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Chapter 29
 “The Clendenin Massacre”



  
   By Jim Arbuckle

     In 1759, Archabald Clendenin, his wife the former Ann McSwain, and their infant daughter Jane made their home a few miles west of where the town of Lewisburg now stands.  Their small farm was in present day Richlands, in the shadow of Muddy Creek Mountain, west of Lewisburg, WV.
     At times small bands of Indians were seen hunting near the Clendenin farm, but they were always peaceful and never gave any trouble to the family or any other of the white settlers.  

     By June 1763, there were more than thirty families living in and around the eastern side of Muddy Creek Mountain.  Fine corn was growing in the fields and smoke could be seen coming from the chimneys of the many cabins.

     It was a clear and warm morning of July 13, 1763 as the Clendenin family was attending to chores, but no one knew what lay ahead on that day.  Archabald Clendenin had returned from a morning hunting trip where he had bagged a large deer.  By noon one could smell dear meat cooking on a fire, where he had invited all the neighbors over for a feast of deer and vegetables from the garden.  Conrad Yolkham and a Negro boy were in a nearby cornfield chopping weeds and waiting for the neighbors to arrive.
(Many historians and writers believe that this Negro boy was Dick Pointer. To learn more about Dick Pointer, go to Chapter 13 “The Unsung Heroes.”)
     As Clendenin was cooking the deer, little Jane and her three year old brother were playing as Ann was in the cabin tending to the baby and talking to an old lady who was sitting on the doorstep stirring a pot of corn pone.  

     The calm and peaceful day soon became tense when a young Indian warrior named Cornstalk and other young warriors came on the scene carrying bows and tomahawks.  They all appeared to be friendly, greeting everyone and showed no sign of causing any trouble.  

     But this peaceful and happy day suddenly became tense when some of the Indians began pulling vegetables from the garden and one walked over and spit in the kettle where the deer meat was cooking.   Ann saw this and quickly scolded the unmammerly Indian.  Ann was now wondering if these Indians were planning on staying for dinner and if there would be enough food for thirty plus people. 
     At that point a young brave attempted to go through the front door.  The old woman was still sitting in the doorway and blocking the entrance.  Seeing the brave trying to push by her, she pointed down to a sore on her leg, and with sign language began to ask him if he had a remedy.   He nodded as if he understood and without any sign or warning, he reached for his tomahawk and violently brought it down over her head splitting her skull.  As her scream of agony was heard before her instant death, Clendenin grabbed his small son and ran toward the woods, but as he paused to climb a rail fence one of the Indians fired a shot that went through Clendenin and also the body of his little son.  A second later, both father and son fell dead to the ground.
     Ann now came on the scene and let out a death defying scream when she saw her husband and young son lying dead.  As she ran to them, the Indians grabbed, tied and gagged her, and put her and her daughter Jane and her baby on a horse along with other things that they stole from the house.   They the shot the pigs with arrows and attempted to catch a nearby milk cow, but were unsuccessful as the cow ran into the woods.  The boys who were still working in the cornfield heard the gun fire but assumed that the neighbors had arrived and that Clendenin had interested them into a shooting match.  So Conrad Yolkham and his Negro friend hung their hoes and started back to the house to join the fun.  But as soon as they saw the gruesome, bloody body of the old woman lying on the ground they both were seized and made prisoners.  Yolkham, who was older was able to escape and mounted his horse and rode away.  After waiting several hours, he became curious and returned to the Clendenin cabin, but the Indians were still there and fired shots at him.  He was however able to escape again, and with out stopping he rode his horse 30 some miles east to Fort Young, which is now Covington, VA.   There he reported that a hundred Indians had ambushed the Clendenin family and that all were killed.  (Note: if this Negro boy who was captured was in deed Dick Pointer, then he must have escaped as the famous Dick Pointer of Greenbrier County lived to a ripe old age.)
     But not all the Clendenin family was dead.  The Indian braves had Ann Clendenin, her young daughter Jane and her baby, plus a few other settlers and took them west over Muddy Creek Mountain.  There they met up with another band of Indians where none of the savages seemed to be in any hurry, thus they made camp and did some hunting.  
     In a few hours, another group of Indians arrived and reported that they had killed other families near Lewisburg, burned their homes and stole possessions.   They all remained there for the night, and the next morning, the prisoners were put into single file and marched in a western direction as fast as their legs would carry them.  
     By mid afternoon, they reached a place called Keeney’s Knob, a mountain north of the present day town of Alderson.  As they passed along a narrow path, Ann Clendenin was thinking of a plan to escape.  A few minutes later, she handed her baby to one of the other white female captives and picked up a chestnut burr from the ground.  As they marched on, she had her eye on an Indian brave who was walking ahead of her with the rope of the horse’s halter wrapped around his waist.   
     A short distance down the trail, Ann quietly and quickly placed the sharp chestnut under the horse’s tail.  In an instant, the horse began to buck and went wild, dragging the Indian down the side of the mountain, with stolen possessions flying in every direction.  In the chaos and commotion, Ann was able to slip away, and when order was finally restored, she had put a good distance between her and the party.  
     But as she was running for her life, she stopped when she heard the mad cries of the Indians, which only told her that they had discovered her escape and that they were angry, and determined to subdue her.  As she continued to run for her life, she was now terrified as she could hear the sounds of the horse’s hooves and angry yells from the warriors growing closer.  Right when she felt that she would be overtaken, she spotted an old hollow log and saw a black bear coming out the other end.  As the bear ran off, she quickly crawled inside the log and lay quietly.  In a few minutes, she could hear the cries of the Indians only inches from where she was hiding.  Seeing the tracks of the bear, the Indians assumed that they were human tracks and soon left to follow the trail.  Afraid that the Indians would return, she lay quiet for hours in the old log.  Finally when night came, she felt that it was safe to continue.  
     Making her way in the dark, she was able to find and eat some berries as she headed back east in the direction of her home.  She reached what was once her home shortly after dawn.  One can imagine the horror she felt when she saw that their once nice cabin was now only ashes, and the screams that she released when she found the scalped and half devoured bodies of her husband and little son still lying where they had been shot.  With the tools all gone and wanting to save her strength, she covered the bodies with brush and fence rails, and began to push on toward Fort Young.
     A few hours later she reached the Greenbrier River where she paused to rest and bathe her scratched and bruised body.  As she sat on the river bank she wondered if she could survive starvation and have the stamina to make the thirty mile trip to the fort.  As she continued to sit and cry and recall the horror of the past few days, she was startled when she heard the sound of horses approaching.  Fearing it was Indians, she hid behind a clump of brush, but she was suddenly overjoyed when she saw that the riders were relatives of her late husband Archabald.  With excitement she rushed to meet them, but was shocked when they were not happy to see her.  As she began to talk to them and tell them of what happened, they had heard the account from Conrad Yolkham and that he told them all were dead.  For whatever selfish reasons, they were upset that she was still alive.  Some of them blamed her for leaving her daughter and baby behind, and placing more value on her own life than that of her children.  Another relative of her husband never did like her and did not want Archabald to marry her. After a cold reception and still upset that she was alive, they finally gave her some food and water and allowed her to ride with another rider on to Fort Young (Covington, VA). 
     She remained at Fort Young, and on August 16, 1763 the court appointed her as the administrator of her husband’s estate and on April 5, 1764, four men were appointed to appraise her husband’s estate, which were 1 tomahawk, pipe, pistol, receipt for some provisions, and 1 cow wounded with an arrow.

