Payton’s Journal
 August 19, 1777

This is the journal of Payton Ellison, Washington County, Virginia. Weather today was very hot and still. Two Indians came to our cabin. One seems to be sick. The other one is very tall. The sick one moans a good deal. Ma is trying to tend him, but all he wants to do is fight. Pa sits in front of the fire. He won’t help Ma at all. The tall one holds the sick one down. Marcie stays by the fire sucking her thumb. Lenore has to do all the cooking, so I have to watch her. She doesn’t mind me very well. I sure hope that sick Indian goes to sleep soon so I can. I’m tired.             

 Payton
PS—I finally decided to use this diary that Gram gave me before she died. I think she’d like that.

August 20, 1777

That sick Indian looks like he’s dying. The other Indian stays by his side. I didn’t know that Indians had friends same as us. Ma is trying hard to save him. Pa isn’t worried. He says if the Indian dies that would be one less to have to fight. He frowned at Ma when he said it. But Ma says that isn’t the Christian attitude and hushes him before the tall one can hear. Pa says that’s silly. Savages don’t speak English.     

  Payton
PS—The weather is still mighty hot and uncomfortable.

August 22, 1777

We had a bad storm yesterday. I didn’t write because I had to help Pa round up the cows and chickens. The wind blew part of our fence over and the two cows did the rest. Pa and me didn’t get home until after dark. That sick Indian is still alive. While we were gone the tall one went outside and propped up our fence. That was sure a help. Pa and me were too tired to make much of a repair. We would have had to tie the two cows to trees if that Indian hadn’t fixed the fence. I didn’t know Indians could fix fences.
Payton
PS—That tall Indian says to call him Mingo. Pa was wrong. He speaks English.
August 25, 1777
I was too busy to write before. The sick Indian died and Mingo fixed him up all proper. Pa dug a hole way out behind the barn while he did the fixing. I watched from behind the trees. I’d never seen an Indian burial before. After the hole was dug Mingo shooed Pa away. He laid his friend in the hole with his legs bent and his head facing west. He was right particular about how the dead one laid. He put in all the dead one’s belongings. He covered him with green branches off the trees. Then he pushed the dirt in over his friend. 
He spent a long time covering the grave with stones. After that, he did something I didn’t expect. He sat down right beside the grave and started singing. His voice sounded like wind moaning in the chimney. It made my hair stand up. I didn’t like it at all. He did this for a long time. I finally had to go do my chores. To tell you the truth, I haven’t written because I’ve been thinking about that tall Indian. It doesn’t seem right that an Indian would take on so over somebody dying. Ma didn’t get over my brother’s death for years, but she’s a white woman.    
    


 Payton
August 26, 1777

Pa is sick now. I’ve got to do all the chores myself. Mingo wanted to help me but I wouldn’t let him. I figured he’d probably steal something when I wasn’t looking. Pa always said Indians are thieves. Ma is worn out with the nursing. She got tired with that sick Indian, so she don’t have much left to care for Pa. I try to help but I can’t lift him like she wants, even with Lenore helping. I was trying to lift him up, and Mingo pushed me away and did it himself. Ma shoved Lenore far away from him. She stared at him with a look I’ve never seen before. He looked down at her but didn’t say nothing. It looked like he was sorry about something. Anyway, Pa takes a lot of looking after. He yells at my uncle Avery even though Uncle Avery has been dead for fourteen years. I admit that I’m scared. 







Payton
September 1, 1777

Marcie got sick too. I don’t remember exactly when. Last night she died. She was my little sister but sometimes I didn’t like her. Maybe that’s why she died. Maybe God knew I didn’t always love her and took her back.


Payton 

September 3, 1777

Mingo has been doing all the cooking so Ma and Lenore can nurse Pa. I’m really scared that God is going to take Ma too. She looks so tired all the time. Lenore tries to make her lay down and sleep but Ma just waves her hand, like she’s too tired to even talk. I think she’s so sad about Marcie that she doesn’t care about much. I kissed her cheek last night and she didn’t even blink.               




