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Ta the reader :—

In describing the wonderful "Great Smoky Mountain™ in which the following
biriel story has its setting, words can tell bat little. They can only be appreciated by vis-
iting them. 'We can see the ragged, irregular slopes looming in the dustance, exquisitely
blue, and they are beautiful, but it is only when you are among their wild cliffs and en-
closed in thew primeval fosests, that you appreciote them the most.

When surrounded with the dream-like slopes the grand trees, the tall cliffs, the
deep ravines, ruthing streams. and the wild flowers and plant life of every deseription Rl
the air with their fragrance, you are possessed with a peculiar feeling of reverence.

T+ Ay wander then ial # was in s section of the “Warld's Prmeval Farest'
that George W, Johason, was inspired to write that sweet old familiar ballad, “When You
And | Were Young, Moggie,” a poem that was destined 1o become 50 popular and i
many insances i life’s hurry bas been instrumental in keeping the home ties sacred. The
scenery alone, without the other associations, would have been sufficient to have caused the
mnsparalion,

Recently Polk County was presented with a metal symbol to mark the site of the
“Old Mill”™, by the State of Tenncrsee. The description on the marker gives a  hriel
tketch as o gusde to tourists vissiing the place.  The old dam s felling inlo decay, and the
rums of the Mill, if not rebuilt, will soon be obliterated. The stream on  which the
“Creaking Old Mill" 15 lacated, is one of the main tribotaries of the Hiwassee River,
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After exhausted research, historians of Tennrasee have come I the eonclusion thai
beth the author ard the subjeet of that old famous sentimental ballad, *““When you and 1
were young, Maggie.”" were native Tennesseans.

Evidence paints conclusively to the undisputed facts that the plet of the song was
laid in the Unaka Mountains, a chain of the “Great Smokies™ in Palk County. Tennessee,
five miles South-East of Reliance.

I a recent viuit of the writer 10 these mountains, the different points alluded o i
the sang were discovered and show plainly “the hill”, where the lavess often wandered to
“watch the scene below™, “the creek™, “the ereaking old mill”", naw falling into decay,
“the Geld where first the clatsies sprung™, the cemelery on the hill which was alluded 1o in
the sapg. as “a city so silent and lope,

The reputed awthor, George W. Johnson, it & wpposed, lived near the mouth of
the Hiwnssee river. his parents being early settlers, having come from Virginia and beased
land from the Indians, as macy white people did in those days, which lay along, and near
the Hiwassee and the Tennessee rivers, and which was said to have been the first river bate
tom land that was cultivated in East Tennesser,

In the early part of the eighteenth century, having learned from a Friendly Indian
that there was gold in East Tennessee, young Johnson coptracted the gold fever and vought
the Unaka Mountains locality, where according to leg#nds, fabulous wealth  was bemng
found. It appears that the presence of gold was known to the Cherokee Indians living in
that region, long before it was known to the whites, who did the first mining in the year
1827.

After bricl preparations Johmon loaded his canae with provisions and the Jonely
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journey of weeral d,.,:,-. Jdurati m began,  Hlter rowing up the Hiwassee river to mear where
Relianee new stands, johnsen came to Sprng Creek, a tributary of the Hiwasnee. Going
up this stream for a few miles, he camped for the night. Early the next momang. nding
the ereek swift and shallow, he left his canoe and had followed the stream for about one-
half mile. when he heard the creaking of a mall.  After walkiog a shant distance, he came
1o what was then kpown as the Harris mall.

The clear morning sunlight reveals a most picturesque scene.  Being in the spring
time. the hill slopes viers covered wiith lavrel and ivy, the pink and white blossoms blend-
ing with the green foliage that clustered around the bluff.  The birds were fying from the
mos--covered boulders tc the tree tops above, singing as they bualt their mests.  The great
ridges surrounding the place were clothed from base 1o crest with trees of every description,
quivering and nodding in the cool marning breeze: the quict valley, the lovely glades, wet
with dew : the beautiful stream with the clear water running over the great overshot wheel;
the streaming water falling to the depths helow, forming a mass of white rolling  foam,
sparkling in the early morning sunlight. The creaking of the wheel an it slowly revolved
on the axle, must have been a most weleome sound after hours of solitude in that unknown
[mmd.

