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PREFACE by Mal Warshaw

In a recent six-month period I lost four of the people closest to me—my parents, a cousin and a best friend—and almost lost my wife’s mother who hovered between life and death for many months. These events, coming as they did within such an incredibly short period, profoundly affected me and intensified the experience of encountering the end of life.

When Richard Bove, a colleague at Pratt Institute, where I was teaching, suggested during that period that death should be the subject of a photographic book, I was immediately drawn to the idea. My wife, Betty, caught the excitement and saw the value of trying to capture visually the various aspects of the process of dying. It was her encouragement, her intellect, and most important, her generosity in allowing me to share with her her own terror, fears, and fantasies about dying that opened up in me my own deeply buried feelings and started a process of investigation in order to seek answers to our common anxieties about death.

My friend and agent, Lucy Kroll, introduced me to Beth, a vital woman just 42 years old, who was dying of cancer and was willing to share that experience and permit me to photograph the terminal phase of her life.

After I was well into working with Beth and had taken hundreds of photographs of her, a friend suggested that I show them to his friend Elisabeth Kübler-Ross. Dr. Kübler-Ross and I met and talked, and out of that encounter grew an agreement to work together, as well as a friendship, mutual admiration, and respect. Knowing Dr. Kübler-Ross with her special insights and qualities has been one of the most important gifts this collaboration has brought me.

Working with Beth and having recently observed my friends and family in a similar situation, I noted that the faces of people who have a terminal disease, and who have come to terms with their own impending death, have a look that is a marvelous combination of tranquility and incredible power and insight. What I hoped to do was to capture the essence of that look in a photograph, so that those feelings could be broadly shared. And it was evident at the outset that a series of photographs would be necessary to show something of the process and to provide a frame of reference for each individual history.

Usually a photographer enjoys a unique, meaningful relationship with his subject, whether the subject is human, a scene in nature, or an inanimate object. He is an observer, detached from the scene, objective—with a visceral sense of the aesthetics in any given situation. He develops what social workers call a “therapeutic stance” which allows his artistry, professionalism, and expertise to function at maximum levels. Under most circumstances this works.

Any “distancing” from the subjects in this work, however, was unthinkable. Happily for me (and I hope my work) my subjects became my friends. There is no way to remain the slightest bit aloof from a dying friend if you want to keep the channels of communication open and share the experience.

A major challenge in making the photographs for this book was dealing with the unknown. There is no way to predict the exact second when something dramatic or something filled with intense meaning is going to happen. I wanted to be there, standing in the right place, with the right lens, to capture what Robert Frank called “the humanity of the moment.” To prearrange this was obviously impossible. A large part of the technique I developed was to invest the time, to be available, to know, to understand, and to be a part of what was happening, to be guided by my instincts, and to let my sense of human connection serve as a focal point.

The luxury of working this way was made possible by the present state of the art of photography. I worked with existing light, used no special lights or popping flashes, so that the camera would intrude as little as possible. All the photographs were taken with 35mm single-reflex cameras. The availability of fast film plus a variety of fast lenses greatly increased my ability to adapt to a great variety of ever changing environments.

There are no posed pictures in this book. I asked my friends to permit me to be present (in the background with my camera) as an observer of the small, incidental events of daily life, as well as, of course, of the special times.

My subjects became very important in my life. They were my teachers. They were making me examine myself in ways I had previously avoided. It was painful, yet strangely reassuring. I found that as I permitted myself to confront the fact of dying, I was more fully embracing life. I felt lighter and more at ease with myself.

I shall always be grateful to our friends for welcoming us into their lives: to Beth, to Louise, to Linda and Jamie, to Jack, and to all the terminal patients for sharing their most precious possession—the short time they had left.

I have tried to record in photographs the various developments in the process of dying, the visual images of the inner struggle to accept the inevitability of death.

I hope that as you read and look at what follows, you too will become more comfortable with the idea of dying and be able to live, as I now do, more freely.


INTRODUCTION
by Elisabeth Kübler-Ross

I first met Mal Warshaw through a mutual friend who was familiar with my work with terminally ill patients and with Mal’s search to understand better the mystery of death. After an initial conversation with Mal, during which he shared his interests with me, I invited him to come to my house, where I had an opportunity not only to meet Mal the photographer, but Mal the person, who, like so many other people, cared enough to become involved in a field that too many people try to avoid.

It was clear that Mal, like so many others in our society, was not at peace with the issue of death. But he had one great advantage, and that was the willingness to look at his own fear, guilt, and unfinished business, and try to find answers to the many questions he had, not only about the issue of death and dying, but about life and living itself and the care we give to those who have to face their own finiteness.

Mal had brought with him a stack of pictures of a gallant lady who valiantly fought cancer and finally succumbed to it. With his gifts and talents, his searching mind and his eyes that can see what most people overlook, Mal had grasped aspects of a woman’s living and dying in the photographs of his friend Beth; and as we looked at them we started to discuss the many lessons that terminally ill people are able to give us: not only in their increased wisdom and depth, in the communication that they are able to develop with us during the course of a terminal illness, but also in their facial expressions and their willingness to have pictures taken of them which, we hope, will reach many people and prove to the skeptics that dying is an important part of life.

It is in these pictures that they say, in a memorable symbolic language, what it is like to go through the struggle, through the pain, through the loneliness, and, like a rough rock that is put in a tumbler, end up a piece of jewelry. Those facing a terminal, devastating illness, and having the courage to accept it, to say yes to it, will emerge from the struggle with the radiance of a jewel which, as so remarkably demonstrated through Mal’s photography, can be seen in their outward expression.

