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A Crisis Carol: The ghosts of Earth
Ebenezer Scrooge walked out of his office and shook snow off the sign hanging above it. It read ‘Scrooge and Marley’ with the name of one of the largest oil companies in the world underneath it. He looked at Marley’s name and sighed “Ahh my partner, Jacob Marley, dead seven years today. He was a good one. He robbed from the widows and swindled the poor. The coal industry thrived under him.” Hmm it was a good day at the office. “Money, money, money, money” he hummed as unlocked the door and stepped inside. As he began to walk up the stairs he heard a clanking behind him and spun around. Seeing nothing, he kept walking and heard the same sound. Hearing it again, he spun around. Feeling a little freaked out he rushed up the stairs and slammed his bedroom door. Leaning against his bedroom door he began to feel a little foolish and relaxed. Turning around to put his coat on his coat rack he stopped in his tracks. 
There was a pale translucent figure wrapped in chains standing in the middle of his room. His draw dropped and he backed up against the door. “Jacob Marley? No, that can't be.” The figure looked just like his old partner. The figure began to move closer towards  and called out, “Ebenezer Scrooge”! “Go Away!” Scrooge shouted cowering against his door. The figure sounded hurt when he replied “Scrooge, don't you recognise me? I was your partner, Jacob Marley.” Scrooge gasped “Marley, it is you.” “Ebenezer, remember when I was alive, I robbed the widows and swindled the poor?” Scrooge chuckled “Yes, and all in the same day. Oh, you had class, Jacob.”  Marley sighed “Yup. No, no! I was wrong. And so as punishment, I'm forced to carry these heavy chains through eternity.” He held up the chains that Scrooge had heard on the stairs behind him. “Maybe even longer. There's no hope. I'm doomed. Doomed. And the same thing will happen to you, Ebenezer Scrooge.” The chains looked heavy and hard to maneuver. That was not how Scrooge had pictured spending his eternity. “No. No, it can't. It mustn't. Help me, Jacob.” Jacob began to move away and he began to fade. Slowly becoming less and less easier to see.  “Tonight you'll be visited by three spirits. Listen to them, do what they say. Or your chains will be heavier than mine. For the work you have continued in our business is not good Scrooge. Farewell, Ebenezer. Farewell.” 
Marley disappeared. That fate didn’t seem as scary or as real with him gone. Muttering to himself he said “Spirits. Humbug.” Finishing getting ready for bed, he slipped under the covers and his eyes slowly drifted closed. Marley's visit had all but drifted from his mind as he thought about the profits that could come from the deal he was about to make.
The clock next to the bed chimed softly, signaling midnight. The room started to glow as a figure slowly appeared. He was small, only about 6 inches tall. He wore a top hat and a suit. The edges of his figure were slightly blurred but he wasn’t quite as translucent as Jacob Marley had been. The glow woke up Scrooge and he sat up rubbing his eyes. Seeing the six inch figure standing next to his clock, he wrapped his sheets around him. “Who are you?” he cried. “Why, I'm the Ghost of Earth Past. One of the spirits Marley said would come.”  “Oh, I thought you'd be taller.” Scrooge replied.  The spirit stomped his foot and said “Listen, Scrooge, if men were measured by kindness, you'll be no bigger than a speck of dust.” Scrooge looked down and muttered “Kindness is of little use in this world.” The spirit raised his eyebrows “You didn't always think so. - Come on, Scrooge, it's time to go.” 
Scrooge looked around confused. “Spirit, where are you going?”  “We're gonna visit your past.”  The world began to spin very fast and Scrooge closed his eyes tightly. When he opened them he gasped. They were floating in the sky, seemingly sitting on clouds, looking down. “Spirit, I believe I know this place. Yes, it's the great barrier reef! I lived here many years ago with my parents. I loved this place! It is where some of my fondest memories come from. Ahh and that little boy playing in the waves? That’s me!”  The spirit rolled his eyes “Yes, that was before you became a miserable miser consumed by greed. Greed fed by your business in the coal industry.” Defensively, Ebenezer replied “Well, nobody's perfect.” Looking back at the scene around him he sighed  “Oh, I remember how much I was in love with this place.”  It was a thriving place. The reefs were vibrant, colorful, and super diverse. Fish could be seen through the clear water and the bright colors made the reefs feel bright and happy. Not many buildings could be seen nearby and it looked like a tropical paradise. There were fishing boats on the horizon and other people snorkeling through the waves. The Ghost of Earth Past said sadly “In ten years time, you learned to love something else.”  And the world began to spin again. “Please, spirit, no I love these memories” but before Ebenezer had finished his sentence he was back in his room. The spirit was gone and he wondered if it had all been a dream. 
