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 Introduction

     Alexander W. Arbuckle II was my great grandfather.  He was born in 1851 at Belle Vue Farm and died in 1925 at Belle Vue Farm.  He married Elizabeth Creigh (1850-1906), daughter of David S Creigh of Lewisburg.*  

     To take a deeper look, we find that the Arbuckle’s and the Creigh’s go back much further.  In 1833, David S Creigh married Emily Arbuckle, daughter of Captain Charles Arbuckle, and this Captain Charles Arbuckle was an uncle to Alexander Welch Arbuckle.    So one can see that there was a cousin relationship in this marriage, but this was common in many families of this era.  

     In this chapter, I want to cover the execution of David S Creigh.  All Arbuckle’s related to Alexander Welch Arbuckle are related David’s daughter, Elizabeth.  We will begin at the Creigh farm south of Lewisburg, to the trial at Bungers Mill and move on to Brownsburg, VA, where the execution took place, and then to Old Stone Presbyterian Church in Lewisburg. 
The * symbol denotes that a picture from this scene is in the “Video” section of the website.   

My First Knowledge of David S Creigh: 
      I did not have any idea about David Creigh until I was in high school.  At that time, a Miss Neva and Miss Iona Boone were living in the David Creigh house, and I had been hired to mow their grass.  You can imagine how stunned I was when they told me that my great, great grandfather was executed.  They did not go into great detail, so when I left, I had no idea of what they were talking about or what great, great grandfather they meant.  I thought they were talking about a great, great grandfather Arbuckle.  When I got home, I immediately asked my mother.  My mother told me that she had heard that something happened down at the Creigh house, but did not know details.  She said she did not think it was an Arbuckle, and thought someone was hanged down there and it had something to do with the slaves.  She said she was not sure.  So the next time I went over to Belle Vue, I asked my grandmother Arbuckle. I remember she took me into the hall and told me all of what happened.  Later on, she told my Aunt Emily Sydenstricker of my interest, and that same year, Aunt Emily told me the awful story in more detail, and how it affected her mother Elizabeth. 
     When I was in high school I gave a talk on the martyr of David Creigh in English and Literature class.  I also wrote a term paper on the subject in Rhetoric writing class in college.  But in 2002, I spent months researching and traveling to the various sites where the story took place. I learned a wealth of knowledge on this tragic civil war happening.  
     
      And now and “The Martyr of David S Creigh.”

* Picture in Video section of the website.
     David S Creigh, was born in Lewisburg, Greenbrier County, Virginia in 1807.  He was the fourth child of Thomas Creigh, a native of Antrim County, Ireland.  Thomas Creigh lived in Lewisburg for fifty years, where he spent much of that time in the mercantile business. 
     David Creigh was raised in the Presbyterian faith, and in 1833, he married Emily Arbuckle, daughter of Capt. Charles Arbuckle, of Greenbrier County, one of the oldest and most respected families in the county.  David left the mercantile business and devoted the remainder of his life to agriculture.  He was well respected by all, but never got into politics.  He once served as magistrate, but never held public office.  He became an Elder in Old Stone Presbyterian Church in 1857, and held that office until his death.  As a business man, he was called on numerous times to act as a fiduciary in various trusts.  In politics, he was a firm and modest member of the great conservative party, and a lover of peace and the Union, and utterly opposed to the war.  Through all the good and bad, his Christian virtues never forsook him.  
     The following is a horrible and unfair execution during the civil war. No awful deed has stained the hands of the enemy as the innocent blood of this fine Greenbrier County man.
     In the early part of November 1863, the army of General Crook was in and around Lewisburg.  Mr. David Creigh’s, whose home and farm was two miles south of Lewisburg had just approached the yard of his house, when he was informed that a Federal soldier, who appeared to be intoxicated, was in the house and using abusive and insulting language to Creigh’s wife and daughters.*  He was also breaking into trunks and pillaging through everything in sight. 

