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“....light and uplifting, ...centered on two well-known writers who pull themselves out of tragedy and bleakness to find their faith. ,,,,  They influence each other as their stories link together through their struggles and how they come to discover their faith in God. Becher centers on tragedies and uses the darkest moments in Mark's and Henry's lives to explore how to not give up on happiness and turn to their faith.  it's a season for hope, belief, and family which blends perfectly into how the story progresses with Becher capturing cheer and melancholy in the tone. Becher uses ‘The Christmas Victory’ to lead each of the characters toward the light and help them pull themselves out of the tragedies that have made them lose faith. ...capturing cheer and melancholy in the tone.”

—-—Liz Konkel for Readers’ Favorite

“...an uncanny way of mixing history with fiction...  He takes famous individuals from the past and expands on ...their lives with fictional suppositions.  This historical fiction novel expertly weaves two genres together to create a tale that’s entirely possible ...readers will enjoy James’ speculation...  With a spiritual slant, this book will enlighten and inspire readers....”

—-Jamie Polychrones

“...a must read!!  The story line is mixed with just the right amount of historical information, which makes the book both a learning tool as well as a heart-warming experience. The sermon itself is one that I will always remember, and leaves no doubt that it can change lives. I loved the poem that eventually became the Christmas Carol ‘I Heard the Bells On Christmas Day.’ When I heard vs. 4 it brought tears to my eyes, because for the first time I realize what the original context might have been.” 

—-Machelle Miller (Goodreads)

Copyright 20214 by James M. Becher

All rights reserved.  No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form or by any means without prior permission of the author
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SECOND PRINTING
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THIS IS A WORK OF HISTORICAL fiction (and/or alternative history.) Names, characters, places, and incidents may be a product of the author’s imagination but are mostly used fictitiously.  Thus, resemblance to actual persons living or, mainly dead is NOT coincidental.  The author uses fiction to point to truth.
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FOREWORD

How I came to write this book.
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FIRST OF ALL, I DID NOT plan to write another book.  With a Biblical novel, which I recently revised an expanded, a time travel novel and a self-help book under my belt, my only plans were for promotion.

Secondly, when I was in Seminary, circa 1974, The Lord began to give me insight into the meaning of Isaiah 7:14 from the use of language and context.  I came up with a unique interpretation which I did not find anywhere else, but which I found to be extremely practical.

Thirdly, I wrote an article on my findings and published it in my ezine and on my Squidoo page.

Fourthly, two years ago, the last week in November (2012), which was the first Sunday in Advent, I was given the opportunity to preach and decided to use my idea and preach on Is.7:14.  I entitled the message “The Christmas Victory.”  It was well received by many, but some thought it a bit esoteric, so last year (2013) I got the idea to rework it and asked to preach it again.  I revised it to make it more understandable and preached it on Dec.15, 2013 at Faith Presbyterian Church in Pembroke Pines Florida.  I had nothing but good comments this time.  

Fifthly, as an illustration, toward the end of the sermon, I used Paul Harvey's bird story, of which he says he couldn’t trace the parentage.

Sixthly, for the choir anthem, I had the choir sing “I heard the bells on Christmas Day,” and I gave a brief history of the writing of the song, which I derived from the internet.

Seventhly, while I was working on my sermon and the hymn history, my friend, Carlos Vilches, with whom I was praying on the phone, asked me if I were writing another book.  I told him “No”, and asked why he had asked.  He said he felt the Lord telling him to pray for the book I was writing.  I told him again, “I'm not writing any book and have no intention of writing another book.”

Eighthly, BUT the more I thought both about my sermon (and the fact that it needed to reach a larger audience) and the history behind that hymn (the story of Henry Wadsworth Longfellow) and the bird story, I felt that these elements perhaps did have the making of another novel.  The clincher was when I saw an episode of the T.V. Show Touched by an Angel in which Mark Twain is affected by the Longfellow poem.  I decided to try to tie all these elements together as a way of getting my sermon (which is found typed in block style in Chapter 6) a larger audience by wrapping it up in a novel.  And, by the way, although this entire work is copyrighted, I hereby release the copyright as it pertains to the use of the sermon in Chapter 6 by fellow preachers of the gospel.  I desire the sermon to reach as large an audience as possible.  Therefore, any preacher who so desires may take the sermon or the sermon idea, (including the information in the note at the bottom of the chapter and the complete outline in Appendix 2) and use it, modifying slightly wherever they deem necessary (such as deleting any mention of the civil war.)

