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Benjamin Mason Claggett

b.22 Oct 181Woodford Co Kentucky

d. 26 Janl859 Clackamas County, Oregon
s/o Thomas Claggett and Mary Mason

m. 17 Apr 1834Clay CountyMissouri

Elizabeth Hadley Irvine

b.26 Feb 1816 Todd County, Kentucky

d. 04 Oct 1888 Portland, Multnomah County, Oregon

buried Lone Fir Pioneer Cemetery, Portland, Multnomah County, Oregon
d/o Jesse Irvine and Margaret A. Hadley

1850: Athens, Gentry Coty) Missouri, October 4, 1850; Benjamgaic) Claggett,35, farmer, KY; Elizabeth,
34, VA; Charles S., 15, farmer, MO; Mary E., 13, MO; Margaret A., 12, MO; Jesse J., 8, MO; Robert, 6, MO;
Elizabeth, 3, MO; James M., 2/12, MO

1860: Powell Valley, MultnomfaCounty, Oregon, August 1, 1860; Elizabeth Claggett, 43, farmer, $1700 $500,
KY; Chas, 24, MO; Irvin, 19, MO; Elizabeth, 13, MO; James, 10, MO; Nancy, 31, MO

1880: Portland, Multnomah County, Oregon, June 2, 1880; E. H. Claggett, 64, wid, carpet Weéwimmdy,
Eng; James M., 30, son, molderfoundry, MO KY KY

1930: July 20

IRVINE-CLAGGETT families, Salem, July 20, 1930. Four members of
the original immigrant train of 1852 were present: Elizabeth
Claggett Kerns, 83, Jackson P, Irvine, 85, Samuel B. Irvine, 83, and
Nancy Brown Claggett, 94. United States Senator Charles L.
MecNary, grandson of Mary Irvine and Charles Claggett, Milton
A Miller, son of Margaret Jane Irvine and Robert C. Miller, and
B. F. Irvine, editor of the Oregon Journal, son of Jesse B. Irvine,

are descendants.
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The Woodford County Claggetts went to Missouri in two groups.
Two brothers, Thomas and William, and one sister, Sarah, went
directly into Missouri. Two brothers, Benjamin Mason and Charles,
with the other sister Margaret, started from Todd County three years
-later in company with the Irvine family. Charles, now married to Mary
Irvine, and Benjamin, after visiting Robert Irvine, went north to see
their brothers and sister. They found the country settling up fast and
that the slave question was disturbing. They decided to go to Clay
County in the extreme west, where they had friends and relatives. Here
Benjamin married Elizabeth Irvine, April 17, 1834.

Soon after they reached Clay County they heard of new lands to the
north. They followed the trapper and hunter into Gentry County,
where Mary Margaret, daughter of Charles and Mary Claggett, and
the son of Benjamin and Elizabeth, had the distinction of being the
first white children born in the county in the year of 1835.

From 1835 to the present year 1940 the narrative of the Claggett
family is closely interwoven with that of the Irvines.
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Reminiscences of Irvine Woodford Claggett

Missouri to Oregon
As told to Edith Kerns Chambers in 1927.

MY father, Benjamin Mason Claggett, enlisted twice for service in
the Mexican War. He enlisted first on January 12, 1847, in Liberty,
Missouri, as a private in Company H, Third Missouri Mounted Volun-
teers; and the second time at Athens (now Albany), county seat of
Gentry County, September 22, 1847, under Captain Summers, Colonel
Bonipham’s regiment, commissary department. He was discharged at
Fort Leavenworth.

On his return from first enlistment father sold his home in Gentry
County and bought Mr. Plymate’s improved farm in Harrison County.
To this farm he added 8o acres bought with his soldier’s rights. We
were just nicely settled in this new home when we heard the folks in
Gentry County were talking of going to Oregon. Father made a trip
to his old home and after hearing of the wonders of that far off land
returned and hastily sold our belongings and joined the rest of the
family in the spring of 1852.

We stopped at Liberty, to visit an uncle, Samuel Hadley, who was
a prominent man living in what seemed luxury to us. He was sherift
of his county. After this short visit we left for Saint Joseph to complete
our equipment.

Our train was small. The unit was made up of the Irvine-Claggett-
Berry families, all related. The most serious difficulty we encountered
was crossing the Platte River. It was not only too expensive but caused
delay to use the poor ferry. In fording the river we would often have
to camp an extra night, for toward nightfall the river would rise and
the quick-sand would make the crossing dangerous.

