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vividly recall a night late in December about o year ago. it

was 6:00pm, very cold and getting dark. | was waiting for a
bus to go home, standing behind a tree for protection from the
wind. I had recently lost o friend to AIDS. From whatever
megsure of intuition God had given me, | knew suddenly and
quite certainly that | alse had AIDS.

| stood behind the tree and cried. 1 was afraid. 1 was alone
and | thought | had lost everything that was ever dear to me,
Iy fhat place, it was very easy to imagine fosing my home, my
family, my friends, and my job, The possibifity of dying under
that tree, in the cold, utterly cut off from any human love
seemed very real. | prayed through my tears. But | knew.
Several months later, in April, the doctor told me what | had
discovered for myself.

Now, it’s nearly o year later and I'm still here, still working, still
fiving, stili learning how to love. There are some inconve-
niences. This morning, just out of curicsity, | counted the
number of pills t have to take during the course of a week. i
came out fo 112 assorted tablets and capsules. | go to the
doctor once a month and find myself reassuring him that 1 feel
quite well. He mutters to himself and rereads the lotest labora-
tory results which show my immune system declining 1o zero.

My last T-Celt count was 10. T have been fighting painful sores
in my mouth that moke eating difficalt. But, frankly, food has
olways been more imporiant to me than o litle pain. | have
had Theush for a year. It never quite goes away. Recently, the
doctor discovered the herpes virus had gotten hold of my
system. There have been strange fungal infections. One was
on my tongue. A biopsy caused my tongue to swell and |
couldn't talk for & week making many of my Friends secretly
thankful. A way had been found to shut me up and they «ll

revelled in the relative peace and quiet. Of course, there are
night sweats, fevars, swollen Tymph glands [no one told me
they would be painful), and unbelievable fatigue.

When | was growing up, | literally defested grubby, down-in-
the-dirt sorts of work like changing the oil, digging in the
garden, and putting out the rubbish. Later on, o friend, wheo
was a psychiatrist, suggested | should accept o summer job of
a lumber camp. He chuckled with sinister glee and suggested it
might be o constructive emotional experience. Well, this last
year hus been that canstructive emotional experience that |
had avoided. Parts of it have been grubby and down-in-the-
dirt and paris hove been life-changing. 1 cry more now, |
laugh more now, too. | have come to reatise that my story is
not in any way unique, nor is the foct that | will most likely die
within two or three years. Like many of my brothers and
sisters, | have had to come to terms with my own death, and
the deaths of many of thase | fove.

My death will not be extraordinary. If eccurs daily to others,
just like me. And | have reclised that death is nof really the
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If seems that it was only @ short time ago that |
was sitting with the editorial team discussing the
future plons for the Birchgrove newsletters. The
Editor came up with the suggestion that we
develop a range of themed issues. As we sat and
laughed and joked, we asked ourselves what
would appeal to the average Birchgrove member?
in « flash it became blindingly clear that Sex,
Drugs and Rock and Roll were the real topics that
would interest any true Birchgrove member]

Well, we've tackled Sex, that seemed easy. The
assumption that sex was something that haemophil-
1acs shouldn't do, or couldn’t do, or didn’t want to
do, wasn't hard fo challenge. It also svited our
schoolboy sense of devilment, to say rude words
and print dirty pictures.

And drugs too wasnt that dilficulf. Demonstrating
fhat, for many haemophiliacs, drugs are an
impartant issue, not just the pharmaceutical, doctor
prescribed drugs, that have had such a devastating
effect on our lives, but also recreational drugs, that
many of us hove chosen o become part of cur way
of coping.

At the ime the rationsle behind “Rock and Rolt”
escaped me. Try as | might, | could see no signifi-
cance in the concept, | happened to be listening to
the radio when | caught a piece about Johnny
Rotten and the Sex Pistols. How appropriofe!
Johnny was talking about Sid Vicious who had
committed suicide years ago, and he said, “the
thing about Sid was that he bought into the whole
bag, Sex, Drugs and Deathl” and there i was,
there was the answer. The finat taboos, death and
dying.

Now, as | lie here on my bed, with only a slight
touch of AIDS and an even slighter chance of
survival, it is with a grand sense of irony that | find
that this is the issue that now faces me too. Your
infrepid Birchgrove reporter is boldly willing to go
where few journdlists have investigated before. Are
there no lengths to which we are willing to go to
research an arficle?