     The soldier then ran up the stairs in a mad rage*. Looking into one of the bedrooms, he saw one of Creigh’s young daughters (Elizabeth) lying sick in bed.* He continued to use abusive language and tore open drawers looking for anything that he could find.  He also tore into personal items of a lady who was a governor ness in the house for the Creigh children. 
     By this time, David Creigh, who was on the front porch and could hear the loud and abusive language coming from upstairs.  Once inside the house, he was made aware that the intruder was upstairs in Elizabeth’s bedroom.
     Grabbing his pistol, Creigh raced up the stairs! * As he entered the bedroom, he saw his sick daughter, Elizabeth crying in her bed. * He then saw the Yankee soldier ram sacking through drawers and trunks.  At that moment, the soldier drew his pistol and pointed it at Creigh, and also at Mrs. Creigh, who was now in the room.  Mrs. Creigh grabbed the soldier’s arm, giving her husband a chance to grab the assailant.  The two men began to wrestle, where the Yankee yelled, “What are you doing here?  Bring me the keys!”  
     Mr. Creigh then jumped in the doorway, hoping to keep this wild man from his sick daughter.  The soldier then shot at Mr. Creigh, grazing his face, and the bullet going into the top of the door frame.*
     David Creigh, then grabbed the man, and in a struggle, they both rolled down the stairs, each trying to get advantage of one of the pistols.*  They continued to fight at the bottom of the stairway, inside the front door, when the pistol went off, and the first sight of blood was seen coming from the Yankee soldier.*  

     With the soldier wounded, they continued to fight at the front door, and then outside on the front porch.* The pistol was then discharged again, and this time it struck above the front door.* 

     By this time, the wounded soldier was down on the porch, where Black Sallie, one of Mr. Creigh’s servants came running with an ax in her hand screaming, “Master, master, use this ax lest he get up!”  Whether Mr. Creigh actually used the ax is not really clear in any of the accounts that I have read, but by this time the intruder was dead, where he probably bled to death.  

     As the assailant lay on the front porch – Mrs. James Arbuckle, wife of a cousin, drove her buggy up to the Creigh house to assist in the nursing of the sick daughter, and had witnessed the fracas on the front porch.
    When it was apparent that the Yankee was dead, burial efforts were made to dispose of the body.  Mr. and Mrs. Creigh, Mrs. James Arbuckle, along with Black Sallie, carried the corpse out in the yard close to the well, and covered it with straw.* 
     Twenty minutes later, twenty Yankee cavalrymen rode up to the house.  One of the soldiers rode over to the barn.  At the time the Creigh’s were fearful that some how the Yankee’s had already learned what had happened.  But as they watched, it was apparent that the Yankees were looking to steal horses.  With no horses in the barn, the solders left and did not come close to the house. (As a note, this barn was still standing, but burned in the 1970’s and was about 100 yards from the house.)

     As soon as the Yankees were gone, Mr. Creigh sent one of his servants over to the house of John W Dunn, whose property was behind the Creigh farm.  The servant carried a message that Mr. Creigh wished to talk to John Dunn about a private matter, however Mr. Dunn was not at home.  With the federal army in the area, Mr. Creigh deemed it wise by not trying to hide the body by digging a grave.  He also knew that he could not take the matter before the enemy.  After talking to some close friends about what had occurred, Mr. Creigh decided to dispose of the body in a private manner.  

     There was an old dry well out behind the house, so the body was placed in the well and covered with leaves.*  The Creigh family were praying that this would be the end, and that the Yankee army would never find out, but seven months later, they were doomed for disappointment. 

     Stirred up with excitement, black Sallie told Czar, one of Mr. Edgar’s Negro men that her master had killed a Yankee who had caused commotion in the Creigh house.  The Negro man ran through the fields a few miles west to Bungers Mill where the federal army was camped and told them what had happened.  (Some writings say that this Negro, Czar did this to gain favor with the Yankees and some how gain his freedom.) 
     The next day, a group of Yankee’s rode up to the Creigh house at dusk.  The search was made, and the body was discovered out back in the dry well *.  Mr. Creigh was placed under arrest and told that he would be taken to Bunger’s Mill, four miles away.*
     Mr. and Mrs. Creigh, along with their two daughters, and Mrs. James Arbuckle were taken from their house and forced to ride in the dark on horseback, four miles west to the military headquarters at Bungers Mill.* 

