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Momma said in later years that she just liked the quality of their items. If you
paid a good price, your stuff would last longer.

Then, Osby transformed the landscape by hauling little sprigs of green turf from
Daddy’s woods, and Momma got him to get some pink and white crepe myrtles,
then they laid a patchwork of brick that led to the front door. Grandma gave us
some fig trees and roses and Uncle Esau built a swing that he fastened to our
front porch and we could sit outside and sip lemonade, and Tetley tea, swat a few
gnats and flies and holler at cousins passing by.

As a child, | hated the winter times. | had severe asthma back then and it seems
that it always came around when Winter appeared. | would be lying in bed at
night, stacked up under mountains of quilts and clothes, trying to steal all Trish’s
heat, and then it would come. Hee-Haw! Hee-Haw! Tightness in chest. Nose
can’t open. Hurt! Hurt! Momma!!Daddy!! So, Daddy would have to get up and go
down the lane past Cousin Shellie Mackey’s and Cousin Anna Ward’s homes on
the Romeo Wilson Estate to get up Grandma and Aunt Doll and they would send
him out in the woods and he would get my magic potion and | knew that if | could
just hold on until he got back, everything would be all right. We had a holey tin
roof and | would look up at the twinkling, shining stars and imagine how beautiful,
beautiful Heaven must be. | developed a keen sense of hearing by listening to the
symphony of night creatures echoing from Grandma’s ancient pond. Daddy
would come back home with a garland of herbs that Momma fastened around my
neck and a jar of poultice that she rubbed in my chest and all around my nose.
Finally, I would drift off to sleep listening to the rhythmic sounds of the wheels on
the South Georgia Railroad as the evening run lumbered down to Quitman.

Then, one day my brothers excitedly brushed a coating of white paint across the
clapboards of our little cottage and we were royalty. | grew up in the White
House. Daddy and Momma owned a lot of land, (to them it was a living), and love
(it was required to make the living). The white man held the money.

From the white folks’ history, Morven is the oldest community in the
Lowndes/Valdosta/Brooks County region. My folks came in with Sion Hall,
Hamilton W. Sharpe, W.C. Mcintosh and Pliney Sheffield, I.

Read Mrs. Jane Shelton’s history of the region. Mrs. Shelton was a beloved History
teacher at Valdosta State University. For course work in the 1970’s, my brother,



Oglesby Lee (Bee) Jackson, Sr. and my first cousin, Linda Faye Jackson {Troutman),
true griots and Master Historians, researched much of this documented history
that coincides with oral history from our ancestors. Barely mentioned in white
history are the enslaved who built this region. This manuscript is my first attempt
to correct that.

Before his death, our late State Representative, Mr. Henry Reaves was working
with Bee and | to acknowledge the history of blacks in the Wiregrass Region. With
his assistance, The Jackson Road was dedicated in 1991 to honor the sacrifices of
our enslaved ancestors.

“When Andrew Jackson, the seventh President of the United States of America
from 1829-1837, defeated the Creek Indians in Alabama in 1814 and signed a
treaty with 36 Indian chiefs, the Indians gave to the United States government all
the lands in present Brooks County. Sion Hall took advantage of the opening of
the Coffee Road in the 1820’s. He lived in Irwin County at the time of the 1820
census. He won this land lottery by fighting in the Revolutionary War. General
Andrew Jackson became a hero during that conflict, too. Hall and his sixteen-
year-old son Enoch had come into the new region to select a home place on the
route. They found no whites nor Indians and they “rambled around a while
looking for a good spot to settle to build a house and a store”. They determined
upon a site, Lot Number 271 in the northeast section of District 12, about two
miles north of present Morven in Brooks County. They returned to Telfair County
where the senior Hall had a sawmill to complete a timber-cutting operation. Hall
then “loaded that sawmill up” as well as mill parts, wagons, and ‘everything else
he had to have over here at first, and he made a crossing by ferry, there wasn’t
any bridges there then a-tall, just a ferry of logs nailed together”. He brought to
Lowndes a “good many” slaves and his horses, for he always had big horses. Sion
Hall had some of his slaves “to help him at the sawmill and part of them to clear
the land”. With the lumber dressed by the slaves, he built a home on the west
side of the Coffee Road at the edge of a big hammock. Once “they fixed that
where they could farm,” Hall returned once more to Telfair County for his family
and household goods. After Sion Hall “got here, lots of people started coming in,
filling it up”. Therefore, he “put in to build a store” in a pine thicket across the
road from the house, Hall thus established the first commercial enterprise in the
county, and he provided for the needs of newcomers, travelers, and cattle



drovers. Because he had them big horses, he kept two wagons on the road all the
time; he sent to Newport and Saint Marks, Florida Territory, to bring the calico,
the nails, and the salt that his customers traded for hides, tallow, and beeswax.
(Pines and Pioneers, Shelton). Native Americans would come from their villages
in Florida and hunted here for hundreds of years. This is where a waylay passage
was hewn out by my ancestors or “free labor” as it is currently termed, for

travelers on the Coffee Road.” (Shelton).