  Payton 

PS—Pa is better. I think he’s going to be alright. I am sure glad.

September 5, 1777

Ma is in bed now. Pa is up but so weak he can’t hardly do nothing but sit. Mingo is still doing all the cooking. I’m doing all the chores. A wolf pack almost got one of our cows last night but Mingo shot one and the others ran away. He helped me shut the cows inside our barn. He’s been sitting up with Ma so Lenore can sleep a bit. He recites poetry to her. Ma seems to like it. At least she’s quiet while he talks. When he stops she moans a lot.





Payton
September 7, 1777
Lenore likes to listen to Mingo recite the poems. I can tell. She leans back in her rocker and closes her eyes. Pa is still real weak. Ma hasn’t opened her eyes all day. I’m scared again.      






Payton

 
September 12, 1777

Pa tried to push Mingo out of the chair last night while he was singing to Ma. He seemed really mad about something. Pa is still weak so it really wasn’t much of a push. Mingo sat looking at him for a long time. Then without a word he got up and walked outside. I think he’s mad now too. Though I’m only eleven, and maybe don’t understand much, I think Pa was wrong. Mingo has cooked every morsel of food Pa has eaten for two weeks. He’s brought in fresh meat and even helped me when the cows don’t want to behave. It don’t seem right to be pushing him out of the chair.



 Payton
               
PS—Ma seems to be getting better. Lenore told me. She smiled when she said it.

        I’m not so scared anymore.
September 13, 1777

Mingo made me a whistle. He put it on a leather cord so I could wear it around my neck. It sounds real pretty, kind of like a bird. Lenore admired it when I blew it for her. She said she wished she had one too. I told Mingo and he started making one for her right away. When he put it into her hand right before supper, Pa snatched it and threw it in the fire. Lenore looked real sad but Pa said he didn’t want his daughter taking anything from an Indian. I hid my whistle inside my shirt. I don’t want Pa to take mine too.
    Payton





September 14, 1777

Something happened this morning that was real scary. Mingo went to his friend’s grave like he does every day and found all the rocks gone. I was just coming from the milking when I saw him standing real quiet beside the hole. I set the buckets down and went to see what he was looking at. That’s when I saw the grave was empty. There wasn’t anything in there at all.
 I asked Mingo what animal would do that, and he looked really, really sad when he told me. He said one word, human. The way he said it made me shiver. He wouldn’t look at me either. Then he walked away into the forest. When I told Pa, he just went right on pitching hay to the cows. He said it didn’t matter, he didn’t want no Indian buried on his land no how. Said it was an insult to Marcie and my brother Clayton who was killed by Indians when I was little. I feel real empty inside but I don’t know why.    Payton.

September 16, 1777
Pa slapped Lenore today. She’s been real quiet since Pa burned her whistle. Mingo didn’t eat supper with us, or breakfast either. At noon he came bringing a huge turkey. He laid it on the porch. Pa had gone hunting too and wasn’t back yet. Lenore admired the turkey and said her thanks. Mingo smiled and offered to clean it since my sister is still tired from all the nursing. She nodded her head with a real pretty smile. That’s when Mingo gave her another whistle. She looked at it a long time. Mingo took the turkey and walked around the cabin. Just then Pa came. He walked real fast onto the porch and slapped Lenore hard. He said some words to her that I don’t understand, but I know from the way Lenore looked they were hurtful. Pa snatched the new whistle and stomped on it. She ran back inside. I know she was crying. I don’t know what ails Pa. He’s mad all the time now.
 










Payton
September 17, 1777

Ma is up! I’m so happy I can’t put down the words. Lenore slept nearly all day. Mingo went hunting again and came back with a deer. He spent the afternoon cleaning it and showing me how to make dried meat. Pa wasn’t around anywhere. I don’t know where he’s gone. Before he left he scolded Ma for letting Mingo help her while she was sick. He said some really mean things to her. That makes no sense to me. How could Ma know it was an Indian that was helping her?  And why should it matter? I’m really confused. 










