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Many thrilling stories and interesting
legendary tali"™* have.boon recorded by
several old topographer*» ond historians
of wrecks and wreckers in forftier days
on tho ooost of South Glamorgan, which
embraces tho fertile and verdant Valo
of Glamorgan, designated as “Tho
Garden of Ayales,” from Penarth head-
land at iU eastern extremity to bright
ond broezy Porthcawl in the west.
Sailing down the Bristol Channel,
whero In thmo busy modern days of
scientific research and navigation may
bo »c«n vast iron argosies or etoarokhipe
and othor sailing craft laden with
minerals, etc., from the South Wales
and Monmouthshire coalfields, and
varied» merchandise from tho busy,
thriving commercial and industrial sea-
ports of Cardiff* Newport, 1’cnarOi, and
Harry Apcks, etc., proceeding to Various

ports homo and abroad, steadily
plough the tiilo past the glittering
towns and villages and Cotnant

verdant hills and dalae or inrt Engl;

and Welsh coasts, or the *Owisd ar I

Haf,” i.e., tho Land of Summer.—car-
rying tho gay bunting and tho British
Aag of old Kp«lfnd.

J'robabjj*rif ny~readers have read and
also heaftly numsSrog/ijthrilling nnrra-
tiros of wrecks and wreckers on the
Glamorganshire ooaet in the olden days.
This evil and wicke"L practiqe of Wregk-

jif*— no-

This discomfiting action scorns to
have been the fatal turning point in
Walter Vaughan’s lifo; and treatment
like ibis produced a nvaction in a
character which, although anient and
onthuiastic, was rather strongly dis-
figured by vanity.

Walter Vaughan's Changed Dis-

position.

Waltor Vaughan returned homo to
Dutiravon Costlu a chuugod man... Van.
ity or conceit was always one of his
weak point* and failings, and thin.ajv'
parontly having been touched, his whole
disposition became sourod and changed
in a marked degree. The deserted hulls
of Dunruven Castlo once more resoun-
ded with revelry. The old watch-
tower on the cliff was deserted; tho
punch bowl anil tho dieo engrossed its
owner; revelry, sport, music, song and
dance ran riot there. He drunk
to excess, kept an ojvn house, and
gambled heavily until his fortune ulti-
mately began to fail—such as wo often
learn tb-day in tho world of sport and
pleasure. ~ Walter Vaughan was pro-
nounced An all hands to have revived
the hospitalities of tho old Welsh chief-
tains, and probubly he gained what lie
vainly coveted—distinction.

In the meantime he had married. Jt
i*>uncertain whether he broke the heart
of hia.Vifo. pr pot, but she died just as
his fortunes began to decline and fail,
le*ving four.boys, the*eldest of whom

pn the forge of manhood, A} the
jouAficat.a.idilii™of Jourtjw*. .. M*n
is invariably the same éverywhere—
primperity nod . wealth lisve many
friends; but the Welsh gentry turned
tluiir backs, tud ignored their. prodigal
friend when poverty and misfortune
struck him, and as time went, on the
old castle was nearly shut up, and its
lord, Walter Vaughan, was left with
one aofitsrv atlendnnf-~ nls faithful oM

missive and frlcmlly.  Mat bidod his
timo.  Tho ancient harpist and faith-
ful dopondont of Waltor Vaughan sori-
ously warned his master againstlthis
evil associate and ruffian, Mat the
Pirate, who had gainod a notorious
name by hanging out falso lights, etc.,
to mislead vcssols ashoro.  Notwith-
standing tho ploadings of his faithful
old harper, the two formed an allianoe.
They wero never scon, however, to-
gether during tho day timo, but those
.who»wor*yabroad in the vicinity of Duu-
raven in the dark nights averred and
declared that they had observed the
confederates in company together, and
when tho shades of night fell tho Lord
of Duhravett and Mat tho Pirato
prowled along beneath the lofty cliffs
by Dunraven Day, with their false
lights to luro passing vessels to their
doom and destruction oil tho rocky
shoro
“ A Terrible Retribution.”