Everything else that follows (everything except the sermon in Chapter 6 and related notes, the complete poem in Appendix 1, the complete sermon outline in Appendix 2) is a historical fiction novel.  That is, it is fiction, made up by me, but based on historical fact.  The following is included in Wikipedia in its definition of historical fiction: “In some historical fiction, famous events appear from points of view. Historical figures are also often shown dealing with these events while depicting them in a way that has not been previously recorded.”  I have used the framework of the lives of the Longfellow and Clemens families, and have added my own hopes and thoughts as to many other details, including what their possible spiritual conditions might have been.  Thus, although, for the most part, the historical framework and customs of the time are correct as far as was possible, there may be some slight deviations at points for literary effect, (e.g. the slight contrivance of the date when Mark Twain first headed west, contrived to fit an early meeting of Twain and Charles Longfellow).  The innermost thoughts of these historical personages as well as certain meetings and conversations carried on by them, including those related to spiritual matters, are of my own contriving and any resemblance to actuality in these matters is purely coincidental.  I can't say, with any degree of certainty, whether I will see any of the Longfellows or Clemens in heaven.  I can only hope so, and I give you that same hope through this novel.  

Part I of the novel follows mostly the Longfellow family with occasional glimpses of Mark Twain, while Part II deals mainly with Twain, with occasional glimpses of the Longfellows.  The epilogue extends the history of both families a bit further, detailing more tragedies for both and ending on a note of hope for the hurting.  

I have also included in the novel the story of the man with the birds, which story was made famous by Paul Harvey, though he himself says he was unable to trace its parentage.  I have given the man a name and a continued bit of history both prior to and following his Christmas epiphany, tying him in with my young preacher and the Clemens.  

I truly hope you enjoy reading this novel as much as I enjoyed writing it.

——James M. Becher

––––––––
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H.W. Longfellow  /  Sam Clemens aka Mark Twain

(Source for both: Wikimedia Commons)
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PART I
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PART I  

CHAPTER 1: THE FIRE
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AS THE SONG SAYS, IT’S the most wonderful time of the year.  Yet, it can also be the most terrible time of the year.  There's just something about the Christmas season which magnifies both joys and sorrows.  

The previous December had been one of true uninterrupted delight, despite the news of South Carolina's secession from the union.  Upon reading that somewhat disturbing piece of news in the newspaper, Henry had smiled a sort-of halfway smile and said, “They'll learn.  They'll soon come back, begging to be let back in.”  He had just sent his patriotic poem “Paul Revere's Ride" into the Atlantic Monthly and had been hoping that its publication might serve to remind the nation of its start and in doing so, help to bring about unity.

Soon the news of South Carolina's secession had been forgotten and Christmas cheer was in full swing.  In addition to the tree trimming, the cookie baking, and the present wrapping, there were those horse-drawn sleigh rides through the countryside to view the lighted houses and the Christmas trees which might be seen through open windows.  He had driven the horse with his wife and five children behind in the huge sleigh, all bundled up in their heavy coats and scarfs and woolen caps, talking, laughing and singing the beautiful carols of Christmas, led by his wife, Fanny.  

There was little Edith, 7 years old, Alice Mary who was 10, Francis, who was 13, Ernest, who had just turned 15, and Charles, the eldest, now 16.  They had glided along under starry skies, between snow-laden pines and though blankets of snow to the sound of sleigh bells and the occasional ringing of church bells. As they passed by the icebound Charles River, they could see the multicolored lights from many gelatin cup lamps reflected in the ice, and even from those houses yet unlit for Christmas shone the yellow light of the kerosene lamps whose reflection seemed like so many Christmas candles.  Whenever they came upon an especially beautifully lighted house or saw a beautifully decorated tree, either in a yard or through an unshaded window, they would yell out: “Wow, look at that one!”  

He recalled one of those rides in particular when they rode by one particular house which had a large set of crudely carved and painted nativity figures on the lawn, clearly visible from the glow of the nearby brilliant gas lighted streetlamps.  Seeing the figures reflected in the ice of the river, little Edith had asked, “What are these people and why are they looking up at us from the ice?”  

Fanny, the mother, had smiled and said, “They are looking up because you are looking at the reflection in the ice.  Who they are is that they are the Holy family of the nativity.”

“But who are they and what's a 'tivity?” asked little Edith, not having heard the whole word.

“They are Mary, Joseph, and the Baby Jesus.” Fanny had replied.  “The nativity is a term we use to refer to His birth because He was born to bring peace to the earth.”

“Oh, I see—kinda like Saint Nicholas.”

“Kinda.”  And that was all that had been said.

Then, as they drove under a clump of trees, the bare branches above them would release a shower of sparkling snow and the children would giggle with delight as the snow would hit them in various parts of their bodies.  It soon became a game to see who would get hit where next.

“I bet the next one hits you right on the head.”

“No, it's gonna hit you in the nose.”

“Whoops!  You were both wrong. It hit Edith on the chest.”  

