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“How can we continue to fight an eprdemic that,

after all these years of anger and activism, still

shows no signs of gowng away?”

~Richard Meyer

When your life is forever altered from the devastating losses of
those you love, you find a way. Through my artistic volice, [ share
the stories of a group of friends all connected by the red ribbon.
They have been on the front line of the AIDS epidemic since it

bﬂg(—lﬂ more tl'l(—l[l twenty-ﬁve years ago.

Childhood friends, caregivers, spouses, family members, and
HIV survivors: this worls is an expression of their most intimate
triumphs and tragedies, lessons and losses. It is a cribute to those
who are not afraid to hug or sit bedside; who accompany visits to
the doctor’s office or manage the wall of medication. And to the

fichters: you are my inspiration every day.

David Foote



“Broken”

Everyone experiences the feeling of overconfidence on some level.

This work was inspired by one of Matt’s comments: “I was flying

through life. Nothing could stop me. Now I can barely walk.”

This symbol of indestruct 7ﬂity s reinforced with metallic silver
mixed in the paint. I chose a Single bright drip of red to represent
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“Dear Robbie™

Mickey shared a letter that he had written to his friends who had
died from complications due to AIDS. After deconstructing the text,

[ animated words and phrases to fade in and out over a piece of old
8mm film. Set to soft instrumental music, the film loops without
imagery or scenes. The visuals of a home movie are left to the viewer.

The choice of the footage also poses the question of whether it is a

beginning or an end.



“Metamorphosis”

My father and I constructed a wooden coffin to actual size. Jeff
is living with HIV and I asked him to make selections and direct
me in the application of photos, found objects and drawings. Each

side was covered with a collage of imagery depicting his views on

Heaven and Hell, fun and misery, life and death.

"The coffin was placed and lit in the center of the exhibit with a

poem, written especiaﬂy for this piece, projected on the lid.

STARS AND LIGHT AND
THINGS OF MIGHT.

WHAT HAVE 1 BECOME?

AN INFANT, A BOY, A MAN
70 TOUCH OTHERS, NOT ONLY

WITH HANDS, BUT WITH HEART.

A SON, A BROTHER, A FRIEND
NOT BY BIRTH

BUT BY BOUNDLESS GRACE.

FCRM SHED BEFORE
AND ONE DAY AGAIN,
REBIRTH, AWAKENING

EPIPHANY; A RETURN

STARS AND LigHT AND

THINGS of MIGHT

—ME.
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“Fountain of Life”

This idea was based on one of the many statistics [ had found in
my research. A functional water cooler was labeled and installed

in the exhibit as the only convenient source of water. The outside

In 1985, nearly half of all Americans
pre s believed, or were unsure, that they
could become infected with HIV by

sharing a drinking glass.

Today, more than one in five remain
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unclear that sharing a glass poses

no risk of infection.
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“Two Feet Under”

Linda wrote this beautiful story about her final days with Terry. It
seemed a perfect fitin a photograph which could represent a hospital

bed or morgue slab.

“T entered has voom. It 15 the voom he has chosen to die. He knows, a5 we
all know, that there will be no move shaved screams of laughter, coffec and
agaretles, stovies of days completed, or the sunple ad of holding hands. Tangled
1 the lentacles of suspended tubes funneling fus bife’s flurds, ke 15 aroake and
aware. The body that howses lus bang has morphed tnto a bloated and wasted
shell. The topography of fus swollen skn is mapped with the lesions of Karpost
Sarcoma, each angry purplish-ved patch touching, fading into, covering, leaving
little skhin unconguered.

I search for somewhere, anywhere, to touch. The only unsporled areas to make
physieal contact ave on the soles of has feet. Smooth from lack of usage,
un-calloused and a healthy color, they are the place o caress hum, comfort
fam, love hum. Sutting n the silence of impending death, I hold Ins feet.
I embrace them. I warm them. Gentle squeezes send love wrth every motion.
I'make lazy creles with a thumb. There are moans. I pray thet it 15 of pleasure
and peace — not of more parn. There is more than enough pain.”
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found out my partner was HIV positive in

1992, but getting tested was something that, at

the time, | could not bring myself to face. | was
convinced that if | was healthy, | couldn’t possibly be
HIV positive. | thought it was better not to know than
to have to deal with it. | always found excuses, but after
three years and a series of nagging illnesses, | needed to know.
With friends sick and dying all around me, my initial reaction
to the hearing “you're positive” was clear—I| was fucked.

Immediately, | started to set goals for myself. | needed
something to strive for. Something to reach. At first, | wanted to live
through one more Christmas. | decorated a tree for the first time in
years because | wanted to see the ornaments from my childhood. | sat
and cried every time | hung a memory. Then | wanted to live through
the summer enjoying the beach one more time. Being able to sun and
swim would take me back to times when my life was good, times when
| didn’t have a worry in the world. After that, | wanted to see the year
2000 arrive, a big goal for me in 1995 and | was determined to cut my
40th birthday cake (I had to get past my 30's.VVhat would people think?
At least dying in my 40’s sounded better.

