Mural Session at the Detention Center, 

Thursday, 10/22/04

She just wears a T-shirt, the purple-colored T-shirt all the other girls wear too and she insists that she is not cold. It is chilly out there in the courtyard of the detention center, typical October weather with grey, cloudy sky.

There are six girls today ready to paint. However, the T-shirt girl with short, black hair, dark skin and folded, resistant arms is not happy. She is angry. Something is bothering her very much. Just let her be, the guardian says; she will change when she draws.

I talk briefly about today’s program. Those who are working on a previous paintings should finish it – if they want to. The Fish Girl is still here and she starts - with another girl- to finish the waves around the fish. She is very proud of her colorful creation. It is also one of my favorite images.
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Another girl – a new girl – starts to draw the trunk of an orange tree. Jimu is very helpful and gives good suggestions.
The T-shirt girl decides to draw a black Mama. She starts with a big head and a very fancy hair formation – long, curly hair brushed to one side. The head is double the size of the body and the arms and legs are like helpless, inactive strings dangling away from the body. I decide to talk with her.

“A Mama has normally a big body, a body, that can embrace you with a big, warm hug! I do not know if this Mama you painted can do that.

She looks at me and responses “this is actually a caricature of a Mama”. However, after a while, she comes to the conclusion that what she painted is more a girl than a Mama.

I suggest making a bigger body, broader shoulders and big breasts, a Mama similar to the woman painted by another girl.
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She does not want to change it and wipes off her entire sketch. Now she is frustrated again and says that she is actually not able to draw Mama. But then she takes a crayon and starts, without talking to anyone, to draw the body of an animal with a full and heavy oval body, a long tail and a round head.  It is the last painting of our series of paintings. With two big, pointed ears, this wild cat is looking fiercely out of the still empty, concrete wall. The girl knows exactly which color she wants to use – warm earth color, a golden brown for the body with dark, brown squares as a pattern. The tail gets dark, brown stripes. Soon, she finishes the eyes and then, for some reason I could not observe, gets into troubles again. She might have used rude words or shown inappropriate behavior. The supervisor calls her out and lectures her – saying something about her status and that she has to prove that she deserves to be with us.
Now, she is back in her resistant mood and does not want to continue. I walk over to her and point out that the animal neither has legs nor a mouth! With no mouth, it does not have a voice. 

 “It is dead!” is her response.

“NO, it is alive and wants to live, it wants to be free” I counter. 
“It needs you today to make it free!”

Still angry, she finally picks up the brush and hastily makes aggressive strokes to paint the legs. I expect the most fierce, dangerous looking mouth. But to my big surprise, she makes an open, friendly smile. Laughter comes back to her too. She decides to continue and paints two greenish, grey circles above each other. It becomes a little happy mouse looking outward into the courtyard – cat and mouse peacefully together! What an archetypal image again! Like in Albrecht’s Duerer’s engraving of Adam and Eve in Paradise, where cat and mouse exist also peacefully together. I am stunned.
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The journey from suffering, beginning with the weeping rose behind the bars, is ending in the liberation from suffering where opposites exist together in peace and harmony. Again, it manifested itself spontaneously, in a girl full of inner troubles and conflicts. What a promise for peace! 