Falling back asleep thinking of his idyllic childhood, the clock chimed again, sooner that Scrooge thought it should. It was 2 am. Seeing a glowing light again, he scooted back against his wall and tried to hide under his covers. The second figure standing in the room, was a large giant who had to crouch in order to fit. He had a green tunic on and a very jolley face. His voice was deep and rumbly when he called out “Fee, fi, fo, fum, I smell… I mean, I smell a stingy little Englishman. I think I do. Yeah, I do.” As the Spirit hoisted Scrooge out of his bed, Scrooge cried out. “Please, let me go. Don't eat me!”  “Why would the Ghost of Earth Present, that's me, want to eat a distasteful little miser like you?” Shaking his head, he snapped the fingers of his hand not holding Scrooge and the world began to spin again. When Scrooge opened his eyes he was confused. He was again sitting in the sky over an ocean but he didn’t recognize having been here before. “Spirit? Where are we?”  “Don’t you recognize it, Scrooge? This is the same place to which the Ghost of Earth Past took you. This is the great barrier reef.”  Scrooge gasped. There were no colors on this part of the reef anymore. It was all white. There were no fish and no fishermen. More than half the coral that he remembered was completely gone. Buildings had been built closer to the shore and it no longer seemed like a paradise. “Tell me, spirit, what's wrong with this place? What happened?”  “Much, I'm afraid. The simple answer? Climate change, human actions- including your own. If these shadows remain unchanged this ecosystem may disappear completely.” Scrooge looked around for the people with livelihoods that depended on this reef. They had become his friends when he lived here. He knew how much they depended on the tourism and the living creatures that lived here. A lot of these creatures were now gone. “How will these people live?” 
The world began to spin again. “Spirit, where are you? Don't go. You must tell me about this place. Don't go. Where did...? Who are you? Are you the Ghost of Earth Future?” The world had stopped spinning and Scrooge was still in the same place. There was a new figure next to him, dressed in a black clock with unfeeling eyes staring out. “Please, speak to me. Tell me, what will happen to this place? These people?” Below him, he saw different events flash by as if the earth was a giant movie. Somehow he knew that these events were what would occur in the next 50 years. He saw sea water rising more than two feet. He saw thousands of people displaced from their homes and businesses. He saw the reef continuing to disappear. More animals disappeared. Millions of people were affected, he saw their struggles flash one by one and he quickly became overwhelmed. “Oh, no. Spirit, I didn't want this to happen. Tell me these events can yet be changed.”  When he got no response he turned back to watching the unfolding events. One scene caught his eye, there was a grave being dug next to the house he had lived in with his parents. “I've never seen a funeral like this one. Aye, no mourners, no friends to bid him farewell. That’s so sad. Spirit. Whose lonely grave is this?” The Spirit spoke for the first time, laughing darkly and throwing his head back. “Why, yours, Ebenezer. The richest man in the cemetery.” 
Ebenezer was horrified. Nothing had changed and he was buried in this horrible, desolate, wasteland with no people to mourn him. “Please. No, no, no. I'll change. I'll change. Spirit, let me, I'll… Oh, I'm back in my own room. I haven't missed it. The spirits have given me another chance. Oh, I know just what I'll do. What a wonderful day. Oh, there's so much to do. Oh, so much to do.” Ebenezer rushed into his office that very minute and shut down his company. He used all the wealth that he had stored up to create a new company. He focused on educating people on the same things that he had learned during that fateful night. He focused on saving the Barrier Reef and doing anything he could to alleviate climate change. He didn’t change everything all by himself. He hadn’t ruined everything all by himself either. He did his part though, as much as he could, and he educated everyone he came in contact with so they did their part too. We can do the same. And God bless us, everyone.
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