1863 ~ CHAPTER I2

“You are our family, fool!” William and Bobby shouted in
unison.

“Mama sent us down here to get you. She said we couldn’t
eat until we found you. She mad at you, too. She said, ‘Go find
James-suh,” Bobby added.

“Uh, oh. She said it like that?”

“Yep.”

“You’re my brother, man. I told you that,” Bobby said.

“Our brother, foots,” William added, as he slapped James
upside his head.

“Foots?”

“Yeah. Look at the size of them schooners, Bobby,” William
replied. pointing at James’s feet. “You shoulda joined the Navy!”

“Now let’s go eat. C’'mon,” Bobby added, laughing with them
as the young Harris men strode home.
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The boys returned home and dove teeth-first into breakfast,
with forks clanging and jaws chomping.

“Ma, James says he ain’t our brother,” William said between bites.

“I did not.”

“Yeah, and he say he’s in our way. Like you ain’t his mama,”
added Bobby as he mischievously cut his eye over at William.

“What? Nah, y’all got it all wrong. I didn’t mean it like that.
LI,

“Yeah. I don’t think he wants to be here with us, Ma.”

“Wait a—"

“And he said he mad cause y’all don’t give him his allowance.”

“Naw. Wait, Bobby! I didn’t mean . ..”

“Yall boys leave James alone. Go on and eat your food,” Mama
Harris replied. Overflowing with maternal pride wrapped in sheer
terror, after bringing in platters of food, she stood in the doorway
that separated the kitchen from the dining room. Looking past
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their bobbing heads, through the multi-paned window, and out
into the spacious backyard, she eyed her daughters and husband
interacting in their moment and silently thanked God that girls
didn’t go off to war. She screamed inwardly and sighed outwardly
as she walked over, sat at the table, and alternated looking at her
three boys.

“Ma—what?” William asked as he paused from his grazing.

“Hush and eat!”

“But, mama—" Bobby said.

“I said-duh, hush! Just eat!”

The sounds of the three boys eating became the only sound
in the dining room. Mama Harris kept her watch and silently
implored in prayer,

“Lord Jesus Christ. Hear me O’ Lord. Please oh, God, Lord Jesus,
watch over my babies. Please! I'm gonna start praying for them now,
and I ain’t gonna stop ’til you bring them home to me.

“You said the prayers of the righteous availeth much. I've led a good
life, God. Tried to be a good wife, a good mother. I help out. Do what
1 can to help other folks. Work in the church. Feed people. Don’t cuss.
Don't lie. Don’t cheat nobody. Don’t steal. Don’t drink.

“Please, God, I—I want my babies to come home! Please, Lord
Jesus, I want my babies home safe! End this war before they go, Lord!
1 beg You! Please God, I beg . . . You.”

“William, take this platter of food out to your dad and your
sisters.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Mama Harris stared at Jabob, hoping the tears in her soul didn’t
escape through her eyes.

“What, ma?” Bobby asked. He then looked back down at his
plate after she placed her index finger against her lips.

“Bobby. James,” she finally uttered. “I—I want to thank you
for not coming to the house before you enlisted. I would not have
handled it well. Huh, I would have made a scene. Probably made
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a damn fool of myself. That month you two gave me, it-it-it gave
me time to adjust. Thank you for that.”

“So, you're okay, ma?” James asked. “You're okay with us go—"

“No, I'm not. No, uh, no. I, 'm terrified. But I've been asking
God for strength. Not for me. But for strength to give to you. Both
of you. I didn’t want your last sight of me to be of me falling apart. I
wanted you to see me in my strength. The strength God gave me. The
strength [ want to share with you, the strength I give to you, my babies.

“When you're out there in danger, facing down those rebels.
When you're sad. When you feel alone. When you are afraid. Say a
prayer and remember me like I am now. Look, look at me. Really-
look-at-me. Please,” Mama Harris implored and then spent the
next minute looking at her two ‘going-off-to-war’ babies.

“I want you to remember this moment; remember seeing a
strong and supportive mother of her babies. Remember the love I
am showing you now. Remember the love I have for you right now
and forever. And when you need strength, remember this time and
remember me. And y’all give those damn rebels hell, you hear.”

“Yes, ma’am! We will.”
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‘... and I would like to thank the choir for that joyful noise,
amen. Amen?” Pastor Beard shouted as he led the packed Sunday-
morning service.

“Amen!” joyously responded the congregation.

“They singing their hearts out, huh! What you say? We're going
to be reading from Judges in the Old Testament. Judges, the 6
chapter, beginning at the first verse and going to uh, well, I'll just
let the Lord lead me there. About being ready for the battle. And
the glory of God. He whittled down Gideon’s troops from 30,000
men to 300 soldiers. One percent. That’s all Gideon needed. That
one percent. That, and his faith in God. God wanted only those
who were ready. That one percent.
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“How about you all? Huh? That’s the question today. Are you
ready for the battle ahead? No, we’re not going to Virginia or
Louisiana or Missouri or anywhere else in the South. At least we're
not going physically. But our sons, our brothers, our nephews are
going. So, we go with them, too. Once again, are you ready for
the battle ahead? Are you in that one percent?

“We’ll dive into that, but first we got, as we've done three times
before already, a couple of our sons—Bob and Marie Harris’s boys,
James and Bobby. I know, I know—]Jabob. They’re leaving today
for the war. They’re in that one percent who ready. We're going to
send them out right. Right, church?!”

“They’re ready. Even though the Army tried to send them
all back, they can’t. Because our boys are ready for battle. Like
Gideon’s boys. That one percent! Keeping their faith in God, their
eyes on the enemy, and their finger on the trigger. Our boys are
ready. What you say?”

“. .. Hallelujah! . . . Praise the Lord! . . . Amen! . .. Praise
God!...”

“Okay, now, family. Put your hands on Jabob. Okay, Marie—you
can hug both of them if you want to. Okay, now, everyone near
them, put your hands on a family member—good, good. Amen.
What you say? Now everybody else come around and touch some-
body. Amen, amen. Okay, all bow your heads and close your eyes.

“Now, we need to free our hearts and minds of any negative
thoughts. Any sins that can get in the way of our blessing, or their
blessings. If you got anything you need to confess and repent for,
do it now. Just between you and the Lord. If you can’t, well, then,
just don’t say nothing. We need you to be able to pray for these
boys. We don’t want our prayers and Jabob’s blessings blocked or
hindered. What you say?” he insisted and then paused.

“Okay, amen. Now, open your hearts and pray. Oh, Lord Jesus
Christ, El Elyon. We all come, united together to pray for Jabob,
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