The Indians were friendly for the most part. Our troubles came as
we neared the Blue Mountains. Frank Berry, standing guard one night,
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shot an Indian who was prowling around the camp. In retaliation the
Indians drove off several of our horses and cattle.

Near the Snake River, five head were bought back at $5.00 apiece,
after we had spent three days hunting for them. One time an old Indian
made a dash at the children saying, “Charge George Washington”.

We did not have much serious sickness. A young man, one of Uncle
Robert’s drivers, died soon after crossing the Platte river. Uncle Robert

Irvine lost a child mid-way across the plains and his wife died after
they left The Dalles.

Recollections of Elizabeth Claggett Kerns

Crossing the Plains in 1852
‘As Told to Edith Kerns Chambers in 1929.

WHEN the stories of the new west penetrated the little settlement in
Gentry County, Missouri, Grandmother was as interested as her sons
and daughters. We were living in our new home in Harrison County
when we heard that the folks in Gentry County were planning to go
to Oregon. We hastily disposed of our farm and surplus stock and
joined them in March, 1852. Grandmother was still enthusiastic about
making the trip with us.

On April first we started on that six months’ journey. Robert Irvine,
my uncle, served as captain of our train and was relieved by his brother
Samuel and his brother-in-law, Charles Claggett. Robert Irvine and
Charles Claggett had the best equipment. We had two yoke of oxen,
and some loose cattle. I have often heard my mother say she walked
two-thirds of the way to Oregon, often helping with the cattle. She car-
ried through life a deep scar on her forehead from stampeding cattle.

We stopped near Liberty, Missouri, where we saw others making
preparations for the westward journey. Our grandmother had a brother,
Samuel Hadley, living in Clay County. He was a prominent man in his
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community and lived in luxury with many slaves. We enjoyed our stay
there and considered it a “lark” to sleep in high poster beds.

The first exciting event of the trip was one of the crossings of the
Platte River. After two or three trips were made across with trusty
oxen we would have to find another crossing because of quicksand. To-
ward evening the river came up, and as we were the last ones to cross
we nearly lost our goods. I shall never forget how my mother worked
that evening drying our bedding and clothes. She seemed much dis-
tressed that the Bible was so soaked that the leaves were in danger of
being lost.

Somewhere, perhaps half way across the plains, Uncle Charles Clag-
gett’s team ran into ours and broke the rear wheels. We traveled a great
distance in the two-wheeled cart constructed from our four-wheeled
wagon. Qur wagons carried, besides the children, our food, beds, cloth-
ing, and camp equipment. In our wagon the food boxes, covered with
quilts, were used as seats. Two Dutch ovens swung under the wagon,
and two split bottom chairs were fastened to the back.

In the beginning of our trip we could buy dried apples, salmon, and
flour at the trading posts and from the Indians. The Indians would say
“Swap salmon for powder”. As we neared the end of the journey we
were two days without bread. My mother often told how she stayed
away from us children so as not to hear us ask for bread.

Our train was small when we started out, but from time to time a
wagon would join us. The wagons formed a circle at night and each
family built its own fire and prepared its own food. Beds were made
on the ground with the aid of ticks filled with feathers, but after the
loss of the two wheels and one yoke of oxen it was necessary to discard
feather beds; and when we lost our third ox, more articles were aban-
doned.

The only time there might have been serious trouble with the Indians
occurred near the end of the journey. The train descended from the
plateau into the valley of the Snake River. The wagons were taking
their places in the circle and ours was the last to draw up. Father had
gone to confer with the men as to who should stand guard. Mother was
starting a fire when two Indian chiefs in all their paint came galloping

Page 24



up to our wagon. I was so fascinated with their colorful approach
that they were at the end of the wagon before I realized my danger.
With one loud whoop the rider nearest the wagon made a grab for me.
I darted to the front only to find that the rider had whirled and was
there to make his second attempt. Just at this time Father observed
what was taking place and ran with his black-snake in his hand. I
am sure that the Indian and I never forgot the sound of that whip
as it struck the flank of the horse. Fortunately for us a long train ap-
peared over the hill and the Indians did not dare to attack us. It was
later estimated that several hundred Indians were on the war path. As
it was, the two trains lost several head of cattle and horses that night.