There is an old traditional story in

which retribution, swift and aure, fell
upon tho two evil-doers.  Walter
Vaughan and his favourite old harper
now spent much of their .time In a sea-
beaten grotto, situated in a wild
Isolated place on the coast commanding
a glorious, uninterrupted view of the
sea to the south-westerwurd.  One day
as the setting sun was. descending
gloriously towards the horizon tho
watchers, Walter Vaughan and tho old
harper, saw tho ill-omened form of old
Mat tho skipper, or Mat of the Iron
Hand, ns ho was more generally known,
standing near to them.  Ho was look-
ing steadily and intently towards a
rock called “The Twinkcrs” in oldon
days (now “Tho Tuskar lItock™), which
was dry at dead low water or ebb tide,
but completely submerged and covered
at balf-flood tide. One fine breezy
evening two of tho Vaughan family,
tonK of Walter Vaughan, of Dunravon,
took a small boat and rowed it to tho
Tuakar Rock. They failed to fasten
tho bout very securely after having
landed there, and itboir. boat eventually
drifted away under tho influence of a
surging spring tide.. A glonm of exul-
tation shot across Mat the Fifnte™n face.
There was a sharp cry-«nd-e*rclematioi>,
“What boat is that drifting out sea-
ward P7 exelfimed».old Vaughan. Tho
fatal Vath apparently pijwhpd op, the
iinpulaivf njjnd pi W'idvir,)
His two feojnj were stranded on tho Tus-
kar> llook {.their *boat had drifted a
considerable distance away with the
strung surging current of the in-conihtg
flood tide. Tho troubled, distracted
father rushed to tho beach. His two
sons saw him in his agony and despair,
hut his voice was completely lost
uiniilst the roar of the relentless, tur-
bulent sea and tho hoarse* sighing of
the wind—

Twus vain ; tho loud waves lashed
the shore,
Return or aid preventing;
The waters wild went o’er his child,
and ho was left lamenting.

Holh the young Vaughans wore un-
fortunately drowned, and this was not
all, so the story goes. In the exciting
confusion, says an old topographer, tho
old man rushed home to seek his
youngest oliild, who hod been left alone
at Dtinravnn Castle during his absence.
He had fallen into a vessel containing
whey, and perished atiout the same tirno
as bis two elder ill-fntcd brothers.

The borcaved parent was naturally
stumusl mid prostrate with grief by a
loss so fearful and tragically sudden,
and poopU of the surrounding neigh-
bourhood spoke of it as a just retribu-
tion, many declaring fearlessly that ill-
gotten gain by those following infamous
wrecking uma trade or a means of live-
lihood, who lured and misled mariners
to destruction by placing false lights
and other nefarious evil practices, never

ruptod old Mr. Vaughan. Mat tho
Pirato and wreckor did not Answer, but
with a fiendish cruel laugh thrust a cold
icy hand into that of his questioner.
Old Vaughan was startled-aild shocked
at its icy clay-like coldnoaa. A.gleam
of light which fell from tho drift-wood
firo into tho wreckers’ cave rovoaled a
ring on the liefless mariner’s hand. Old
Vaughan tottered and paled, for the
hand «was that of* tho rightful'old heir
of Dunraven, and his only surviving
oldest son, -homeward bound in the
wrocked vessel.

Mat, the one-handed pirato and
wrockor, hod cruolly murdered him on
tho Wreck, ond hod thus achieved his
terrible-rovonge.

As to what become of Mat the Pirate
divers talcs are told. Some tra-
ditions state that tho old Hnrpar shot
him instantly on the Hppt,'fend*others
that ho was executed a few months
afterwards for another cruel murder,
which he had committed on a ship-
wrecked seaman in the neighbourhood
of Dunravon and Southerndown.

Walter Vaughan’s Tombstone at Tenby
Parish Church.