Surrounded by the beauties of notare in that wild woodland, the youth was at-
tracted by the veice of a yousg girl sirging.  As be sirode toward the mill, a scene faizer
ihan all cthers greeted hiv eyes. A youny gurl, Maggie Harrs, Maggie of the song, was
standing in the doarway of the building. 1t was indecd a great surprize to see the beauti-
ful whits girl in the wild surroundingz. [t is said that Maggie m the absence of her fath-
er used to attend the mill, and did the wotk quite as well as her father.
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It appsars that the Harviz family migrated to that section from upper East Ten-
messee and leased land from the Indians for the purpose of erecting a mill, as the Indians
in those days had no mills of their own. The mill was a very important feature in the pi-
cneer days for what the club s to the city, the general store or postaffice to the citizens of
the country village, 30 was the mill o the pative of the backwoods. It was there the
mountaineers for miles around went to have their comn ground into meal, Many a good
tale might be told of these exciting days, when the woods were full of deer, bear and wild
game of every description.

The fact that Maggse was reared in the mountains did not keep her from ACOUir-
ing an education, for it is quite probable she attended the old Cog Hill Academy in the
Conasauga valley, a distance of aboat twenty miles from her home, and where the moune
tain folks for miles arotind, atiended.

This meeting was the beginning of a ramance, a love which endured through the
trials of life, and in all after years those days so full of mystic beauty, lived in their mem-
ory. Johnson instead of secking further for gold, found a more precious  treasure: he
sought and won the hand of Maggie. After o brief courtship, he tock his bride and re-
turned 1o kis home down the rver.

They spent many happy years together, often returning to revisit the place  of
Magge's childhood. After many years when both were aged and gray, their thoughts
turned again to the mountains, 1o the ssered scene of their first meeting and courtship, which
Wit cver sweet to thesr memory. The husband, now fesble with age. again wandered 1o
“the Hill"", where lie and Maggie had w0 ofien wandened in days gone by, “'to watch the
scene below™.  “The creaking old mill”, was then still ; the litthe house in which Maggie
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“The Old Mill Dam™
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was born, and where she grew 1o young womanhood was deserted, for her parepts were
ljl!zp;.ng on the hill, in the “coty s slent and lome™.

The old remantic seene revived memores aof the vanihed yoan, with an iTL'IP'iIl-
tian, resulting in that sweet old song with woeds sa [ull of love and tenderness for wife. the
sweethearl of his youth.

Although they were aged and gray.
Aund trials of life M.Irlr deone ;
Maggie was as fair to him then,
A when they bath were voung.

Jahneon died never realizing what a gem he was leaving m the little poem.  Adter
a few years, it s reported, J. A, Butterfield, who was a great musician came acrom the
poem quite by accident. 1t atiracied has attention, he set the wards to musie, and had the
song copyrighted in the year 1866, with a renewsl in 1894, The song scon became fa-
maous, bul never so popular a8 in recent Years.
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The Song: [
“"WHEN YOU AND I WERE YOUNG, MAGGIE™

| have wandered today 1o the hill, Maggee,
Ta walch the scene below,
I The creek and the ereaking old mill, Maggie,
M owe used to long ago,
The green grove is gone from the hill, Maggie,
Where once the damies sprung,
Tlhe ereaking old mill s still, Maggie,
Since you and | were young,

(Chomus)
But now we are I'I‘EI:I and gray, Manlr.
The trials of life nearly doge.
l Let ws simg of ihe days that are gone, Magge,
When you and [ were young.
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A city so silent and lone, Maggie,
Where the young and the gay and the blest,
In polished white mansions of stone, Maggie
Have each found a place of rem:
Is built where the birds wied 1o play, Maggie,
And poin in the songs that were sung,
For we SANE 0f gay as IJ'II:]I'-. MI“'E;
When you and I were young.

They say | am leeble with age Maggie,
My steps are less sprightly than then,
My face is a well written page, Maggie,
But tmme alone o the pen
They say we are aged and gray, Maggie,
As spray by the white breakers flung,
But to me you're as fair as you were, Maggic,
When you and [ were young,
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“The Creek™
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