a 
pungent heady smell emanating from it. An urgent banging on the door 
caused her to stop what she was doing and hurry to open it. Standing outside 
were three men carrying pitchforks, and beside them a tall figure immaculately 
dressed carrying a piece of parchment in his hand. 
“Sarah Watkins,” he boomed “By the authority of his Majesty, King Charles, I 
have orders that you shall be taken away and tried for witchcraft. If you are 
found guilty the sentence is death. Take her away,” he ordered, turning to the 
three men. She was dragged off, put into a stinking rat infested dungeon in 
Doomsdorf Castle and left without food or water for two days. On the third day 
she was taken into court. The jury, all men jeered and shouted; “Burn the hag, 
She’s evil.” And threw rotten fruit and eggs at her. After the so called trial, 
which lasted no more than fifteen minutes she was declared guilty by a 
unanimous verdict. The judge Sir Isaac Jeffries, donned his black cap and 
announced Sarah Watkins you have been found guilty of heinous crimes. The 
sentence of the land is that you shall be taken from this court to a secure 
place where you will be manacled and left alone to die of starvation. And may 
the Lord have mercy on your soul. Have you anything to say?” 
“I will put a curse on you and everyone in this court room and all your kin 
thereafter” screeched Sarah. 
“You will suffer excruciating illness and you will die agonising deaths”.  
Visibly shaken the judge ordered her to be taken away. 
England  Spring 2010 
Tom and Kate were having a short break in a small village just outside 
Norwich. They were looking forward to doing some walking and exploring the 
area and generally recharging their batteries. They had started off from their 
B&B straight after breakfast, boots on their feet and a packed lunch in their 
rucksacks. Kate had bought a book called ‘Myths and Legends of East Anglia’ 
from the post office in the village where they were staying. After a couple of 
hours of walking through pleasantly undulating countryside they arrived at the 
village of Minton. 
They took a short break while consulting the book to see if there were any 
worthwhile local attractions to visit. 
 “There’s a rather gruesome story here about some poor woman being 
starved to death in Doomsdorf Castle.” Said Kate.”And strangely enough she 
was tried this very day in 1646 , and is said to appear every year on the 
anniversary of that day. Look,” she continued pointing upwards, “there’s the 
castle”. The ruins of the 14th century castle towered over the village, perched 
like an animal ready to pounce. Its crumbling walls and turrets cast eerie 
shadows on the valley below.  
“We’d better go and take a look”, said Tom getting to his feet. 



“Do you think that is wise?” asked Kate with a shudder, “bearing in mind that 
this is the day the ghost appears and anyone who sets eyes on it is never 
seen again” 
“Superstitious rubbish’” retorted Tom. “Come on I’ll race you to the top.” And 
he set off at a brisk pace. 
“Wait for me” yelled Kate as she hastily gathered her belongings. It was a 
steep climb to the castle, which looked even more menacing the closer they 
got. To make matters worse dark clouds had blotted out the sun and rumbles 
of thunder could be heard in the distance. 
“Are you sure it’s safe?” asked Kate breathlessly as she caught up Tom who 
gazed intently at the imposing gateway of the castle. 
“Tom?” she repeated. “I ,, I thought I saw a figure go through the gateway,” he 
said hesitantly. “Must have been a trick of light, but …” he laughed nervously. 
At that moment a loud clap of thunder made them both jump and almost 
immediately it began to rain, gently at first and then quickly turning to sleet 
and hail. By now it was almost pitch dark and the ground beneath their feet 
was slippery and treacherous. 
“We’d better shelter for a while till the storm passes,” said Tom. “There’s not 
much shelter to be had replied Kate through chattering teeth, half through fear 
and half through cold. “We’ll just have to go below ground “ decided Tom. 
“There’s bound to be the odd dungeon or so that’s watertight.” They ventured 
cautiously down some worn steps, thankful for the shelter but alert to every 
sound as their footsteps echoed hollowly around them. 
“I don’t like it,” said Kate. “It’s too scary for words and I’m positive something 
just brushed against my face”. 
“Me too,” said Tom “but it’s more than likely cobwebs.” Just then they heard a 
distinct sound of rustling below them. 
“I don’t care hat you say “ screeched Kate, “but I’m not staying a minute 
longer,” “Me neither,’ said Tom, grabbing her hand. Clinging to one another 
they ran for their lives, slipping and sliding in the mud, oblivious to the fact that 
their hands and feet were getting torn to pieces by the jagged rocks and 
branches. On and on they ran until a dark chasm opened up below their feet 
and they disappeared into its inky depths. 
Later that evening. 
“Well how long have MR and Mrs Jeffries been missing?” asked the police 
inspector, of Sue who ran the B&B, where Kate and Tom were staying.  
“They were supposed to be back about six” she replied. “They booked at able 
at The Rose and Crown for an evening meal” 
“Perhaps they’ve done a bunk” suggested the inspector. “Run off without 
paying” 
“That’s hardly likely,” retorted Sue. “Their car is still outside and all their 
belongings are still in their room” 
“Ah well” sighed the inspector, “give me a ring in the morning, if they still 
haven’t appeared, and we will see what we can do. Try not to worry.” He 
laughed, “They can’t have disappeared into thin air. “ 
 
 
 