The home of Honorable Sion Hall was a public inn for many years. Sion eventually
sold out to Hamilton W. Sharpe, who had clerked in his store. (Pines, p. 28)
“Sharpe’s Store” was built around 1826. The first court of Lowndes County was

held at the Hall home.

The 1830 Lowndes population was 2,113 whites, and 335 slaves. 1840, 4,394
whites and 1,117 slaves. 1850, 5,339 whites and 2,355 slaves. In 1858, most of
the slave population was cut off into Brooks County where the big slave-owning

families lived. (Pines, ibid).
Daddy’s People

Grandma said Ben Davis and his brother Isaac came from Haiti. Ben and his
brother were medicine men. We have not traced direct white ownership. They
were gifted with the knowledge of using natural herbal healing powers.
Witchcraft and sorcery were common practices. The census records introduce us
to Ben and Isaac Davis around 1818 or thereabouts. Grandma said they came to
Morven with Sion Hall and the other white settlers. Their history says that Sion
was the grandson of Nancy Jackson Hall, who was the first cousin of President
Andrew Jackson. But some folk say they came with Pliney Sheffield from around
Thomasville and some say they came with the Rountrees or the Mcintosh’s and
we begin to wonder, “Which came first, the chicken or the egg?” Anyway, they

came.

Grandma said Ben Davis was a short, stocky, black Spiritualist who wore his hair
nappy with a long beard and sported a long, black overcoat in summer and
winter. Isaac preferred to dress like the white men. They were loved by all. Ben’s
daughter, Renee was Grandma’s mother. Renee would someday marry a man
named Lee James. His folk lived in the swamps of Florida with the Seminoles and



came out of the woods when “Old Hickory”, President Andrew Jackson, gave up
his pursuit of the Seminole tribe.

Grandma said God dispatched a legion of angels to bring her great-grand daddy to
the New World. She said that they had been watching over and protecting us
Jackson’s through generations. Her great grand- daddy and ‘em hewed out the
rutted roads, dug the trenches, cut down the towering pines, sawed the oaks,
built the cabins, grew the crops, harvested the foods, served the white settlers,
and lived...lived on bended knees. They drove the teams of oxen that plodded
through the Wiregrass.

| believe Grandma had to have been at least a hundred years old in 1953. The
various census records say she was born around 1871 or somewhere thereabouts.
Lord, help me now. You know, the thing | remember most about Grandma is her
smile. She’s blackberry brown, barely 100 pounds and walks with a walking stick.
She’s got a creme-colored shawl draped around her shoulders where she is stately
sitting on her piano bench in her front parlor. Her gnarled fingers are resting on
top of her radio. (Was it Philco or RCA?). | can hear snippets of phrases from
Martin Luther King. I’'m swinging my feet where | sit on her front porch. The steps
are about 10 stories high and buttressed with those huge, concrete blocks that
must have taken about 10 men or more to put them there. | want her to come out
and talk to me, but | know that ain’t gonna’ happen right away. I’'m looking at all
my cousins playing hopscotch, hide n’ seek, jump rope, and other such fun kid
games. It’s not a tobacco day. We just hanging out. My auntie, Onna Mae Rhym
got a pan full of biscuits cooking in the oven. There’s a jug of my daddy’s brothers,
Uncle Esau’s and Uncle Sim’s cane syrup calling my name. Somebody got some
fresh eggs from the hen house and | know I’'m gonna’ have some fine eating. It’s
around 1964 or ’65. It is hot in South Georgia. It is hot in America. It is hot in Viet
Nam. Itis hot in the world. But Grandma got on her shawl.

Grandma said when all that fighting and killing was going on around Morven
between 1823 to the mid 1900’s, the Lord wrapped His arms around all her kin
folk and formed a hedge around them. Most times when the death angel was
pillaging in Morven, a huge, brilliant kaleidoscopic light would suddenly appear
throughout the Jackson settlement and colored folks would stop in their tracks
and fall to the ground while covering their faces from the effervescent glow. |
never thought to ask her what the white folks did. But, we all heard about the






During the Civil War, Pliney Sheffield, Il and most white men including the
Overseers, joined militias to fight for the Confederacy. Oral history and a tribute
to “Faithful Slaves” by Huxford salutes “those slaves who carried on during the
dark days of the war and did not molest the white women”. Oral history said
Andrew Jackson, |, was the only slave allowed to own and possess a gun in this
Wiregrass area. The white man’s story is that during the dark days of the war
when Sherman was destroying the Confederacy and the call went out for supplies
for the Confederacy, Brooks County’s white women rose up and became the
number one supplier of goods for the Confederate cause in Georgia. Hence, our
home is identified as the Breadbasket of the Confederacy.

Our research on the Sheffield Plantation revealed a portrait of one of the richest
Plantation owners in America. The white history details an honorable, Southern
plantation family who was known for its riches, acres and acres of hunting ground
and slaves. In 1850 Thomas County, Pliney Sheffield was 62 years old. He had a
wife named Mary who was also 62. Elisa was 18; Julia 16; Pliny, Il was 12, and
John was 3. | read that in 1860 there were 8 million whites who lived in the South;
383,637 owned slaves; of that number 2,292 had more than 100. Pliney Sheffield
was of that number. In Thomasville Circuit Court Archives there is detailed an
incident that occurred on the Sheffield Plantation. Pliny | had one of his slaves
beaten, chained to a tree and left to be tormented like a dog. It was deemed
heinous treatment of an enslaved person even by then local standards.

