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When God—or ‘G’—woke up, almost two hundred years of human time had passed without 

G’s guidance. Men and women had been tumbling into uncharted territory. Even G was 

confused. Where was that industrial revolution humans had been cooking up?  

For a good year before the nap, G had been dictating to Charles Dickens a new book for the 

Bible, The Book of Ebenezer. It was something fresh for the age of factory cities, machines, 

and banks. But by the time G woke up, that punchy Ebenezer story had gone stale. Yes, 

Dickens had fleshed out the rest of it and got it published—no thanks to the man upstairs—

and everybody says they love the story, but only in December. Fatally to the cause, but 

typical, they think Scrooge is like someone else, someone they know. Just as they do with Bible 

stories.     

So, G came down. G entered earth through a crack in the tiles of a bathroom stall—so that no 

one would notice—wearing a silk, blue-and-gray striped suit. It was on the 19th floor of a 

financial services building on Wall Street in the great city of New York. G took the shape of a 

wealthy African man having that effulgent charisma of the Spirit of Christmas Present in the 

Ebenezer story.  

Stepping from the stall, he entered a capacious, mirrored room. His target was washing his 

hands. Robert. Face stiff and pale. G saw that behind the lowered eyelids, Robert’s world 

clattered with hand-wringing decisions demanding execution before he could take the 

commuter train north. It was 2:30 in the afternoon, Christmas Eve. 

The bathroom door pushed open, and another pin-striped man stepped halfway in and 

boomed, “Bob! Hurry up!” 

“I will be right there, Mr. Cozzi.” 

And then Cozzi saw G and waved his hand, “You too, Mr. Azrandi! We are all waiting in the 

conference room.” Cozzi was mistaking G for Phillip Azrandi, CEO of the African firm they 

were going to trick into partnership in the next few minutes and then in January force into a 

scheme to make fake spring water. 

G raised a hand, which beamed forth the light that had created all things, the same light that 

illumines all minds. Both Robert and Cozzi closed their eyes and saw things they could have 

seen on their own had they but looked: 

Robert saw his six-year-old girl, starved of his presence at Christmastime and his wife, the 

same, and how, by midnight tonight, she would be convinced that he was bedding a woman 

from the company bar. He saw how in the meeting about to happen he would use fake 

Internet sites to trick Azrandi. Meanwhile, in his own visions, eyes closed, standing there, 

Frank Cozzi saw how he would reward Robert for the African scheme by sending him on a 

January business trip to the islands and with that barista Robert fancies from the company 



bar. He saw African villages drinking “Azrandi Wonder Water” and getting poor and dying of 

disease. He saw his second wife dying of heartache. 

As they saw all this and decades more of destruction and deceit coming from actions they 

would take even today, even before Christmas bells rang, they each also saw that all of it was 

mutable, and they knew that with the new warmth coming into their hearts, they would not 

walk further down those paths. All of this in one moment of floating alone in their own 

oceanic wisdom as they stood in the men’s room on the 19th floor there at the center of the 

world. 

G closed his hand and the two men opened their eyes and looked at each other and then at G. 

Cozzi felt a swell of warmth in his chest. “Mr. Azrandi, my dear sir, Robert and I look forward 

to our discussion. We hope to form with you a superb partnership that will help the rural 

villages of Africa and all over the globe.” And for the first time in many years, he meant what 

he was saying. “But let’s do it briskly, gentlemen! We all want to go home early. It has begun 

to snow.” They looked up at the skylight high above the marbled room and saw the flakes 

gathering there.  

“Snow from your African friends,” G said, and brought the two together in an embrace of 

hands.  

“Merry Christmas, Bob!”  

“All good to you, Frank!” They wiped their eyes and turned to offer a “Happy Holidays!” to 

their African guest. But, G was gone. He had dropped through the floor five levels down to 

take up his next case.  

Frank and Robert were true to their word and by four o’clock had laid out plans with their 

new partners for an experimental, but genuine, fresh-water generation plant. Over eggnog at 

the company bar, snow falling like no tomorrow, Cozzi congratulated Robert. They spoke 

about their wives and their children, and the barista shared new photos of her wife’s new 

baby. Cozzi spoke to the manager and then announced to the staff and the remaining 

customers: “Snow Day. Come on, let’s go home! Enjoy tonight! Enjoy tomorrow!” 

G opened his hand with another twenty souls that Christmas Eve, then a hundred more on 

Christmas Day. All in New York City. In the new year, he met each of the billionaires, half a 

dozen a day and the following year, the dictators and presidents. Then farmers and clergy, 

and retailers, and—well, you might recall G coming to you. And that was all it took, as it 

turned out. After ten years, G looked at the world and saw that it was good. Mother agreed. 

“But keep your eye on it this time! No more napping! God, are they ever a tricky bunch.” 

God bless us, every one. 

 

“Men’s courses will foreshadow certain ends, to which, if persevered in, they must lead,” said 

Scrooge. “But if the courses be departed from, the ends will change. Say it is thus with what 

you show me!” -Charles Dickens. A Christmas Carol 