     Once they arrived at Bungers Mill, Mr. Creigh requested that his friend, John W Dunn be present to speak on his behalf.  Mr. Dunn was sent for, but with guilt already decided, Dunn was not allowed to speak. There was no attorney, just the judgment of this Yankee army who had their minds made up before their so called trail even began.  Over the years, I have often wondered if the bullet that grazed David Creigh’s face; fired by the intruder was ever mentioned.  It was just a group of cold hearted men that saw an easy and fast way to rid of one more southerner.  
      Anyway, a George Kittinger, a young boy, and a friend of Mr. Creigh was somehow present and witnessed the awful and unfair trial.  Years later when the boy became old, he told his son about the unfair trial of David S Creigh.  His son later wrote an interesting story, that when the fate of Mr. Creigh was learned, David Creigh looked down at the young man, patted him on the head and said, “Good-bye little boy,”
     The next morning, on June 10, 1864, Mrs. Creigh and her two daughters were sent back to their home on foot.  Some reports indicate that the women were sent back on foot in the dark after the trial, but according to my Aunt Emily Sydenstricker, her mother, Elizabeth Creigh Arbuckle told her that her mother and grandmother spent that awful night at Bungers Mill and returned home the following morning.
     The same morning of June 10, 1864, the Yankee army set out with Mr. Creigh as he was on foot in route to Rockbridge County, VA, nearly 100 miles away.  They marched David Creigh still on foot through Alleghany and Bath counties. Late that evening they reached General Hunter’s army camp along Hays Creek near Brownsburg in Rockbridge County.* 
     For whatever reason, the Reverend James Morrison, manse was chosen as the site for the sentence and execution.  Reverend Morrison was the former pastor of the New Providence Presbyterian Church in Brownsburg.  The large brick manse was built in 1775, and the Yankees pitched their tents in the front yard and set up camp.* 
     Shortly after dark, and on a Sunday night, a rather elderly looking gentleman knocked on the residence of Rev. Morrison, announcing himself as the Rev. Mr. Osborne from Uniontown, PA and a chaplain of the federal army.  He requested to see the Rev. Morrison, stating that the army out in the front yard had a citizen from Greenbrier County, whose name was Creigh, and that he was under the sentence of death, and was about to be executed.  Rev. Morrison told him yes, and that Creigh was in a nearby building, and that his doom had just been read to him.*  Rev. Morrison told the chaplain that he personally knew David Creigh, and had met him when he once came to Lewisburg to preach in Old Stone Church.  Rev. Morrison told the chaplain that he was glad that he had come and that Mr. Creigh was being held out back in one of his Negro cabins.  Rev. Morrison hoped that the chaplain would pray with Mr. Creigh, saying that he had tried to see and pray himself with Mr. Creigh, but was refused because he was under army guard.  The chaplain however was able to get in and talk and pray with Mr. Creigh.  
     After the chaplain left, Mr. Creigh knew that he had one final task to do. It was at this awful hour that David wrote his beloved wife the following letter:








June 10, 1864
     Dear Emily:  I arrived this evening at the Rev. James Morrison’s in Rockbridge County.  After eating my supper I was taken into a house, and the sentence was pronounced that I was to be hung.  I was not permitted any counsel in my case.  
     I wish you, my dear beloved wife, to bear up under this dreadful bereavement; you and the children bear up under this as well as you can, and all try to meet me in heaven.  I am meeting death with calmness, believing and trusting in the Lord Jesus Christ the savior of sinners.  My sincere wish is that all my brothers and sisters may meet me in heaven.
     In my sentence it was read, that the house was to be burnt to the ground, but the gentleman that brought me this paper said that part of the sentence would not be carried out.  I hoped that I would once more see you on this earth, but it is decreed otherwise, and I have to summit.  I wish that my remains to be removed and laid by the side of our father’s and mother’s, as soon as convenient.

     The execution will take place in a few minutes.  The Rev. A.G. Osborne has prayed for me before I commenced writing.

     I sent for him this minute, and he and the Provost Marshall came in together, and the Provost Marshall was authorized to say the execution, if I wished, should not take place until daylight, which I accepted: and much more time to offer up prayers to God, for myself and dear beloved wife, and children to meet me heaven.  
     My dear brother Lewis, I know how this will affect you.  You know all my business.  I wish my beloved son Cyrus, if he be spared through this dreadful war, to manage my business with your assistance; a dutiful a son as ever lived, and I must say so for all my sons and daughters.  I now leave you all my brothers and children, Cyrus, Thomas, Charles, David, Lockhart, Margaret, Mary and Elizabeth; leave you with your Christian mother.  God be your stay and support, trusting in God and preparing to meet me in heaven.  








