
words & art by jeff monk

december 19th, 4:37 pm

dr. 
charles, 
your last 
patient is 

ready. she's a 
bit anxious.

chest pain, 
again? 

c'mon, med 
student. let's 
get this over 

with.

great...
sure.

mrs. chapman, 
what's the 
problem?

well…i'm 
worried about 
this chest pain 

i've been 
having.

it usually 
hurts here, 

but not 
always. oh, i 
don't know!

i have been 
stressed. smoking 

like a chimney lately, 
to tell the truth. 
the divorce still 
isn't final and i 

worry about that a 
lot.

do you 
think this 

pain is 
serious, 
doctor?



no, i'm 
not 

worried. and 
frankly i think 

you need to 
stop worrying, 
too. go home 
and get some 

rest.
but--

do you 
believe this, med 
student? we go 

through this every 
other month!

that's it, 
mrs. chapman! i'm 
certain. reduce 
your stress and 

the pain will 
subside.

goodbye.

uhh…dr. 
charles? i have 

a question. don't 
you think you 

should at 
least--

what year are 
you again?

right. so maybe 
once you have 30 

years experience, then 
you can tell me how 

to practice.

go home, med 
student.

uhh…
third year…

sir.

...sure.

later that day...



december 24th, 3:35 pm
this came for you 

today, dr. charles. i 
think it's from dr. 

ramsey.

it says 
"urgent."

throw it 
away.

what's it 
say?

…you ok?

howard's dead. 
stage iv 

adenocarcinoma of 
the lung got 

him. 

hmph, 
figures! his 

last act was to 
ruin everyone 

else's holiday.

what? of 
course. i only 

started getting 
ahead after 

dropping the dead 
weight formerly 

known as "Dr. 
ramsey." good 

riddance.

isn't it about 
time you clocked 

out, nancy?

yeah, but first, you 
had two voicemails.

a dr. 
baldwin's daughter 

called. he had a 
stroke and isn't 

doing well.

and remember 
carol chapman? you 
saw her last week. 

apparently she had a 
heart attack this 

morning and is in the 
i.c.u. poor lady...

mm-hm.

i'm heading 
out. merry 
christmas, 
richard.

mm-hm.



december 25th, 12:01 am

wake up, 
richard.

wha--?

ramsey!

i'm gone richard. 
and yet, i am here. 

for you.

we were too 
much alike, that 

was the problem. 
ignorant to the 

needs of others. 
no empathy.

i never 
learned the true 

meaning of "patient 
care" until i required 

it myself. it was 
too late.

but it's not 
too late for 

you.

no! this 
must be a 
dream...

you're a side effect 
of my ambien, and 

nothing more!

i told you, richard. i am here. 
and yet, soon i'll be gone.

i need to tell you 
about tonight. you will be 

visited by three more ghosts. 
they are the ghosts of 
medicine past, present, 

and future.

if you learn from what they 
show you, many lives will be 
better for it. even yours.

my time is up. 
goodbye, richard.

but--

how--



welcome to 
ancient greece, 

richard. i am 
hippocrates and i will 

show you medicine's 
past.

you've gotta be 
kidding me.

come. there is a young man 
i want you to meet.

i don't 
believe 
this...

this him?

what? you 
mean--

he's a type 1 diabetic, 
isn't he? without insulin, 

he's a goner.

the boy's humors are out of 
balance. he makes water like 
nectar. there is no hope for 

him.

what's his father 
doing?

that's not his 
father. that is my 

student, asclepius. 
learn from him.

but he's not 
doing anything! 
at least give the 

kid fluids, or 
something!

look harder. even though he 
is beyond saving, asclepius 

knows how to care for him.

there's no reason i 
need to see this. 

let's go. 
this is a waste 

of time.

as you wish, 
richard. but take 
this experience 

with you and 
remember your 

oath.

your inaction may 
do harm in unexpected 

ways, but...



"…it is not too late for you to change."

dr. 
baldwin?!? why 

do you still look 
young? and what're 

you doing in my 
bed?

hello, 
richard! the 
bed looked 

comfortable. 
this is how you 
remember me 
from during 

your residency.

it's my job to show you 
the present state of 

medicine. so we'll be visiting 
my body, uh, presently.

your body?

oh.

…i see.

yes, 
unfortunately. i'm in 
my eighties now, and 

after that last 
stroke, it was only 
a matter of time.

your wife and 
children - they're 

all here.

indeed. and 
here comes my 
physician. he 

called everyone, 
asked them to 

come in.

he has to break 
the news that my 
chances are very 

slim.

he wanted 
to do it in 
person.

it's time for you to 
move on, rich. very soon 

i'll be leaving too. 
i'm glad i got to 
see you again.

me too, dr. 
baldwin. i wish it 
wasn't because 

of--
i'm sorry.

i'm 
beginning to 
believe you. i 

can remember, 
you weren't 
always like 
this, rich.

so please 
realize… 



"…it's not too late for you to change."

dr. charles? 
your next 

appointment is 
ready.

nurse nancy? is 
that you?

i'm a bit older, 
but yes, it's me. 

i've been 
tasked with 

showing you the 
future of 
medicine.

the future?

yes, and here we 
are. take a look.

oh god! 
that's me!

correct. 
and look - 
here comes 

another 
familiar 

face.

another day, dr. 
charles. do you 

remember me now? 
tim?

oh wait, 
that's right. I 

was just another 
"med student" to 

you. 

so let's 
see…says 

here you had 
some chest pain 
overnight. i bet 
that made you a 

bit anxious, 
didn't it?

or maybe you 
had the chest 
pain because 
you're anxious.

either way, 
looks like 

you're doing 
fine today. 

maybe i'll see 
you tomorrow.

he left me! i'm 
obviously in pain 

and he abandoned 
me!

why 
would he 
treat me 
like this?

think about how 
you treated him, 

richard.

think of all 
your patients 

over the years and 
the empathy you 
never showed 

them.

your 
relationships with 
your patients will 
only continue to 

erode.

now is the time 
when you can 

change.

take me back.

now i see what 
i need to do 

tonight.



december 25th, 
3:58 am

carol 
chapman?

are you her 
primary 
doctor?

she's in room 
1027.

yes, i am.

thank you.

the end