Walter Vaughan, of Dunraven,* the
|>rpken-heartcd father, prematurely old
By the tragic and sod family boreave-
tnebfeyho had oudured, shortly after-
wards left Dunraven Castle, and Bold
tho «attftafl, which wero heavily mort-
gaged, to a member of tho Wyndham
family, ond then retired to Tenby in
Pembrokeshire, whero ho subsequently
passed awtfy. The grand and stately
old Parish Church of Rt Mary’s at
Tenby, which is the largest Parish
Church in  Wales, contains many
beautiful  motnoriul monuments, in-
cluding the White family, or tho
Whites of Uenllan and Tenby, of whom
ono in tho maternal line was grand-
mother of Rev. John Wesley, D.D., tho
founder of Wesleyan Methodism.  Ono
of tho most celebrated of them was
Thomas White, whoso beautiful monu-
mental tomb commemorates him at St.
Mary's Church, Tenby. It was Thomas
Whito who enabled Henry VII. (1487-
1509), when Karl of Richmond, to
escape from the pursuit of Kdwanl IV.
by carrying him to France in ono of his
own ships..

Among othor notable memorial tomb-
stones >>t St-, Mary parish Church *t,
Tenby » ia <jno oi4ctjpd to , Waited
Vuughtii, of DunravenJCastle, of
ing notoriety.  This memorial tomb-
stone was lint brought to light by a Mr
Fenton, the Pembrokeshire historian,
about | A> year» ago, which records tho
death of Walter Vunghan, of Dun-
raven, tho last representative of the
Vaughans of Dunravon-Castle, who ap-
pears to have retircif to Tenby—rather
a secluded seaside holiday resort in the
old days, and to have died there on tho
4th January, 1G37; and according"td
his epitaph on the tombstone, “Awaits
a glorious routiToction.”

(To I» Continued).

P.8.—Adverting to a previous article
published June 1st, it should be stated
(acehrately) that Mr. Richard Kdmuuds
Pennoyor is tho present owner of St.
Donats Castle. Abo Dr. Benjamin
Heath Malkin, K.SJ., LL.I)., was tin?
South Wales lutdorfan buried at (ovr.
bridge Parish Churchyard in 1811.



on mo cout ol South Glamorgan, which
embrace* the fertile end verdant Valo
of Glamorgan, .designated aa “The
Garden y(feijrales,” from Penartb head-
land at it* eastern extremity to bright
and broory Porthcawl in the went.
Sailing down tho Bristol Channel,
whore in-tlfese busy modem daya of
scientific research and navigation may
bo seen vast iron argosies or atoamahipa
and other sailing craft laden with,
minerals, etc., from the South Waloa
and Monmouthshire coalfields, and
varied * BJ®rchndiso . from -tho busy,
thriving commercial "hnd industrial sea-
ports of Cardiff* Newport, Pgnarih, and
Barry Docks, etc., proceeding to various
ports:.at homo and .abroad” -steadily
plough the tide past the” glittering
towna and villages and- fohifc
verdant hills and dales of mo sEnglish
and Welsh coasts, or the “Gwlad'a*
Haf,” i.e., the Land of Summer—car-
rying tho gay bunting and tho British
flag of old England-
Frobabjjyejn”ny~readers have read and
also hcrttjl® mim~roijayhrilling narra-
tives of wrecks and wreckers on the
Glamorganshire coast in tho olden days.
This evil and wicko”lpractice of wreck-
ing—happily, now a ching of .the pastp-
waa in formor .days jnado a system or
u trade, and we may easily select out of
many old legends and stories that wo
have heard from time to time of many
etrango mysterious, catastrophios which
have been alluded to by several of tho
old topographers or writers, and which
invests and comprises the headland of
Dunraven with a tragical interest, per
ticularly

The Legend or Story of Walter
Vaugnto,. dT bifgven Castle.

Lot ua.noW revert to the last repre-
sentative of the Vaughan family at
Dtnraven Castlp,..yriw. resided there in
the latter years of/this sixteenth cep-
tury an<J tho carWé paxkot the seven-
teenth”, ThU/.-WSf,-; Walter
VIfchjRa, Jord Nf Duncgven .JCaatl#, *.or
loMMpShf manor, itrioflyit may bo
‘stpiainod .that manors, which woro
established in .Anglo $axon times, woro
«estates originally granted as rewards
fofc Knightly services, and included tho
privilege of a special conrt, with juris-
diction criminal and civil, within the
manorial terrjtqiy* , 10" recent times
the ancient privileges of the manorial
system have almost pasawl out of exis-
tence. ¢ Such copyhold .property os is
yqt, nnenfranchisid is* generally set
forth an being held by the tenant “at
tho will of the lord,” according to tho
custom,ornght of the manor.