But this year was to be different.  There would be no sleigh rides this year—No carol singing and no giggles.  This December, 1861, as he sat in his study staring blankly out the window at the beautifully lighted tree his children had decorated, Henry was filled with a strange sense of ambivalence.  He missed his dear wife, Fanny so much that it hurt.  She loved Christmas so.  She would always be the one to get the ball rolling, so to speak—to encourage the children to trim the tree, to go shopping with them and help them wrap their presents, to bake the cookies—he could almost smell the aroma of her cookies baking now.  It had been five months since the fatal fire, but he could see it in his mind’s eye as though it were yesterday.  In fact, Henry could see that whole disastrous summer in his mind’s eye.  It had been a time of great disappointment indeed.

The first real disappointment had been the war.  Even though a total of seven states had seceded from the union, he had still harbored hopes that the peace conference would bring about their reinstatement.  What it had brought about, however, was only a strengthening of the southern position, with the passage of the crown act which had forbidden Congress to interfere with slavery.  Upon reading that piece of news in the paper, Henry had sighed and said, “Well, then, I suppose slave owners can treat their slaves any way they like.”

“Do you think most of the owners beat their slaves, Father?” Charles had asked. 

Henry had simply sighed and said, “I don’t know, Son.  I don’t know, and I don’t know how we can know for sure.”

Yet, the new president, Abraham Lincoln, had seemed to be just the man to reunite the country.  Henry recalled that he had been filled with hope as he had read Lincoln's inaugural address in the newspaper.  It had seemed so full of promise.  “Thank God,” Henry had said, after reading the address. “It looks like we’ve finally got a president who can get something done.”

Yet, he also recalled that lovely spring day when he had been speaking with his oldest son, Charles, now 17, about the possibility of civil war.

“I know that Lincoln has promised not to attack first,”  Charles was saying, “but, with the way the south is now, don't you think civil war is a distinct possibility?”

“No Son, I don't,” he had replied.  “If anyone can unite this country, President Lincoln can.”

But just then, they had heard the newsboy outside, ringing his bell and yelling out news of war.  “Rebels attack Fort Sumter.  War is declared!  Read all about it!”  He had sent Charles out to buy the paper and had slumped back in his chair, greatly disappointed.  He had thought that surely Lincoln would be able to keep the country united and avoid war.  He had slumped further down in his armchair and dozed off to sleep. 

******
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IT WAS TWO AND A HALF months later, and he had again been talking with Charles when the news came of Union defeat.  

He had been telling Charles “It looks like we have a good chance of winning the war.”  

“Yes, Father.” Charles had replied.  “Perhaps this stupid war will be over soon.”

“Let's hope so, Son.”

But just then, they had heard again the newsboy's bell and the boy yelling out the headlines: “Union forces routed at Carthage.  General Sigel withdraws.  Read all about it.”

“Oh no!” he had sighed.  “It looks like it's going the other way.”   Again, he had gone into his study and had slumped down in his easy chair.  Again, he had begun to doze off.

It had been unseasonably hot that July and Fanny had decided to trim the heavy locks of their seven-year-old daughter, Edith's hair.  Dozing off, he had been able to faintly hear them speaking in the adjacent room. 

“But, mother, I don't feel hot, really.”

“Believe me, Edith, you'll feel a lot better without all that hair.  Let me just trim off a few of these locks.” 

“Well, alight mother, but could you be quick about it?   I want to go out and play.”

At this point, he was in dreamland.  He hadn’t heard Fanny say, “There, that's perfect, and these locks are so perfect that I think I'll save one for posterity,”  or Edith ask: “O.K. Mother, can I go out and play now?”  He hadn’t heard Fanny remark as she heated the wax to seal the envelope, “Yes, dear, but change into your play clothes first.”  

“Must I mother?”  the child had replied, still unheard by the slumbering Henry.  Fanny had been about to answer, when, perhaps because of the distraction of Edith's question, some of the hot drops of wax had fallen unseen onto her dress.  Then, as if on signal from an unseen evil force, a boisterous breeze had blown through the open window and set the smoldering dress aflame.  

“Oh, mother, mother!  Your dress is on fire!” had yelled Alice Mary, who’d been standing in the doorway, watching the whole procedure.  In an effort to protect her young daughters from the flames, Fanny had rushed, screaming into her husband's study.

He had awakened with a start, yelling, “What in the world?  O my God, Fanny!”  He had first tried to extinguish the flames with a rug, and when that had failed he had begun to throw his body onto his wife, severely burning his face, arms, and hands, yelling all the while. 

By now all the children had gathered and begun yelling hysterically as well.  Then Charles had yelled out, “Silence!  We will get nowhere by panicking.  You other children, lead them to their bedroom, while I go for Doc. Buridge.”