Payton
September 21, 1777

We had a heavy frost last night. Everything was so pretty when the sun hit it. Lenore went onto the porch to churn butter. She smiled to herself and sang a little song about a singing bird. Pa went to stand beside her and she stopped singing. I haven’t seen Mingo today. I think he’s gone. It makes me sad to think he left without saying goodbye. I know he’s an Indian, and Pa says I should hate him, but I don’t. Pa says that since Indians killed Clayton, and Indians brought the sickness that killed Marcie, I should hate them for the rest of my life. Even though Pa told me, and I’m supposed to obey my Pa, I don’t understand why I should hate a man like Mingo. He lost his friend, but he stayed with us to help us through the sickness. I’m sorry Pa, but I just can’t hate him.
Payton





PS—Mingo told me yesterday that his friend’s name was U-na-tsi-ko-ga. I practiced saying it. He said it means Snow Crow. I wish I had an Indian name. Mine is so dull.

September 22, 1777

Mingo came back today. He brought Pa slung over his shoulder. Ma and Lenore put him to bed again. I know he’s real bad. His face is white like bread dough and he isn’t breathing right. He takes one breath, then holds it for a long time. Mingo looks mad but I don’t know why. When I asked him he pushed his lips together real tight. Ma shook her head at me so I shut up. It’s way past my bed time but I can’t seem to get to sleep. Maybe it’s because I can’t hear Pa’s breathing over the sound of the rain on the roof. I’m scared that if I go to sleep, Pa will die.     




  Payton









September 23, 1777

I went to sleep and Pa died. I woke up this morning to see the bed empty. Ma, Lenore and Mingo were all gone. I ran outside and saw Ma and Lenore huddled together in the barn. It was still raining. I hugged Ma. That’s when she told me Pa died. Out the side window of the barn I could see Mingo digging a grave beside Clayton and Marcie. The rain was dripping off his braids, his nose and his chin. But he kept on digging in the heavy mud. When he finished I spread three armfuls of hay in the bottom. Ma and Lenore carried Pa’s body to the grave. They had him wrapped in a sheet. Mingo took Pa’s shoulders from Ma and carefully laid him down. Lenore dropped his feet into the grave. Ma took Lenore’s arm and pulled us both back to the house. I didn’t want to go, but Ma told me plain that we were going. I looked back from the porch. Mingo was filling in the grave with mud. I wonder how he felt about that. I’m sure he must have been thinking about U-na-tsi-ko-ga and his empty grave. 







Payton
September 23, 1777, midnight

I can’t sleep for thinking about Pa and U-na-tsi-ko-ga. I think Pa threw his body out of the grave. I think Mingo believes that too. If he does, how could he help us? How could he help my Ma bury Pa? I don’t understand any of this. 



September 24, 1777

Mingo talked to Ma a long time today. Lenore helped me do the chores outside so they could talk. Lenore looks so sad. Her red shawl was pinned under her chin to keep her head dry. It was still raining a little. I think I saw tears on her cheeks, but she said it was raindrops. I stayed in the barn to soap Brownie’s harness when Lenore went back in. About an hour later Mingo came out to help me and caught me crying. I tried to stop before he saw, but I couldn’t. I was thinking about Marcie. I found her doll in Brownie’s feed box, just setting there like she was waiting for my sister to come back.
 Mingo sat beside me, real quiet, until I stopped crying. Then he talked to me about Salem. Ma is thinking of taking me and Lenore there to live. He knows the town because he’s a friend of Daniel Boone across the mountains. I asked him to tell me about Mr. Boone, so he told me all about him. I guess he’s got a boy about my age named Israel. Maybe if we move to Salem I will meet them one day. I’d sure like that!
Payton
September 25, 1777