Since then, | decorate my tree each Christmas. | have spent many
summers watching the waves rise from the Atlantic and | have celebrated
several New Years, toasting each to my good health. And on January 7th | will be
4].50 now, | have stopped setting goals. | just want to continue being healthy and en-

joying every day There are going to be plenty of summers, bright Christmas trees, New

Year champagne, and all the birthday cake | can eat. Fuck HIV. And fuck AIDS. I've got a life to live.

SRR

“Updated Status”

This is Steve’s story. | wanted to capture the fear, doubt and its emotion

through SEIOHg raw language. I ChOSé a IaHdO[Il COHEC[iO[l OfphOEOS

and found imagery to represent chance and how we view things

differently Whéﬂ Ehé context Changes.



“Personalities”

Adam and Jim dated for a brief period of time. [ wanted to caprure
the emotion of their experience and their different points of view.
I chose sign language to speﬂpersonﬂlz’fies to emphasize that in

silence, there is communication.
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“Point of View™

During, the first few years after Michael found out he was pos
it anpered him when friends would counter his decision to stay

home with clichés like “don’t worry about it.”

I painted two panels with a 5 ft. HIV and one line of 6 pt. type in

thﬁ enter. Iwanted to O\«’Cf\VhClHl thﬁ cwer as hC or Shﬁ \VDLlld (=

forced to stand close in order to read the microscopic text.

“Don’t worry fust velax and be hap)

Dot worry. Just elax and be happps




“Infinity”

This medicine chest was filled with HIV drugs. Greg has been living
with HIV for the past 18 years. The inspiration for this piece came
from his comment: “Every morning [ get up and face what feels like

an endless amount of pills. If [ want to stay alive, [ have no choice.”

While looking into the mirror of a closed medicine chest, the viewer
can turn on an inside light ﬂluminating an illusion that the shelves

ofpﬂls descend into inﬁnity.
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% “Through My Eyes”
i

Steve remarked that he was always thinking about his HIV status.
Every day he looked at daily life through a filcer of T-cell counts

and medication.

-

Random numbers are printed on both sides representing the sterile

.H.a-wk . Ca——

data of an HIV-infected T-cell counts. The bright red and aluminum

=

panels symbolize tainted blood are assembled with AZT and various

medication strung together with thin wire. The curtain was hung

covering the only window in the exhibition, thus forcing the viewer

to see through these elements when glancing at the world outside,
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“Finale”

This story is based on my own experience with Bob’s death.
[ wrote and wrapped the text around the silhouette of a human

ﬁgure signifying his absence and the loss of my dearest friend.

He was slozo to react and frequently fatigued; he struggled wath his daily routine.
He was only fifty but this was the beginmng of I decline.

1t was a year filled with exhaustion, frustration and stress finding ways
to settle fmancial demands and secure medical cave. The embarrassment of
soiled sheets and adult diapers had transformed inte humorous tales filling
the sterile voom zeuth familiar laughter

Wathin months, the disease had rapidly spread—stiffing lis voice and
reduang communication to expressive gestuves and directed eye movements.
Days later; I woas hoping for just ¢ hint of bp movement or glimpse of @ smle.
He would lay mofionless as I played his favorite music, staving at the wall,
unaware of my presence. All signs of vecognition were gone.

His fmal weeks were spent in a local hospiee, his condituon deteriorating so
that he needed hourly care. The muscles of lus evms and legs had deserted Fim
and Fes mouth would vobotically open and shut only fo perimt the pessage of e
hand-fed meal. I had convinced myself thet kis mind woas atientive behund his
sk fagade and continued to nsit daily.

The weeks dwindled to days, days turned to howrs and hours to a phone
call. I greeted an emotional caller who suggested that I get to the hospice as
so0n as possible.

I weaved through traffic and rushed mio the lobby. I franticelly clicked
the elevator buttons as it crept along the upper floors. Desperate, Tiwrned to the
twelve flights of stairs, leaping several steps at a time. As I entered the room,
his somber sisitors mstinetively extted. We were alone one last tume.

The eerie stlence was broken by the vhythm of his desperate attempts to
breath. I was numb as I approached the pile of wmiertzined sheels and his

fratl, fetal-positioned body. I sat on the edge of the bed and lowered fas head
onto my lap. Softly stroked hus thinming haw, I watched his chest expand and
contract with each remaining gasp of his exhausted lings.

As of he had been waiting for me, ene final, haunting exhale escaped
into the stale air—then silence. I couldn’t restrain my emotions as tears fell
quietly onto the motionless figure. Fragmented memovies of e loving, wonderful
frendship comforted me as I gently dlosed Ins eyes. His life had gone dark, but

I was one who died.
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“We are not interested 1n making definitive evaluations
or declarative statements, but in creating situations that
offer our chosen subject as a complex and open-ended
issue. We encourage greater audience participation
through wnterpretation.”

~Group Material









