Mrs. Essie Jackson
Mrs. Essie Jackson was born Essie Cee Bass on November 4, 1919.  At the age of two she lost her father, and welcomed her brother, Edward.  Her mother moved back to Shelby, North Carolina to live with her parents, Albert and Lucille Collins.  It was there that Essie Cee grew up in a community of family and friends, and it was there that she learned to be the queen that we all knew her to be.  
As a child, she and her brother were notorious for their intellect.  Growing up as a sharecropper, she realized the value of math, because it impacted how long her family would be in debt.  It was often the case that the landowner would cheat at the time of harvest-but not at the Collins/ Bass house.  The landowner would often remark to her mother, “Mamie, you won’t ever have to worry about getting cheated with these two around, they’re like walking calculators.”  She remembered as a young child when her grandmother told her about her vision she had been shown.  In the vision, she saw the landowner coming and explaining how this was the worst year for him and unfortunately, he would have to take everything, everything they had grown, and everything they were going to eat for the winter.  As the landowner drove away, leaving the family in tears of anguish and fear, their grandmother took them to her bedroom, moved her bed and lifted the floorboards where she had hidden enough food to get them through.  Every since then, she knew that she had to do better, and she did.  After harvest each year, she walked miles to school to get and education and in the evenings walked to the other side of town to care for white children and to tutor for money.  She even found time to play basketball (she was 6’2”), she played at a time when girls were only allowed to play half court, but she took her team to the championships.
She moved up north to Cleveland with her younger brother Edward, working in factories and sending money home to Shelby each week.  Her mild, yet determined manner caught the attention of Mr. Huston (pronounced Houston) Jackson.  Who attempted to court her but could not get much of her time.  When she received the word that her mother was sick, she immediately made plans to go back to Shelby, and Mr. Jackson met her at the train station with a gift, a coat.  She tells the story of how silly it was to give her a coat, when she had no plans of coming back to Cleveland; she was going home to take care of her mama.  

Well two months later, Mr. Jackson came down too. He met with her uncles and asked their permission to marry her, and they quickly told him, “Nobody can tell Essie Cee what to do, I suggest you go and ask her yourself!”  He stayed around Shelby for some time, but Essie Cee was more worried about taking care of her mother, then marrying Mr. Jackson.  
His patience paid off, although he went back to Cleveland, he returned when her mother passed and she agreed to marry him.  They moved back to Cleveland and soon Lloyd Jackson was born.  They worked tirelessly together and saved enough for a $1,500 down payment on a duplex house on E. 112th St.  This was a huge accomplishment as they were the first African-Americans in mostly white and Jewish neighborhood.

They went on to have 3 more children: Floyd, Mamie and Pierce and to acquire a 4-suite apartment building.  However, good fortune had its time limit.  After years of working in hard labor at the young age of 43, he passed away, leaving Mother Jackson (age 37) with four children to raise alone.  
But Mother Jackson was a soldier, she prayed daily and gained strength from the Lord.  Her job prospects were limited in that time, and she needed to be home to serve lunch to her children, so she decided to work in the school system.  She worked as a teachers’ aid and fostered a dream to become a certified teacher.  

At the age of 51, she became a grandmother, and took on the full-time responsibilities of a mother to Joseph and Jeanette LaShawn (Jewel).  She cared for them as if they were her own children, even taking them to school with her at Cleveland State when she enrolled at the age of 54.  Many Monday, Wednesday and Friday evenings, the trio could be seen at CSU, with Mother Jackson attending class, and Joe and Shawn, playing/studying nearby.
But her love did not just stop with the two of them.  Mother Jackson took all of her grandchildren as the special people that they are.  She loved each and everyone the same, and went out of her way to visit them and to make them feel welcomed when they came and visited her.  She was always the family rock, the one that anyone and everyone could go to in a time of need.

This love extended far beyond her family.  Mrs. Jackson was a Sunday School teacher and Christ Temple Missionary Baptist Church for many years, and a Founding Member of the church.  She taught all ages, but she truly enjoyed working with the youth.  She would teach children how to read and write, as well as how to conduct themselves.  She didn’t mind if it were only one or two children, she would teach without any reservations.

Her love and commitment was felt by any and everyone who knew her.  Whether it was a neighbor, or a friend of her children, everyone knew and loved Mrs. Jackson, because she loved everyone.  Her degree in special education enabled her to work with the most needy children and she would often come home proud of the seemingly small steps that they had taken.  She worked with children with disabilities, but she empowered and loved them unconditionally and celebrated every one of their accomplishments, especially the things that helped them to live as independently as possible.

Mother Jackson was a committed and focused woman who juggled family, work and community with grace.  She sold real estate, prepared lesson plans, made dinner, planted gardens, performed construction duties, and always held a warm and friendly smile.
She epitomizes what we should all hope to be, strong yet subtle, great yet graceful…she will be sorely missed, and never replaced.