I don’t know what to think about this. I found Lenore with Mingo today. They were talking together out by the graves. I saw Lenore reach out and take Mingo’s hand. He didn’t pull away, which was a surprise. Lenore moved real close to him and looked up into his face. He just stood there and let her. But when she reached up like she was going to kiss him, he put both hands on her arms and held her away from him. Lenore didn’t give up easy. I’ve never seen her look at anybody like she was looking at that Indian man. I couldn’t hear what he said to her, but I saw her shake her head real hard several times. He just kept talking to her. Finally she pulled away and ran into the barn. I could see that she was crying. I went into the barn to try and make her feel better. She’s all I’ve got now, her and Ma. She wouldn’t talk to me at all. Tears were running down her face. I’ve never seen her cry like that, not even when we put Marcie in the ground.
     Payton









September 27, 1777

Mingo helped Ma pack the wagon. Lenore won’t stay anywhere near him. She scurries past him like he wasn’t even there. Ma hushed me when I tried to talk to her. Two travelers came to our place yesterday afternoon. Mingo talked to them for a long time. I guess they are going to go with us to Salem, to see that we get there safe. I thought Mingo would take us. Maybe Lenore’s forward behavior has put him off. He doesn’t seem as friendly as he used to. I don’t know why but that makes me kind of sad. I remember him helping me chase the cows. He always seemed to know what to do. I don’t think I’ll ever forget him, no more than I’ll forget Marcie or Pa. They are all wrapped up together somehow. I hope that when I finally get grown I’ll understand all the things I don’t understand now.

Payton




September 28, 1777

We left our home today. Before we left Ma, Lenore and me stood beside Pa’s grave, saying goodbye to him and Marcie. Clayton’s mound is flat, with grass growing over it. I hope next spring grass grows over Marcie and Pa. Then they will all three seem like family, like they belong together. Right now it looks like Pa and Marcie are strangers. When I think things like this, I feel all cold and hollow inside. I wish I could make my head stop thinking. 
Mingo stood several yards away with the two travelers, waiting for us. When Ma and Lenore and me were finished crying we all walked to the wagon. Mingo boosted Ma onto the seat but Lenore wouldn’t let him touch her. The older traveler, Mr. Harper, pulled on Brownie’s halter and the wheels started to turn. Blackie pulled hard too, and within only a few minutes our place looked small. I could see the barn, the cabin, Ma’s garden and the graves all at one time. Mingo stood at the fence with his rifle in his hand. I could see the breeze pull at his two feathers. He watched us leave. Then, when we were almost out of sight, I saw him wave his hand. I pulled my whistle out of my shirt and blew two blasts. The last thing I saw was Mingo, his hand cupping his ear like he was trying to capture my last goodbye.






   Payton







October 14, 1777
We are settled in Salem now. Our little house is snug. Ma and Lenore take in laundry. Sometimes they do sewing for people. I do odd jobs for Mr. Morris at the Mercantile. Lenore is keeping time with Elmore Bandy. He was the second traveler who helped us to Salem. Right away he took a shine to my sister. After we got here, she started to shine right back. I guess it took a while for Mingo to fade from her mind. Anyway, now that we’re settled I’ll start writing again.



 
Payton









April 4, 1778

I guess I lied. I put my journal away and forgot where I put it. Only today I found it again. I sure feel silly. I put it under the flour barrel in the kitchen. I don’t remember why. But it doesn’t matter. So much has happened over the winter. The biggest thing is Lenore’s decided to marry Elmore Bandy. They’re getting married tomorrow. That’s why I found this journal. I helped Ma bake a big cake, and I had to tilt the barrel to get the last of the flour. I’ll write more after the wedding. Right now I’m too sleepy.
  Payton
April 5, 1778

Lenore’s wedding was fine. I could hardly believe she was my sister. She came into the church with her hands full of flowers. She and Ma made her dress. It was a dark blue. I never noticed before that Lenore has blue eyes. She really looked pretty. Elmore thought so too, I could tell. Now that I think on it, Elmore is my brother. It seems funny, but I’ll know him better than I knew my real brother Clayton because he died when I was so little. When we all drank a toast to my sister, I heard my ma whisper Marcie’s name. None of us has mentioned her or Pa in these past months. But I guess Ma misses them. Maybe that’s what she’s thinking about when I surprise her. She always blinks hard before she turns to me. 
Sometimes, right before I go to sleep, I think about last fall when the two Indians found our cabin. If they hadn’t come, maybe Pa and Marcie wouldn’t have died. I suppose I should hate them for bringing the sickness. Sometimes I try. But then I think about Mingo and I can’t. I still have the whistle he made for me. I keep it hung from the rod above the window. Now and then, right before I go to sleep, I blow into it very softly. It still sounds sweet, like a little bird. I wonder if birds are ever sad?  They never sound sad. 







