



Chapter 13


    Arbuckle Stories



“The Unsung Heroes”

A missionary and an unheralded African American man.
 
By Jim Arbuckle

****************************
     There are times in our lives when we sometimes recall childhood experiences.  The two times I am about to recall were before I ever jotted down important happenings. But luckily, I was able to find two people that were able to help me immensely. First, I am going to tell you about a foreign missionary who once came to our church one Sunday.  And then I am going to share perhaps a new and interesting angle of an African American man who lived and died in Greenbrier County over two hundred years ago. 

 I hope you enjoy.  
“The Unsung Heroes.”

I would like to thank Miss Emily Massey Arbuckle, who too remembered this Korean missionary, and provided me with much more helpful information.  

     It is awful to recall something from the past and not be able to remember enough details to satisfy.  You know it occurred, but it was so far in the past that few or none can even remember.  So before this happening becomes completely lost, allow me to recall. And again, most of this information came from Miss Emily M. Arbuckle.
     It was in the early 1960’s.  I cannot recall the exact year, but something in my mind tells me it was 1962 because I was in Mrs. Nellie Hayes’s 4th grade class in Lewisburg, WV, and remembering telling her about this happening. 
     It was a warm Sunday at Clifton Presbyterian Church and an oriental lady missionary was the guest speaker of the morning.  She was with a lady named Margaret Prichard.  Margaret Prichard along with a man named Day Carper  had grown up in Clifton Church many years ago, and now both were  foreign missionaries; Margaret in Korea and Day Carper  in the Belgium Congo.  Anyway, Dean Boyer was our pastor at the time, and he introduced Margaret Prichard and Lu Sing, a pretty Korean missionary.  Margaret Prichard preached the morning sermon and Lu Sing beautifully sang a hymn to the congregation in Korean. After the Benediction, Pastor Boyer announced that Lu Sing would speak this evening at 7 pm in a special service.   

     My grandmother Carrie was sometimes known for inviting church guests to Sunday dinner, but  on this particular day, Margaret Prichard and Lu Sing were invited  for dinner to Mr. and Mrs. Cody Vest’s home across from Clifton church.
    Like most Sunday’s after church I changed my clothes and either rode my pony to Belle Vue for dinner, or ate at home. Whatever the case that day, I do remember spending the afternoon at Belle Vue with my cousin’s Johnson, Jane and Alex Lewis, and my brother Davis. But that Sunday afternoon was cut short, as we all returned to our homes to get ready and return to church to hear the Asian missionary Lu Sing speak.  

So after a few hours we were back in our respectful pews again.  Pastor Boyer walked in with the pretty Korean missionary, who was in her 20’s.   She was dressed in her native oriental attire. It was dark in color, perhaps royal blue or green. She spoke with a rich and beautiful Asian accent.  
     As Pastor Dean Boyer told her about Day Carper, a Clifton missionary to Africa, she told us that she had never heard of God or Jesus Christ until she was 12 years old.  She first heard about God and Christianity from American missionaries preaching in a city square.  She was accompanied by her parents and over the next few years, she not only became saved and baptized, but studied to become a missionary herself at a nearby Presbyterian school.  She spoke about her first trip to America, which was in the 1950’s. She felt as though Americans looked down on her, possibly because of her Asian decent. I cannot recall what states she visited, but her mission was to speak at Presbyterian churches on the Christian missionary work that was being accomplished in her country. 

     Afterwards, those in attendance assembled in Fellowship Hall for refreshments and to meet and talk to our guest. I only spoke to her, and I looked and felt as old as she was, which at the time wasn’t very old at all. I remember her telling us that she had never learned to drive a car.  
      When the evening was over, she spent to night at the home of Miss Mary, Miss Margaret and Miss Emily Arbuckle. Their large brick house is in walking distance north of the church, and I’m sure that she was highly entertained, 

    As far as I know, we never did see the Korean missionary again.  She probably remained and spoke to more area churches before she returned to preach and teach God’s Word in Korea. 
********************

     If you click on “Videos”, “The Unsung Heroes I” you will see pictures of an Asian missionary similar to the lady who visited and spoke at Clifton Church, plus some pictures of the parlor at Belle Vue.  
     Many locals and others have heard the story of Dick Pointer.  Some believe the story about him is true while some say it is only a story.  There have been several different accounts over the years, but after recalling a time in grade school and doing some research years later on that time, allow me to share what I discovered about the African American hero, Dick Pointer.  



     Like the Asian missionary, this account came from a time when I was a boy; however I was able to research and discovered perhaps a new twist or angle in the story of Dick Pointer.

     In 1964-1965, I was a 5th grade student in Elizabeth Wickline’s class at Lewisburg Elementary school.  During the course of that year, I remember a tall African American man who came to the school one day and told us a story of a African American man who saved the lives of many Greenbrier County settlers from the Indians.  That was about all I remembered.  The man then ventured to another class room to tell the story.  And to be honest, this time completely vanished from my mind.  
     But many years later in the 1990’s, I read the story of Dick Pointer.  About half way through the story, it struck me that what I was reading maybe the same story that the African American man told my 5th grade class years ago.  Of course I had no idea of what the man’s name was, and knew there was little chance of ever finding out.  It really did not matter, but still I felt as though I wanted to know who this African American story teller was and what I was reading was the same story. 
     I knew that 5th grade teacher, Mrs. Wickline was still in the area, but was unable to locate her.  So I called my 3rd grade teacher, Mrs. Lucille Skaggs and asked her if she remembered this African American man who came to the school telling perhaps the story of Dick Pointer.  Mrs. Skaggs, who always had a brilliant memory laughed and said, “Yes Jimmy, the man did tell the Dick Pointer story and the man you are referring to is Thomas Marshall, who is, or was a professional speaker, singer and story teller.”  
     I was then excited when Mrs. Skaggs told me she had a copy of the speech that Thomas Marshall used that day. I was more excited when Mrs. Skaggs offered to let me borrow it.             
   So, one sunny summer morning in 1991, I drove out west of Lewisburg to see my third grade school teacher. We sat and talked on her front porch for close to an hour about old days at Lewisburg Elementary School. She then handed me a brown envelope, and inside was a copy of the speech that Thomas Marshall used when he talked about African American, Dick Pointer. Mrs. Skaggs said the best she could remember, Marshall was born in Gary, WV, and was living somewhere in Indiana during that time.  She also remembered Marshall saying he had a niece living in the Bluefield, WV area.  


