
 

The Great storm of Dunwich 1286. 

 

My name is Madeline Ann Godbold, my friends call me Maddy.  I’m 15 years old and I look 

after my younger siblings while my Father owns the local fish monger shop. 

We live above the shop. My Mother sadly passed away when my youngest brother Arthur 

was born. 

It was Sunday morning 1st January, we woke early to a thunderstorm and lightning boomed 

against the house like a big bass drum.  My brothers started to cry at the sound of the loud 

storm.  The gusty gale howled as loudly as a fierce wolf.   I cuddled my brothers whilst 

looking out of the window. 

I could see the crashing waves slamming on the rocks and I could hear the heavy rain 

pouring against the roof tiles like large boulders.  The choppy sea rose as tall as an angry 

giant. 

My Father called from the bottom of the stairs “Quick we need to escape!” 

 I ran as quick as a flash of lightning.  The rain pounding down on top of me like tiny stones.    

My brothers didn’t know what was happening so they were screaming in fear. 

 

 I turned to look at our house and it had disappeared with one large wave.  The sea was 

getting closer and I was terrified! 

The sea was crashing down onto the rocks and covering the city in one gigantic bottomless 

puddle. 

I told my brothers we need to find somewhere to stay until the storm had past, we were 

trying think who lives close to Dunwich and my father said “Let’s go to Auntie Beth’s house.” 

Our Auntie lives an hour away.  We were cold and frozen like blocks of ice when we arrived 

there. 

The storm passed over and when we returned back to Dunwich, we were shocked, upset 

and devastated with the what we saw.  Our once beautiful town was left destroyed, the 

harbour was gone, churches and houses eaten by the sea.   

“What we were going to do?” 

 

 

 