Walter Vaughan, of Dunraven
Castle, commenced life under the
fairest auspices. Boon after ho came
into possession of the Dunraven Estate.
H9 also distinguished himself by swim-
ming off with a rope to tho crew of a
stranded ship off the oost near South-
urjidown, .whom ho saved—which was
considered a very notable and consider-
able act of bravery in those old days.

Tho success of this attempt appears
to have subsequently turned his
thoughts into a new channel. He
eventually busied himself and devised
oeytain plans for tho saving of life in
the event of ship-drecks. He con-

structed boats with the aid of other
helpers, and finally ho MudM naviga-
tion and oatrbnomy.

in the loftey old watch-tower which 1** imvo I*°n» however,

thwn flood on the precipitous cliff» ad-
jatont to hi» old castle, he loved to
spend the night in studying and read-
ing tip stars and planets of the
heavens.

Subsequently, hy placed hi» plan» and
inventions before the Government of
that period, by whom they were
slighted and rejected.

L,uuu-
ded with .revelry, Tho old Wwatch-I
tower on the cliff Was deserted; the
punch bowl and tho dico ongrossed it*
owner; rovcjry, sport, music, song and
danco ran riot *there. Ho drank
to excose, kept an open bouse, and
gambled heavily until his fortune ulti-
mately" bofean to fail—each as we often
loam th-day in tho world of sport and
pleasure.  Walter Vaughan was pro-
nouncedlon all hands.to havo revived
the hospitalities of. tho old Welsh chiof-
tains, and probably he gained what ho
vainly coveted—distinction.

In tho meantime he had married. It
ia. uncertain whether he broko tho heart
of ,hia. .wife, pr pot,. butjho died just as
his fortunes began to declino and fail,
lo™vjjng four, boys, “buldoct of, jchom
TW'gn. tho V.orge of manhood* &/} |ho
XQUPgefitA JTW O WIW JfiW ve.
is invariably tbo samo everywhere—
proeperity and * wealth have many
friends; but the Welsh gentry turned
their backs, jhored thoir, prodigal
friend when poverty and misfortune
struck him, and. as time wont, on the
old castle was nearly shut up, andiits
lord, Walter Vauglian, was loft with
one solitary attendant—?iis faithful old
harper. iHp again betook himself to
the watch-tower on tho brink of the
cliffs.  His eldest son, no longer heir—
for there, was hardly any inheritance
loft—finally determined to seek his for-
tunes on the broad ocean, and in some
distant foreign lands.. ~Tho parting of
father and eon was naturally painful;
the affections of the father, long dead-
ened by (di*Mipation, returned in tho
hour of desolation with redoubled forco
to thoir natural channels, lie luwj four
lovipg children left, although ,20 had
lost wealth, friends, and reputation;
anxiety, sorrow, and remorse made him
prematurely old. “Who could recog
nise in thfct stoopingojb'f {iaggurd coun-
tenance the manly youth of five and
twenty years ago?’

About this period a wreck occurred
near Dunraven which temporarily im-
proved and bettered tho condition of
Walter Vaughan, who ns lord of the
manor possessed, under charters that
had descended from Anglo-Saxon times,
a right to property which was cast by
the sea or foreshore (seawerk), although
tho rights of owners remained in forco
for 3A0Gdays, if anything living (except
vermin, of course) should bo found on
hoard—an old law that was practically
a dead-lettor and a farce.  This par-
ticular event gave birth to a new pas-
sion in the mind of the impocuuioiui)
broken' landlord of Dunraven.  Could
not sufficient property be accumulated
by wrecking to reclaim the heavily
mortgaged estate for his oldest son and
heir?

“Mat of the Iron Hand,” a Notorious
Character.