     In June 1765, Ann was overjoyed when she learned that her little daughter Jane Clendenin was still alive.  Jane was now eighteen years old, and had lived with the Indians for several years, but was later released to the army.  Later that summer she was reunited with her mother.  While Ann was glad to have her daughter Jane back with her again, she was still in search of her baby son that she left behind on Keeney’s Knob that day when she made her escape.  But Jane knew, and sadly told her mother that once her mother escaped, the Indians grabbed the baby, making it scream in hopes that Ann would return, but when that did not happen, a ruthless Indian picked the little baby up by the heels and slammed into a tree until it was dead, then thrown on the ground and trampled by the passing horses.  

     Archabald Clendenin’s estate was settled in 1767, and a few months later Ann met and married John Rodgers and lived at Fort Young.   Five years later in 1772, Ann moved back to Greenbrier County and built a home just a mile north of where the awful massacre took place.

     Daughter Jane Clendenin who was held captive by the Indians until she was sixteen married John Davis, and strangely enough made her home near the site of the massacre.
     After Ann died many years later, she was buried in the Welch Cemetery, which is only a short distance from where the massacre took place.  Her husband, John Rodgers is buried at nearby Hartland Farm, and near where the Clendenin cabin once stood, all on Houfnaggle Road, just a short distance west of Lewisburg, off of Route 60.
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     Hartland Farm now stands where the Clendenin Massacre took place.  The farm was started by the Handley family, and one of the previous owners was Dr. Harry Handley, who did extensive research on the Clendenin Massacre, where many of my facts came from.  Dr. Handley was a fine gentleman and a great supporter of the Greenbrier Historical Society.  He died in his sleep at age 67 on March 8, 1964.  
     The next and current owners of Hartland Farm are the George Musser family.  George and his son Richard had a wise and creative idea when they constructed an identical log cabin on the very site where Archabald Clendenin’s cabin once stood.  The cabin is full of old pioneer pots, pans, rifles, clothing, plus many other essentials that the Clendenin family used during the 1700’s.  Richard Musser was not only helpful, but kind enough to allow me to photograph and prepare this Arbuckle story chapter.  
     Although this tragedy happened over 200 years ago, the horror and sadness that this family suffered is still with us today.

To see pictures and a slideshow of this chapter, go to “Video”
     Come with me in Chapter 30 as we learn about the life and home, when Emily Creigh Arbuckle married John B Sydenstricker. 
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