DAVID S. CREIGH

     The next morning, a little after sunrise, he was brought out of the Negro cabin under heavy guard, and taken to the front of the house where a wagon was waiting.  
     Once he was put in the wagon, he was conveyed up the hill about one quarter mile in front of the house.*  

     With no fair trial or sign of decency or fairness whatsoever, this band of Yankee soldiers with rifles, led this quiet and Christian man, David Creigh up to a large tree.  There close to a fountain known as the Big Spring,* was the awful deed of demons in the shape of men, and their sick sense of justice gratified. 

     About 9 o’clock that night, the chaplain again knocked on the door to inquire whether the family was aware of the solemn event which had taken place.  He expressed his strong impressions he had received when praying with him the night before.  He said that Mr. Creigh was a good and strong Christian man, saying he bore perfect composure trusting in the Lord Jesus Christ with which he met his death.  He also went on to say that after the hanging, some of the Yankee solders declared that his execution was no better than murder, that in killing the soldier, he had done no more than he was obligated to do in protecting his family.




*********************************** 
     The following is some interesting information I learned while doing research on the execution in Rockbridge County. 

    In the summer of 2002, when I was writing my account of the David S. Creigh tragedy, I made a trip to the Rockbridge Historical Society in Lexington, VA.  This was the county where David was hanged, so I was hoping to find some information from their historians, and I was surprised and pleased of so much information on the subject in their archives.  Soon after I arrived, a local historian came through, where she gave me her knowledge of the Creigh execution.  Here is an interesting account I read after our talk.
     The day of the execution, a group of neighbors knocked on the Morrison house door, asking Mrs. Morrison if she was aware that a man was hanging dead in a tree on the high hill across from her house.  Mrs. Morrison, who was old and feeble said yes, she was aware that the Yankees had executed a man early in the day.  She also told them that her husband, the Rev. Morrison had remembered Mr. Creigh in their bedtime prayer, but with everything out of their hands, he had left early for some business affairs, hoping not to see the hanging of this fine Christian man.  She said that the body should be taken down, but with her husband gone, and her herself too feeble and sick, there was not much that she could do.  
     Either at that moment or soon after, this group of neighbors climbed the hill, cut the body down, wrapped it in a blanket, and put it into a grave dug on the spot.*  

     When Rev. Morrison returned that evening, I am sure he appreciated what the neighbors had done, but still felt that better suitable arrangements should be made.  Soon after, Rev. Morrison somehow contacted one of Mr. Creigh’s sons, who was a confederate soldier, and who had already learned about the death of his father.  He told Rev. Morrison that he would be there in a few days, so in the meantime a coffin was obtained, and the body was removed from its temporary grave to await the arrival of one of Creigh’s sons.  

     The Creigh son arrive on a Thursday, where he and Rev. Morrison took David Creigh’s body from the temporary grave near the execution tree to the New Providence Presbyterian Church, two miles down the road.*  There the remains of this good man were suitably laid in the grave of the old church. 

     No one knows exactly where David Creigh’s body was buried in the church yard on that day and time.  But when I went to Brownsburg in 2002, a local historian, who gave me a tour of the church, showed me the area where Creigh was probably buried.  Unlike paid for grave plots of today, it was a custom at that time and of this church to bury the dead as the cemetery filled.  That being the case, all graves in the 1861-1866 era were close to the church on the east side.  So more than likely this area that I just mentioned was the spot of David Creigh’s second, but not to be his last resting place.*  
     After leaving the New Providence church, I arrived back at the old home of Rev. Morrison.  It was here that I met Robert Driver from Washington & Lee University; a local writer on the civil war.  He was familiar with the execution of David Creigh, and had made reference of the awful event in several of his books.  As we talked on the porch, he handed me a paper containing a story that he thought would interest me.  Below is a story that astonished me!  
     It was a story about a farm family named Culton, who lived across from the Morrison farm, and near where the execution took place.  Driver’s article stated that on a Sunday evening, June 1864, two young Culton boys, along with a young Negro boy were playing, when they heard a cry, “The Yankees are coming!”  Running to their house, they were met by their parents who handed them hams, telling them to take the hams, plus the horses and hide them in the woods, knowing the Yankees would steal anything in sight.  
     Grabbing the hams, the boys ran with the horses to the woods across from the Morrison house.  Burying the hams and tying the horses, they waited until dark with plans of slipping back to their home.  But when it became dark and they were ready to leave, they saw that the Yankees were not only camped in the Morrison’s front yard, but around the woods in which they were hiding.  Not wanting to be seen they had no choice but to spend the night in the woods.
     When they awoke the next morning, the sun was out, and they were all glad to see that the enemy was no where in sight.  But as they walked to the edge of the woods, they were shocked of what they saw before them.  There upon the hill was a man hanging dead in the tree.  They must have still been asleep, and were spared the awful execution - but were not spared the shocking aftermath.* 