  ****************************

    
 The following is a copy of the speech, as Marshall portrays the grandson of Dick Pointer.  
     “Hello, my name is Thomas Marshall, and I am the grandson of famous and slave hero, Dick Pointer. I know that some maybe surprised to hear me speak so sophisticated. Much of that comes from that I am not only highly educated, but I have spent much of my life reciting and reading words of William Shakespeare from America to England.  I also sing and recite words from the great composer Mozart.  I also speak Spanish, Italian and Latin fluently.  While my English dialect may captivate you now, my dialect and vocabulary will suddenly change in a few seconds as I will portray the Negro grandson of Negro slave, Dick Pointer.  I hope you will enjoy.” 
     “Dick Pointer was my grandpa.  He was like me, a big black man with a deep and loud voice.  But my grandpa Dick was a brave man, and his bravery saved a bunch of white settler’s way back in the 1700’s.  Let me tell you all how it happened!

    There was a place in Greenbrier County, West Virginia called Donnally’s Fort.  But back when this old fort was active; it was the state of Virginia.  The fort was full of people all trying to stay safe from the Indians. Grandpa Dick says that there were as many as 300 folks in that old fort.  But the bad part was, most of these folks were women. Now women are alright, mind you, but little help fighting hostile Indians.  There were males, but most were children and ole Grandpa Dick said there were only six grown men in the entire fort. And two of these men were ole Col. Donnally himself and his Negro slave, Dick Pointer. 
     Now it was dark night and all the men, including my grandpa Dick were keeping watch.  Grandpa Dick told me that it was around midnight and he had his eyeball peering through a hole in the fort where he saw something moving.  He kept watching and it kept moving, but never made a sound at all.  Grandpa told the other men that he believed what he saw was a ghost, but ole Col. Donnally said, “That’s no ghost, that’s an Indian!”  My grandpa put his eye in the hole again, and saw that Col. Donnally was right.  What he saw was an Indian alright, and he was crawling on his hands and knees up to the door of the fort.  Grandpa told this to the men and said, “I got him in my sight, you want me to shoot him?”  
    “No!” said one of the men.  “We will shoot, but not yet!”

     A short time passed, when all the men and those in the fort became alarmed when they heard what sounded like a thousand Indians beating on the main door with axes, posts, stones and tomahawks.  The fort had a big strong door and it took a beatin for a long time, but finally one of the planks gave way to the violent pounding.  Grandpa Dick saw this and cried, “Master, do you want me to shoot, sir?”

    “No, Dick!” ole Col. Donnally called back.
     Now Dick had a big, big gun.  Almost too big for even a strong man to carry!  And my grandpa had everything loaded in that gun for ammunition.  I had to laugh when he said, “Thomas, I had buck shot, bits of iron and even nails loaded in that big old gun.”

     Grandpa Dick was a brave man and stood ready with the big gun cocked, and when he saw the second plank on the door give way, he yelled, “Master, do you want me to shoot?”

     “Not yet!” Col. Donnally yelled back. 

     In another minute, the Indians were breaking the door down and grandpa heard ole Col. Donnally yell in a loud voice, “Now Dick!”

     My grandpa Pointer cut loose on that big gun and killed three Indians and left several more injured.  The others ran away and never even bothered to help the ones that were injured. 

     Grandpa went on to say that Col. Samuel Lewis and a group of his men either killed or wounded the remaining Indians who attacked the fort. 
     But if it had not been for Dick Pointer’s willingness to at least try and stop the Indians, many, if not all these helpless women and children would have been killed. 

     I am proud of my brave grandfather, but few of the white people showed little or no admiration or tried to help this old man.  Grandpa Dick was in his mid twenties when he helped the fort on that night in the 1700’s, but being a slave, he had no money.  My grandfather wandered around the area, hungry and with shabby clothes on his body most of his life.  Several area gentlemen took up a collection and helped him, but for the most part he was hungry, lonely and unappreciated.  When my grandpa was old with white hair, his master set him free. He was an unsung hero!  It came too late, but still my grandfather Dick Pointer died a free man.” 




 by Thomas Marshall 
    


Marshall’s closing words to his audience were:

    “I thank you for listening to my story of grandfather, Dick Pointer. I hope you enjoyed it. If you feel like shouting “bravo!” shout bravo for Dick Pointer.  Thank-you again! You have been most kind.”





*********************

     I wrote the accounts of the Asian missionary and Dick Pointer in 1996, and later learned or read or heard that Dick Pointer was never married, but he was a good man, a hero in my mind, and a historical part of Lewisburg, West Virginia. 
  For some pictures that go with these stories, plus pictures of the Belle Vue parlor, go to “Video” to Unsung Heroes, part I & II.  Or go directly to YOU TUBE and type in Arbuckle Belle Vue and scroll down to “Unsung Hero I and Unsung Hero II.”

    Come with me to Chapter 14 as we spend a Christmas Eve at Belle Vue farm.   




******************************** 
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