Payton
June 16, 1778

I just can’t seem to write more. But today was a special day. I met Daniel Boone. His boy Israel was with him. He’s exactly like Mingo said, friendly. We are the same age almost. I showed him my whistle, and he said he had one just like it that Mingo made for him. That made me feel like him and me were old friends. I helped him and his pa load their wagon with supplies. A man named Jericho was with them. I asked him about Mingo. Israel said him and his pa always trapped together, but Mingo was back with his Cherokee family now. I thought about that for the rest of the afternoon. I wish I knew more about Cherokees.







Payton




June 17, 1778

I forgot to put this down yesterday. I asked Israel if he would give Mingo a present from me. When he said yes, I handed him the brass ornament I’d found one day on my way home from the store. I’d strung it on a short length of leather, thinking that Mingo could attach it to his shot pouch. I carried it in my pocket every day. Somehow it made me feel a connection to him. Though I doubt he even remembers me, I like to think of him having the piece of brass.  






 Payton

September 18, 1778

I keep forgetting to write. The summer was so busy. Mr. Morris kept me going from early to late delivering to his customers. I like doing it. Mr. Morris is a good man to work for. He’s fair. When he found out my birthday was this month, he insisted on giving me a pen and ink so I could stop using my pencil to write in this journal. He and Ma have been spending time together, and he’s even been to dinner twice. I think they might get married. I think it would be good for Ma. Though I loved my pa, Mr. Morris seems to treat her better. I like that.






Payton
October 14, 1778

I got a letter today, the first one I’ve ever had! It was from Mingo. I remember my pa telling me Indians couldn’t speak English, and here is one who even writes English. He thanked me for the ornament. He said he attached it to his shot pouch just like I wanted. It makes me happy to think of it dangling there. Of course I’m sure he put it on the inside so it wouldn’t catch the light. Still, he knows it’s there, and I know it’s there. It’s like a connection that he can touch. I don’t know why it’s important to me, but I like knowing that he has something I gave him. Maybe he’ll look at it sometimes and think of me, like I look at the whistle he made me and think of him    


         Payton
October 27, 1778

Ma married Mr. Morris today. It’s hard to believe the changes in my life that have occurred in only one year. Sometimes I think about them right before I go to sleep. Lately I’ve been thinking that one day I may own the Mercantile. I just can’t imagine it. Last fall I was doing chores in the wilderness, and now I’m delivering packages in town. I used to fall asleep listening to the wolves howling in the forest. Now I listen to doors banging closed down the street. I have a new pa in place of the man lying asleep beside my little sister. Just now I thought of the empty grave of U-na-tsi-ko-ga. I wonder what Pa did with his body? I also wonder if Mingo ever knew for certain that Pa took it. If he did, how could he keep helping us? How could he carry Pa home? Why didn’t he just leave him in the forest to die alone? I would have. I know I would have.

Maybe someday I will go and try to find Mingo. I’d like to see how Cherokee people live. Perhaps I could write to Israel and he could help me do that. Maybe in a year or two I could go with the supply wagon that travels through the Gap to Boonesborough. I could stay with the Boones. 

I would tell Mingo about Ma and Mr. Morris, and about Lenore and Elmore. I hope he’ll be happy for my sister. I’ve often wondered what they said to each other that day out by the graves. I’ll probably never know. After another few years go by, maybe I’ll ask Lenore. I wonder if she’ll tell me then. It really doesn’t matter. I know I’ll never forget Mingo or the part he’s played in my life. Some day when I’m old, I’ll tell my own children about this Indian man who stepped from the forest and into my life. Maybe by then I’ll understand the world. But I doubt it.  



  Payton
