I was born in the Shenandoah Valley of Virginia in 1793.  The beautiful Appalachian Mountains continued to be my childhood playground when my mother moved us west to Maryville, Tennessee after my father died.  I was fifteen, and developed a lifelong love of the outdoors.

My family had a farm and a store in Maryville, Tennessee.  I didn’t much like farming, and I didn’t much like storekeeping.  So I ran away to live with the Cherokee Indians for several years and learned their language and customs.  Soon I joined the army and served under General Andrew Jackson at the Battle of Horseshoe Bend, and after being wounded very badly studied law and became both a Congressman and the Governor of Tennessee.   I loved the United States very deeply, and a friend of mine wrote this song.

I got married while Governor of Tennessee but it didn’t last.  I was brokenhearted so I resigned and went to live with the Cherokee Indians again who were now in Arkansas.  The chief was my adopted father, and we were very glad to see each other.  The Cherokee called me The Raven.

After working to get fair treatment for the Indians, President Jackson and I decided I should go to Texas to find out what it was like.  It was the most beautiful place I had ever seen, but the Mexican President Santa Anna made life hard for the Tejanos and Anglos who lived there.  He did away with Mexico’s constitution and declared himself the dictator.  Something had to be done. 

After the Texas Army defeated Santa Anna I was the President of a new country, Texas!  People thought I was pretty wild, but I really wanted to settle down and soon met the love of my life, Margaret Lea from Alabama.  We got married and she came with me to Texas.  After Texas became a state, I served in the U.S. Senate for 13 years and we were separated by the miles for long periods of time.  It was hard, but our love saw us through it.

I loved the United States more than anything in the world and didn’t want to see it break up, but I couldn’t stop it from happening.  When I told the people it would cause a Civil War, and that the South would lose, they called me bad names.  I wouldn’t go along and they kicked me out of the Governor’s Mansion.  Of course, I was right, but this was one time I didn’t enjoy being right.  I died before the war ended, but when it was all back together the United States stretched from ocean to ocean and now you get to live my dream.

Some say that courage is my legacy.  Maybe so.  Stick by your principles and always try to do what’s right.  Many say the State of Texas is my legacy.  She’s a beautiful state and I watered her ground with my blood.  Now she’s yours.  Take good care of her.

