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RIGHT, BEFORE I DIE

EXHIBITION ‘Right, before I die’
BRIEF

this moving exhibition is a project by the American artist, Andrew George, in conjunction
with the Providence Holy Cross Medical Center in California
In 2012, Andrew George contacted the Medical Director of Palliative Care with an unusual request: he
wanted to record the fortitude and courage of patients receiving palliative care in words and images. Over
a period of two years, he talked to patients about their lives – their joys, fears and pleasures – and collected moving letters and testimonials. George then photographed these men and women. The results of this
poignant project are on display in the Diksmuide attic of the medieval St John’s Hospital hospital, where it
honors its core values, i.e. to support and console ill people.
Innovating project with interest from more than 150 countries
‘Right, before I die’ is disruptive in the best possible way. The innovating project - because George was the
first one to do this - offers a fresh, provocative and inspiring perspective on our search for meaning in life.
As we are introduced to the lives of those photographed here, we cannot help but be brought into our own
realm of self-reflection.
Before the exhibition was build, the results of the project were allready visible on internet. Immediately it
generated interest from countries all around the world, more than 150 countries in fact. It inspired hundreds of international reviews. Thousands of comments and letters have been written about ‘Right, before I
die’ where people from all over the world have shared thoughts and beliefs as part of a global conversation.
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MORE INFORMATION
‘Right before I die’ is a project by the American artist, Andrew George, in conjunction with the Providence
Holy Cross Medical Center in California.
In 2012, George contacted the Medical Director of Palliative Care, Dr. Marwa Kilani, with an unusual request:
he wanted to record the fortitude and courage of patients receiving palliative care in words and images.
Dr Kilani consented and got much more in return than she expected - portraits providing a glimpse into the
soul, desires and essentially the life journeys of her patients.
George took his time to create ‘Right before I die’ and visited the unit over a period of two years. He talked to
patients about their lives – their joys, fears, pleasures and regrets – and collected moving letters and testimonials. George then photographed these men and women, capturing portraits that transcend their hospital setting. The results of George’s intensive journey are on display in the Diksmuide attic of this medieval
hospital
This poignant project honors the core values of St John’s Hospital, i.e. to support and console terminally ill
people nearing the end of their time on earth. But it does far more. The project cannot help but impact each
of us, as demonstrated by the worldwide public reaction to the on-line posting of these images. Most of the
faces looking at you are no longer around. Letters and interviews – viewed alongside George’s revealing
portraits – are the only tangible reminders of these lives.
These candid testimonials cannot help but cause visitors to reflect on their own lives – limited by time and
fate – and to leave the exhibit not discouraged,
but perhaps joyful and with deepened self-reflection on the meaning of our own life journeys.
As philosopher Alain de Botton said in a foreword to the catalog, ’Right, before I die’ is on the side of life, it
gives us new determination to appreciate what is being neglected and rearrange our values.
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‘Right, before I die’ by Alain De Botton, Philosopher
We continuously need the resources of art to renew