Lying on my bed | can indulge in the pleasures of
hindsight and think back to the many satisfactions
that 1 have found. What stands out most clearly is
the sense of pleasure that 1 take in having known so
meny haemophiliaes, so many people who have
lived with this virus and died because of it. 1 am
proud to remember their faces and remember their
names. | am proud fo have been part of bringing
together many of those people who 1 feel closest to.
There seems liflle more important in this Greek
iragedy that has become our fives, than the friend-
ship and companionship of those who truly under-
stand hife’s little ironies.
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issue at all. The challenge of having AIDS is not
dying of AIDS, but living with AIDS. | didn't come
o these realisations easily and, unforiunciely,
wasted precious time in what | thought was the
fragedy of my impending demise. t still have o
difficult fime when someone 1 love is sick, is in
hospital, or dies. We have alf been to far too many
funerals and many of us don’t know how we will be
able to find any more tears for the ones that we
continue to lose.

In @ story about someone who had lost his partner
{0 AIDS, the man said that alier his partner had
died, he thought, that just maybe, the horror was
over, That somehow it would oll go away and
everything could gef back to the way it once was,
But, just as he starts to think the horror is over, the
telephone rings. | am crying as | weite this because
i have o very vivid piciure in my mind of my
pariner making those same telephone calls, We alf
know about the discrimination, fear, ignorance,
hatred and cruelty attached to the AIDS epidenic.

There is o major myth | would like to dispel. When
we approach the AIDS crisis our first inclination is
to search about for money to theow at the problem.
{ don't underestimate the importance of funds for
services and research. But money will not sofve, by
itself, the problems of suffering, isclation and fear.
You don’t need to write a cheque, you need fo
care. f you do core, and if you have some money
in your account, the cheque will follow naturally
enough. Bui, first, you have to care.

Beck when | lost the first of my friends to AIDS, |
knew that ane friend, Don, had been sick, 1f
seemed like he was in and out of the hospital with
this and that and dida't seem 1o be getting any
betier. Finally, the doctors diagnesed AIDS. By the
fime he died, he had been offected with dementia
and was blind. When his friends found out he haod
AIDS, many of us did not visit ki while he was in
the hospital. Yes, that included me. L was afraid -
not of catching AIDS = but of decth. 1 knew | was at
sk and thet in looking at Don | could be looking ¢
my own future. | thought | could ignore it, deny i,
and it would go away. It didn't. The next time 1 saw
Don was af his funeral. | am ashamed and ! know
that none of us, even those with AIDS, are exempt
from the sins of denial and fear. If T had just one
wish, just one, it would be that none of you would
have 1o experience the death of a loved one before
you realise the extent and seriousness of this erisis.
what ¢ terrible, terrible price o pay.

what happens”, you may ask, “when | get
involved and | come to care about someone and,
then, they die?” | understond the question. The
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wonderful part, though, is to understand the
answer, At a recent meefing | was frying to listen fo
several threads of discussion ofl ot the same time
when a woman {ond a dear friend) spoke up. She
had recently lost her brother to AIDS. She soid
quite directly that she was always amazed to see
me and 1o see how well 1 was doing. She had
become convinced that 1 was doing so well because
| had been open about my diagnasis and because
of the support, love and care | had received from
those around me. She turned to me and said she
knew her brother would have lived longer if he'd
been able to get that same support and care, if
somehow he hadn't felt so isolated and olone. She
was right and | have come ta realise how precious
that care and support, that love, is. It has fiterally
kept me alive.

Soon after | had discovered 1 had AIDS, the most
imporiant person in my life brought home @ small
package of seeds. They were sunflowers. We lived
in a small apartment with a tiny patio with a bare
patch of earth ~ really more of o Hower box than
any sort of ¢ garden. He said he was going to
plant the sunflowers in the “garden”. Okay, 1
thought, Our luck with growing things had never
been tremendous, especially such large planis os
pictured on the package in such a smoll plot of
ground. And | had much more importent fish to fry.
| was, after all, dying of AIDS and 1 had never paid
much atiention to anything as mundane as fowers
in a flower box.

He planted the seeds and they took hold. By
summertime, they stood at least seven feet high with
glorious, bright yellow blooms. The blossoms
followed the sun religiously and the patio became a
hive of activity as bees of all descriptions hovered
relentlessly around the sunflowers. Out of row upon
row of apariments which were indistinguishable
trom one another, it was afways easy for me to spot
our patio with those great halos of yellow towering
high above the fence, How precious those
sunflowers became. | knew 1 was coming hame:
home to someone who loved me. When | sow those
sunflowers, | knew that everything, in the end,
would be alright.

For those of you who do care and find yourself
ready to rmake this kind of cammitment, 1 would like
it very much if you could come to my house. We
waouldn't do o whole lot. We wauld just sit on
kitchen chairs, have some iced feq, and wakch the
bees in the sunflowers.

Terry Boyd, age 38, was the fother of a 14 year old son
and was raised in Nebraske, Idaho,