My formative years were fixated on the Jacksons. The Jackson name was
whispered, revered, despised, vilified. It just depended upon the originator of the
conversation. Along with the Jackson name was one Romeo Wilson, Sr. Romeo
Wilson, Sr. was an enslaved man with mixed white and Creek parents. The US
Census Records denoted Romeo and most of his descendants as Mulatto. Mixed
Negro. It was important that a hint of black blood be revealed to the
unsuspecting. Romeo Wilson’s sister, Sidney Wilson, procreated and then married
Andrew Jackson, |, before the end of slavery. Andrew Jackson, | and Romeo
Wilson, | acquired much land in District 12 after the Civil War. Many of their
descendants still live in this region today. There are other families living in Brooks
and Lowndes and Thomas counties with the same or similar stories. Oh! To hear
them.






through a village in the Tallassee country. Sidney has long, black, silky hair, golden
skin. Momma said she was well known for her beauty.

Sidney Wilson’s village is destined for extinction. As the white settlers moved in,
tensions grew, tempers flared, people just couldn’t get along. “Most accounts
indicate there had been down through the years since the whites settled, some
degree of friendliness between the two races in a general way, though the whites
well knew the red-skins’ proclivities in sneaking, plundering and stealing. Huxford
said these Indians were not rogues as we understand the term today; but their
standards and degree of civilization, their concepts and understanding. took
whatever they wanted. hogs...cows...stealing out of the fields...settlers want them
deported out west...dreaded job...arson...murder of General William Mcintosh,
half-breed chief, and his family, at his home...1835. war spirit developed among
Creeks...Seminoles still on warpath down in Florida...Creeks and Seminoles. not
friendly with each other for years. began to unite against common perceived
enemy...

Article...The Valdosta Times...Hon. J.P. Prescott first major crime by the Indians in
the territory that was then Lowndes County...late in 1835...George Overstreet’s
family killed. took all clothes. burned down house...Overstreet not home...came
back...Ashes and tears...Settlers banded together...lived together...made forts.
made it through winter of 1835-36.

“Roanoke” May 15, 1836 in Stewart County, on the Chattahoochee
River...Daylight. Horde of Indian warriors...burning houses. men, women, children.
killed without mercy...scalped...news spread throughout Southern Georgia. Creeks
now on warpath...trying to make way from over in Alabama through Southwest
Georgia to Florida, there to join the Seminoles in their war. “If they had made
their move without committing any attacks... they would have been able to effect
a union with the Seminoles which, had it taken place, would have meant most
disastrous results for the whites. However, their attacks alerted every settler over
South Georgia. The Indians had along their wives and children and “plunder” lost
most of their women and children by death or capture. most of plunder or
possessions such as horses and ponies, and finally only isolated, scattered
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remnants of the great army of warriors who set out from Alabama, ever reached
Florida.”

Lowndes County word spread. 2000 of the Creeks making way to
Florida...expected to pass through Lowndes. Col. Henry Blair, commanding the
81st Regiment, Georgia militia, at the time, wrote the Governor...June 13, 1836
(letter post-marked “Sharpe’s Store, June 13th”) body of Creeks...2000...making
way from Chattahoochee River...SEND HELP...militias formed. Chickasawhatchee.
turning point...Indians frustrated in march towards Florida...seriously crippled. lost
horses. saddles, rifles, etc. Made way as best they could. Took out of way routes
by ponds, swamps, etc. and going in south, southwest and southeast directions.
seen lurking about in portions of Lowndes County now in the counties of Berrien,
Cook, Lanier, Colquitt and Brooks.

Battle of Brushy Creek...greater number of men lived in Brooks County, Cook,
Berrien. July 19, 1836. fork of Big Warrior Creek and Little River...Company of
thirty-one men...under command of Captain Hamilton W. Sharpe...pursued Indians
about three miles. found about sixty warriors and their families...casualties. one
killed. Mr. Pennywell Folsom, one wounded. severe fight for two hours. Indians
completely routed with a loss of 22 Indians and two Negroes killed...18 women
and children taken prisoners. two more whites killed...Governor Schley wrote
letter...brave men in the victory at Brushy Creek. Letter dated July 25,
1836...Indians continued to pass...were menace...33 warriors, 35 women and
children...taken to Thomasville jail for their safety.

Negroes belonging to Mrs. Rountree’s...captured three hostile women and one girl
about 10 or 12. no white men about...white settlers would like to keep. warriors
probably lurking about...taken to jail in Thomasville...Federal troops
useless...settlers protected themselves. trusted God and not state capital or
Washington.

October 12, 1836. letter mailed at Magnum. (now Morven) from Colonel Henry
Blair to Governor. could not raise full volunteer company of mounted
men...subsequent letter. October 22, 1836...some still lurking. lurking...Sidney
Wilson’s progeny...Still lurking in 2018. in Morven, Ga.
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