     As I handed the paper back to Robert Driver, he told me that he had no doubt that the band of Yankee soldiers that the young Culton boys saw on that Sunday evening was the band of men that were bringing David Creigh from Greenbrier.  Many different recollections made reference to the Culton boys saying that the sun was in their eyes when they spotted the Yankee horseman approaching.  Looking west to the evening sun, and leaving no doubt that these troops headed east, had behind them and innocent man who had walked nearly one hundred miles to meet his death. 




+++++++++++++++++++++ 
     Less than a month later, Rev. Morrison received a letter from David’s widow, Emily, stating that her late husband’s wish was that his remains be removed from the grave at New Providence church and brought home to forever be laid with his family in the Old Stone Presbyterian Church in Lewisburg.  
     One or two of David Creigh’s sons, along with a wagon and driver, once again made the trip to New Providence church, removed the body for the second time from the grave.  Although nothing is written, I am sure that they were very appreciative of all that Rev. James Morrison had done for their father, and I’m sure Mrs. Creigh as well.  

     Once the coffin was loaded in the wagon, they made the long trip back over the rugged Alleghany Mountains to Greenbrier County.  

     They arrived back at David Creigh’s home on July 28, 1864, where his devoted family watched over him for 3 days.*  In those three days, scores of friends and mourners converged to pay their respects to this fine man.  During that time, many remembered him from the daily walks and conversations they had with him over the years.   As one man said, “He had many friends and few enemies because he was such a Christian gentleman.”  In short, he was one of the best men, Christian and the like in the whole community.  
     On Sunday morning, his body was taken from his home for the last time, and escorted by a funeral procession of more than a mile in length to the Old Stone Presbyterian Church in Lewisburg.*  

     Old Stone was a church where he regularly attended services since childhood, thus this was the church where the funeral would be conducted.*  

     After singing by the choir, plus prayers, his revered pastor, Dr. John McElhenney, who had known David since his childhood hours 56 years ago, drew tears and later began weeping as be began recalling many of David Creigh’s manly and Christian virtues.  After Dr. McElhenney was finished, the funeral sermon was preached by the Rev. J.C. Barr, assistant pastor of the church.  Using Acts the 9th chapter as his scripture - the packed church listened to his subject, “The Christian Martyr”  
     After the service, the many in attendance tearfully followed the body to the grave yard adjoining the church.*  Here beside his ancestors, David S Creigh was buried for the third time, this being his final resting place, there to remain to the resurrection day.*  
     As people began to leave the cemetery, an old and highly respected citizen of Lewisburg remarked, “The state never lost a better citizen or the grave received a nobler man.” 

     Here is a condensed letter addressed to a friend from Samuel Price, a distinguished lawyer, and Lt. Governor of Virginia.  