In tho neighbourhood of Southern
down or St. Brides Major thero lived a
man of desperate habits, who was nick-
named and generally known as “Mat of
the Iron Hand,” who had onco been the
skipper of a small piratical sailing craft,
which, when in port (according to tra-
dition), was seised by order of Mr.
Walter Vaughan, lord of the manor and
presiding magistrate at that period,
shortly after h©esmo into possession of
tho Dunraven Estate. There appear»
a desperate
struggle with tho crew, and tho old
kipper, who, unfortunately, lost his
hand  tho fight, eventually turned
wrecker, and probably carried a grudge
of some sort against tho man who had
finally ruined him. Mat was a very
revengeful man, and determined to
have his own hack by fair or foul means
though showing himself outwardly sub-

- ivor

the roar of the relentless, tur-
bulo’it sea and tho hoarse sighing of
tho wind—

"Twos vain; tho loud waves lashed
the shore,
Return or aid preventing;
The waters wild-went o’er his child,
and ho was loft lamenting.

Both the young Vaughans woro un-
fortunately drowned,-and this was not
all, so tho story goes. t In the exciting
confusion, says an old topographer, the
old man rushed homo to seek his
youngest ehild, who had been left alone
ut-DunrAvnn Castle during his absence.
He had fallen into s vessel containing
whey, and perished about tho samo time
as his two elder ill-fated brothers.

TI0 bereaved parent was naturally
stunned and prostrate with grief by a
loss so fearful and tragically sudden,
and people of tho surrounding neigh-
bourhood spoke of it as a just retribu-
tion, many declaring fearlossly that ill-
gotten gain by thoso following infamous
wrecking os a trade or a means of live-
lihood, who lured and misled mariners
to destruction hy placing false lights
ami other; nefarious evil practices, never
came to any good or prospered in life.

Soon after this tragic chapter of sad
gvent», and with this terrible grief,
something akin to repoutanc®© canto to
Waltor Vaughan, who eventually, as
lime went on, wished to amend his Life,
and endeavoured to shako off his old
friend and associate, Mat tho Pirate,
uml ho fix his hopes on his eldest and
only surviving son returning to Dun-
raven, of whim he hail heard nothing
since his departure from home.

On© wild night the old man observed
a distant vessel approaching slowly up
tho Channel, the slow movements of
which pceraed chiiracUri-sed by uncer-
tanly, as if the master or »kipi>cr
hardly knew what particular tourso to
take.

Mr. Vaughan hud an anxious presen-
timent about this vessel, and it is bo-
lieved that the poignant grief and
sorrow I hud endured hud evidently
worked repentance at tho eleventh
hour. The vessel was soon hidden hy
tho gloom of th© night—which also be-
came very gusty. Mr. Vaughan felt
particularly curious, »nd he decided
forthwith to go down to his grotto or
cave by the sea-shore accompanied by
his faithful and favourite old harper.
The latter, fearing evil from Mat of tho
Iron Hand, whoso hatred to his master
had broken out unequivocally of late,
took arms for protection, if necessary.

Walter Vaughan and tho Harper lis-
tened in the gloomy darkness to tho
cries of tho distressed storm-driven
mariners amid the booming surf of tho
raging relentless wavoe. They had not
been long near tho seu before Mat the
Pirate’s fulse lights cast a lurid gleam
over tho great waste of waters and ad-
jacent rocks. 'Tho night grew thick
and drizzling, hut Walter Vaughan
moodily refused to stir in spite of per-
suasion of his old Harper.  Presently
crashing sounds were head above tho
din and howling of the wind, and wild
and broken cries followed. ~ About half
an hour later Mat the Pirate, or Mat of
tho Iron Hand, strodo into tho cave
with the nows that the ship's boat hail
been surrounded by the waves; that
the captain hud remained on Die wreck
when it drovo against the rocks, and
that every living thing in it had boon
drowned. The captain, ho said, re-
mained alone on the wreck, which drovo
on tho rocks after tho crew had deserted
her, and stated that he was a Welsh-
man, and that his birth-place was off
the neighbouring coast.

“Did you help him, villain P" intor-

Vaughans of Dunraroa.Cnatle, who ap-
pear» to have retire® to Tenby—rather
a secluded seaside holiday resort in tho
old days, and to have died there on <tho
4th iJanuary, -1G37; and*according xA
his epitaph on the tombstone, “Awaits
a glorious resurrection.”
(To be Continued).