Soon Charles was back with the doctor.  Henry had lain there in pain, as the doctor applied the ointment to him and to his wife beside him.

When he had awakened the next morning, she was still beside him.  She had asked for a cup of coffee.  Charles had brought it to her.  She had drunk it and lain back in the bed.  An hour later she was gone.  Henry had called her name, but she had not answered.  He had gotten up and tried shaking her, but there had been no response.  He had gazed in disbelief and shock at her lifeless body.  

He had asked God a thousand times since that fateful day, why.  Why had she been taken from him when he felt he needed her so?  Or why had he not died along with her?  But he realized that this was just selfish thinking.  If he were gone too, who would take care of the children?  

He had tried to forget about her and the terrible fire, first by turning to laudanum and ether, which he obtained from the nearby apothecary.  They had also helped to ease the pain from the burns, but he’d soon found himself becoming too dependent on these substances and had realized that they could also leave him helpless at times to tend to the children when they most needed him.  So he had decided to stop the drugs and to start a new writing project instead.  He had come up with what he thought was a good idea for a new book—a group of poems centered around a wayside inn.  The burns had begun to heal and be less painful, and his concentrated effort on his new writing project had helped him forget about the fire and his loss for a while.  But, then the awful memories would come flooding back.  

This Christmas season, 1861, the house seemed especially empty even with the cheery voices of the children.  They had somehow gotten over their mother's death.  Children are somehow more pliable than adults—they bounce back easier.  He felt he would never get over it.  And now that it was Christmas time again, he thought that it may never really be Christmas again without her.  

He was in his study, staring at a blank page as the children played noisily outside.  Edith, the youngest girl, said to the other children “It's almost Christmas.  I wonder if we're going to go on the sleigh rides again this year.”

Charles, the eldest, replied: “I doubt it seriously.  Father is still grieving Mother, so we have to be patient and don't bother him about rides or anything until he's ready.”  

But would he ever be ready, they wondered.  

“Well what about the Christmas tree?” asked Edith.

“We’d better not bother him with that either,” replied Charles, “and I don’t think I’m up to chopping one down and bringing it in, either.  It would be quite a task, even with all of you helping.   So why don’t we just decorate that big fir tree that’s there outside the window?   We can look at it through the window, and it will almost be the same thing.”

“Well,” sighed Edith, “It won’t be exactly the same, but I guess it’ll do.”  

Henry was trying to concentrate on his new book when he noticed the children taking the box of decorations and gelatin cup lamps outside.  He wondered what they were up to, so he asked, “Children, where are you going with those things?”

“We’re taking them outside to decorate the tree outside the window,” replied Charles.

“Yes,” added Mary Alice, “we didn’t want to bother you about cutting down a tree for the inside.”

Henry smiled.  “Well, that’s quite thoughtful of you children.”  Then, as they continued out the door, his thoughts went back to his book, and then back again to Fanny.  

He managed to buy a few gifts for the children and, they made some token gifts for him and they exchanged them in the living room, on Christmas morning, while viewing the live decorated tree through the window.  But, somehow, for them, it just wasn’t the same, and for him, his heart just was not in it.  They tried to cheer him up, but he would have none of it.  

“Come on, Father, it's Christmas.  It's the time to be merry.”

“You be merry!” he replied.  “My dear children, I doubt if I shall ever be merry again.”

“We miss her too, Father!” said Edith, almost in tears herself.

“Yes, we do,” added Charles.  “She was our Mother!  But life goes on!”

“Does it?” he asked cynically.  “My life has ended.  I'm just existing.”

Nothing they could say or do could snap him out of his deep depression. So, they gave up and left him to his misery.  
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PART I  

CHAPTER 2:  THE CHAPLAIN
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JIM BERK’S FATHER WAS a carpenter in upstate New York.  Jim had felt the call to preach the gospel when he was only 16 years old.  He had felt that the Lord had given him Jeremiah 1:5:  “...before you came out of the womb, I sanctified you and ordained you to be a prophet unto the nations.”  He wasn't sure what that meant exactly, but he knew even then he had to study to become a preacher.   

Jim had enrolled in the Bible College which was sponsored by and held in his local church.  He had worked part-time at various jobs and saved his money.  He had done well in his studies and graduated with honors, and was ordained upon graduation.  But after attempting a few sermons at his church, he had felt the need for still more studies.  Being gifted in languages, he had especially desired to find out what the Bible said in its original languages.  So, he had applied to Princeton Theological Seminary, which he had heard had a strong language program.  He had taken the entrance exam and passed it.  With the money he had saved from his part-time job and some help he had received from his parents, he had been able to have enough for his travel and living expense to attend Princeton Seminary, which was fairly nearby and was tuition free at the time.
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