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

July 24, 1864

Dear Sir: The news is here of the execution of our friend and neighbor, David S. Creigh in Rockbridge county in June, by the Federal army under the command of Gen. Hunter.  It has thrown a solemn and melancholy gloom over the public mind.  No event of the war was equaled it in intensity: and perhaps no event has equaled it in cold-blooded atrocity.
     Mr. Creigh was born and raised in Greenbrier County, and had lived there all his life – some fifty-six years.  He was generally known to everybody, and esteemed for his high attributes of character by all that knew him.  He was a magistrate in the county under the old Constitution, and elected by the people.  He was a ruling Elder in the Presbyterian Church.  When a man falls, and that, by the executioner, it is enough to intensify and appall the public mind.
     It is said that he was tried before a court-martial, ordered for the purpose, in the county, upon a charge of “killing a man in soldier’s uniform,” and convicted.  You know it is easy to convict where there is a form of trial.  “Wherever there is a will there is a way.”  So it appeared in this case.
     The facts connected with the killing “the man in soldiers uniform,” as we learn them here, are these: The man in question did not belong to either command, but came looking for whatever booty which he could obtain. He was in the county alone and went first to the house of John Dunn; one fourth of a mile from Mr. Creigh’s and robbed the ladies of their watches and the house of other things.  He then made his appearance at Mr. Creigh’s and began searching the house for booty, brandishing a revolver, and swearing that rebels had no rights.  He advanced and forcing an entrance into the room of Mr. Creigh’s sick daughter.  Mr. Creigh ordered the intruder to leave, where a scuffle broke out.  They struggled down the steps, and fell together in the hall.  The man drew his revolver and as they continued to struggle, the gun went off striking and killing intruder.  Mr. Creigh then concealed the body on his property, and felt obligated to do so for his own safety – for the federal armies were in the vicinity.  The body was discovered by the army of Gen. Crook, through information provided by the Negroes. 

     Every fact connected with this unfortunate affair was fully admitted by Mr. Creigh, supposing the truth would be his best vindicator, and he scorned to tell anything but the truth, although advised by a Federal officer, high in command, to tell nothing, and let the prosecution furnish the proof. 

     The court-material was suited in the occasion. 

     Mr. Creigh was marched under guard from Greenbrier to Rockbridge, some one hundred miles.  The General in command, apparently shuddering at the thought of executing such as man as he was, until they joined General Hunter, and then the deed was done.

     If this case does not call for retaliation, I know of no case which can.

    Mr. Creigh is said to have shown the same Christian courage in the very presence of death, that he had shown through life. His name survives, and there is not a speck upon it.

     He left behind a widow and children to mourn his loss.  They are, as you might expect crushed under the heavy weight of this affliction.

Very truly, yours,

Samuel Price








Lt, Governor of VA
      As I close, I would like to share some additional information that came from a letter written to a friend from Thomas Creigh.  Evidently, soon after David’s execution, a group of cavalrymen again returned to Creigh’s home, where they again verbally abused the family and looted the house. 

     For years I thought that once the execution was over, the nightmare of having intruders invading their home was over.  But when I read this letter, I sadly learned that there was at least one more harassment by the Yankee army - all who could have been low class men posing as Yankee soldiers.

     This letter from Thomas Creigh, brother of David S. Creigh, further explains. 
Lewisburg, Virginia, September 15, 1864

Dear Sir:  You are rightly informed in regard to the treatment of my Brother’s family by the soldiers – no, not soldiers – but fiens in the shape of men, belonging to Hunter’s and Crook’s bandits retreating from Lynchburg.  As they passed through Greenbrier – perfectly demoralized – wondering in every direction, without any discipline or order; starving and famished for something to eat; stealing, robbing and plundering every house and farm for ten miles of the turnpike, a company of fifteen or twenty, once again went to my brother’s house- half starved, filthy, dirty looking, creatures – alighted from their horses, stalked into the hall, opened a press, containing books, saw my brother’s name in one of them, and then in a loud, fiendish tone of voice, inquired to each other: “Do you know David S Creigh?  Do you know where he is”  “Yes.” Was the reply, in a louder tone of voice, “I saw him hanging in a tree.”  This reply was repeated several times whilst running up and down the stairs plundering every room in the house and kitchen. 
     This was the first intimation of the death of my brother.  My sister who was their visiting my brother’s widow, Emily, ventured to inquire one of the men who seemed quieter than the rest.  But his quietness was not a comfort. He rudely replied and told her if she did not give him something to eat that he would burn the house over her head.  They took everything that they could find to eat, stole all the jewelry from the young ladies, broke and destroyed several pieces of furniture, and for a day and a half annoyed the family in various ways always accompanied with disgusting profanity.  They left almost nothing for the family to live on.  It is impossible to give an adequate description of their cruelties.  
     The man that was killed did not even belong to their army; they neither knew his name, his company or his regiment; he was never on their muster roll, and they never missed him.
     I am proud that my brother died in vindicating the eternal principles of truth and right, and faith and trust in God.  

     I have not told you half.