P.S.—Adverting to &previous article
publishod June 1st,- jt(shoukl be stated
(accurately) that Mr. Richard Edmunds
Pcnnoyer is the present owner of St.
Donat»; Castle. Also Dr. Benjamin
Heath Malkin, F.S”.., LL.D., was tfie
South Wales historian buried at Cow.
bridge Parish Cfiurchvard in 1841. \
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THE EMBITTERED LORD
WHO TURNED WRECKER

Dunraven Gardens
SITUATED on a hill over-
looking the beach of
Southerndown, lies the
walled gardens of
Dunraven. The history
surrounding these gardens
has an intriguing insight
into a world of lordship
and tragedy, connected to a
building of grandeur from
our not too distant past.

The fortified manor house
known as Dunraven Castle once
stood overlooking the coast of
Southemdown. It was built on the
site of an Iron Age settlement and
fort on the hillside, which later
made way for a 12th century stone
building constructed by Armand

Bottelcr (also inteipreted as
Botiler).
During 16th century, the

Vaughan family lived within the
manor house until 1642 when the
Wyndham kinfolk purchased the
property.

They became important citizens
within the community and built a
fortified manor, naming it
Dunraven Castle. Its ancient name
in Welsh is Dundryfan, which
translates as ‘triangular fortress’.

Ancient Princes of Soluria,
Bran ap Llyr, his son Caradoc, and
other families from Ireland, also
lived at the fortified manor and in
1886 the Duke and Duchess of
Tick visited the dancing stones of
Dunraven.

During World War I, the manor
was used as a military hospital and
convalescent home for wounded
soldiers. Before the outbreak of
World War 1, the castle played
host to the Dunraven Horticultural
and Flower Show, where educa-
tional walks were organised

by
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hayley. williams550@yahoo.com

around its beautiful grounds and
gardens.

The castle then continued as a
family home until the 1960s, when
the owner had a dispute with the
local authority because they
refused him permission to develop
the land.

In a fit of anger, he demolished
the building in 1962. But tragedy
had already cast its spell on him as
his three sons had met their deaths
in tragic circumstances.

Today, only the enclosed walled
gardens, entrance gateway, grand
lodge, outer wall, ice tower and
ruins remain of this once enchant-
ing fortified manor. These are all
now Grade Il listed.

Legend maintains that Walter
Vaughan, who was Lord of
Dunraven, was a kind-hearted
man who found satisfaction in
saving the lives of sailors whose
vessels had become victim to the
cruel sea.

His heroics were frowned upon
by the government, causing him to
become disillusioned, and as a
result he spent his fortune in a
wasteful way.

Penniless, he teamed up with
the local wreckers and their pirate
leader named ‘Mat of the Iron
Hand’, and together they lured
ships onto the treacherous rocks
by evilly placing lanterns on
roaming sheep.

They were used as decoys to
confuse sailors whose vessels
would plunge on to the hazardous
rocks.

Walter Vaughan had been a
magistrate in previous years, and
it was him who passed sentence

upon Mat of the Iron Hand - and
now he was indulging in the same
circle of wickedness as the pirate
and his ship wreckers.

Burdened by greed and time
spent away from his home, Walter
tragically lost his three sons who
all drowned at sea.

Could these horrifying acci-
dents be fate paying him back with
heartache for his dastardly deeds,
orjust a legendary fable passed on
through time?

The glowing figure of a ghostly
lady wearing a blue dress and
leaving behind the distinct aroma
of perfume was reported to haunt
the upper floors of the fortified
manor for centuries before its
downfall.

It was not known who she was,
but could she have been responsi-
ble for the misfortune surrounding
the manor, by showing her disap-
proval in such a disturbing way?

Chilling screams have been
heard, bellowing out across
Dunraven Bay, pitifully shouting
for help, which could only have
fallen upon deaf years from a
bygone era, when looters gleefully
watched the harrowing ordeal of
sailors drowning in the cruel sea.

Could these haunting sounds be
from a restless seaman who walks
the coastline on the anniversary of
his death, orjust a figment of peo-
ples imagination?

Around the Ice Tower, the
echoing sound of horses galloping
at pace has been heard, particular-
ly at the dead of night.

Could this distinct noise be an
eerie case of the past, unwilling to
make way for the present? Fact or
fiction? It’s up to you to decide...
Porthcawl Sea Festival Ghost Talk
and Walk is at The Swan Inn,
Nottage at 6pm on Thursday,
August 2; £2.50 on entry.