So it is the purpose of this book to show what can and will happen to human beings, young and old, child and adult alike, when they are in the process of being destroyed by a malignant growth and yet can emerge as a butterfly emerges from a cocoon with a sense of peace and freedom, not only in themselves, but in those who are willing to share their final moments and who have the courage to say good-bye, knowing that every good-bye also includes a hello.

Each of the patients we have chosen reacted differently to his or her fatal illness. Each one had individual struggles to overcome. Each one has had a different and limited support system, and yet all of them, without exception, had the courage to say yes to their illness without fear at the end, without guilt, and without unfinished business. It is fear and guilt that are the only enemies of man, and if we have the courage to face our own fears and guilts and unfinished business, we will emerge more self-respecting and self-loving and more courageous to face whatever windstorms come in our direction. As one of my teachers so beautifully put it, “Should you shield the canyons from the windstorms, you would never see the beauty of their carvings.”

It has been our life’s work to help our patients view a terminal illness not as a destructive, negative force, but as one of the windstorms in life that will enhance their own inner growth and will help them to emerge as beautiful as the canyons which have been battered for centuries. We hope that this joint venture with pictures of our patients will speak for itself, and that there are not too many words needed to describe what happens to them.

Our patients have been chosen at random. They were the first patients who volunteered to participate in this book, as a gift both to their families and to those unknown thousands who will look through these pictures and words and will contemplate their own finiteness and wonder if they, too, could face a terminal illness with such courage, peace, and equanimity.

Our role in their struggle was simply as a catalyst, to share a moment, a tear perhaps, a hope, and most of all, to lend a listening ear. Each one in his or her own private, intimate way had choreographed his or her own death; all were convinced about their own ultimate destiny and had made their own arrangements in keeping with the style of their personality, in style with their character. Each one chose to live to the very end in the way he or she found to be most meaningful—even our little girl Jamie, whose wish was to be at home with her mother, with her toys, with her brother, and with her prized dog. She, too, knew that death was forthcoming, and as long as she was able to open her eyes and see her beloved mother she was at peace. Although she had been in a caring hospital for her last treatment, she already understood that for her, at the very end, there was no place like home. She, too, as young as she was, drew a picture and reflected upon her impending death in beautiful, symbolic language which, later on, was a source of peace for her mother, who understood the message of this little girl and who was able to let go of her, just as the little girl was able to let go and symbolize her own death as a happy little balloon floating up into the sky.

I hope that this joint venture will lead us to think about life, about the way you and I spend our days and our nights. It will help you, I hope, to evaluate your own style of living and dying from moment to moment. It will show you that every good-bye is a hello, and perhaps it will help you, if nothing else, to share the deepest thoughts and dreams of others who have preceded you in death and somehow have shown you the way it can be for you if you choose to have it that way.

Human beings have one great asset over all other living things, and that is that they have free choice. We are not powerless specks of dust drifting around in the wind, blown by random destiny. We are, each one of us, like beautiful snowflakes that God has created. There are no two snowflakes alike in the whole universe, as there are no two people alike in the whole universe—not even identical twins. Each one of us is born for a specific reason and purpose, and each one of us will die when he or she has accomplished whatever was to be accomplished. The in-between depends on our own willingness to make the best of every day, of every moment, of every opportunity. The choice is always ours. When we have cancer, we can naturally put our head in the sand and temporarily forget it. We can drown ourselves in self-pity or in anger and anguish until it is too late. Or we can get the best possible help available to us in this country or abroad. We can keep it a secret or we can share the struggle with loved ones, thereby not only giving us an opportunity to grow, but giving the ones with whom we share it the opportunity to grow through the shared turmoil. To love is to give of oneself, and all giving is meaningful only if it is a mutual benefit.

In the course of a terminal illness, we can give up, we can demand attention, we can scream, we can become total invalids long before it is necessary. We can displace our anger and sense of unfairness onto others and make their life miserable. Or we have the choice to complete our work, to function in whatever way we are capable and thereby touch many lives by our valiant struggle and our own sense of purpose in our own existence.

From the thousands of dying children and grownups I have followed over the past decades, it has been only the ones who are willing to share who have left an imprint. The idea that we receive as much as we give has been the most accurate and literally true lesson I have learned over the years. Those who have not been able to externalize their fears and frustrations, their guilts, and their unfinished business, remain stuck in them. Those who have had the courage to scream and rage, if necessary, to question God, to share their pain and agony, are the ones who have touched our very being. Those were also the ones whose faces were peaceful and radiant when they left, leaving all those in awe who entered their room in the final days of their earthly existence. Those who have seen our patient Louise in her struggle to choose her own way to live until death will never be the same. They have all been touched by her example and will remember it when their own time comes close.

The patients you will see in this book became our friends with whom we shared much more than just time. If one is to be helpful to any other human being, no matter in what predicament, then the benefits are always mutual. Whatever we have been able to give them by our caring and sharing, they too have enriched our lives, and we are deeply grateful for those special moments and for the special friends who have made these pages possible.

OEBPS/images/f0001-01.jpg






OEBPS/images/title01.jpg
TO LIVE
UNTIL

WE SAY
GOQOD-BYE

Text by

Elisabeth
Kibler-Ross, M.D.
Photographs by

Mal Warshaw






OEBPS/images/9781451664478.jpg
TO LIVE
UNTIL
WE SAY

GOOD-BYE

Text by

Elisabeth
Kibler-Ross, M.D.
Photographs by

Mal Warshaw

A TOUCHSTONE BOOK