Yours in haste,







Thomas Creigh

P.S. – The citizens here say that there was not a gentleman among these officers or men – just all low bred, debased creatures.  



+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
        My grandfather Alex was always a man who spoke his mind about anything.  In 1969, when I heard about the tragedy of David Creigh, my granddad did not have much to say on the matter.  About all he said was that his grandfather would not have been executed if the servant had not alerted the federal army.  Then he told me that about all he knew was that the Yankees harassed the Creigh family after the execution.  He did not go into great detail, and did not want to talk any further on the subject.  I can remember wondering what he meant, but when I read Thomas Creigh’s above letter, I knew exactly what my granddad was talking about.
         And I’m sure that there was more abuse to the Creigh family and other families until the awful war were over.  For the modern day Creigh’s who see and read this account, I know you are very proud to carry the Creigh name.  And for the descendants of Alex W Arbuckle II, you should also be very proud.  Alex W Arbuckle II, later married the little girl, Elizabeth Creigh, who was the one sick in bed when this monster of an man burst into her room on that November day in 1863.  Aunt Emily once told me that her mother Elizabeth was sick a lot of the time and that may be the reason that she passed away early at the young age of 56.   
     Once Elizabeth Creigh became the wife of Alex II, they moved to Belle Vue, where she remained until her death in 1906.  Their children were Charles Creigh, Julia, Emily Creigh, Mary Lynn, Alex W. III, and Lockhart Davis.  And I know that David S Creigh would have been as proud of his grandchildren as they were of him.  
     There are a few dates of this awful tragedy that are not clear, but yet not important.  The Yankee army brought David Creigh to Bungers Mill for the trial on the night of June 9, 1864.  And on the morning of June 10, 1864, they marched David on foot to Brownsburg, VA, and reached Brownsburg on the same day, the night of June 10, 1864.  By highway, it is 84 miles from Lewisburg to Brownsburg, and from Bungers Mill, it would be another 3 miles further.  Of course the travel party on that day back in 1864 did not travel the route where the highway mileage that I just mentioned.  They would have more than likely traveled a shorter and straighter route through Alleghany and Bath counties.  And if that was the case, it would still a good 70 miles or more from Bungers Mill to Brownsburg.  
     Math and logic would say that it was highly unlikely that they made it to Brownsburg in one day.  Even if they left at 6 a.m. and traveled until 9 pm, and averaged 3 MPH, they could have only traveled 45 miles.  So more than likely, it was a two day trip, and they arrived at Rev. James Morrison’s on the evening of June 11, 1864.  So if that was the case, why did David Creigh date his final letter to Emily, June 10, 1864?  Knowing the fact that he would never see his family again, and only a few hours to live, plus the long rugged trip on foot, one could have easily not known the correct date.  The date of death on his grave stone is June 11, 1864.  So the date of the trial could have been June 8th. And who really knows?  I guess it was possible that they made this long trip in one day. 
     This brings us to the part of the burials.  David’s first burial was at the site of the hanging by neighbor of Rev. Morrison.  His second burial was at the New Providence Church by Rev. Morrison.  So why did Mrs. Creigh allow her son and Rev. Morrison to place the body in the New Providence cemetery when his wishes were for his remains to be by his family at Old Stone?  The answer is the letter David Creigh wrote that night in the Negro cabin did not arrive until late July 1864.  Once his wishes were known, his body was exhumed for the second time and buried a third time in Lewisburg.  
     All of the above unknowns are not what is important.  What is important is that all family and non are proud of this Christian man who met death with calmness and is now lives with his loved ones in heaven. 

     Come with me in Chapter 26, as we take a look at one of David Creigh’s grandson’s, Dr. Lockhart Davis Arbuckle; a son of Alexander Wayt II and Elizabeth Creigh Arbuckle.
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	


     Without the help of these people, my account of The Martyr of David S. Creigh would not have been complete:  Pat Williams, William H Boone, Marie Jones, Greenbrier Historical Society, Carol Harlow and others at the Rockbridge Historical Society, Robert J Driver- Washington & Lee University, the Moneymaker family- owners of the James Morrison house and farm where the execution took place, townspeople of Brownsburg, VA, John Wade Bell- with information on Bungers Mill, Cely Arbuckle and Vickie Harman. 
Thank-you!
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