For all of them, it started much as it will start for you: a strangely persistent itch at the back of the head, a
discomfort on the left side, a lump fingered in the shower. Something it became impossible to ignore.
Then would have come the trip to the doctor, the dropped voices and the news, which - despite all the evidence - continues to surprise us all, to seem like an error, a clerical mistake, an aberration.
Nelly
After I received my diagnosis, I cried every day.
Some submit at once, a few vow to fight what science knows will never be vanquished:
Sarah
When I first heard, I said we’re going to fight this, we’re going to beat this…
We need to spend time with those who are about to die. Thank goodness for Andrew George, who took his
camera into the hospices and hospitals we otherwise never dare to visit.
It’s a particular advantage that these are very unremarkable people, it reduces the barriers between them
and us. We feel the continuity between our situation and theirs. Their story will be ours, an idea that remains
almost impossible to admit to ourselves and hold in consciousness through the rounds of ordinary distractions and commitments.
These are the people you don’t particularly notice: the woman who works in the shop you rarely go into. The
guy who works in the next office block. The woman who does the stationery. But with death close, they have
something to say to all of us. Their words become like those of the prophets; they have gone ahead of us and
have momentous things to report. These people, none of whom has more than a few days left to live, speak
with the clarity and lack of all pretensions of the damned.
Abel
You have a one way ticket, don’t waste it.
The dying are the great appreciators: they notice the value of the sunshine on a spring afternoon, a few minutes with a grandchild, another breath… And they know what spoilt ingrates we are, not stopping to register
the wonder of every passing minute. They were once like us of course. They wasted decades but now they are
in a position to know of their folly and warn us of our own.
Kim
There’s so many things to enjoy and we don’t enjoy them.
It is a time for confession and for admissions of weakness. There is no occasion for pride. You can admit all
that went wrong, the evasions, cowardice, bitterness and betrayals that are the hidden mortar of every life.
Donald
Even though my ex-wife remarried and loved another man, I still love her.
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The things that they love most have no connection with the assumed hierarchies of the competitive world.
Childhood is always mentioned, the time when death had no presence yet, when there were only nightmares
that could be comforted away. Now the nightmares have colonised the days. This is worse than any ghost or
zombie one could have dreamt of.

our connection with the unbearable but deeply necessary truths.

Chuck
Some of my favourite times were as kids; me and my brothers used to play baseball and my mom would
join us.
We may want to cry, for them and of course, as it should be, for us.
Death refashions ambition, it leads us to attach new value to things we hardly would have thought of as
goals of any kind.
Irene
I would love to be seventy years old.
We will leave very few traces. Our monuments are shockingly small, but all the more genuine and heartbreaking for being so. We can count ourselves lucky for living on in the hearts of a few for half a decade or
so.
Odis
I’ll be remembered for my red beet jam and quilting…
Every age should be in search of effective ways to keep death in mind. Once we would look at skulls or at
martyrs, hourglasses or withered flowers. Now we can accompany a photographer into those hospices that
we only ever dimly clock on our journeys to work. The task of art is to give us access to experiences it is
otherwise hard to get hold of and render their moral vivid in our distracted imaginations.
The images are sad but not depressing. Rather than try to crush us with the remembrance of death, they
have an unexpected joyful quality. They are on the side of life, they give us new determination to rearrange
our values and appreciate what is being neglected.
It no longer matters quite so much who we squabbled with and what our anxieties may currently be about.
We are set free from things that shouldn’t constrain us in the first place: fears, wrong preoccupations, false
values.
Unfortunately, we’ll forget the wisdom on offer here within hours. We’ll be back to losing perspective and
forgetting to notice the sunshine. We continuously need the resources of art to renew our connection with
the unbearable but deeply necessary truths.
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More information | Interviews

Appointments can be made through sarah.bauwens@brugge.be of T +32 50 44 87 08.

Pictures

> Images to promote this exhibition can be downloaded via the following link: http://www.flickr.com/
photos/museabrugge/sets/. The credits are also mentionned.
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Practical information exhibition
Title		

Right, before I die

Artist		

Andrew George

Period		

28/01 > 28/06/’15

Place		

St-Janshospitaal, Mariastraat 38, 8000 Bruges

Open		

daily from 9.30 a.m. till 17 p.m. | closed on Monday

Prices 		
		

(incl permanent collection): € 8 (26-64 y.) | € 6 (> 65 y. en 12-25 y.) |
free -12 years & primary and secondary school students (accompanied by teacher)

More information
		www.museabrugge.be
		www.facebook.com/RightbeforeIdie
		www.rightbeforeIdie.com

Catalogue

The catalogue of this project is a hard cover full colour book in
English and contains 20 gate folds and 127 pages. Price: € 39
You can also contact the publicist:
aubree@assaultmediamarketing.com

Request
We collect every possible review of our museums and events. Therefore we would like to ask you to send
a copy of any article you publish, or a CD of the relevant broadcast, to Sarah Mayer, head of Press &
Communications, Musea Brugge, Dijver 12, B-8000 Bruges. You can also send the files digitally (stating ftp
or url) to sarah.bauwens@brugge.be.
We thank you for your cooperation and interest.
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