At The Dalles came the first break in our train. The men who were
not needed to take the stock and wagons overland remained at the post
a few days. They constructed rafts and floated down the Columbia to
the Cascade Falls. Here were stationed men who were hired to take
them around the Falls. They took passage on a large scow. After four
days of travel they were joined by the rest of the train at the mouth of
the Sandy.

It was a sad parting at The Dalles. Father and Mother were com-
pelled to remain for sometime at the post to earn enough money to go
on. I shall never forget the tears shed by my mother as she said goodbye
to her mother. This was the last time we ever saw Grandmother Hadley.
Margaret Hadley Irvine died the night the family arrived at their des-
tination, Salem, Oregon. At last, after that long journey of six months,
she rested in the Mission Cemetery, the first one buried there.
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Reminiscences of Elizabeth Claggett Kerns

(Continued)

Early Days in Multnomah County, Oregon

OUR family remained in The Dalles for three weeks in order to secure
enough money to finish the journey by boat. Father took up his trade
of blacksmith and mother made and sold apple pies at one dollar a pie.
In three weeks they had enough money to continue our journey.

The ride was interesting and pleasant after six months in an ox-
pulled vehicle. The most impressive incident was the free dinner served
on the boat, under the direction of J. C. Ainsworth. My mother forbade
us to push or crowd as we saw others doing. These people ate as if
they were starved.

It was late in the afternoon when we reached Portland. We remained
on the wharf while father went in search of a house and a conveyance.
It seemed a long wait, sitting on our rolls and bags. Finally father
came with a drayman. The dray was a one-horse affair with two wheels.
Our things were loaded on and mother, brother James, and I were put
on top. We drove along Front street with its ungraded road, its one
and two-story frame buildings, and here and there a piece of sidewalk,
for about half a mile to a one-room cabin owned by Finis Carruthers.

This cabin was in a forest and about 600 feet from a larger cabin
where Finis and his mother lived. The cabin was built of logs and cov-
ered with shakes. A fireplace was in one end, a small window on either
side, and a door facing the east. The next morning father went in search
of furniture, and provisions. Soon we had two bedsteads made of lum-
ber and a trundle bed under each, a cupboard between, placed in one
end of the room. The stove was placed near the fireplace, and a table
under one of the windows.

Mrs. Carruthers was a typical pioneer woman, large of bone, spare,
reticent, and careworn. She had great understanding for the needs of a
pioneer family. From her we got milk, butter, cream, chickens, and
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eggs. She not only helped with provisions but gave the older members
of the family work. The older boys soon secured work hauling wood at
$2.00 a day. The older girls found employment where they might work
and attend school. Father rented a room on Front street and set up a
blacksmith shop in partnership with Mr. Middleton.

We arrived in Oregon just when the country was feeling the effects
of the gold discoveries in California. So many men had gone to Cali-
fornia that jobs were plentiful for the younger folks. At this time food
was scarce and very high. I well remember father bringing home, in a
paper bag, four apples for which he had paid more than a dollar apiece.
How we children eyed those red apples hardly able to wait until they
were carefully cut in two and distributed. I carried my half core in my
pocket two or three days.

When summer came we found a four-room frame house nearer to
father’s work, about where the Auditorium now stands, and where we
could go to school and church. Here we had a view of the river which
always seemed full of boats: sail boats, steamboats, and rafts. QOur
neighbors were the Coffins, Reddicks, Carsons, and Casons. It was at
the Cason home that I first saw a demonstration of spiritualism. My
brother and I became curious about the rumors of what was being done
at the home, so one evening we stole away and slipped into the house
and took our place at the table. Here were about a dozen grown per-
sons sitting around the dining-room table with their hands on top touch-
ing one another. Soon someone asked a question and the response came
with one tap for yes, two for no, etc. In the dim candlelight the table
began to dance around on one leg. This was too much for two fright-
ened youngsters and we slipped out as quietly as we had entered.

We remained in this location until the next fall. In 1854 father took
a contract for some work in Milwaukie and we spent the remainder
of that year there, and until February of 1855. Then we went out to the
donation land claim that father and mother had taken up in Clackamas
and Multnomah Counties and commenced to build a new cabin just
below the woodchoppers. There we had previously spent two summers.
This new home was one of the best in that locality. A cabin of four
rooms, two below and two above, with a lean-to for the kitchen, the
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